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- FADE IN:

INT. V.A. HOSPITAL - DAY , 1.

On a CLOSE SHOT of a very, very old man in a wheelchair.
The CAMERA moves closer and closer.

OLD JACK CRABRB
I, beyond a doubt, am the last of
the old-timers. My name is Jack
Crabb and I am the sole white
- survivor of the battle of the Little
- Big Horn--popularly knowed as
"Custer's Last-Stand."

INT. V.A. HOSPITAL - OLD JACK CRABB AND A TWEEDY 2.
HISTORIAN - DAY :

A tape recorder rests on a nearby white ensmel table
and the TWEEDY HISTORIAN has a notepad on his knee.

TWEEDY HISTORIAN

Well, Mr. Crabb, I'm more interested

in the primitive life-style of the

plains Indian than I am in...

(8 little smile)
...tall tales about Custer.
OLD JACK CRABB

Tall tales? Are you callin' me
8 liar?

TWEEDY HISTORIAN
No-no, it's just that I'm interested
in the way of life of the Indian--
rather than in, shall we say, adventure.

OLD JACK CRABB
You think the battle of Little Big
Horn was a adventure? _
IWEEDY HISTORIAN
(patient but firm)
Little Big Horn was not representative -
of encounters between whites and
Indians, Mr. Crabb. You see, the
near-genocide of the Indian--

OLD JACK CRABB
The near what?

CONTINUED
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-CONTINUED

TWEEDY HISTORIAN
"Near-genocide. It means extermination,
the killing off of an entire people.

(pauses, a patronizing
" smile)
Of course, I wouldn't expect an old
Indian-fighter like you to agree with
me, but that's practically what we
did to the Indians.

INT. V.A. HOSPITAL - C.U. OLD JACK CRABB - DAY

OLD JACK CRABB
(points to tape
recorder, with a
flash of the eyes)
Turn that thing on!

TWEEDY HISTORIAN
. (3 bit startled)
I beg your pardon?

: OLD JACK CRABB
I said turn that thing on--and shut
up! ‘ .
INT. V.A, HOSPITAL - DAY
The Tweedy Historian turns on tape.

OLD JACK CRABB
You just-set there, and you'll
learn something.

The CAMERA moves in closer on the o0ld man. _
OLD JACK CRABB (CONT'D)

I knowed the Indians for what they

was, and I also knowed General Gesorge

Armstrong Custer for what he was. :
As the o0ld man slowly and grimly nods his head,
' DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY . |
A rather idyllic and peaceful vision. A SHOT of
two covered wagons and Indian ponies on the Western
plain beneath a big sky. A white pioneer group is
8iving coffe: to s band of about twelve Indians.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED , : 5. -

The white group consists of four grown men, Six women,

@ strapping young girl < about 14 in boy's clothes, and a
young boy of about ten. The Indians are squatting

around here and there drinking coffee and eating

lumps of sugar and they seem peaceful. We do not

hear dlalogue; OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE is the sound we
hear on the track.

: OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
One hundred and eleven years ago, when
I was ten years old, my fam'ly in -
crossin'! the great plains ran into a
band of wild Indians.

EXT. PRAIRIE - ANGLE AT PORE DADDY - DAY | 6.

PORE DADDY has a Bible in his hands and he smiles
beamingly at the Indians and we see his lips move
8s he commences earnestly to read from the Bible to
them. A

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
My father, whom I have always thought
of as "Pore Daddy,” was a little bit
touched in his head. He had a theory
the Indians was the lost tribe of
Israel and he wanted to bring 'em
back to the Lord.

Pore Daddy frowns-in disappointment and closes the
Bible, then stands thinking .deeply.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
. He also had another theory we didn't
know about. '

Pore Daddy gets a half-smile on his face, narrows
his eyes and nods his head as an idea comes to him.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
(very dry) _
Pore Daddy's other theory--you mnight
even call it his final theory--was
that coffee wasn't no thing to open
up @ Indian to the werd of the lord.

EXT. WAGONS - DAY | 7.

Pore Daddy turns and :lks to the rear of one of
the covered wagons an the CAMERA follows him.

CONTINUED
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OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

- Somethin' else was better and a lot

quicker. The thing e Indian needed
to relax him... ’

EXT. CLOSE SHOT - WHISKY KEG - DAY | 8.

