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"GUNS, GIRLS &GAMHEBINGS"
FADE IN:
EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY
SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: '"Today"

The middlevof novieegewNneenpity twarlartedrighway.
Desert inyevery dinesctimm.

A familiar set of Vit daditiee hipotds eardriljakakes
theinvgay veetdthb sisigigld bsidbecch. Thb® owner
sits...it's ELVIS. Or at lgast a very serious Elvis
Impersonator. Sunglasses, hair, jumpsuit...the vookks.
A black duffel bag rests next o Himm.

Elvis has been out in the desert a long time.

Dehyahatied], wascedinmsitigigdhber @ ohly iCICLESEHRPS.
Pulling out a pack of cigarettgs, folloveeidobya didigteter,

he lights up a smoke. He then takes a long deep drag...
one of those drags that makes everyithimay all nigght.

And he sits alone on that bench in the middle of the
desert...thenhjghvgae empptyAAshthkdicisubdzatdalown,
he starts to drift in and out of consciousness, the

bright clouds dimming/before his gyes. Wil fimelly ...

A BUS arrives. It pulls up right in front of him.

The bus doors open as Elvis gathers his strength and
stands. Grabbing his bag, he moves to enter as the
college-aged BUS DRIVER eitts.

BUS DRIVER
(holding up a roll of
toilet paper)
Be right back.

Not noticing or caring about his attire, the Bus Driver
thimm . BRlyssblaaet ) esisate Hinnoskéf boeiare
climbing aboard.

CUT TO:
INT. BUS - DAY (CONTINUOUS)
And Elvis is onboard. The bus is completely emmpty,
and he veastesootitines mogadibingot ieeIDinreerss atater
bottle before makipg his veayaahibdaekck.PRIcicigghbe
black duffel hag downoonttizeseaat hechleeaililpissts
nexttoitt. He's made it.

CUT TO:



EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY

A pair of black leather high-heeled boots stride
confidgntlytmwatsisHbdbsis.Thbcaaype anakde dstsavay
up the back of a drop-dead gorgeous, 6 foot tall BLONDE.
The Blonde veaassaaskkintiiphtastsitinasficblee agas

from a sci-fi film made in the 70's. But tucked in the

back of that catsuit's\belt sre tvoovezryrmmoddanridokikigg
pistols.

CUT TO:
INT. BUS - DAY (CONTINUOUS)

The Blonde climbs aboard. Looking back into the bus,

she seeg onyy amypityseaiss. Ndboiconceeneed stiee
provocatively stheticties @utt ame aff ter | omg |Egs antto
the seat in front of her.

THE BLONDE
"The angels, not half so happyim
heaven, vegheeminig doeaaddnae-"

Sitting up in the back of the bus, Elvis' head appears.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
..."That washbaeassaragsallhman
know | inthisskinggdombbyHbscsaa -
That the vimolodcaamnecoom od ft hieectbod
by miggjtrit, CHrill iy aamabhdillimay iy

Annabel Lee."

ELVIS gubtly nmmyess Hiks Hreamal imesotie thne i keaik dluffe|
bag restirg next ttw Himm. yeamd silkmttlystilidesoot ba
saveeldotifEbbtggun.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
\Woggasgwver.

Andl itithtizat TFHEFEBIGDNIEE gjldkiyytislisubwh&éteawo
pistols from behind her back and opens FIRE...as ELVIS

SHmggsaaouncld it tthéhshehigtgun.
CUT TO:
EXT. DESERT BUS STATION (CONTINUOUS)

As GUNFIRE erupts expllmsivelyffoominssidet hiecbioss thiee
camera pullsvback aveayrvmnihibeivdodoarsdahol ldavn to
the ground.

Asweenmoorect oot hiecbiogsddooss adll beeconesssidennt. AA
moment later, a nowfdanilibarppdirod bitda&k daditieer
high-heeledboots exit.
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The camera pans up as/theyBlonde, nowceariyioghbe
black duffel bag, strideg confidently aaay.

THE BLONDE
Elvis has left the building.

CUT TO:
FAST-PACED OPENING TITLES 5A

"GUNS, GIRLS, AND GAMBLING".. accompanied byt tnesed
Weisstsity lguyusheits thth &l l outauhalbaladerdssicach
wodd.

OLD MOVIES, STOCK FOOVAGE, DRAWNISSRAADRBBLNETHIT O5 OF
INDIANS, SEWTLERS, CO\BBY3¥S MHMRNES®BEAE SBRREKNEG
DEAUS, \WXRRRISGT RREINSGSTEREDDYPINISG isisetdit lybterctd”

by tthee frmilowig op aaetidion. ..

JOHN (V.0.)
ThéAhiadldaveenssishibérididings.
Thatls Wisdt evalblébraeckcin
school. But that's ngt entirely
accuratew|t vassogtiiadlllyHibe
Witet d/diaveergssi shibendidiass. ..
versus the Indians.wYou see, \hieen
the Europeans first came to the
NewwkidrltheHadiziransevexhibe them
as just another tribe. One to
trade \itith fifignt ibitrorgalially
\itith . aaganss ooitiee r hiolibauss . BBmt
the Europeansvbrought vitithttieam
something that the Indians had
never seen before...and had no
defense against. And I'mm not
talking about guns and disease and
facial hair...

...an IMAGE of avsettleryitithaaccaaz pigignusisteich@an d

unkempt beard...

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
... Thoughvthat veasttoee to@o. N'o,
I'm talking about GREED. And soon,

the Indian tibes veeechieanggbaakk-
stabbed, and treaties veeechieding

broken,\and wotdepeepdss evere
being slaughtered and moved onto
reservations...lawd that vass
completely loeameEm amdl oxdhHiesss. ..



6 EXT. INDIAN CASINO - ESTABLISHING - DAY

In the middle of the desert, the camera moves along
the dirt and dust...

JOHN (V.0.)
...And that vassssinposeed dcblect tiee
end of theystory. Exepptfdortiiee
fact that the Europeans forgot
that greed is contagious. And the
Indian tribes, &long vitidhssnadihoox
and vinoopiggcoaigih haaldcaaigdint
it...and learned to viaddidtiagansst

their apnquermns. ..

...the camera rises off the desert ground to find the
flashing and neon and modern Indian casino...

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
...\Wiciclisishehe teconmamie irVidfietim
number 299,458,327...

SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: "Yesterday"
7 INT. INDIAN CASINO - BASEMENT - DAY
JOHN, late 30s, smiling, sits in a chair.

JOHN (V.0))
There | am now. N iaabiaaid dadkigg

guy.
Suddenly & RIS gouwmatines i im ttee fieee. As Jatim's
face contorts in pain andvine flies backveadds } hiecHRRAME
FREEZES.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Ohhhhy Mayte ttett's not the best
place to start.
CUT TO:
8 EXT. INDIAN CASINO - ESTABLISHING - DAY

SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: "The daydettose gettetday”

9 INT. INDIAN CASINO - DAY

entrance.

JOHN (V.0))
There. Much better.
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In STYLIZED SLOVWIODOTONN)dohndiede sninitbasceeae.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
So thene | vazs. Mmmuhbmﬂbmmgg
Casino. Just passing through. |
vaadikkeeoanWildd &¥egtiguighighter

coming into townjdmaknggwlggint
past/woniggsasuoidnnaddecoaf dotiunae

John's "cool stridg" and sty zest Stownotdio nsi b fanogiaht
to an emd vireenhigectlunsdily bonpe snittt @ dolod disitats d
GAMBLER.

JOHN
(apologetically)
Boause mne.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Boaptt, @ff counse, || didin't have a
gun orvknowthiesfifiss t tingoadloor
fighting...

JOHN is then seated at A SLOT MACHINE.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
...S0 | played ttie sltotts imsttesmd].

Johnr exaijtsilly atehaeasalsehalalosdsinginglnidstost.
Not so exutiad amymnooee.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - STAGE AREA - DAY

JOHN (V.0.)
Theve vegsoanHRKaSn

contest - usuallyanilyaa\éggas
thing - so @n a \kinm| jgoeed.

In a far off corner, a large sign announces the contest.
Johw; veasimgoasbiaaid igyidl] ittt jopspsierahd
holding a guitar, isycurrently @m sty sthwmmmmiimgy auwtt
a fenumtddeendedctiooddsod banBRhsSSenIgg .

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Did gkay -nuitermmgihtto wioor
apyithimy, thytt alayeeno
the attention of a begutiful lady
at the bar...

AT THE BAR sits VIMIAN, a pretty wpraarinia dbicclsighkky
dbimnuppoonssiage .

dress. Enamaved, she vesttiess)

10
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12

13

INT. INDIAN CASINO - BAR - DAY 11

Vivian and John sit at the bar laughing and flirting
and having a great time.

JOHN
...John Smith lied tovChief Poviladdan
about yohynhodhddocomedtibdNNew
Widd dninhiadifstsplaleee thabs s
VilhP Bcahbotas s hd dac ses dinmm.

VIVIAN
She veasnndoee.

JOHN
She vessi11 gearolold!

VIVIAN
I'mm notyl1 years old.

JOHN
Noy yowi're mot.

VIVIAN
Byly nme aamattne abhiimi ?

JOHN (V.0))
She seemegd really imtenestteal im
me, and | vaagppetttp e e kkaew

ieeeethifss asagaiiomg. ..
CUT TO:
INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 12
On the bed, John and Vivian go at it doggie-styte.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - BAR - DAY 13

JOHN (V.0))
Unfortugpately, liffe dwegmn 't alway/s
go the yagyoyothihknik iiliwill.

John and Vivian still sit at\the bar. \Weemamblbhooss
John is tuned aveayrtnonhisissiser¢hihimg'Viviaiasligips
hiswadibi¢: oot tod hilss gakiee opakiett.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
As it turns outy she veasnooee
interestedvin Viladt agam im mgligallet
thamw hiait 8 imnpapents...
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15

Mt nisisalell pudonf@detjWanagiggsel ok aigkick
peck on the cheek bgfore abrupity gettimg wp amil aikikiog
anesy .

VIVIAN
Nice megting yauw.

Vivian has a devilish half-smile on her face as she
leaves the confused and disappointed John behind.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - BATHROOM - NIGHT 14
JOHN (V.0.)

don't keep my money in_ mywaitdiet.

John stands in the middle of the bathroom \itithhinss
pants halfraayoowm Maonenbyglbalisisairegapedearver
his Boxers. Hie diecksymsidieitt. .. pep sttllbdl thieeee.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - NIGHT 15

JOHN (V.0.)
So instead of a night of crazy

\lididsge x|, &edee dyoplaldythgglaker
vitithaablouncthod t hiecEHRhssas foom

the contest. And not that Texas
Hold Em buylishit ymuw see am TY
Wieeeceyeerymeaoothitikakhehey're

anexpatt. N, I'm talking good
ol' fashioned, backroonm, cigar
smokin' 5 card diraw...

In a smoke-filled room, Jothwysits at a rowldyatalele

plsyimy catks Vitls seseiol Eigisnpeessoamie s.Thbers's
ASIAN ELVIS, GAY ELVIS, MIDGET ELVIS, and at the head
of the table is Elvis "ELVIS" - tthe BN it

veessa\m ithehériit sicecenatahthbusustsppNéetd to

"Elvis Elvis" is a IFirst P ece Comttest oy .

All are smoking, drinking and in the middle of a hand.
Asian Elvisithrovgsssoneenmooesetiyss mbosaggooivwgnggiot. ..

ASIAN ELVIS
Ohy yaw're geing dowrthlsgitmee.

GAY ELVIS
(seeing the bet)
| like to govdovm.

ELVIS
(seeing the bet as \edll)
| betymuw dtw. Butt Ik more womiddd
about the Midget.



MIDGET ELVIS
(threniniggnrcbipes)
It's not Midget, asshole. Its
Little Person.

GAY ELVIS
(dpyy)
Yeah, that's much better.

JOHN
So midget is offensive...but little
person ishf? Wihdetedetethibis
stuff?

MIDGET ELVIS

Screy youbibaichyAleeoroun iaror
not?

JOHN
Laswveegknmygigiliiced d birtteee
yemnss stemnttsyt] g knymogddotbor itth
her doctor. She kicked me out of

my aypeanttmmemitystol k= mnydadog ...

GAY ELVIS
That's just rude.

JOHN
...And said "history wualdithére
wittibervwirithduhene.”

ASIAN ELVIS
\Waiatl des shthbibreaan ?

JOHN
No ideaywAnyway,jlimpgueoh immy
car, came here, lost at slots, got
dissey by a qjntl att tthe loear, amal
had/my aitdiesistiaien.
(threninggnrhiisscbipes)
Hely yessatin, 1l'mm iim.

Johrylaywdimwihisieaatsls t oypapaxacesendrul asxes.
Midget Elvis laughs.

MIDGET ELVIS
Ha! Unlucky im e, wmluekyimn
cards, bitch.

Midget Elvis shovgshissceadds. thineecddecess. Jdbimiss
beat.
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ASIAN ELVIS
Little person, little hand. Read
‘emn and vesgp,duoys.

Asian Elvisvthrevgsddonva stsdigighottheh&0LOM idggget
Elvis is notyhappy.

GAY ELVIS
| don't think so. Hail to the
Queery baby.

Gay Hivits dhayos flur geeesartltieadalde. ASgarHhhiss
is stunned. There is a moment of pause before...

ELVIS
This is a game of Blvises. Wege
going to hail to the King.

And to everyame's dismay , Ebsschtogyssiéaurridagsoon
the table. He coolly shoxeits @vear s winingsg)s.

MIDGET ELVIS
Firstyyow winhbecomsisthoow
yaw're taking alll our money. Yitou
knewssoneiiimgg evdalion't?

ELVIS
Yeah whowtgopiday aatsls.

ASIAN ELVIS
This is bullshit.

JOHN
| thought Elvis impevsonators veeee

only a Wegges thimg .

ELVIS
The Chisf, oweerobthissceaanao,
has a thing for My. Presley.

JOHN
Wbe shbeObef?

INT. INDIAN CASINO - THE CHIEF'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Weapiold yysisimioronHE E B FE Kjtsittgnigdidgimdha bidpig
ex@nutive diesik im s plusth offfce.  Hezd of the thilbe,
owee robt hieeceainno hiee earara pgytrtecusudrahd a
look of pure seriousness.

CUT TO:

CUT BACK TO:

16
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18

19

10.
INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - BACK TO SCENE 17

ELVIS
The Chief - head of the tribe,
ownee od tleeceaino -hiee avengbps
the King almost as much as he does
his ancient Ajgache \&@aiooMésisk...

CUT TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - THE CHIEF'S OFFICE - NIGHT 18

Wenoos énraad arond diibealVdlebetdridel@ehizfisfitedsk -
awedll covesged it tharancus) asksk sarahst spoproonania in
particular...the RPACHE \WRRRIGRVMASKK . ThbeMBRKsislll
at once intimidating,vscary, poestiulssaaed 4tvith a

feeling of the mystitzil.

CUT BACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - BACK TO SCENE 19

ELVIS (CONT'D)
... Webkdrratddbbtatehberd¢hiban
vecceeer ovdd Iddm W adegas.

GAY ELVIS
Webka/APBs.aacessgdeegetiithimng.

MIDGET ELVIS
You didn't stand a chance in thait
contest.

ELVIS
(ala "Elvis")
Thank you werynmogth.
(to all)
So are veegoomaapda  GoTe e e
cards, or is Mr. Miyagji stilll mmezatl ?
He might "chop, chop" our heads.

ASIAN ELVIS
Oh, | getit. Because |I'm Asiamn,
| must be Japanese and knowkieaadde.

Oh, that's clever. You got anymore?

MIDGET ELVIS
Yeah, yawr ahiimgy Swcks.
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ASIAN ELVIS

(to Midget Elvis)
Hey, @vem g fiiymogmooikkey s saimge
the hell out of me, | don't judge
yaouw @m tive Wazdrdf@Oalb 1?

(to Elvis)
And W\iiyitethth€l@raMdfebdrdrdrere
vaaitstdobloombbadiootiboncthitss | |
don'tyiry to stop fhim. 1| meamn,
getting molgsted by an pieestt czam
really smeva kikidipp.

(to GayHiss)
And Wiadtagloott gou?f Ifddmehd
over, are yau gummea flamtes iz ettt
my &ss ? Yvoawgoaggdo QRaee Eye”
my apeanttmeynt ? Mactydo e baoit iim
coolwitithitit. Fdecasset tlad st
kindayguy Il am.

(to John)
Angl yaw...aidit] dolon'aegarkkoow
Viad iy @ s e . SSom g geerd ERwppaan
hystdmitl ?

JOHN
I'm nothing\w My \at¢eaaddDD
veeed jigsistbdden.

ELVIS

Andwmow eveyadoloyounaneneyhathat's
just terrible.

JOHN (V.0.)
| nemhiaaidnioogdir| ool ID asucicnioo
maney, linutt @venalll, e Bivises
seemed to bg a pretty guadi tnwmain
of guys...

EXT. INDIAN CASINO - ESTABLISHING - DAY
SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: "Yesterday"..."Aggain"

INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - DAY

JOHN (V.0))
...But, of course, looks can be
deceiving.

John, alone, is pagsed out vitithhisshieaaidoon tieepoddeer
table. The place is trashed from the night before.

11.

CUT TO:
20

CUT TO:
21
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12.

An ALARM is blaring out in the hall, and the SOUNDS of
people running can be heard.

John, his head spinning, comes to. It takes him a
moment to remember iieeechieeiss. BdoytHhbalkalamisis

really ammo yngg . Héenotitgsst iah iceee yoadsig goae.

JOHN
Ah, crap.

He looks up just as he hears the door being kicked

openw TvooST RONGSAANRSSob aanmss gak kinms istigigho ot
of the chair.

CUT TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - BASEMENT - DAY 22

John is foycibly pleaxet! amadi stneacid s t aa attneiir im ttine
middle of the dank basement. The tveoppdissodiposvérful
arms that put him therezbelong to tveoNaitree/Adneeicesin
Enforcers...REDFOOT apd DARK EYES. Theydiokama
single light bulb hanging over his head.

JOHN
| mean, Wknow lddoashiaaldERhgs,
but dow't you thiink this is a little
exnEme.

John smiles. ySuddenly, Rextfouit's fist punches him in

the face. As John' s Iasce conmltom; in paiin and he flies
backvaadds  thie g@gdnn. eexeitthhededite it
did before.

JOHN (V.0.)

And...here vecoaecddigann. dlelipno
use stalling anymnme.

THE FRAME UNFREEZESy and John crashes backvaadds totiiee
floor. He lies there for a short moment.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Aren't Native Americans suppased
to be peace-lovingy philosophy-
spouting, protectors of nature?

REDFOOT

That's a blatant/stereotype. The
Apaches veeeettieennoss féaassonee

Vaarioosst tise oviat Ildws\veresesaen.
They oyl yooll himmazwolct hieectiadi iaa&lup .
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13.

DARK EYES
\Wher s sibamaskk?

JOHN
\Whabitrasisk ?

Redfoot punches John again. Ooof.

JOHN (CONT'D)
| think I like the stereotype
better.

DARK EYES
The ancient\Apache \&aroioMdsisk
thay yow stalke.

CUT TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - THE CHIEF'S OFFICE - NIGHT 23

Wenoes éniraac cuarond dibenasis oo call dié birtunbddhe
Chief's desk - and stop yn a big empty Sspat. Tine Apacte
\aroioMdsis ksisnisisising.

CUT BACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - BASEMENT - BACK TO SCENE 24

JOHN
| didn't steal anything .
MR. WROWthb €Ol sigghthamddmaan thibenaanhoho

handles businesswsteps forsaddrivonthieeddakkeedd
corner.

MR.\@WROW
Wbasihbe?

DARK EYES
He doesn't have any ID omn him.

JOHN

Mywaiteieias atadeidadastghight.
You shoulg really dim sammethimy

about the security im tthiss iz
Redfoot gives him a dirty |tmuik.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Don't hit me. Smith. Jonatham.
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14.

MR.\WROW
WelIVvirS Sritithaaure Erigis
impersonator just stole the Chief's
sacred vaarioo mmasK.

JOHN
Didnit you see me in the contest
yesttemiiay 2 imagaeakllietebible
Elvis.

Mr. @row Reelfibot bacdakkieye shb tstag @ shinim.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Looly Viesee ovodIbdekitiidgnthitis
mask? ymmyppargs?

Redfoot angt Dark Eyes |mak dowmbhisipaatsts.NNppe.

MR.\WROW
ThéANigdIdam hss stiele nhisisnasisk
before. And the Tribe suffered
magny Hneenabkst s hecawse affitt. ..

CUT TO:
EXT. RANCH HOUSE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 25

SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: 10,948 daysheétoee
yestengiay"

In a serieg of quiakkeatiit,seapeattormed maampss thieeabddd
ranch houseyprobably |mulks ttee same as it dict im the
1800's. Even though this ys the 1970's you'd be hard-
pressed to tell the difference.

A MIDDLE-AGERy RANCH HAND., wetddigepaifite, Jgaeads"
thewooodenddoor. Héerdddessasite stspepo favdad dind
fires.

Several NATIVE AMERICANS, also vieddingorifitass aaldemcee
toveaddshimmazuolck iechjooisee . ThigeaBisdifee.

MR. WROW\\DO.)
...It took almost g centurytm
recover it...

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - LATER (FLASHBACK) 26

A pair of old boots vatiksstbowaptatfa fdeaddaodieslies
before arriving at a packpack lyimygy am ttie dlusttyfliboor.

A hand reaches dovmaacidooliisifoomtiiecppatk ttiee
ancient APACHE \WRRRIGR/MBRK.
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The hand that picks it up belongs to THE CHIEF...future
ownee 06t leeceanao hieealdod t et iitdee . Thissgguyasas
never yawmy.

MR. WROW\\DO.)
...And wnly ttem gl g mryasuod
prospgrity netiwnm ttw auur ek,

A sense of relief andistrength veasiessovee THeeClinéf,
along \itihhaahinitod isemilde . Staaciiogoditt oot ieecoonaer
of the room, an QLD IMDIAN \OGPMANatciebaestantdntly.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - BASEMENT - DAY

JOHN
Wonhdhats grgae gtatoryhd he
loss of something valuable can be
reaily Hemai. |1 ngesailly iglisioyou
guyss ttne lestt @ff | lwakk im fiimadimagy
the mask againy | reallydin. So
if yow il just unlock me, I'll get
out of yawnyaay.

THE CHIEF enters...older and even more distinguished
than he veasnnthiecfitiasiblbak. Hiksssiitiissoeeféet baod

he propably esm't cracked a smile in the three decades
since.

THE CHIEF
One million dollars. That's the
price. Wveauthizamasgiobatkleeee
by tomam@wiglght.

MR.\WROW
Watd g gonaaygevatt. Theezd!blee
free-lancerg. Tryngyttossallitt
to the highest bidder.

THE CHIEF
Call the Indian.

MR. WROW
You sure?

The Chief just looks at him.

MR. WROWQOSNDD)
Okay. T Imdiéamttiis.

The Chief hands Mr. Crowespagee féonmbleédoecceixitigg.

15.

CUT BACK TO:

27



16.

REDFOOT
(to John)
\Waenhehe gnahatorduefrasnds
are in for itanow.

Mr. @rowhaacidst hiecf dopmtooDi2akikEEyes.

MR.WROW
Looks Wke vee'ssHuumiimup EEEWSSSS.
Go get 'em. [t seems the contest
vimmeannwte taalnwis lad drédsees on
his emtry ftmmnm.

JOHN
Nolyady woladl d&¢rthbsisipioid.

They aill Ik at Him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I'll shwt wpvnow.

DARK EYES
\Wabhbbouhinim?

MR. WROW
He's an Elvis impersonator. There's
only ameyaatp tbdosagafekilkill
him.

JOHN
Hey!

REDFOOT
(lights up)
Yes, sir.

MR. WROW
Besides, Native Americans can do
vitihioom taiotties 1] dbImNSBmitith.

CUT TO:
EXT. INDIAN CASINO - DAY 28

Redfoot angt Dark Eyes abhazay ttine tmuwi sseatl fheoee Jhdhm adt
the back and into the parking lot. They ezt Heaxe am
arm, and PDark Eyes tnees aa ayum owniesai im Hies ook

JOHN
Reallymuygs, youdon'hhagedaldo
this. Just askkmy exggiftieedd.
I'm nothing, I'nmn matbhad .
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DARK EYES
Thatis wiayeveacattodibithis.

REDFOOT
You think the Rancher is responsible?

DARK EYES
He'svalyeaysesppnsiilde.

JOHN
Wb glibeRRankber?

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH OFFICE - DAY 29

WeapioldyysisimioronHEVR AMCIRERE Rhitehgrisuliiterhite
cavbipoy A tnmajawidaddowne FilfFilthghidie kissits in

a big chair, behind a big desk, in a big "hunter's

office”. Dead animal heads hang on the \a#is.

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. INDIAN CASINO - BACK TO SCENE 30

REDFOOT
Theyguwy Wwhdyinge dogototststdahthe
mask.

JOHN
Nolyody e nmes.  FRemmemitoer ?

REDFOOT
Theyguy Whhineddith e guhastoktole
the mask. In the past, Wieseseer
the Government screveeicoveetiiee
Tribe, Wveasheecasgeodinooeey.
And almosy aleay stitiatooeeentent
straight to the Rancher. He hates

Native Americans.

JOHN
Buy yauyqu gsaaeesgoffieeiclly .

Darl Eyes Skaps Him aenmss the Hnesd].

DARK EYES
Shut up.

A COLLEGE KID veaaimggeasstiood sssealstigaosssthéhe
wajookk ® oveas s bl bads sa@ands dadheasasino.

JOHN
| could scream yyauw Keamow.



18.

REDFOOT
And Vhiadt? hatrsaCo Badle Go Bayigming
to do? Chusth s cars amaur
heads?

Darl Eyes amal Reaftmoit |Euwoiih as tthe yaarnvecoh ssonee
cars.

DARK EYES
\Wicic o oeys sousrs?

JOHN
Uh...

Redfoot clicks the alarm on John's car keys. A car
beeps notwfar aveay.

JOHN (CONT'D)
That one.

They aiklloosetadt it.a diggolold\Armecaacaar.

DARK EYES
That piece of crap?

JOHN

Byy Ammeicamy Wow gu
Americans. | thought yow'd be
proud.

Redfoot starts wititngoddonvacsnateihghgrohisisarahfidrom
the emptry fimmm Bir. Crovg ges ehbem.

DARK EYES
\Wabhegeorodalogng?

REDFOOT
(finishes wititigg)
Cop)imgydimwihbd Eigisaddoress.
You know jygsinncasse.

Darl Eyes nijps e emtiryf donmaaav dyofro Redéxtio ailaigng
vitithJabimnssazardeeys.

JOHN
You rgally tthimikttie quy hdhststele
yaur mnepestk vosstel dovhishesaciual
address?

REDFOOT
Yep.

DARK EYES
Getin.
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JOHN
\Wbere?

Dark Eges gickkly @op s ope thih ¢ tnk ks &R Befdions sclaker
punches John.

REDFOOT
The trunk.

As John barrels oyer, Dark Eyes efftontiess|ypostliess
him into the junk-filled trunk.

FROM INSIDE THE TRUNK

A dazed John looks up at Redfootyand Dark Eyes as ttihey
slam the trunk shut...and all goes dark.

CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY BBRXY

The sun beats downhlaadd . AASBWKiEESttitleesstiss avay
through thendirt vialil beaa WL T TIREEpE&R kst hieer e@nadmss
of some ynlucky ammmgll. llvithe Sky aaféevwmorereuuiteses
are starting to circle.

A long shot - John's car is parked to the side of the
deserted\hjghway .E e gofahthentutersamdsdsliall
is eenly gieét.

INT. JOHN'S CARA/DESERT HIGHWXY BDBXY

JOHN (V.0.)

| avoddeenoodkioonvinderieceakwas. ..
Viinctlnaeagrplyztia béy gogdatitigng.

In the empty lickaistat, s CRRO B/AR Busloiae njgjeiout
from behind. It starts ripping and/tearing its veay
through as John's ammg, follovezhkioyhlshbaddskldwly
and paigfully emena fiiamn the thwmik.

Almost like the backseat is giving birth, John emerges
ripping &nd yallimy amil Swattio disisaviy dogiugh.
Halfwgay owt itvithhie ey speputing rfgrfardang, he
finds himself faceato-face \ithh.tHbeBEOODIBBAH- AL
is the front seat!

Both Redfoot gnd Dark Eyes aee tthene, sttt mnultipke
times -yeryitmntly yaadd/gerdekshd.

John reacts and screamscandypanics. He quiakly
extitztes Himnseif e nesyaff the wafydrothhbdokslestat
and tumbles out of the car.

31
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20.
EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY €COQNMNNOOBS 33

As John falls out of the car, still gripping the

cravoaar hiecmstimotitret |\ ispdast Seguriying awadyeftefore
stopping himself. Regaining his composure, he stands
up andisiowappracicbe shitbheaanggiain.

There ave tvacbiolikbée hioddass mntbiee iwtsdsbie | dRE&HFdadot
is slumped back in the driver's sgat, Wiilke[2akEEgss
is crumpled on the passenger's side. Seeing the
bodies...\eeeew".hbheggrtitliotmice R &Hdtmoltvithethe
cravoar. Yepp stlogkieer thiee yaressliltidadd.

JOHN
Looks like Elvis is going to live
a little bit longer.

John then notices Redfoot's hawd hanging out the vintiow -
\ititht tieeERWES ivimeres”'a datagess stakil Fivteittem an it.

After committing it/to memory, line |muiks wyp &t ttiee

circling vultures iy the sky.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(to Redfoot)

S yau ngzel |yt inikdg tieegguyhwho
stole the mask wobtéehissaaididesss

davmnoorazweaittryoiorm 2 dt &t s dppe.

Gathering up Viaaititdecoouaggehechiaas Jobimressts
the aroviiaaroonhissssiooldide raauidseessoot oonf dod tdomvn

the highyeay.

As hve vaditks hieeppasesscasiignt hiadt éd Bshimmhlechiags
eight miles to go to reach his destination.

CUT TO:
INT. TRAIN STATION - DAY 34
The station is practigally gmpity. Gaa e irigishblolitigg
a black duffel bag, stares up at the departure times.
He's aarly.
CUT TO:
INT. BATHROOM - DAY 35

Gay Bivis settkes iimtio tthe |kt sttall| aff & | mmgy |lime
of stalls in theyempty thaiim sttztimm hesttmomm. His
duffel bag rests at his feet.

ANOTHER ANGLE

The door to the bathroom opens.



Inwaditkst iecpad od itda&d daditiee hindhhibeddeld
bootsy.veensessmsnt Hessededtoe . THeeHombssstitode
confidgntlyadlmwitiib eaovf efadigiimtintiieheyactach
the last one.

Sudgenly, ttie Biomitke - emaneo ofhibws & boists arhd
that skin tight catsuit - kicks open the door of the

last stall. Needlegs tp say, GayHRNSS SHifitiggoon
the toilet, is comipletely sttantthedl.

THE BLONDE
Once upon a mignight dreary, Wigle
| pondered veskkagad eeeary ...

GAY ELVIS
\Watthbe?!

THE BLONDE
...there came a tapping - gently
rappingyon my cremtieEr dtwor.

GAY ELVIS
Little |ady, youbettte ggetiiee

hell outta here before | pull out
the big gun on yaw.

THE BLONDE

Baby, yourggunotessntt arérikromme.
Nowhdrers'ththenasisk?

GAY ELVIS
| don't have it

THE BLONDE
\Wogguasgwver.

The Blonde immediately swigg siaronddoe®bhbepiststisls
and FIRES several times.

Gay Bhirs sllumps avér diead].  Withaeverdrditttgngran
ey ks, the B oy codllyusesshiee oot tdostitideoon t
the black duffel bag from the stall. Opening it, she
checks inside. Nothing of value.

) THE BLONDE
(slighgly aamusseeti)
Hmmwhe veastédi oot hieet todith .
Olvvedll.

\itfit hHaktsish eakbisisier $bepiststiob bk @ pililioa a
vadibe oot od hiee hlood t \Widbinrss sietedtbde axact.

She takes out his credit card and tgsses it nonchalantly
into Gay Blis' stalll.

21.



36

37

22.

Calynly tiwnrmiimgy tiw tthe mikna T, sthe fiiesshiee hiadir
slighgly aametl e xti$s.

CUT TO:
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 36

CLOSE ONwohn's nowreaggpetistiumssaasHeestégyssiimitof feanee
in front of thewld twosstorpildidiog Jalomn sttill
holding the croviaar ssiandedshastsitds saeatydadrsun-
Eurréled in front of the address he got from Redfoot's

and.

He stares at the building for a moment.

JOHN
So Elvis, let's see iif this is
reallyyyouhoomnee.

Heweadgki)hblolslsipyihib e dabar.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I'm ready or you.

CUT TO:
INT. ELVIS' APARTMENT - DAY 37

Using the croviaaraasaassinkl Jdbimstbowbpepesrbehe
alregdy slgfhitlyopeaeedidoor. Theestiaiboappaitneeniss
kinda messy, amdi fillkedl hitltlobajp ik g snaeociiibia.

JOHN
Hello?

No one is here. John enteys and cautiously |muis amuwmdi
to make sure. Yep, no one home.

He then (m(dulmhaddswonhhetmnkltctmerdWWMe
" & Shieaaldunade ithiecf daicedt. Adtber
letting the eold vamrruurmeehmmfcbmraammmt Hee
grabs a glassvand dowssssoneenmooee.

John then eyes a nintimwltmuss EBiviss |Emyp.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Womgwy oeailbaligwslitewate your
address downoowt hieceeittr ydiorm.
You sure voonttiee imingngrany
"thieving" contests.

Taped tovthe vadil baecttingecfdll bbddHHBEBBBBDS S
of...Asian Elvis, Midget ¥lvis and Gay Ehiss. Thnair
names are printed under their pictures.




JOHN (CONT'D)
Noneyofwamu wlibhbe.
(looks around)

So, if Wweeeccanaaiceen iipaatiee
\aioioMdsisk haherewiclloel be
hiding?

John looks at the inviting couch.

JOHN (CONT'D)
| know. thieecooicth.

And John lies dovmnoonttieecooletihtdogge ssomeenmacbineeeded
rest. Just then, he is gtartled by...

CINDY (0.S.)
Hello?yXwpbddh tioveme?

John pops up to seg CINDY - & younmy, auite, i yaand
quirkgy Jglrheexdedoor''statanting thehdodoarway.

JOHN
\Wb@egeorou?

CINDY
I'mn the gk next-atomr.

JOHN
Of cowyse yamu aee.

CINDY
(entering)
Can | come in?

JOHN
No. Goywaveay.

Cinydy ioymumesss Hiimn zamat! mnestkesss Hnenese I aatt Hnammes.

CINDY
That's naot very meigipiborlyadf gau.

JOHN
That's because I'mn matt your
neighbor.

CINDY
You know | Meeneesrdesenimhesee
before.

Cinydy comtimues |makimgy anaumdl. Stee cdinecis autt ttee
Elvis lamp.

23.



CINDY (CONT'D)
Neat lamp.

JOHN
Huh?

CINDY
Come on, a cute girl vaabsstdonmadiee

small talk visith yoyaaddogotetell

her to go aved. Hathateaguyga, gay
or something?

JOHN
No...I'm ot gay.

CINDY
It's okay if ywouaaee. THaatss coml.

Cinydy nwmss e fimugrar sugmestiveliyaacossstieeccoovdrar

on the counter.

JOHN
I'm old enougih to be your
fath.yyowryarycood Lumctte.

CINDY

Noy yaw're rigiht, youosadtbzermy
father. It could've been a higih
school thing, an accident.

Unplanned, wow kmowmadgoafadter
prom or something.

JOHN
WaatWWiny sne lyere leeyaimgain?

CINDY
Sugar. | need a cup. You have

apy?

JOHN
Serioysly?

CINDY
No. It's mot the 50s Hilll

mayie youaaectdoootddf domnee.
She turms toveaddst iecddoor.

CINDY (CONT'D)
Sep yaw anaumdl, Unnddke. Of counse,

if ymuu mesesgl am yitimigg | Fmreeit

door.

And @indy exis. Jobimvad déftieciuidaectd.
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A long moment passes beforeyhe hears her briefly smmesm,
before beingyabruptly silkemoed.

CUT TO:
INT. APARTMENWBUILDING HALLWWXY AAMIDOIANNTAREER 38

John peers out of the apartment into the old building
hailveay NNbDidegyavaye be e B MMHEHARSNEIANAND, a
rough and tumble tough holgling a gun to Cindy's headl.
His other hand is wagpeelcaapoumachiee itigdititly .

MO
(to John)
Give me the mask.

JOHN
| don't have it

Mo cocks back the hammer on the gun.

MO
Give me the mask; or | kill youwr
next atmmr mesigiiitomr .

JOHN
She's not my neighbor. 1| dom't
even live here.

Cindy sugttiemllybitessMbossHaanhl. Hiteldttss gm.

MO
O hdthadrtburt.

As Mo is complaining to Cindy, Juim activeamoes amdi pumcies
him in the face. Mo crumples to the floor.

JOHN
(rubbing his hand)
So that'sy howtHzatféedds.

CINDY
Nice punch.

JOHN
Nice bite.

A SOUND from around the corner grabs their attention...a
strange sound - the sound of metal "spurs”. Amdi ttem,
coming into viewis&sT FHEEGTDBBOYD rEsssdqubpfede ctty to
match his namey right dovmntact iechiadt tieein 3
Covizooy cores saopleieteitivitiositstedesi Skesiteaderkle He
stops and positions himself at the end of the hall

like he's yeady for an old-fashiomned diuell.
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John ang Cindy nesact.

THBACOBBYY
I'mn only going to ask this once.
\Wbey ésishibenasisk?

JOHN
\Wb@egeorou?

THBACOWBBYY
I'mn thenCevidaoy .

CINDY
(to John)
That vessobvioolss.

ThevCovblooy chaenend bfshss Skesitecters.

THBACOBBIY
And | can shoot the stubble off

JOHN
That vooldichizessorda evelrd.

CINDY
Doyt you think the copp behind you
nMigotdossaplabout
that?

As thexCypviooyuunrs sienondda dolok kCRiddgrgleabdolohn
by ttine= Hreamat aamatl tralkess @fff dlowithides tgtiag's. TGS doboy,
dupey, quctdlytuunsbbakiaadd-HRESS toaceBBuhehe
retreating duo haveyjust barely disappesmesdi firmmn wieew
in time.

CUT TO:
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 39
John ang Cindy nuumn fiiconnn ttnee Howiltbimgy .
CINDY
| can't believe heyactually fell
for that.

JOHN
"Look behind ymu?"

They nexacin smme maktet] cans.

JOHN (CONT'D)
\Wiciclooeys souurarar?



CINDY
| don't have a car.

JOHN
\WWaiatl dooyomessaroyaloddribiave a
car? o wlolooyogeg etraumand?

CINDY
(looking at him)
Thankfully Il Heaye @ wearycood Lunctde .
Howid gawgehbexe?

JOHN
| vaditieeld .

CINDY
Y ow vaditeed W kenomhetrere?

JOHN
Some\hegechiet werehdrerarahthéhe
Indian Reservation.

CINDY
\Waat ?E\eveth thecsidtiis nssesed
horses.

JOHN
Trust me, if | had a horse, |
wooldichreeussetift.

Just then, John sees the COLLEGE KID, nonchalantly
looking at them fromwagross the veay.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Hewaihia anmimotgte L Vgeseean
that guy leffoe. Quittsicke tthe
casino.

Suddgenly, teCowboy exitheHzubdiidn§) RIRGNKsis
six sumitass. Jhdinyard Cndlyssopaampashibesbbtds vihiz
by ttnesiir Hnesseaits @l o vo s e e aarnndodows.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Run!

This time, John grabs Cindy lbytiechiagadeastiee g go
running avaayldowthdhstrete el héreddmvibiogsioesn't
pursue, but instead half-smirks to himself before
retreating back into the building.

27.

CUT TO:



28.
40 EXT. ALLEY - DAY 40
John ang Cindy nwm iyt aan allk=y . Conald pistop Hinim.
CINDY
Wit aiwaibipvaisitiiehtie hell
is going on?

JOHN
Webkaunnimgddooautiligss.

CINDY
Any menticwl ar nespsmm Whg €bavboys
are yryimg tto Kl you?

JOHN
Indians, too.

CINDY
Covigooys - and - Indians - are tryimg
to killyymuw? Afudd hvett &t thehd et al
vititht hissmaagk ?

JOHN
Ancient Apache \&aioioMdsisk.

CINDY
Awhlaat?

JOHN
Long gtory.

CINDY
Give me the abridged version.

FLASHBACK TO:
41 INT./EXT. MONTAGE - FLASHBACKS 41

John's "abridged version"ys an exteamedlyragjuczatt,
styllized], Storytédihgd-ELSHHBRABKMIDN ASEE . ..

-- John confidentlysttioiesimitot Hee czasinmss mmeim
entrance.

-- Johnyplastheesitits.
-- John performs badlyaitttee EHsscoomieest.

-- John laughs and flirts \whhV\iiaaratthbebbarpbédoze
she takesvhis vaditiet.

-- Johnyplaysguoderr ithtthih € kiseses.



42

29.

MIDGET ELVIS
Unlycky im lmxeywm wekyinnceadds,
bitch.

ASIAN ELVIS
Read 'emv and yesgp ,Huoys.

GAY ELVIS
Hail to the Qugen, baby.

ELVIS
Webaaygoigdgdd haitaaibeki€igg.

-- In the basement, John, handcuffed to the chair,
gets punched in the face.

DARK EYES
\Wher s sibamaskk?

-- The Chief's waillbdhmas&kshiassaabimgeempp tg spiot.

-- Outside the casino, John gets hit again and dumped
in the trunk of his car.

-- John emerges \itirtHibec nydyveln ain thuoigih éhedohskee at
of the car in the desert.

-- John &k siaav &y frotinet ikolold edaiced ed rcan dune desads
on downthieehigdhavay .

-- Rapid push-im on Tihe Chief sittiimg tethimd his desk.

a— Rla(lpid push-im on Tine Ranciher sittimg tbetimd his
esk.

-- ThevCg\ubog @xith ¢hapayptmniame fiLiddi iy imgnig $is
Six strommitass.

JOHN
Long gtory.

CINDY
Give me the abridged version.

-- END MONTAGE
CUT BACK TO:
EXT. ALLEY - BACK TO SCENE 42

JOHN
And here vecanee.
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CINDY
\Wow.

JOHN
You should go to the Sheriff and
tell hinv viladsggamegamn.

CINDY
Sheriffs.

JOHN
Sheriffs? Asim {hluedl"?

CINDY
Yep. And they're botin comnmupt...

CUT TO:
INT. THE SHERIFFS' OFFICE - DAY 43

CINDY (V.0.)
The Rangher owissonee...

Weapiold yysisiniorowetetaraiten iddtr8tH ERERIEIOCEBWLEY,
sitting behind his desk in the small station.

CINDY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...And the Ghief ownsstiecotiieer.

Oppositevhim, vgeragajd |y psisinions BHRFAFH-JUTEMES,
a slightly less Witd éxiae o erasisionohikis @ontetepqiaint,
sitting behind a similar desk.

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. ALLEY - BACK TO SCENE 44

JOHN
Lovely. So |l guess Ikm stuck \with
yaou w1 ffimatl ttniss ez ?

CINDY
| amthe girbnextetbyor. NMynaamess

Cindylytiles avay.

JOHN
| don't live... Jokm.

CINDY
Cool. Wvalysaysantedexhdvndlecle
John.

CUT TO:
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31.
EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY BBRXY 45

The SHERIFFS have found John's car. The dead bodies
of Redfoot ang Dark Eyes stilll sittim ttne fiamtt st
A fewnmooeevultilvessaaecenioowicliclingveradaehd.

SHERIWWF COWEFYaadESHRHAFHYUTEHNS Susisigguibber
gloves, muck around in the grime scene. They see ttineit

both dead bodies are armed...vititht e rogssssitilinn

their holsters.

HUTCHINS

weopeefdet kil sslotdstinoogdhthiee

COWERY
Don'tkmow. BRitttHessel hutitarssaaee
a little far from the reservation.

HUTCHINS
Native Americans.

COWERY
\Waat?

HUTCHINS

They like tw e cz kdl Nitive
Americams now.

COWERY
\Wateser. 86 ohahatatetvidatMative
Americans"wging awajrtmonthiteir
casino...in suchya crappy car?

HUTCHINS
Besides getting killed?

Hutchins finds thevaddress witittenoonRRelfidaod tssHzarth .

COWERY
Car has out-of-state plates, t0o.

CoVigeyifidsl shbeaaraggistiidion.

COWEEYGONNTDD)
The car belongs to...a Jonathan
Smith.

HUTCHINS
TweoNsditrecAhneeicoassssbidet hieecear
of someone named John Smith?
There's some igony for yau.

CUT TO:
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32.
EXT. STREET - PAY PHONE - DAY 46

Johm quigddly alledkts tihéhpappfypheneCirginthgsagoatpng
behind him.

CINDY
| alregdytgidl wou, evearantathll
the Sheriffs.

JOHN
I'm not calliing the Shexriff.
Sheriffs.

John starts looking through the hanging phone book.

CINDY
\Wb @egeopooatiatigntheéren?

JOHN
Nolyody.

CINDY

Oh, I getit. You're going to be
likeyny crazy uncle. You'll be
Craizy Unadke Jiathm.

JOHN
Weéenvasarneloaoor wuyou -

CINDY
See, tgld yaweearereighgbbors.

JOHN
Wegannot.neegentmad.| saaw
some headshots of the other
Elvises...

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. ELVIS' APARTMENT - FLASHBACK 47

Wenoos @ asistiib & g fedslsorsts & aly tbkid/islogget
Elvis and AsianvElvis - \itlitlie@iresppetireenaames
printed underéath. WdédogsisnmomMAsiartkigs'
name...Takashi Toshiro.

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. STREET - PAY PHONE - BACK TO SCENE 48

JOHN
And I'm going to gamible that your
little tovanddessnt tHzaremaany
Takashi Toshiros in it.



CINDY
You saidwaw wer e deeibilale
gambler.

JOHN
Nope. I've only lost in slots,
poker and love.

John finds Takashi Toshiro's name and address in the
phone book. He rips out theypage triumphantly.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You'd think that in the age of
cell phones,the pay piome woldd/ee
died a horrible degth. But yt,
some remain, fighying destiny.
Making a stand for a simpler time...

MIDGET ELVIS (0.S.)
That's beautiful. ..

They Inak diowidsse dMdiggeE Figis.

MIDGET ELVIS (CONT'D)

JOHN
Midget Elvis.

MIDGET ELVIS
Little Person, bitch.

CINDY
You said/ he veasadlitifbetdoethy
about that.

Midget Elviswams tveopissbids miboeaabhod it hiedir
crotches.

JOHN
Very tayadiny.

MIDGET ELVIS
Give me the mask.yor | blow gour
balls off.

JOHN
She doesn't have balls.
(to Cindy)
You don't have balls, nigiht?
(to Midget Elvis)
She doesn't have balls.



MIDGET ELVIS
I'mm not SCrevingsacauntd.

JOHN
Look, | don't have iit

CINDY
He doesn't | shoulld know,Hees

Ay mesgyirtiomrT .

JOHN
(to Cindy)

I'nm N@t your ...
(to Midget Elvis)
Whylasesyevaygernthitiknihbheave it?

MIDGET ELVIS
Becayse yaw sttuke it

JOHN
| didn't..

Midget Elvis cocks back both hammers.

MIDGET ELVIS
Last chance.
CINDY
Doyt you think the copp behind you
nMigotdossaplabout
that?
MIDGET ELVIS

Dy yauw tthimi Il'm stwpid ? | Fmnodt
falling for that.

Ayyoumy DEPWTY adidk s p b ekeimad dhinm.

DEPUTY
Is everytthiing aill ittt

Midget Ejvis guatklyhidéeshieegguss.

MIDGET ELVIS
Yes, gvenryithimy iss fime.

DEPUTY
Because | just\ate it viieenpeepbdie

make fun of a little person.

JOHN
Nowees ovbd|dewveratalthiiatinin
factweaeverp gisetedavgngRiBIght,
Cindy?

34.
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CINDY
Right. Tlank yaou, Deyputty.

John ang §indy guikklpacick avaydehleavilidgatget
Elvis gives them an evy look as they gm.

CUT TO:
INT. BATHROOM - DAY 49
Sheriffs\Cp\ide yad dHhidtcinis snvestgia ¢hb el daddadd

bloodieg Gay BEhits.. yvba Hbddgtilifistslshapgbdron
the toilet of the last stall.

COWERY
Looks like Elvis died on the toilet.

HUTCHINS
Again?

COWERY
Yep.

HUTCHINS
| don't think he's dismdl

COWERY
Wiciclooae?

HUTCHINS
Wiciclooaehahat?

COWERY
\icic e Erigi gt d ooyxoth thiknis istiitill
alive? Tihee ressd| ave yor ttrettgguy ?

HUTCHINS
Both.

COWERY
Both®/ Wébat?!

HUTCHINS
Eve ryame kmo w shib & Kig defledie dhisis
death to gey aveayrinontiih<Gloloekl,

lead a normal life, andylive happily
ever after. That guyim ttiene,

hovesreer jssaan NMpEESSORIOO! .

COWERY
No shit.

Hutchins glances into the toilet.



HUTCHINS
Nope. I'm afraid there is.

COWEEY
You're not goingto start wikhthee
toilet humoer now aaee you?

HUTCHINS
Too late.

COWERY
(mocking)
So, Sheyff, you've detenmined -
inyowrexeetisse thhathealdaad
guy Hnene |5 matt ttine nesel| i,
but rather an Elvis impersonator?

HUTCHINS
No, Sheriff. I've detemined - in
myeyeetisse thhathigeddaddguy's
nota real Elvisimpersonator.
You can tell by tthe hootts.

Sure enough, tie dead\Gay Hhisis waanggipikkJggg
boots...not Elvis leather boots.

HUTCHINS (CONT'D)
Any tiue HivisVioxear wolad dkoow
that the King vooldonesree bieecealgiint
dead in those. No pun intended.

COWERY
An Elvis impersonator-impersonator.

Hutchins finds John's crediit card iim the stall.

HUTCHINS
(reading)
Jonathan Smith.

COWERY
Thevownee robft hieecear itittadbehd
Indians?

HUTCHINS
Native Americans.

Covigeyigwe finma doolok.

COWEERY
Sownaatdaot twvdedeh N dtiatve
Americans" and a dead Elvis
impersonator-impersonator have in
common?
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HUTCHINS
John Smith.

CUT TO:
EXT. ASIAN ELVIS' HOUSE - DAY 50

It's getting late inythe day as Joihn and Cindysarive
in front of the old and snyall one-storyHmuse. Juim
confirms \ititht tieet donneot pplboercboékopged hatiiss
is reajly ttee k.

CINDY
So this is the luunmus ettt aff
Asian Elvis.

JOHN
| guess Elvis impersonating doesn't
pay aill ttinstt ekl

CINDY
Waes youryplplan?

JOHN

| i : A —
and demanding the mask from him.

CINDY
Popular plan these days. Simgke.
Sveett. | liklesitit.

They matitee ttest thee ficmtt digor is dlghttlyopeen.

JOHN
Very popular plan.

CUT TO:
INT. ASIAN ELVIS' HOUSE - DAY 51
The small house is trashed. Someone has ripped it
apart looking for somethingy Johnwand Cindy cautimusly
enter.

JOHN
Hello?yXwpbddh tioveme ?

No ansveer. JobimyssodCincld ynoes éuihibemisiside.

CINDY
Mayte iit's the maid's day afff.

JOHN
Hate to berthe oweerobthissoidaee.



The door suddenly it o s Hoestimadi thnesm, nesxess| gy
Asian Elvis -whlbo agaisi dhiroignigetéiahid it.

ASIAN ELVIS
Thatis why reant. AAddhbezd |
thought I'd have to come after

yal.
Startled, John and Cindy ttunm anaurmal.

JOHN
\Wbaaedidlidrsgpseeydudieere.

ASIAN ELVIS
Because Asiang are sneaky, nigtit?
Starting rightvoff vitithttiee

stergotypes.

JOHN
\What?

ASIAN ELVIS
Give me the mask.

CINDY

(to John)

Hey, ttitt @asopodiniane.

JOHN

Like I've been telling everyone
else tgday, Il dtom't have iit.

ASIAN ELVIS
Firsyyomuw stiee ttee e, tem pou
kill Alan.

JOHN
Wbo?

ASIAN ELVIS
Gay Bllits.

CINDY
Gay BHis?

ASIAN ELVIS
Murdered in a train station
bathroom.

JOHN
They're hunting dowrakittibe

Elvises. Looking for the mask.



ASIAN ELVIS
Heardyon my poullioee seaammar tthnestt Hee
veassHiod oont hiect dd i hnoltifobde
times.

JOHN
You have a police scanner?

ASIAN ELVIS
Of course | do. Because |I'm Asiamn,

| must begood itithieetimotdogy,
right?

JOHN
Waat?

ASIAN ELVIS
And let me guess, yaw tthimk exary
Asiannowsskeasdde. | be¢t
computers, too. And | suppose |

must've gotten really good grades
in school, studied every mimjfit,

all whiildenoviinkgngtah npapaments'

dyy dkmmens sttunevam the eelededd.

John ang Cindy ane speadhless.

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
Wiellinimynyasasah tiat gigtstotot

true.
(beat)
Boapt o ttnee Keaneate peantt.

And \itiththiaat ASsanERyssssiddidenlycondidboss dikicks
John in the face. John flies to the floor.

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
No one's hunting this Elvis down,
Y @yEmestic Euyaypesam I jioicld .
Asian Elvis turng to Cindy.

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)

And ihoogaee o s spppssedadbe?
The girknetetbmr?

CINDY
Bocatly.

ASIAN ELVIS
e |1tk @il r i etie inevehehere
the mask is, or |'m going to open
up a cawof viloygagssoon g ucmo.
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CINDY
| don't knmawv Indreré isis] Jee
never even seen it.

ASIAN ELVIS
| suppgse yaw thimk || wolddn'hhit
a girl.

Asian Elvis suddenly titts Ciimdly . Shlecggessddonvhardrd.

N ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
\Wnog gragiain.
John gets back upwipimogaaavdkiehsduddd dkidhgrauout
of his mouth.

JOHN
| can't belive you did thait.

ASIAN ELVIS
| kngw. | imjjisstivezddmntpesesry

stereotypatmatay. YbouTititfte
Wit /Idiars $ balei mugsbbeeaddioto

exptmake.
JOHN
You're really an assholke, yaukkoow
that.
ASIAN ELVIS
Take's oneto knowaoree.
JOHN
Dig youw nggelllyj s ssayhhat ?
ASIAN ELVIS

Yes, | didwNow...
Asian Elvis delivers another painful blowtdoJddim...

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
...GIVEL...

He hits John again hard.

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
..ME!...

Anothey poveefil kic&kstamss mobal dbimn.

ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
..THE!...

Helpless to defend himself, John is pulverized again.
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ASIAN ELVIS (CONT'D)
...MASK!

Asian Elvis lands one final kick that sends John
crashing through a shelf divider and into the kitchen.
Asian Elvisys very mmaual aff Hinmmessif.

On the floory Cindy comnes ttw. SHee |k wyp att Hinm.

CINDY
Look behind yamuw.

ASIAN ELVIS
"Look behind me?" Reeneenhlee thiee
stereotype, litttke gjnll. AsiEams
are smart, not dumb.

But just then, a FIGURE moves up fast behind Asian
Elvis, and slam3/a TOMAHAWHKnimisibaelck!lt linmpaeists
\ititheasiikleainiigotitidald. ithaéhe apespstiil stilhis his
back, a shocked Asian Elvis slumps to the
floor...revealing THE INDIAN standing behind him.

A massive presence, thewndian turns tovaaddslabinn. AA
second temahavkkhiaaggsioomhisshiedit.

THE INDIAN
I'm here for the mask.

JOHN
Shocker.

John struggles to his feet.yHe can barely sttamdi aftesr
his beating.

THE INDIAN
You bettgrypray your'eenu taanERNss.

JOHN
No, I'mm a Smmiti.

THE INDIAN
John Smith?

JOHN
Yeah?

THE INDIAN
Arenit you dead ?

JOHN
| don't thiink S0.
(revelatory)
\&fihit. .quorerénthéntidian.
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THE INDIAN
Do | look like I'mm firom lindiz?

JOHN
Um, no, of course not...| mean
Native Amer-

THE INDIAN
Do | look like | vookkatitea771117?

JOHN
Hey, imm't that kinda racist too...

The Indian pulls out the wecond Tomahavidfoomhissbledtlt.

THE INDIAN
And | asgume yaw tthimk tthis is a
tomahavik?

JOHN

Um...acpually | asggonaggoitivith
"hatchet", bhuit mnoytHhatoomerdition

it...

THE INDIAN

Watatyyothihinkring@oomptesisdalp
yaw"?IdgHbaitit?

JOHN
Um, no, that vooldidoeer aacadllly
insensitive for me to think that.

THE INDIAN
Good...then yaw're not as dumib as
yauu | k.

JOHN
Thapnk yaw.

THE INDIAN
But unfortynatgly fimr you jtiissaa
"tomahawk".AAddHiss|Hdidian" IS
going to sgalp yamw.

John reacts, and stwmbles backvaadds. THee! hoibaniss
about to advance \ileernssuaddenly ...

CINDY smashes the Indian over the back of the head
treld >l 5hinobleert funitionee. K bt
to the floor.

CINDY
You also should've looked bekhiind

yau.
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She qugtdlyruasoeee taaldbnraaddchiegdsshimmupp.

CINDY (CONT'D)
Come on...time to go.

JOHN
Never angue vitithaa evnaran.

Cindy amai Jagtnm Hnwnrryoor tod thlechionigse .
CUT TO:
EXT. ASIAN ELVIS' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 52

Cindy Hnel sy llmtign: kK| yuno fr fnonthih é dwses e aah diananch d
a corner.

JOHN

"Look behind\idwu?" Rathatear@uyou,
3 for @ itiththiadt?

CINDY
4 for 4. But to be fair, 3 of the
4 someone vagsaatiadl [y eleimd deam.

EXT. STREET CORNER - CONTINUOUS 53

Cinydy |ksames Jatim uyp aaapesmestt & dowil b gy to ezttt His
breath. He looks pretty ot uyp.

JOHN
That vegsnmyifatstaorabh &ivigng .
\Wababogutoyrou?

CINDY
| change mymmimdl. | tthimkiit's
timevveecedil t ieeSPleeifiis.

JOHN
The mask is veottthooweennilliibon
dollars.

CINDY
The Sheriffs can veidtitaalitiftebebiitit
longer.

JOHN
Not even thexgirl-nextetbmoriss
immune to greed.

CINDY
(smiling)
| caught it fxom my wmdke.



John then sees the CollegevKid across the veaygagiain,
nonchajantly |maidimgy at ttesmn. A Hoeser czam iim Hiks Hreamd],

he turns andwstarts vedtinggeaavay .
JOHN
There's thatt guy agaiin.
CINDY
\Waiagguy?
JOHN
Theyguy fianm auttstike te casimo.
John qutilyssteids allathongfiiteh h€ dlelegkiiid.
CINDY
Johwy vadtit!
But John gn't vesiingg .
JOHN

(to College Kid)
Hey! ey gowl lanatd talkaik to
NOUE: N

The College Kid stops and turns as John gets close.

COLLEGE KID
\Waat?

JOHN
\Wb@egeorou?

COLLEGE KID
Duds, vihadthiaapeaeeddo goufdeee?

JOHN

| got beatyup by am Asiem Eiviks,
but that's mot inmpaorrtzint.

COLLEGE KID
Really?

JOHN
| sanwyyo woisisid ®Dftbeasisioo.
Wais ol etdal ?

COLLEGE KID
Dude, upless yaou wantd@Bisgeet
beat up by @ cullEgEkid, II'd &k
awvegyigightoow.
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JOHN
I'mm not going any\wbpggeintitilgwu
tell me vhgyoyorerévflal owing us.

COLLEGE KID
Okay...

The College Kid punches John in the gut, barreling him
over. He followsupp ithth \mardriibldoy tteetfectace,
sending Joln spravitigotdot hieeggoomald.

The College Kid then leans over him and crushes his
empty thear cam an Jaim's forehead .

COLLEGE KID (CONT'D)
Stick to fighting Elvises, moron.

CINDY
Stop it! Getyaveayr&nonhinm!

Running over, Cindy pusihesittnge Call kgge Kidl avavafydrom
the battered John.

COLLEGE KID
WaiatHévasvaskasgifa for it.

JOHN
The Chief's men vezeerigiitt. Hée
actuglly anustesa a teer czm am my
head.

CINDY
(to College Kid)
Get out of here!

A familiar shadowssuidideh |y comes shibem...

THBACOWBBIYQGES.)
I'd listen to tihe ladwif | \weze
Yo, gy .

They tunm to SSWTHE COB/BY Statatidgithérerd)bidakgng
the setting sunx His sixtwmitarisdisawn.

COLLEGE KID
Yes, sir.

The College Kid takes off running in the opposite

direction, qearlymmvlmmmlmmmmremﬂdtﬂmm who
issoon\bossSnusEe hdrere

John punched h|m earlierwA big stretch vilitieeCaalilihac,

\itithaatidessattizatieeit oot hiecf fooint | ssppakieeldnod féar

ey .
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Johnwslgwigisstsipp.Thabad goasshbieiatidetidion.

THBACOWBBYY
(to John)
You look good.

Cinydy el jpes Jatim @yt o Hiks flestt.

JOHN
Thanks.

MO
You brgke my muse, assihuike.

JOHN
(holding his face)
| knewhogroydadeeArédtadhere
apy Higpamncs imiths town Bddacesase

that's theyonly ethmicitytHzedt
hasn't kicked wny ass \gt.

THBACO\BBYY
Somghody watst saaiil kaoogou.

JOHN
(sarcastigally)
Can't imagiine Wizttteeyesggonaa
ask me for.

THBACOBBYY
I've alrgady killed t\wdriddiass

today...
CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY PBXYHEABSBRAKK) 54

ThevC oo g istads nirfirinond bl Johs aaaadd-FRESS
both of his sixsimaitrss ttimmughttiee incstsieield.

Redfoot ang Dark Eyes ane st dissdl.
CUT BACK TO:
EXT. STREET CORNER - BACK TO SCENE 55

THBACOWBBYYGONMNTDD)
...Don't make yne kill you, too.

ThevCoviooyhibe usisber § JohraatdCid dgvavdo tthehnisdnite
stretch Cadillac. Mo opens the wagk door. The Covidaoy
motiams vititht tieeggunf dorttieemt dogge imn.
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John ang Cindy nlugttamttlyobieey .
CUT TO:

INTWMHIEESTSREETCEHCABDRILASC COANMNNOOSS 56

Sitting in the back seat is THE RANCHER, dressed in
the same hitikessiitibaoldmvtaiiraiat\sa dam mnbafdoefore.
John ang Cindy sit dowmaacss$rénaontininm.

THE RANCHER
| veab thleenmaaik .

JOHN
Heyy wovnmise dk it1pia ditkikt doibit.
Usuglly pempke say " Give me the
mask, " butwawverenitbvith "I vaaunt
the mask."

THE RANCHER
Dy yaumpwhaHaham?

CINDY
You're the Rancher.

JOHN

| veasgoomaagiesss tibe_RRanbker”,
too.

THE RANCHER
| ownthissonvrarahsesevataltbdrsrs
just like it, aleng vitithnmoss odf
the land invbetveeen. Goyeenmnesit
s§ys |l camt owrthibarddian
reservation. Doesn't matter, iit
vess/ovirtbsssavaraywamtiluhsl the
Chief built his casino.

JOHN
Seey \Wethieer youkeaichrooppoor -
weeadl| haareeppobidenys. THaakk gou,
this has begn very emligyitemimg.

CINDY
Uncle Jghn, yau sl gty

shut up abhsut now.

THE RANCHER
Smart girl. I'd listen to her if
| veees/you.

JOHN
Continue.
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THE RANCHER
This/vearnioo mnaskkiss drerthehe
Apache gain alltheivoveer. hMghen
it wad dastinnbladiibe witthehe/ &S
Cawalry ey everdafefeatedrahd
forced to live as drunks on their
reservatiovi. \IWéwerit itasdedadnd,
thgy therame poeddivhggiaimadd
built their casino.

JOHN
Interestingly, ll\ve heard this
stoyy lneftones .. ficmn ttines [l emes.
Of courseynot vititht ieessanee
colorful descriptions yow ve adidied .

THE RANCHER
But | bet yow dium t kinowthibédbett
part. The Apache\don't make vearioor
masks. Hopi do.

JOHN
Wbo?

CINDY
Hopi. Yhey're another tribe. Not
magny aff ttnesmn [kttt

THE RANCHER
Wicicmeeaas shhtthib CClelf dribbe
originglly sttaike ttne ez fiam
some other tribev And now |ikiee
all good Eurdpean "Mretd/lglen”,

weer eegmaat édeei i tffoomtbieem.
JOHN
Greed.
THE RANCHER
\Whaat?
JOHN
Nothing.

THE RANCHER
Don't feel too bad for the Savages.
Theyll kil for that midsk. Wdren
they |lmstt it ttines finstt tinpee, thnesy
killl)ed l?lvbhmdﬁanmﬂilyjslstd@gm
it back.

CUT TO:
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EXT. RANCH HOUSE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 57

Webkdbakknrihibeolldanobhbosse. Thbénmggsaere

once again sepia-toned, ut no longer "quogkeatit".

The blond-haired RANCH RAND "guardiing" tthe wodeedoor
holds a rifle casually im Hiks Heamais.

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME (FLASHBACK) 58

Young FATHER, yauymgy MOTHER amdl poungoBEYYaaecqgdtieeeed
around & dustydiaiike exanmimog . THEEMASEK. TheeCGDID
INDIAN \QOMANdoks D onititrepeatterestat dhdhmboy
delicayely dksams tihe stk vikitla ditlileid kursish. Thbe

Father guides him through the process.

FATHER

(guiding)
Gently.. Canefiull. . it's veryaddd.
Good. Just like that.

A MIDDLE-AGED RANCH HAND, holding a rifle over his
shouldenyslowlyppeee ashbeaisitsfdt thetrsidgde.

OLD INDIAN \OOMAN
(to Father)

Howdilid youifiddt it?
FATHER

Y ow vooudicht thaieseemeeiffl Itoddd
yal.

MOTHER
His newblogsssean thimmoon tt hieeee
looking fomold vearastifiatss. amold
he finds this.

MIDDLE-AGED RANCH HAND
Weaishioldd begoiogsoon.

FATHER
All right, letis weapittuyp.

Father wapssttieenmaakimnt ieeppotdetithreectdoibhititss
lymy @m. Hie ooks o tthe oy .

FATHER (CONT'D)
You did great, son.

He rubs the smiling little boy's headl.
CUT TO:
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EXT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME (FLASHBACK)
The blond-haired Ranch Hand continues 'to guard".
ANOTHER ANGLE

Several NATIVE AMERICANS, armed \itittrifitss agdamcee
quakiyaaqd ujptetty @ndande theuseuardatick tiypisgdard”.
WeaasawigiskippgipeibthEdesrdgegesthretbarbarlier
flashback.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME (FLASHBACK)

Suddgenly, & RIFLE SHOT iks headiautsiaie . . follbee d by
three more shots. All insideyreact fearfully, exegpt
for the Middle-Aged Ranch Hand.

MIDDLE-AGED RANCH HAND
Stay lnenes!

The Family is Stanest s ttines Mol k-Aapeet] Rsarath Hibad
readies his rifle and rushes for the front door. Father

hands Mother the wappeednmaaiiktdoppotinnhiee ppakk.
EXT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS (FLASHBACK)

The Middle-Aged Rarveh Hand eitts iilitinilisifiil éelediding
thewsay.Thdd lolod drdiade R Racte i Biad d de sl eled diatikis
feet. The Natlve Amerlcans can be seen advancing

In a repeat but nowcconpideteviee\of dsnmefdhthenatpeses
from the earlier flashback...the Middle-Aged Ranch
Hand takes a fewsetgssSdoravdrdrahBIRIRES.

The bullet blasts into a rock one of the Native
Americans is taking cover behind.

The Native Americans return fire, SHOOTING the Middle-
Aged RanclvHand dovandéeald.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME (FLASHBACK)

Huddled inside in feay,the family aibsts Mdibtbesttill
holds the pack, wiiiietiee@did hioltkan dMtanastsstdaddfoff
to the side. yThe youwmy o yctlittiessah hissHadtbiee s
leg.

FATHER
Get behind me.

From outside, they caam Hesear thnet ttee Neatiives Ammenicaams
are moving cloge. The youmg hwyissmoeeeit oot hieeCdd
Woraam hehotddsmitighightly.
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Father tries to be brave, and pulls out an old revolver
from thewdraveer. Hgel doimgd)yolokdsadisissonaadd
then to his vifike bleddoeciecstladdilaianm sHbeaesivier
at the door.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME (FLASHBACK) 63

The Native Americans, rifles at the ready, ane att ttine
door. Togetlyer, they kK it aypem amal atenmge imsicke.
WdbaaMdibibe S SRRERNM . Thb goaaanisi snimeeiditte |y
folloveelbbyib s sonds 0 severibtRFEAEEES 03 S . AAdd
then all is silent.

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - LATER (FLASHBACK) 64

The Native Americans stand at attention by tthe diwmr s
THE CHIEF enters. TWe Old Indian \Woraansistitihiahwe,
though her dress has been splattered vitithbikdoaold. Héer
stoic face isyetyayed tyaasangipet danraasstivesshmods

off to the corner of the room.

In a repeat of some of the images from the earlier
flashbagk wee atelichsah ¢h€ iidief'sldIddmetaikalk
sloviyy aststiib el dad d boidies tadyib d aagkaakck iyingron
the dustyfilmdy. Weonoecenugeidgetfiestitsbdady to

be that of Father, and the second to be that of Mother.

Reaching dovm }hieeCDited fooul Bedon t hiee ARACTHE ARRBFROR
MASK from the paok. As he unwagpgsititaaseeisecodiredibéf
and strength vessiessovesrhimm addogg ithith hihirdfat a

smile.

The Old INdianWoraanatgtebéstaridntlyhd hiehtaktihen
turns to her.

THE CHIEF
(in Apache; subtitled)
She livesy Onyttiee Witatlyidan
dies tgday.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER (FLASHBACK) 65
The Chief and his men triumphantly eiit.

THE RANCHER (V.0.)
That family wdkde doiomae. Mdibtber,
Father, littlg boy. Al Kl
excapt flor the QldNmdiEm dfaran.
Some sort of "Code of the Savages".

CUT BACK TO:
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66 INTWWHIEESSREETCEHCARDRILASC BBEBRK OGGERNNE
The Rancher still has yohn and Cindy's attiemtiom.

CINDY
That's horrible.

JOHN
Weer e ggiaiylididoyosasalidHatfegher
found the mask?

THE RANCHER
\Wabtl des & imattter M et dimahid it,
thegy Kilked ‘em, the Chief got it.
\Mitbouthibenasieki b ehslolEibabe
weoldidssitl| bleef docerict vo evkrfofor
me \ileext biee yename o dodrankrtk to
leave their cesspool of a
reservation. But ingtead, they
built their casinonand nownmnadke
even moke money ttieam |l dto.

JOHN
(putting it together)
S yau Hinesa ttee Bivises to sttesll
the mask for younsaff.

THE RANCHER
You expiuitt Whisesereakakessses
fortress. YOnly Aypeciine waiois's
and Elvis impersonators are alloveed
into the Chief's imnerr Sanctuim.

CINDY
Sownaathiappeseed ?

THE RANCHER
| don't know. BRuitikizitss tvhiy |
have yaur Whnelke Jatm Hnene.

(to John)

So Captainysmith, ymuw aamadi FRocstamtts
have until temorrowtoobipir
the mask, or I'll gut offf your
head and hang it nextt tte atthar
animalsyon my aidl.DDoeve
understand each other?

JOHN
Yes, sir.

CUT TO:
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53.
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - LATE AFTERNOON 67

The vilitibessiteetthCaalil Baootinressuppt doERNSS aaaatinesTit
building. Lindy gretts @mutt aff tties ik . Jatim iks ttim@wwn
out after her. The Cadillac pulls aveaylcaaivigghibiem

to realize Vhieepetiee yedberrdorpppdafiff.

JOHN
Backuo \hieeee evstatteted.

CINDY
He just threatened to cut off our
heads.

JOHN
Mainlymyhleaald. Hdeditichnt't
specificallysay youhbadd.

CINDY
Thanks. | feel muci better now.
Hewoont tkilil meedeszaisseadfaa
technicality.

JOHN
Don't feel bad. wThereyweregiéamty
of other peoplevoday wliliggao
kill yeou.

She gives him a look.

CINDY
Howaaee evgajomty thrithth ah asksk?
Allweekiwovs ithtiatraBIdbyisdsas
it.

JOHN
That's all veernssehittokamow.

He has her attention.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Theve veeecS5HRNSESS. ..

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - FLASHBACK 68

WeadhaklaathbeERldpphkeggaree.Jdhhrseeamss
satisfied \itithhirssceaads.

JOHN (V.0))
...One of them stole the mask, and
betyayeul ttine @itiens.

(MORE)
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54.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
If yaow teaikes mnes @t tthe e gadban,
that leaveg only 4.

Midget Elvis looks at his cards. His game is on.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Midget Elvis - | mean Little Person
Elvis - came after me looking for
the maskw Soweeldaaovy iagrasn't
him.

Asian Elvis plays a teamdl. KHe |yuiks mmetttyssiaaidy .

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Takashi, aka "Asian Elvis", also
demanded the mask the moment he
sanuss. Saitiicooldisint tHzeweeHesesan
him either.

Gay Biits irs liluffimmy. Hie |ooks exen shedisr.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
And before he get a tomahavidimn
the back, Takashi told us that
Alan, akg "GayHWss" Haabdeesn
killed at the train station...

INT. BATHROOM - FLASHBACK 69
Gay Bhis |liess dkesadi amuli i kool anm tte tol ket im ttine

last stall.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - FLASHBACK 70

The poker game continues. Elvis Elvis holds his cards.
Smug and confident, he knovwgshieehiaastiecothieesshieedt.

JOHN (V.0))
...\Wicic helezes®ohlhthecrdase st
vinmee himnsedfif, ERlisHRhgs"...
CUT BACK TO:
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - BACK TO SCENE 71

JOHN
...Your neighbor.

CINDY
| thought yawi're myresgdiidaor.
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JOHN
No, I'ym your 'wmcdke". 11 tiekdmg)
abowt ymur neezll mex iddoo mesydibioor .

CINDY
Okay, s WhieyésishisisERIgis
Elvis"?

EXT. DESERT - LATE AFTERNOON

Elvis Elvis stands on the roof of his car, looking out
over a rogk canyam. TiHne Hil etk ek | oeagy nestts mext
to him on top of the cary The gcenery actiuellly dodks
really esutitiull withhbsstitio s somggnsstibeackks.

But Elvis doesn' find any of it emjo\ddiéectall.

The hood of his car is propped opgn, and there is empty
desert inevery dinadtiom wWifteEr a flevwnom enomaetsts,
Elvis jumyps dovanfifioomt bieer ood izt dddessoniecl da st
hopeless peek under the hood of his broken car.

Resigned to his fate, he grabs his duffel bag and steps
back onto teyhighveay.Thberésisotbting dnireicitber
direction. He starts vaditikngg.

INT. ELVIS' APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON

The door has never been clogedwJjohn and Cindy stowly
push it open and enter.

JOHN
So if WwassaanERNSS npeessoOo
contest vimmeer, dhbagadeszetktly
stolen a million dollar ancient
Apadhie \&aioioMedsisk -herereulduld

| be?

CINDY
Hopi.

JOHN
\Waiat?

CINDY
Ancient Hopi vearioomnasgk.

JOHN

Right. I think | have an idea,
though. Still think veesSiooidic(t
go to the Sheriffs?

55.
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CINDY
No W& eeee dadifiddHaabmasisk,
save our heads, get rich, and live
happily exar aftesr.

MIDGET ELVIS (0.S))
| couldn't agree more.

They tiwm ttw see Wit Hivis stamdimgy an tthe softa, a
gun in each hand, aymed directly at ttiem. Jam samadl
Cindy gigkkly piuthibiein dnacsl sipip.

JOHN
Midget Elvis.

MIDGET ELVIS
It's Little Person, assholie!

JOHN
Soyry.

MIDGET ELVIS
| knew go bitdobe souttlité ttatuto to
the scene of the crime.

CINDY
\Wicic [t iinia ésis b edikikio alabout?

JOHN
| don't know. | lozamtt Kessgp thaeadk

agymane.

MIDGET ELVIS
It's a figure of speech, dickveab.
| meant yaw fiimellycaanecbiaa&iknoonee .

JOHN
But | don't live here. And she
lives next diomr.

CINDY

(dmyty)
Thanks.

Midget Elvis refers to the headshots of Gay Hiiks,
Asian Elvis and himselfiaped to the vedill.

MIDGET ELVIS
You're a sigk, twiseebtzesssact],
yauu Kamm vttt M aavinglladif afuour
pictures taped to yowr all...
jerking off to them at night.



CINDY
(to John)

That is pretty sizkk.

JOHN
\Watat?

MIDGET ELVIS
It vessnt togomublesToalgdht o] jLes tsteed|
the masky No, yauw Hreza tto llives autt

famtizsies aamal Kdlll

all of us. You get off on that,
don't you?

JOHN
\WhitH b d bk Byser eoyotatiaitkgngladadgut?

MIDGET ELVIS
Firsyyomw kil GaayERNSS. imnea
bathroom stall no lgss. Then yow
killed Asian BEjvis, by ttimustimg aa
hatchet into his back...

JOHN

It vessaatigdilya aoxmrakah kwk.
Apparently tthene's a diifference.

MIDGET ELVIS
Andmygw youeygonadrtrgrachdikill
me\Wsktllags spepé , Stisongogagng
to happen.

CINDY
Umx excuse me, im Uinelke Jaiim's
defense, he didmn kill anmy of
tﬂoske people. The Indian did. |
think.

MIDGET ELVIS
Uncle John?
(to John)
So woy gouEeEsEyengN@yonieaiece?
Damn! You are one perverted
bastard.

JOHN
No, it's not like that. yShe's my
neighbdy. \&klInotptagihlisnmy
neighbor but-

MIDGET ELVIS
Shut the hell up.
(MORE)
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MIDGET ELVIS (CONT'D)
(cocking both guns)
Nowtédlimee hdrerththmasksis is,
before | gut youiatth gowindormy
size.

THE BLONDE (0.S.)
Yes, tellws ieeect feenmaakkiss.

They alll tiunm. Jaim diwes a dimutike teddéee. Stamting
there cyollyim tthee glommavaig i$henBBigied e Stdheasasllally
holds one of her pistols at her side.

CINDY
Nice outfit.

THE BLONDE
Thapk yaw.

MIDGET ELVIS

(to the Blonde)

Wb ahibdn bl Byareoyou?

THE BLONDE

"Tis some visitor, | muttered,
tappingat my ctemiter door sone
late visitor entreating entrance-
This it is, and nothing more.

JOHN
Edgar Allen Poe?

THE BLONDE
An educated man. Then yow're smart
enough to know dhalin bedkivadking
out of here \ititht tiad Cldidifiée blaag .

MIDGET ELVIS
Dig yauw jjusst ttmesszttsm nnes?

Midget Elvis aims his tvooggunsssstasgih o t hiecBRbonide .
The Blonde doesn'tweact Her vesgquonresnaanssdiomwatat
her side.

MIDGET ELVIS (CONT'D)
Because, bitch, this Midget villl

fucly yow wp.

JOHN
Little Person.

MIDGET ELVIS
\Whatteser.
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THE BLONDE
Oh, I've had about enougih of this.

\ithit i dlgimiimio & spee dt b & Blode eaisise Hibepiststichan d
FIRES at Midget Elvis. Midget Elvis dives for cover
behind the couch.

Rolling acrobatically, Wintgett Eliviss gyetts Hinnesa if anauumadi
the other side, and returns firey BLASTING awanttithe
Blonde \itithblodtihggunss.

THE BLONDE

calmly amdl ymmatthilyt tunsshiaa&kaaooumalck hieecoonee rodf
the duooyveaydioccoser.

INT. APARTMENWBUILDING HALLWXY €COGNNNOOBS

As Midget Elvis' gunfiire blovesaquzat tyieaessabfthee
door frame, the Blondg methodically ol auitt HER seommd
pistol. After a brief mpment of quiett, Siee simgg s

back around inside, her veapoogddeaigctbiee avay.
INT. ELVIS' APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

\Mitth bibtin &episistis| 8 BAANKGLHa & Blodd eaapppacs $nin
the dooyveay.ThbeacociclsisiocoosefdoMdgeeE igis

as the Blonde's povezfillgisstdés THAERI itaguzatt. Nckgt
Elvis is hit multiple times,vand goes dowmn.

The Blonde veastsspatiiyecasod geldk ydadveresco famdard.
Jumping on top of the coweh, she aims dovraat tiecfédikben
Midget Elvis and continues firing.

\ittit In biea titietidio neieyppicnalilgh verestyd oloharahGiGthdy
dart out the door behind her. The Blonde glances over
her shoulder to catch a glimpse of them disappearing.

But she is more interested in the no I

bag. Jumping dovmnfifoomttge ppecth stiee wjoldklyrghasbs
it and slides it over.

Opening the bag, she discovers the expectidl. . mm mezsk
is inside.

THE BLONDE
Hmm.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DUSK

John ang Cindy nuumn fior ttesiir ives autt @iff thne lowil iy .
John shouts to her...

59.
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JOHN
Hownaan \p ss3eSisis suad ¢htbier énin
this town?!

Suddgenly, Jatim nuwmss imttw amdl isy ‘caothesimest hyaa
veyy g AR Withes il lmve tstpp J doh it clol chiad ¢ sedsl siinim
spraviggudonvficiadrohisisdukek.

The arm belongs tw Sheriff Covdey.SBbeffifHHictcinis s
stands not far behind. Both have their guns in hand.

HUTCHINS
Ouch. That looks like it really
hurt.

Co\ige pistans © veed dohaan distare sldovat htrhim.

COWERY
John Smith, | presume.

JOHN

(weikgaapmag)
Yes?

Hutchins turns tg/see Cindy ai ssaypypesar anauuma s camer .

COWERY
Wéusishbart dygusisbists Afaeeve
going to find anothgr dead body up
there?

JOHN
Probably.

COWERY
Imagine thet. \&lgdibdlothahedddelbess
wittienoont tiechiaguoidod aadeealol hiclbaun -

HUTCHINS
Native American.

Covigeyigwe finma doolok.

COWEEY
...Native Americanywiaoisd iniog
in a pool of bbood nexttw amuttier
dead...
(to Hutchins)
...Native American...

Hutchins smiles gpprovingly.
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COWEEYGONNTDD)
(to John)
...In a car registered to Yau .

HUTCHINS
And thven vedfifiod youciedidicaatd
[yrimay @ tthnesy oaoatl yod feacdeaidERhss
impersonator-impersonator in a
train station bathroom.

COWEERY
Andwmowheeee yoade.

JOHN
| didn't killlyanyone .
HUTCHINS
Wb sigrdoyodidid?

COWEEY
(to John)
So upstairsyare veeggoimaafificicaa
dead Elvis or a dead Indian?

HUTCHINS
Native American.

COWERY
\Whatteser.

JOHN
Most likely aam Blvits.

CUT TO:
INT. JAIL - NIGHT 77
John is pushed insidenone of the tveocediBsobt hiee

Sheriffs’ small jail. yCovie\sklemasidhhrescediddoor
shut as Hutchins looks on.

JOHN
I'mn tellligg you, youggtthiee wrang
guy.
COWEERY
Andg vileo owbd Ithehggigiguguebe?
JOHN
Someone else.
COWEERY

| like that. "Someone else."
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HUTCHINS
Wabhbbouthb g igidoyoe reelithwith?

JOHN
She's mot Wit gaued doékadgdor
either. She's just the gir-next-
door.

HUTCHINS

Next dtmmrT to thhe apanttynemtt poussay
yaw atom 't live iim?

JOHN
Right.

COWERY
Okay, Mir. Swiith, eereygmiggdo
holgl yaw im tthiks cal|l flor 12-

HUTCHINS
Make it 24.

COWEEY
(agreeing)
...For 24 hours. Let's see iif
apymnane akepa] e ke sShowipp.

JOHN
Ooh, that's not going to voykkftor
me. A lots going to happen in the
next 12.. 241 hauns.

COWEEY
Wl fimseprrihtitgajhisisudtitiong
intoyyowrhusysstieelgide . Bitt you
couldnalyeay saiéili sishahgtie adally
going on and speed up the process.

JOHN
Native Amerizags, Covilooy sk igis
Impersonators, aid Blonde \Woraen
are allytryimgy ttw Kdlll nnes.

COWERY
Any pentimul ar nessesmm ?

JOHN
They dtam't like me?

HUTCHINS
I'mn going t® let you im on a little
secret, Johh. Weldign'tikkeowu
either.
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COWERY
Seg yauw im ttee nnanmimgy .

Covigewad dHHidtcins s grisk lasshirey gxitlodohataladshes
them go.

VIVIAN (O.S))
None of the settlers liked the
real John Smith either.

John turns. Sitting in the cell next ttw Him iss Wixigam,
the pretty womarfrontibeasisiooholwiaolesialleallet.
He reacts.

VIVIAN (CONT'D)
Neither did the Indians. But they
all needed him to survive.

JOHN
They alll thirsd tiw kil Hinm, too.
You stglevmy wadidiet.

VIVIAN
Yeah, but it hagyno moneyimiit.

JOHN
\Wabhegeorodadogio nwsherararsyway ?

VIVIAN
Solicitation.

JOHN
You're a prostitute?

VIVIAN
(obvious)
Yes - John - I'm a prostitute.
(beat)
Sowhlaatsstheactbedl ithtthikimasisk?
You know kdreri is is?

JOHN
You, too® Hipwlalaoyoknkn@l@kiaut it?

VIVIAN
Johns like to talk during sex.

JOHN
Welididn'hheeessex.

VIVIAN
Noy yawi...

CUT TO:
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INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK) 78

VIVIAN (V.0.)

.| vaadaanogt tissggu y aaee diibe
Covigooy .

An old hotel room. The blinds are semi-closed,
streaking the darkened room vitithiiessodfibgint. SHtlll
weaaingchisshiad banicbiootss itk yarshh€ Cbavkisy is
energetically guimay at it with/Wigrad dggigi sty lagas
John once imagined sex ititihaerouttliwbdidke).

Mo ynexpacttedyrussiess mbdot hieerooom.

MO
The Elvises stole the Chief's mask!

THBACOWBBYY
I'm @ little husy rigit nowMdo.

MO
They teaxemt reported im.
ThevCouiioo wtshoe sriol diHtfurstsh aah dblokodk sijpip .

MO (CONT'D)
The Rancher is gsking for yaw.

THBACOWBBYY
Wil ghddidiyiysa say so?

ThevCovloo g sidemeaapoinmuedidittkelydragyee asbdalaontptly
tosses Vivian to the side. Jumping up, he starts to
get dressed.

VIVIAN
That's iit?

ThevCovbloogsviiies. itWhispamariiadiaok dme beabsps
on hiscsixsiiumitass.

THBACO\BBYY
| have some Elvises to find.
(to Mo)
Py ttne Intictin.
Vivian is left alone in the bed.

CUT BACK TO:
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79 INT. JAIL - NIGHT - BACK TO SCENE 79

VIVIAN
A fewnmmoidsd dater thieeSBleeifliits
came and arrested me. At least
somgbody came.

JOHN
Y ow vooudidaeeHaatsaldsttés rtimee
vitithnnee.

VIVIAN
| like girls, John.

John can't compete withthzat. \XiwaamooonmestissamHiss
beaten face.

VIVIAN (CONT'D)
Sowhiad thiappeereeddo youfdeee?
Y ow veeeen tthissugd ytbddatst
time 1\saw gou.

JOHN
There's a lot of bad people out
there.

VIVIAN
There's some iin here, too. Aren't
Y g nnunctienesr ?

JOHN
Fupny. yilte yfgouncdmyg iereidic aat d,
thay yow sttulke, @t ame aff the aime
scenes.

VIVIAN
I'll make you a deal. I'l talk
to the Sheriffs and get yow afff,
no pun intengled, if yow tll mne
ieeect ieenmaaikiss.

John lies dovmnidor eddax.

JOHN
Then it looky like yaw zamadl || ane
going to be spending the night
together after all...because right
now | Iddon tkkmowhereeitaist is.

VIVIAN
Y ow veeed mnthiadEHRNSsConidsst.
You playediypaiar whihhbeosegeys.
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John bgiefly gjmes amne e ge mnhiee dilieetibon. Shiee
sure knovssaadot.

VIVIAN (CONT'D)
| knew o lnkoogsoswetigtigng.

JOHN
Good nightvmy seeeldlove.

And John turns over to go to sleep. Vivian is
frustrated.

VIVIAN
(to herself)
Men.

EXT. THE DESERT TOWN TIMREEARBEE NKEGRTODERAY

In a rapid time elapse, the desert town sseerinrea
distant long shot - goes frgm night to day. Attuttke
vaditks|gjo ik rahtth éhen eneileisssusunseses.

EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY DRAWN

In the distance, a familiar SILHOUETTED FIGURE makes

hiswveayidovthdloedeadndhghwitys EisiEEIsi&lvis.
Still cayryiimyy ttine il kpak aluffie| oy, thie abstmmimed

Elvis has vatitieeidadi|inmdpint. AA dmiecbleealdodsssetatrggps

daovnnt hieessideod higsfdaee.
In a series of DISSOLVES, he vaditksctibese tbtouss.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

SUPER-IMPOSED OVER VISUALS: '"Today".. Aggain"

A lizard looks around. A snake slithers through the
dirt. \Withhthdrbod dtsitilip pthbeormgn D Erpuhabas
found Elvis' abandoned car. He examines it closer.

INT. JAIL - DAY

Vivian bides her time iw her cell, iideldbinnisgysst
b i HgS.

66.
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JOHN (V.0))
| avoddect déedingonod tdacblaald. TToee
| veasinnaélil aciba lndielbunaich
of people vegeettiniggddikilmae,
but somehow Fétitbodayasapyang
to be bettenthan yesttendiay .

Hutchins ang Covideyetaer.

COWERY
Rise and shine, Mr. Smith.

JOHN (V.0.)
Or ynaytioe muatt.

COWERY
"The girknexteibaoyppssted yaur
bail.

JOHN
Don't | need to have been charged

\itithseone¢tinigofifisst?

HUTCHINS

I'd stop talkingif | yezee gau.
Wekddtitiggowouut.

Covigeyiniolcickgd dohis ekltidoor.

VIVIAN
It's called a "bribe".

HUTCHINS

Anyithimgymewoyoteés dikikee biatigng
us this morning?

JOHN
(exittimg tthee azell)
| couldn't get Jaid by a prostitute .
Dy ymummhmahdbdsee W a
man's egao?

VIVIAN
| can tell yamuw somstiimgy mevittisis
morning, Sheriffs.

She has their attention. Vivian moves to the front of
her cell as Govidepppracicbshber.

COWEEY
I'm listening.

Moving as close to him as possible, she caresses
Covige g sdaedhroagphhibebess.
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VIVIAN
Wiik iggetrmaeotittdn beye?

COWERY
Dependsyhiaat goucilliss.

After letting her linger for asmpment, Covdeyerriooees
her hand ang slowlppsisbed ibackckaheesisid@biitbe
bars.

VIVIAN
The Chief's ancieht Apache Velenaor
Mask veasssitdenbby dbacicloDE Eigis
impersonators.

She looks over at John.

VIVIAN (CONT'D)
And hevkmovgs hdreri i§ is.

COWEERY
Really?

JOHN
Ido not know.

John looks back at Vivian agd mouths an angry ttearkk
yow." SeesmieEssimrettum.

Over the Sheriffs' radios comes aycalll from the Deputy .
DEPUTY

(over radio)
Sheriffs, come in.

HUTCHINS
(into radio)
This is Sheriff Hutchins. Go ahead,
Deputy.
DEPUTY

(from radio)
There's a broken-dovmoaarodif
Highyayl 8 8. Ubregigisiered.NNO
sign of the driver.

INTERCUT:
84 EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY BBRXY 84

The Deputy stamits mex tdoERNSS asddzantiborestlozar ez
under the opened hood.
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DEPUTY
(continuing; into radio)
Has a osut vadde hiosseazioidoabioniae
dyy nazdtigttmr .

INT. JAIL

COWERY
Wb @ges ®ouintu tHvel desertitvabout
checking their veddeddered|?

HUTCHINS
(into radio)
Awnytthriimay im ttine wethicd ke ?

EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY

The Deputy atkkamondddcseénsisideibeaar. Thde
\inoldesvarandalnwam c ikt eneh gtby o e ropanmpadmast is
empty.

DEPUTY
(into radio)
The wnly tthimgy iss am Bl thapy .
INT. JAIL
Eve ryamme nesatts.
HUTCHINS
(into radio)

Sy agyim.
EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY

The Deputy adimines Bisy contest tropiyssithmgim
the backseat.

DEPUTY
(into radio)
A first-place Elvis impersonation
contest tyophyy Phettycoodl.

INT. JAIL

HUTCHINS
(into radio)
Keep me posted. Hutchins out.

VIVIAN

(to @ovgdey)
Tolg yamu.

85

86

87

88

89



90

Covige yookk sy Wigiaridioa armooraen th bieficr euumimg gao
exitt wifit dohraad dHHidicinias.

COWERY
Let's go, Mr. Smmitih.

VIVIAN
\Wabhbboutae?

OOWEEY
\Ween geebaeicki Blldetawblblow
me. Then vedittaikeadimutiit.

VIVIAN
\WonBhshrifly osusianknbo how

to make a girifeel vaaymazocidfizzzy
inside.

Co\igey alidipsislyrsitetearahdnisis et her.

JOHN
(to Vivian)
Bye ymyldoee.

The group leaves Vivian in her cell. Once theyame
goneyhoweeeer sassnilder ettunsstdohiee fdaee . stlechiaas
stolen the Sheriff's jail keys.

EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY

A familiar set of Vit dadiiee hipotds eazdriljakakes
theinwvgayhbdiniakd tsep veetdthbaisigigid bs Hbecich.
Elvis finally sitts, ahayymimgy Hiss td kecke dluffis] teagy dtmwn
next to Hinm.

The middlevof novieegewNneenpity twarlartedrighway.
Desert inyevery dindttimm. @/etxsemethibie axtisteoene

before...

Pulling out a pack of cigarettgs, folloveeldbbya didilgteter,
Elvis lights up a smoke. He takes a long deep drag...
one of those drags that makes evenyithimay all niggfht.

And he sits alone on that bench in the middle of the

desert...thenhjghvgae empptyAAshthkdicisubdzatdalown,

he starts to drift in and out of consciousness.

70.
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EXT. SHERIFF STATION/JAIL - DAY 91

Johm exits ttie sl | sttt/ vemad neetts wp vith
Ciydy.

JOHN
Thanks for getting me out.

CINDY
It vzt tottesgyp. BRutl Idichntt
e tdohladyeeas) gdl imddf do raan
unclew \Waatoutrltt dretreth&iddds
S§ty?

John smiles and kisses her on the forehead.

JOHN
Thank yauw ligweeoyoarmne.

She smiles back.

CINDY
Sowhlaatsstheeiéan?

JOHN
There's a plan?

CINDY
| hope so. The Rancher hired the
Elvises to steal the mask. The
Head Elviz screveeidovee thiecotiieer
Elvises, frgmed yauw, timak tte mnesstk
for himself, and iy probably gmimgy
to tyy amotl sl it tio thne Hiogf et
biddeiV \Waeyel doogothihknkenis is?

JOHN
Wit iiitsi shib eifiiio rdl dikdliar
quesstam.

CINDY
Literally. Yaw sz pouhiaaidaan
idea, though.

JOHN
| did?

CINDY

That's the lastything you said to
me before blonde assassins started
killing midget Elvises.

JOHN
Little person Elvises.



CINDY
\Whtzteser.

But John is no longer listening. Across the street,
he sees the College Kig 'wonchalantly” atatéhmbimm.

JOHN
Him again?!

John is about to cross to epgage, but Cindy sty Hinm.

CINDY
Stop. Remember viaahappeseeddast
time. I'll take care of this.

Unable to arguey John obeys amil dimesm't move. He
wttlessaasCinod y rssse shib s isagehad dnimedidittie |y
gets into a heated conversation vitiht ieeCodbegekiad.

HUTCHINS (0.S))
(to John)
Wioreen.

John turns to see \8heriff Covdenad s BbefifHHidcinas
on either side of him.

COWERY
"Nsenemys ssyndilydisaialifadl in
love."

HUTCHINS
It's mot "gnly fiouks filll im |mwe."
It's "oRly flomis rushin ."

COWERY
You're going to conrect me on Elvis
Iyiics mow?

HUTCHINS
Yep.

JOHN
Didn't sheypayymugyuy otff?

Covige glsipp d dohmawussshibdbeclbiitbdbadd.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Q.

OOWEEY
Bribery its aggimstitie [ERwWVVT.
Smith.
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HUTCHINS
W et ectmusstiin fefees”.

Covige wad dHdidteins slékdd) aloh ov@araotthth S IshéTif's
car parked/nearby.

COWERY
Y ou knowt tiad tsgHeerdoofriaadd,
don't you?

John reacts. Having sent the Golege Kid on his vaay,
Cinydy nestiunmss.

CINDY

Eximirieadd tihakkyoveremouich,
Sheriff.

Hutchins opens the back door to the Sheriff's car.

HUTCHINS
Ready tto gm?

JOHN
\Woer @saeengoa@ng?

HUTCHINS
You're going to help us find this
mask. | betwt's vastthaagymet
amount of money.

CINDY
That vessnt tyzat tadft Heedsed| .

COWERY
Wetehbbagyigghbaldahl.
(to John)
I'mn assuyming you dom't mind sitting
in the back.

JOHN
Do | have a choice?

CovigeyougighhhehedpJobohgey aitmtbeleabideseat -
behind thenbars vileeeeccinmmaddss#it.

CINDY
| could get vy quugs mnaal dotodf
trouble.

HUTCHINS

Ooh. Tell it to the Sheriffs.

COWERY
You coming?
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Angry, utt witbouod pidios sCRicdyatstis inenetd tmAahn.

Covigeplslarm shbel doosistiubbeimddhéer.

INT. SHERIFFS' CAR - CONTINUOUS

Covige yad dHdidcins g geintu ohib drinons sabhsaddiohn
and Qindy st ioetimati thne Hoenss im thnee Hoeaik et

CINDY
(to John)

Soyry.

JOHN
Donit vaprryabbatitiy, Ryesiyour
exiwfieadddibanginene?

CINDY
He's not folloyinty gau.Hedess
follgvimgonmee.

But the Sheriffs vooyt tciboaamtftirigg
about it.

JOHN
Then \iaat aslsehdaloggtahthe
casino? st asbbeiare ¢een

met yaw!.

CINDY
He has a gambling problem. That's

Vishyemler dkekgoup.

COWEEY
(to John)
"She saidwshe wahigyleldassdd,
but that veagyssdike."
(to Hutchins)
See, | got that Iyni canmet.

HUTCHINS
(shaking his head)
You're a genius.
(to John)
\Woer @asweeneebdade ¥ rMBnSthith?

JOHN
Wetaddokkiggdothbaldvigeobf
that cgr yowrDeputtyfdounodoon
Highway 88.
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COWEEY
(to Hutchins)
If he didn't diie of heat stroke,
there'syonly one place he could be.

EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY

Weadbhakkdahbddamtidinssenpe. Ebasslilbggs
alone, semiconscious, on that bus bench in the middle
of the desert...the middle of novieeee. Himadilly...

The BUS arrives. It pulls up right in front of him.

The bus doors open as Elvis gathers his strength and
stands. Grabbing his bag, he moves to enter as the
Bus Driver exits -butttiisstimes & eccopgnez ¢hdhiathide
Driver is, in fact, the C@LLEGE KID veaaimggesbioiss
driver's umnifoinnm.

COLLEGE KID
(holding up a roll of
toilet paper)
Be right back.

Seeming to not notice or care about his attire, the
CollegevKid veditksaasthimny. BRhsshaaet ) beisiiEe s
himself - before climbing aboard.

INT. BUS - DAY (CONTINUOUS)

And Elvis is onboard. As before, the bus is completely
empty. Hhis gratis ttine Driver's \&tde bbtitdeaaddmak&ss
hiswaaya thb éhelck . PRIcicio ghb d llackl difiéfcb bag
devmoonttieeseedt lyechieaaililgistnaexotn itHés's

made it.

EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY

A pair of black leather high-heeled boots stride
confidgntlytmaalsisHAdbsis. eNe'vesedhishietoeéore
asved|bast hiecceaneesanmpddessitiss avaypupahmbka tidhe
Blonde. Whe tvoopssitdst tiekleeld intiecblaakkodhiaer
catsuit are still just as menacing.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Behind some brush, the College Kid crouches dowraa
little veay svaay ayrepeattinditg e bdoTdgihs hisdinsgsess”.
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Talking on a satellite phone, he stops mid-sentence as
he sees the Blonde vaditkt dct hiechingsaaucioct imbbadloaadd .

COLLEGE KID
(into phone)
| think youy qu gsbiedtite gge hieeee
pregty fizst. Thene's agother playesr
in town.

CUT TO:
INT. BUS - DAY 96

The Blowde, \itithhiee l degssted € b
the seat in front of heryis alreadymn mmsattmm

THE BLONDE
[That washbkaeassoragsallhman
know JinthisskiinggidombbyHbssaa -
That the vimoldcaamnecoom od ft hieectbod
by miggftrit, CHrill iy aamabdillimay iy
Annabel Lee."
ELVIS sits in the back of the/bus. He subtly mmoxes

his hand inside the black duffekback resting nextttm
him...and sjlently sltEsautt @ Shee i & sbogun.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
\Woggasswver.

And ititht tiaa t thiecEBdogide wjoldk iywtls!isud wh éhedwo
pistols from behind her back...

Elvisrsvimggsaaoounodsacioadnnsst ieesHioodgun.

But the Blonde is faster. ¥IRING rapidly amadi nmultijplke
times, her bullets BLAST straight through the bus seat
in front of Elvis, RIPPING into him. Continuing to

fire, she advances until Elvis slumps over.

\itfit kil Ipedt ethh éhB | Bhaledie oversets toi b isese atT hEhe
mortally wondee dE rigissisisilitigy .eesesigigthtly
laughing.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
\Wabs sedgnnny?

She leans dovmvamaichiee hvbiswersasnatbihgon ihdreragar.
The Blonde segms to enjoy Wabsishdbaers AAdERigis
dies.
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\ittit Iin dieo pppoapnt aa nishsok dhehgrgbabis thiel adaattudiaifel
bag. Opening it, she looks inside. NowthiecEBboicide
gleefylly smilkEs.

CUT TO:
EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - DAY 97

The Blonde, nowceariyigghiéd lbleickl difiéfieh ag gsisidee s
confidgntly maay.

THE BLONDE
Elvis has left the building.

Herwowfganilibaupadi rod bidask dedtiee higdhhibedded
boots continue vadifkigoaaaydyofrothdlmubundralibittonto
the brush. She stops in front of the College Kid, viloo
has misgrably atemypsd to Hidke. Hie stilll Hnuolis ttine
satellite phone.

Out of his league, the College Kid looks up at the
Blonde. He's scared, buyis\desperately trynggnuobttto
showitit.
THE BLONDE
"For the moon never beams \itlibaut

bringing me dreams of the beautiful
Annabel Lee."

COLLEGE KID
Waat?

THE BLONDE
Nice satellite phone.

COLLEGE KID
Cells dom't vavkkoni tHesee.

THE BLONDE
Interesting. yDid yaw jjusstt czlll
the Rancher...or the Chief?

COLLEGE KID
(after a pause)
Both.
THE BLONDE
Really?
COLLEGE KID
| vookif dot ieeRRaictieey biowt loosve

maney to ttiee Chneff.
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THE BLONDE
Playimgy ootth Sikes. 11 e thet.
Wellgiyiwehbena aasssggédomae.

The Blonde raises her gun. BANG!
CUT TO BLACK:
EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - LATER 98

Vultures are circling over head. A big newnmooisster
pick-up truckvs nowppakkedoroeesgidenbdtitiee
motionless bus.

The Sheriffs' car as recently amived on the other.
Hutchins ang Coudeybhbibilhn bidlicig g isbiopgos srarnicld John
and @indyflomaatd.

JOHN
(to Cindy)
Don't Il take you to the best places.

CINDY
\Wabéesehbpppeee daaiinecaadd a
movie?

HUTCHINS
Shut up.

Hutchins ang Coudeyggetvd bitttevieenf tiitiyags.

COWEEY
(to Hutchins)
Looks like theyCowlooysisiabraddy
here.

JOHN
ThevCovooy HéHsiththerandhwishathot

at uy \estigdiay .

HUTCHINS
Did he Wit yaw'?

JOHN
No.

HUTCHINS
Too bad.

COWERY
(shouting to the bus)
This is the Sheriffs! Come on out
of therey boys!
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After a moment, Mo - holding a geryat his side - slowly
exits thee liuss.
MO
Sheriff3V \Watbaanergodorfasyou?

COWERY
WekdberddpthibamaakkMdo.

ThevCovio e ésththbususenttd tdeVidB oBothishss six-
shooters are holstered.

THBACO\BBYY
Bkl lasme nitenalall.

HUTCHINS
Is Elvis in there?

THBACO\BBYY
Elvis is dead.

HUTCHINS
(pumping his shotgun)
Drop younr gyums aamyl stp awafydrom
the bus!

Mq quigklycoompées. Hhiealodvabolyo reweeveoegaesn't
move.

JOHN
(to Goudey)
Tolg yow Il diddim't killl the Elvises.

COWERY
Shut up.

THBACOBBYY
__(to Gougey)
SherifiiCoudey thibd&RBacicbepaays
yaou miggly . | Kbaabivese gaudo
take that other Sheriff, get in
yau azar, aama | ksnxes e wimtill we
s§yyyoucaanconmechiaaik.

COWERY
Yeah, about that. This mask seems
to be pyetty walluesiike. |l ttimk

veer eequiipt toldeer esvegisdinTgrmy
contract.

THBACOWBBYY
(referring to Hutchins)
Henwookks do 1t hlecCDineéf.
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HUTCHINS
W evookk dow devewes islit)ing to
P&y ws thne st fon ttest ez

COWERY

Think of it like there'swvaonesew
Sheriffs invtovan. Afictleey&re
even greedier than the last ones.
So like "that other Sheriff" saidl...

(pumping his shotgun)
...Drop the guns ang step away
from the bus.

ThevCovitioo y cosisicles shisi srnosist nfuiauioat euiur O f
events.

HUTCHINS
(smiling)
Be careful, Sheriff, | hear he's a
good shot.

Suddenly, te=yCowb o QICIC RRAR 8\&Sdariik ER B& I bik his
sixstomtys, smutterems yhittihgdbdtShkefids.
\Mﬂaaidolgbbélshdcbnmhhieifdaee&ﬂb@ﬁhﬂiﬁﬁmll

over dead.

Stunned, Johryand Cindy nesaait.

THBACO\BBYY
I'nn alsoya quitdk dizaw.

ThevCouinoy inarkstiotbapessons lois firegykngarsdand
reholsters them.

THBEACOWBBYYGONMNTDD)
Thiswown asasnhibigrenagiy fofor
the both of them. Either of them.
Hell, any aff ttinem.

Mo starts laughing as he picks up his gun from the
ground. Armed again and threatening, Mo starts moving

toveadd saaffigdiderrelc) diimnazicidConady .

MO
John Smith! The Rancher gave yow
24 hours to get us the-

Suddenlyya filymgh VODIAAAAK M thiMdvioLsredretivethe

face...killing him ynstanyly. Evaypoee wjoldklytosns

to see the Indian...standing up from a camouflaged

ﬁosgmn in the brush. A second tomahawdigsnnhings
an



Gun-slinger-ike\THE CO\BBY 4rzochd FIHEN N AN Starareacth
othendovnfdoraal doiggnmooneeih tieédoee ...

The Indian then makes a breakyfor it. The Coviooy
quakylyddaasvsiss sshcbiareaswd fudbiskastisaamaytias the
Indian rolls and dives behind the giant pick-up truck.

John ang Cindy aiixe ttw ttie gyauwmal samd cower ttinair tesaais.

ThevCovoo ké&eppsifing gashbendidian sse shibgigickip
to succegsfully |Eapfhgy his watp tththetbthesidalefof

the bugV ititinisig eaemyo didiiey ahetitn Gowbagkdsacks
up avewsstpshissceys A d gy seaarcing gesenhivhich
veayhbendidiaccoidgpppoout.

ON JOHN AND CINDY

Still prone, Johnyand Cindy @amoe up at tthee sitietiom.
Cinydy ttigem e pssoniecod f iecopeaidSBeeifiid iyiogeadrby .
She focuses in on his holstered pistol before turning
to John.

CINDY
(to John)
W/ édh e ed @se ehahatsnah dihdiulsus.

JOHN
The situation's a little volatile
right mow dagntt gautimikk?

CINDY
Boaatly.

Cindy umes pgeteel yuonpe sd b befdeeaad duns sistigight
for the bus.

JOHN
Cirydy!

ANOTHER ANGLE

The Indian is still hiddenyapd the Covidooysistsitill
aiming his sixsiumitgnsimeraryddieetibon.

THBACOBBYY
(calling out)
sggaisistithendidiass.Jusist
like the olg daysw Amdtl wealhll
knewindae w tmatifeg Hig ht.

ThevCovloo g sattttatiinnsgmoomeatdekildidersettd a€iGohdy
runs past him and onto the bus. Just then, the Indian
JUMRS downfifioomt tieeblorggr oadibqpdilieetit Y &leima dhinmm!
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But thevCo oo yuurs sucond c anmooraentdo daliEte asithie
Indiam s\vimggshiisetonadiaghkvki cicislisigtotoshgigut.

Face to face, the Indian stares/into the Covaloog's
disbelieving eyes.

THE INDIAN
Talk is chéap, Wihid/dian.Jusist
like the old days.

As the dyimg Cowbogrampietemn ttheéhgrguomahdhéhin thaimn
raises his tamahavkkaagdnn assaicbiimggstitddonvhardrd.

INT. BUS - SAME

Cindy is amtbmeznal, gamadi Hezstéll yynaddesshiee r avalodotine the
aisle. She soon finds Elyis' dead body sitting propped
up in the back. Toilet paper is draped around him

like in a bgauty egeeamtt. . nesdimy ‘Staion 112", AACosss
from him, propped upvly the same veaysitsishibeldadd
body aff ttee Ciall kg it Tl ket pespeT iss dhape @m
him as vedll.. BEBinggitkemaore\BBnyd dah 1S Sittth."

EXT. DESERT BUS STATION - SAME

\itfit it €3G dyob dg at atth cthedindiablebbhedisxhiahmkawk
in hand - retrieves his second tomahawrioom\iaossféaee.

John, stiyl Iyimgy iim ttee aintt, meikess Hs moxe.
Scrambling along the ground, he grabs for one of the
Sheriff's shotguns. But as his hand reaches it, a
BOOT steps dovmnhaaddoonitit.

Grimacing in pain, John looksWp to see MR. CROW thihe
Chief's night Ihand mamn - standing there.

MR. WROW
You seem to be just as difficult
to kill ag youwr mameszie.

JOHN
(through the pain)
John Swith veassestdeceeict dodeedith

three times - Wwedbisis ovpeppleple -
butwessahizvayspapedat digHadast
moment.

THE CHIERMimselkvaditksuppneeitad/MrCerow.
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THE CHIEF
_(toJohn)
Dy yaouw tiymik pousaeeggdmggotdoblee
spared at the last moment?

As John reacts to the presence of the Chief, the Indian
brings €indyyoxar thythieesscudifiod ttiseneek. MAr CZoow
removes his boot from John's hand and picks up the
shotgun himself.

MR. WROW
(to the Indian)
Kill him...and let's get the mask.

The Indian grips ome of his tvedohbooiikedc domadiaakekasas
Johnicoveessumaiee hipm. SpuidieenhlyCRiddghtbrevuerher
body am tigp @ff Jattnm.

CINDY
No, don'tt You cam'tt Kl Hiimm

They mamyemtemill yppasse.

THE CHIEF
Whyatot?

JOHN
(to Cindy)
Just like Pocahontas. You're not
eleven, yare yauw?

CINDY
(to the Chief)
Because ifwauy aaintoyoun askskarkek,
yau Hneawee ti Honiimngg ik .. altomgy vilith
the money.

JOHN
Okay -alittiee thigish o Bcaiahaiaizs.

THE INDIAN
(to the Chief)
She's right. That S Wettittsags
on the bus.

The Chief reluctantly agyees -t gjines ttiee Sogred|to
spare John's life. Reljeved, Cindy stands as tihe lindiizm
picks John up fromwthe ground vitithoorechiaguoldeauoiddaopss

him on his feet.

Mr. @rowissnoyhiagppywdohnhb@veres &l airsiades.
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JOHN
Thanks, Chief. You made the right
choice.
MR.WROW
\Woer @aseenNecehdadatighen?
CINDY
Station 12.
CUT TO:
101 INT. BUS - FLASHBACK 101
QUICK-IMAGE...the toilet paper draped around dead Elvis
reads "Station 12".
CUT TO:
102 EXT. DESERT TERRAIN - DAY 102

The Indian marchesylohn and Cyndy ttimauwgjtn tthes naoky
desert terrain. Wr. Crow hobdihigot ieeSBleeififss
shotgun, veditksblediiviolck ieam ithittheh€lQbiefTHEhEIUbief
carries a briefcase. ypresumably ffiledl wittmooeey.

JOHN (V.0))
Stationvi 2 vassiinGdd &¥eestitpdpbst
on the border of the Chief's
reservationy It veasonicecNsdditree
American land, the site of a long-
forgotten skirmish betweeenttiee
Tribe and the YS Cavalry. T kesp
the peace, no one veassspossedtdo

go there.

JOHN
(to Mr. @row)

| really apmegiat wounoo tklingg
me earlier.

MR. WROW
You can thank yaar gjitlreekddoor
for that.

JOHN
(to Cindy)
Thank yow agrimtintiiee avay.

CINDY
The Rancher also vaatsshimmodeald .
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THE INDIAN
Mayte tthe Ramctner ien't so bad
after all.

Mr. Qrowccaa&ksaossmadilssmide.

JOHN
(to Mr. @row)
But being Native American, doesn't

evegryome aatiig gne el dad juststLigg

atyyawr yaryssoll| ?

MR. WROW
Indian.

JOHN
Boause mne?

MR. WROW
I'nm @n Indiizun.

JOHN

But | thoyght yow quugs avdaatetbto
be called Native-

MR. WROW
No moron, I'm from India. The
Chief and his casino are equall
opportynity e gesy. NbOeeeeryoae
is a raciét \ibetdvidguhiKidkeogou.

JOHN
Didn't see that one coming.

THE CHIEF
Weadhbere.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

They AL stop. THIE RANCHEER , a niffee nestimgy im His
hands, stangs nearby. A limieffrzse i att s flest,
similar to the one the Ghief is carryimg. Mt fearim
front of them is the old ranch house. It doesn't look
much different than it did in the sepia-toned
flashbacks.

THE RANCHER
Glay yayw i gsadil conldidnmaddesitit.

Bey yow mexer yhmugitt woucHdes
back here, Chief.

\ittit it eenixieis b ginTosisitybibiltpuphéh € igbiefrahd
the Rancher glare at one another. Mr. Crowaimnsstiiee
shotgun in the Rancher's direction.
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MR. WROW
(to the Chief)

| could kill him right now. Bfld
thiswearooicecasoicf doradil .

The Rancher's rifle is pointed riglit back at Mr. Crow.

THE RANCHER
| vooudicht tabvesettat. | lma

preyty ool sttt
The Indian fingerswiis tomahawks.

THE INDIAN
Sowasst hieeCpavdoy .

MR. WROW
You're out-numbered, Rancher.

CINDY
Notxexatly.

They tiwm ttw sge Cimadlyhiodddggaaggunt dot ieeCDieé &s
head.

JOHN
Cinydyy Weeyeldowgagehtitat?

CINDY
| took it from the Sheriff. Just
like the Indian did.

THE INDIAN
Wicichnididian?

CINDY
The one from India.

MR.WROW
Oh.

JOHN
(to Cindy)
You don't need to do this.
Eventthimy's going to be alll riglt.

CINDY
Yes, itis. Choose ymur sitke,
Uncle.

JOHN
Pocahantas voolddnesee hioutrthieer
father, Chief Poviladdan.
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CINDY
But I'm not the Chief s dzugjiter
I'm the Ranchers

THE RANCHER
(smiling)
That's inmy gjirll.

John is shocked.

JOHN
| thought yaw weyehbeiginha@ext-
door.

CINDY
You don't even live there. Andl
neither do I.

JOHN
Sy your exbbdyicehdeablynsvas
follgvimgonmee?

CINDY
Of course he veas. dowalmyahittkink

| found yaw i thnestt spetimesmit ?

JOHN
Wit Ilbbeaanmopkkey's uncle .

THE BLONDE (0.S.)
"And neither the angels in heaven
above, nor the demons downumaiéer
the sea, can everylissever my smull
from the soul of the beautiful
Annabel Lee."

They alll tiwnm to S ttine Bl mmadke | mgy emticimglyinn
the opemdponeay bittheloldaadccihbosse . Thboglhisisbe
holds both pistols in hey hands, they aes matt el st

apyame im geanticw k.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
(to all)
Nowesyee yoa e dp phb e gassoonoo
one gets anyithimay. e czam alll
kill each other later.

There is a long pause. Mr. CrowldodkstdottieeCDieé
for approval befgre finally llbeengdisisisbiogoaadd
tossing itvdovanimnfroomtodhimm. TheeRRactiee thieen
drops his rifle as vedl!.

Reluct;mtlyy(C]mrﬂﬁdxssmdsieenggmmaavdgetm@ralhraﬁqng
over to stgnd by ttne Ramatinear
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THE BLONDE (CONT'D)

GoodwNow lagssunee go b bibttfrogight
the money.

The Rancher picks up his lriefcase and showsitit®o
her.

THE RANCHER
One million dollars.

The Chief hands his briefease to Mr. Crow, ndhbdidsds
it up to hemas vedl.

MR. WROW
One million dollars.wHowddo eve

know yolnées ehahsdysea say you
have?

THE BLONDE
| have it. Maneyegaishieamaskk.
You all should kngwtiteatbynaow.

THE RANCHER
Sowhooaaee yogginigdacaielt it
to?

THE BLONDE
Send John Smith in here vitithadl|
the money, awd tthemverdl I5eeehidhich

sidevwaatdstithleenmosst.
The Blonde turnsaround and vaditks mssidet hizer aaicth
house.
THE INDIAN

| got a better idea.

Suddgenly aiengyimy flomaet dtHd énldidiam pilsl® oub e @ bf
his tomahawks.

INTERCUT:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 104
IN SVOWADDOMAN FAddvthidias' T DOMNAAWIK tledds digiugh
the air and open door straight at the Blonde's back.
At the last possible second, the\Blonde just barely
turns in time and dycks\the flyimy wappon.

ENDVBLOWADOIDE NA $\ i gotoatzdn &vmlarmark owlgsesskes her,
it slams hard intowthe far vadill.

In an acrobatic tumble, THE BWMONDE |mmed|ately$vmggs
back areund vitithbotithhiee
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EXT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 105

The bullets BLAST out of the ranch house as the Indian
barrels his/vaayippaohbsisid @ bittté ppendoor. itWith
the Blonde's gun fire SRRAYING every\wbexe Jdhhnttlibe
Ranchery Cindy, ttinee Chnigff camal . Chovakhhibithibe

dirt.

Sensing an opportunity, tﬂrmlrnmimmgmmshnsmmw
tomahavwk aacldctiaapgss msiide

INT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 106

But the Blonde is back on heryffeet. Immediately wypmm
entering, though, th¥ Indian SWHISS SiisisaorabaiwvkShShe
narvoy !yl deick shtbdlol 0\VH - ISMG B &ifhimg alkgargstie she
ducks.

The Blonde thenvcounters \itithamnasiiza&kod heeroonvna.a
KICK to the groin. As the Indmn is hit, she iiss

one of her pistols around to fire. But before she can
pull the trigger, the Indian deflects her wisst cearsangg
theweamoontcoFRREEOdt ot hleestiige . hecEBbonide wjoldkly
SHMmggshiee ISeecoinicBstd baooumeid biot bagaint tieel holthan
deflects it and the veamoonFRAREESSodft dothieeotihiee siuide .

\Itit o bibt e ristsstg ajgbbldd thethwdiadiame kaksows
he has her beat.

But the Blonde has one I3st trick to play. Juaito naillimg
onto her back, she FLIRS the Indian vitithhee iféet taacd
THROW3inm AdshibéndidialCRRAFHE St cesoa®lold
furniture and lands spraviéedoot it hieccooneer tiiee
Blonde turns to face him. And smiles.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME 107

TWooGRINGHHIT BSaaechieaaddf foomi nssildet ieer aaucthhloosse .
And then gl is quiet.

Eve ryame auttsdimynemnaimes | yngguont ieeggoommad - aitiitng

vitithbladdxelchipeadibh . Mnmmmtnaasms be¢boeet iecEBdo0de
i agopeenddooravayl héhenbnly

imperfection is a smaII d|rt smudge on her chin - wicbh

she instamtly vopss away.

THE BLONDE
As Waspsayio g9 ige & doh S Sritiith
the money,amd || Wilyigwdinmihibe
mask. The gest of yaw, dtum't bother
getting up.

Standing and brushing himself off, John takes a deep
breath and movew/to Mr. Crowazoick iecCDineéf.
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The Chief stares at hiny withsstetwege sNM dtapppy
at all, Mr.\Crowggresslabimthiechinieédeascod hnoniaey .
John kicks his shotgun even farther avaay.

John then vatitksovee tda iecRgauctiee raaucidChnoldy .

THE RANCHER
Head ywmy waihll.

Not at all happy ettinar, ttee Ramatiner gjives Jatim s
briefcase of money @s witll Ascilbssaat D dy dbceks

up at him.
CINDY
Soyry, Jattm.
JOHN
(betyayemtl)
Me, too.

John kicks the Rancher'swifie farther aveayaasellell.
Nowcaar iyig dp bibt b befefagss s)dohnalal ke thehamahch
house. The place seems to have an effect on him.

MR.\WROW
(to the Blonde)
Whigrimm?

THE BLONDE
Captain Johw Smith vaasffieeicicazcld
foe of Native Ame¥itans and \Witite
Men alike. Sentencegd to death by
both. Killgd by mestther. |l ot
it woldchieepoeditc.

CINDY
Arg you SEnimus ?

THE BLONDE
No.

The Blonde disappears back inside. John enters after
her.

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - SAME 108

Inside, John looks around, taking it all in. The dead
Indian lies in the corner.

The Blonde comes straight up to him, and kisses him
deep on the lips.
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JOHN
You never dressed like this vileen
weewvermtmihdrer.

THE BLONDE
You never turned me on enough.

JOHN
Ouch. Hello, Annabel.

THE BLONDE
Hello, Lee.

They tmimghe tho d hefefasse ® ovetdehibelold
table...the same tablg the family Hnwabht kel smumal im
the sepia-toned flashbacks. One million dollars cash
in each.

JOHN
| thought yaw weyen'inteszrettdd
in any aff tths. Baimgy im |oxe
\itith youddotcioanddiall.

THE BLONDE
That's a llot of money. And she
isn't a doctor.

JOHN
She?

The Blonde smiles. And refers John to Elvis' black
duffel bag resting on the floor. His pack of cigarettes
even sits on top.

THE BLONDE
Everyttinimay ttne i Hread is im
that bag.

JOHN
You once saidvhistory wolddbe
wittitenwithauhee.

THE BLONDE
Andw veasriadiot.

JOHN
Still, yow cowlbt aff gt me pou
VEEEECODMMIgY .

THE BLONDE

Butwinaa fiun ovdd [thididwebdmen?

She offers John one of her pistols. He refuses to
take it.
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JOHN
Y ou knowhiooWfé & elmhauunss.

THE BLONDE
Suiy yaounssif.

JOHN
Wabhegeorogajomp tebethémem?

THE BLONDE
"Nevermore."

CUT TO:
EXT. RANCH HOUSE - DAY 109

Johmy veaaimgoERhss 'ssunylitaseessaanttlsatinmponmb | caypesass
in the opewdooneay. TheEB@iekiVivirC&rowhdHRaRaheher
and Qindy till all liee @m the gnawmdl. THe ycaantt

believe their eyes.

John leans up against the door frame and lights one of
Elvis' cigarettes. He cpughs. Oh yealh, he doesmn't
smoke q Heyquatklytdespestibaavay .

THE RANCHER
\Wabaegeowm witagdifgy for?

JOHN
Nothing. I'm enjoying seeing all
ofyyaulyrgg rint tleeddtirt.

THE RANCHER
I'nm gomnaykill you.

MR. WROW
Not fweeddatiffifisst.

JOHN
I've been dead before.

John removes the sunglasses...

JOHN (CONT'D)
Thigty peassaggo Slieéf, youmaen
killedymy exmtiney/fiamillyheeee. ..

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - FLASHBACK 110
The sepia-toned past again. Individual shots and

images. yThe youmgy Fatiner, Mgt amdl [t Bo yaaoound
the table.
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JOHN (V.0))
...The Rancher had sent them to a
place nonone vassssipposseddoggo -
the burial ground of/a battle ymur
Tribe had vititht ieeUSSCaarediry.
Just like the Ranchey guessed, my
family flmuwmdites A aoidvi dksk. ..

The Father guides the little bgy im s i wzttel | yctbaaimog
THE MASK.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
...And also just like the Rancher
guessed, the Chief ordered them
killed for breaking the peace and
desecrating the ground...

MORE QUICK IMAGES. The family Huabhtikes im fiegar. T
Old Ind¥ein \Wioraah blolsl $tadithit d b oygightlyT héhe

Native American vearioosskickkopeentieeddoor rifibss
aimed. Fathgr meekly thigs tio disfemdl withhbeaeolver.

Mother SCREAMS.
The Native American vaarioossHAREE.
CUT BACK TO:
EXT. RANCH HOUSE - BACK TO SCENE 111

JOHN

..My fiamml lydéticmttkkrmo whettee re
they Hrezatl Hoeseem ssemtt.. yor thnestt ttheey

veeecBenas) ia ecteotiges|dlfigight.

THE RANCHER
You couldn't be part of that faunmilly.
The Indians killed all of them.

JOHN
The Native Americans killed all of
themx.e>aspt flor alitte oy .
Wboasansegldd hp@thethdatiative
American - myfaitiar's Hiopi guitdie. ..

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - FLASHBACK 112
Huddled inside in fearmthe FAMILY vadtitsfdothiee

inevitable. The little boy dlutittines at Hiks Fatther's
leg.
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From outsige, they azam Hesear ttineztt ttnee Netiives Ammeniczam
vearioossaaeenmoingoctdsse . Yhiedititibebiooysisnoeee dao
the Old Indian \ioraan hehHwigsdsritighightly.

Father tries to be brave, and pulls out an old revolver
from thewdraveer. Hge doimgd) yalokd sadisisifeifandnd
then to the litye boy.

FATHER
| love yauw, smm.

The Old Indian Wioraathbe sspngg snttt@ectibion.SBae
opens a trap door in thegcorpenwand quicktlyidosvers
the little oy imsike.

OLD INDIAN \OOMAN
(to the littleyboy)
Go to theahigh\iay . ait/ &t imieme
there.

LITTLE BOY
No!

She slams the trap door shut.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE - BACK TO SCENE

JOHN
(to the Rancher)
They eeyssideenh aichaeelolggists
seril(}( unknaorimgd yaaldgogowdidirty
VOOKK .

The Rancher is yemporarily silkemoed]. Jusst tthesm, im

94.

CUT BACK TO:
113

the distance, a DIRT BIKE speeds tovaaddst hieam. ERAHRYYIDNE

turns to look as the RIDER, dressed all in black and
dll Fiaeddhkéimeet steteesthiechikke dossdpp
not far behind the Chief, Mr. Crow thiecRRauctlee ramicd

Cindy.
The Blondg, carryimg tthe Ramctienys briefcase of money

in one hand and her pistol in the other, strides out
of the Ranch House.

THE BLONDE
That's my ride. Gotiia go.

JOHN
\Wbasishthiat?

The Blonde just smiles as she passes John.
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THE BLONDE
Wdllldaageowa preseserdtahttne
car.

The Chief stands as the Blonde gets onto the back of
the dirt bike. The rider removes her helmet...it's
VIVIAN.

JOHN
Her?!

Vivian and the Blondg passionately kisss. Jiattm, aoltmmmg
\ititheeeg yne e Bisejusissistare s.Viviaassigle aiat
him.

THE CHIEF
(to the Blonde)
\Woer ésigmmmasksk?

THE BLONDE
Your mask, Chief? Bt diestmged
it.

The Chief reacts. The Rancher jumps to his feet.

THE RANCHER
Waiat?!

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. BUS - FLASHBACK 114

Weadhaklonnhbdhbses.EBidhiadbearssbbbbththe
Blonde. The Blonde moves to his seat. The mortally

voomaldeERHssi ssssnilifiog. seeenstitibittValagiinigg.

THE BLONDE
\Wabs sedgnnny?

She leans dovmvazicichiee hibEperscsnatkrihgnm ihdraragar.
This time, echieaar hghidtchsasays...

__ELVIS
(Wisppeingg)
The mask is gone. | threwititodff
a cliff.

EXT. DESERT - FLASHBACK 115

Individual shots now. Hihgssshaicidsoont hieeroododhiss
brokenrdowircear)do@kiggpoubyeethiea ooklcaanyon Hele
admires THE MASK in his hardds. And then he THROWS
IT...off the cliff!
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Resigned to his fate, he grabs his black duffel bag
and stants veditkngg .

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. RANCH HOUSE - BACK TO SCENE 116

The Rancher, Cindy, Wir. Crovaaddhib < Oiekstbticaan't
believe hiagtiiee s dbaanog.

THE BLONDE
| guess he thought if he veasntt
going to get paid for it, no one
should. But don't feel too bad,
Chief...

She holds up the Rancher'sybriefcase of money.

THE BLONDE (CONT'D)
...The Rancher's covering this
one.

JOHN

(to the Chief)
Greedy Witdenee iscaye@saeresyour
Tribe for & very |tmmy tinmee. Avmatl
for thisty yeays, yowedbearablade
to do a little wcrevimggoaaik .
You're just going to have to do it
novwiritha eErearanerd A pgaiehe
\WarooMdsisk.

The Chief stargs sternly att Jattm.

JOHN (CONT'D)
And I'm taking the other briefcase
forwhiad hiagpeewrelck dpnm yaiamihily .

THE RANCHER
(to the Blonde)
This isn't over.

THE BLONDE
(dispyayimgy Hear st
Be nice. I'd hate to have to come
back here.

The Blonde and \ivian smile vickkeelt atd Soh i éfeha e
speeding off on the dirt bike. The Chief and the
Rancher gan only atichhhenggo.

Mr. @rovwaaigdCGIid g getaahtbieifderhad dnmeeidistiely
turn to the ranch house. But John has disappeared
back inside.
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Taking it all in, the Chief suddenly anaaks His finst
smile in thinty yeass. Thadtssnidet ieant tunss midcaa
laugh. A hearty|mugh. Comfiussdi, tee atthens ok st
him.

THE RANCHER
Whis ssdiunnyChlbfef?

THE CHIEF
(understanding)
...Greed.

And the Chief just keeps laughing. And starts vaditkngg
back the/veayhbeaaae.

MR.\WROW
(to the Chief)
WhabhbbouthibenooeeyAndibdohn
Smith?

But the Chiefkkeeps veditkigg.

CINDY
There's stilll @ million dollzrs im
there.

Cindy amdi Nir. Crovb bibt holoko kd @ ne @ aoibtbe h biefiare

quicilygoabbmggiteair eegeapensT hikikgntdyéhsasaeme
thing, they nusstn tm the naamadin s

CUT TO:
INT. RANCH HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 117

Huynyimg imantke whithitbieireapapen€imndpduvt MBraCrow
find...nothing. Thereyis no money, amil thene is mo

John Smitia. Only ttiyee diseati Homal yod it el ioldbauninnt tiee
corner, and the Chief's open briefcase sitting on the

table...empty.
CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT HIGHWXY BBRXY 118

John vedtksaddmecddonvththdesbeseatedibigawayhelbiadkack
duffel bag is in his hands.

JOHN (V.0.)
So really it wadtbehna Xéalan
versus theWvingdddan  versus the
Indians versus the Indians...

FLASHBACK TO:
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INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - FLASHBACK 119

Weadhaklaathibepkireggaree. . vehe dohohsmanth¢heNasis
Impersonators playim the casimo's plush private room.

JOHN (V.0.)
...The Evizes veeectieeecahtt hiee
casino to steal the mask. Given
the Chief's love for the Kiing,
thegy Hezatl evesm Hoesem qjivem aa et
room right dovnthiechiadil fioomthiee
Chief's office...

The big handvnappens \eeecH
\itith foukkiggs."

Seenyoae

JOHN (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...S0 after doing some hard-core
losing, X e>cuysed! mngedif. .

The Elvises mock dohn as he exauses Himmssif fimm tthe
table.

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - THE CHIEF'S OFFICE - FLASHBACK 120

It's late. The Chief's executiveyoffice is only
miningally llit.

JOHN (V.0))
...and took care of business...

John canefully neemmoyes THE NMASIK afff tte adhll.
ANOTHER ANGLE

Elvis, Midget Elvis, AsiaryElvis and Gay Bhis -alll
armed and carryimgy aluffi| heegys - eanter ttee afffoze.
The mask is ggne...gnly &am amptyspoo bonttiee aviall
remains. Joln is novieeect doblecsseencéitieer.

MIDGET ELVIS
Weerehtbdbkkisis it?

ELVIS
We/gdbearsspipbbys/s E¥arermanan
for himself.

Realizing the situation is bad, the Elvises ready ttieiir
jeldkiyubitbiaehobun wif o theocoo mB B atsas
thgye it Hihaspasess. aaad dodksbbatki nsgide .
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JOHN (V.0))
...But gnly @m Hixis aomtestt wineer
could vaditkoom tod tthiad iceaanoo
unscathed...

\itfit hhb @ hibempeessoataics g goeck kigis aatitiosis|y
approaches the Chief'sddesk - his saveededifsblotdoumn
leading thg veay.PBeenig@oeetiibeldsiskhbassessdiohn
hiding behind it - holding THE MASK.
Aiming the shotgun, Elvis smiles.
ELVIS

Soyry, Jattm. TiHnene yeaam loe amlly

one first-place wineer.
And vititht tiad t FRNSSKINNGIBISSHHIMVCGRU T iitth eheteligtgun.

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - PRIVATE ROOM - FLASHBACK 121
Johwavekkss atdoee, iththihisdashdroththpgiakantdble.
The ALARM is blaring out in the hall, and the SOUNDS
of people running can be heard.
He looks up just as hears the door being kicked open.
FLASHBACK TO:
EXT. INDIAN CASINO - DAY - FLASHBACK 122
JOHN (V.0.)

... Though if yaw're gonna calll amn

all-in bey, yonu betttar meekdes sune

yawre holding alll the cards.

In the casino parking lot, Jehn cuts the vesdehosseoon
Elvis' carV Vilteesigldvdyastatis doiplduiout.

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. DESBRT HIGHWXY BREKK DGGSENNE 123
John contmues weditkiigg ithitth éhblatketudtdfdldzagalown
the deserted highway Adbsis come s dvivigglaloggaadd
stops for him. The doors open, and John enters.
CUT TO:
INT. BUS - (CONTINUOUS) 124

Driving they empty s ik ttive QLD INDIKN OKIAANHE e
smiles at her and takes a seat.
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As the bus continues on, John opens the duffel bag and
pulls out... THE MASK.

JOHN (V.0))
And of course Elvis didn't destroy
the mask...

FLASHBACK TO:
EXT. DESERT - FLASHBACK 125

INDIVIDUAL SHOTS again of Elvis standing on the roof
of his broken-dowrceatdo@kiggatipoeettiieaockicaanyon.
He admires THE MASK in his hands.

JOHN (V.0.)
...| can't belieye they fiell for
that...

He doesnit thirgpititzanyvene rehehiasheshelgolts it bialoick
inside his black duffel bag.

Elvis grabs the bagand starts vaditimgg.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
...\t llacictaihllydacanM My ex,

"Annabel”, camn lye a prettyogyoot
liar...

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. BUS - FLASHBACK 126

FASTER CUTS THAN BEFORE. Having shot downHEBNSs thiee
Blonde moves to his seatwThe mortally wondee dE igis
is slumped over smiling.y.even slightly |Euwmgjtimgy.

THE BLONDE
\Wabs sedgnnny?

She leans dovmvamaichiee hvbiswersasnatbihgon ihdreragar.
This time, veehieear hdigicheeedalbarhid. ..

_ELVIS
_ (Wisppeingg)
Elvis has left the building.

The Blonde segms to enjditines commmemit. Withdrer
opponenqt vanquissiest], stee gyiss thee bl beodk cblu e oy .
Opening it, she sees THEWIASK inside. NowthiecEBbowide
gleefylly smilkEs.
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JOHN (V.0))
...She left me for a doctor? Yesth,
if by ‘dbmttyr” goureaardskiaian
prostitute...
FLASHBACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - BAR - FLASHBACK 127

As they sit at thne Hosar, Wiikisam Sips tties attd livicuws
Johnis vedike tantad s faoblet tpomblatt.

Vivian has a devilish half-smile on her face as she
leaves the confused and disappointed John behind.

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. BATHROOM - FLASHBACK 128

JOHN (V.0.)
(dply)

...And yhey tositly &l gylsathoch my
best interests in mind.

The Blonde, holdimg John's vedikt,qauidsonu tHissorestitit
card and tosses it nponchalantly imtt tties st @m ttop
of Gay Bhis' dead bodyy.

CUT TO:
EXT. DESERT - DAY 129

The bus drops John off neanElvis' roken-downcear.
Hexexits gammyiiggt iechitdakoddfiée biaag .

JOHN (V.0.)
But Annabel did leave me a present.

The hood is still up on the car. But a couple of vat¢er
gallon bottles - eactv adornednitihaar eeidblbbowa aitvait
him on the rooftop.

JOHN finishes patching the car's vedtgriosse. Hiéethewn
pours fresh vadde oot ieer aalibador .

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
The Rancher veasrighihadioot boee
thing. WvasenteanAddzantiee slviaonor
Mask that veasssbbden...

CUT TO:
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INT. BUS - DAY 130

The Old Indian \Woraasissrilitioaa$ish el dvive shbe sppty
bus. THE MASK rests next ttw lner am tthe dkestn.

JOHN (V.0.)
.. It vessaaneaicceemtHomdi Ad@orior

Mask. And it veastileeHdqpi ndho
should get it back...

CUT TO:
INT. ELVIS' CAR - DAY 131

John tries to start thé car. \itfithHbeadiditmofilfiied
itith atateit, iwkerks!

JOHN (V.0.)
...But being & gveedy Wwitdenaani |
did take the Chigf's money ...

Sitting>next tm Hrim iim ttine ressEmyET St i tthe b wok
duffel bag. Slightly aypemeati, cmes millimm diallkns im
cash can be seen peeking out.

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
...and his treasure. Just like
the real John Smith. Of course, |
vessnt tlbdimSSnitthaatadll. ..

FLASHBACK TO:
INT. INDIAN CASINO - FLASHBACK 132

WeaseddolwasseNadirsashinnhigonfidemde sthydstigding
into the casino's maiin entrancey He then clumsily
bumps into the loud-suited GAMBLER. The FRAME FREEZES.

JOHN (V.0))
...That rangom guy ass.

The FRAME WNFREEZES. Wasea L COSERIBB0Idwmnn
skillfully svipig ghth &SGaleles sallatigandrnchcheleys.

JOHN is then seated at the SLOT MACHINE. The car keys
are now dopeedsaoomachissfiigger. Jabinn dodksaattiee
ID in the stolen vadiiét. HéeSSanussed.

JOHN

(readingy; dryly)
John Smith. There's a good name
for an Indian reservation.

FLASHBACK TO:
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EXT. INDIAN CASINO - FLASHBACK 133

In the casino parking lot, Johnys marched out by Demik

DARK EYES
\Wicic o oeys sousrs?

JOHN
Uh...

Redfoot clicks the alarm ony'John's" car keys. AAaar
beeps nowfar aveay.

JOHN (CONT'D)
That one.

CUT BACK TO:
INT./EXT. ELVIS' CAR - DAY 134
John steers Elvis' car omip the higiveay .
JOHN (V.0.)
Y ep W veas jiss ban nmpeessoador .
A reglly oo @me.
Sittingxnext tm timm is Bis' firstyplEoe tropiy .

JOHN (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Not a bad Elvis either.

As the sun sets, John drives off...into it.

FADE OUT.
THE END