Pore Daddy pulls the canvas of the ﬁagon aside and
we see a barrel with a spigot. _
OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
.+..was whisky. N

Pore Daddy fills a tin cup with whisky. .
MAIN TITLE:
OTHER TITLES:

During the OTHER TITLES, we HEAR sounds on the track
that reveal or suggest the results of Pore Daddy's
last inspiration.

The SOUNDS become increasingly deplorable. We HEAR
the tinkle of tin cups. An Indian suddenly HOWLS.
We HEAR a loud gurgle of whisky splashing in a cup,
then suddenly a GUN goes off. Another GUN goes off,
and another. More HOWLING. .

PORE DADDY'S VOICE (V.0.)
Now brother, now brother--be calm!

INDIAN'S VOICE (V.O.)
OWWW-0000000000000!

WOMEN 'S VOICES (V.0.)
(quavery, & bit thin)
Rock of a-a-ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee...

END OF TITLES:
EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY ' 9.

In the foreground two women kneel as they SING. The
bodiss Of Pore D2ddy and the other men lie in the
background pincushioned with arrows. WHOOPING Indians
ride back and forth on ponies, crazy drunk. A brown

arm suddenly interrupts "Rock of Ages" by reaching

INTO EHE SHOT and grabbing one of the women and dragzing
her off.

-~
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EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY ' 10. -

Young Jack and Caroline beneath one of the wagons,

- well-hidden by boxes end crates. They pull blankets

over themselves and hunker down in fear as the legs
of horses gallop across the foreground of the SHOT.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I didn't know the difference then,
but they was Pawnees. _ -

EXT. PRAIRIE - WOMEN - DAY o ) 11.

Only one is left now, a thin creature who sings on
in a quavery voice. . :

THIN CREATURE
Let the wa-a-ater and the blo-o0-0-d
Yiiliijij-wawk!

EXT. PRAIRIE - WIDER SHOT - DAY , 12.
A grinning Indian grabs her and drags her off.

. OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Yep, they was Pawnees. .I ain't never
had no use for Pawnees ever since.

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY 13.

Young Jack and Caroline crouched in abject terror
under blankets beneath the wagon.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Somehow or other, they missed me
end Caroline. For a long time, we
lay there too scairdt to move.

EXT. WAGCNS - DAY ' bR

" Young Jack and Caroline pull back the blankets and

peer around. Slowly they begin to crawl from
beneath the wagon.

Young Jack and Caroline freeze in fear s the SOUND
of horsehooves is HEARD on the track. Horse legs
ride INTO THE SHOT before they can crawl back under
the wagon. 1In utter terror, they gaze upward.

EXT. PRAIRIE - JACK'S POV - SHADOW - DAY 15.
A handsome, powerfully-built INDIAN BR 'E on & pony.

He is called SHADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT He is

different than the Pawnees we have just seen.

CONTINUED
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" CONTINUED ’ 15.

: OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
But this one wasn't a Pawnee. He
was a Cheyenne Brave. :
(a pause for emphasis)
That was why the Pawnees hadn't
hung sround. It was Cheyenne J
country snd they didn't have no
business there. '

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY ) | 16.

The Cheyenne Brave has surveyed the scene. Now
gracefully, he jumps down from his pony.

EXT. UNDER WAGON - DAY | iT.

Caroline weeps and puts her arms around Young Jack.

CAROLINE
Goodbye, Jack! 1I'll see you in
heaven!

YOUNG JACK

, (21so weeping)
Goodbye, Caroline!

EXT. PRAIRIE - WIDER SHOT - DAY 18.

. Ine Indian firmly picks up Caroline, throws her over

his shoulder and puts her across the back of his
pony, then goes back for Young Jack.’

OLD JACK CRABB'!S VOICE
We didn't know it, but he had took
pity on us. There wasn't nothin!
else possible. No Cheyenne Brave
would even dream to hurt a child..

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY . ' 19.

Cheyenne Brave riding along the prairie with Young
Jack and Caroline loaded like sacks of meal across
the pony.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I leter got to know him well. His
name was Shadow That Comes In Sight.
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22.

23.

- EXT. A SMALL INDIAN ENCAMPMENT - DAY = 204

cmowa s

Shadow, Young Jack and Caroline ride into a Cheyenne
camp. Shadow dismounts and sits Caroline end Young
Jack on their feet, then beckons to them to follow him,
Fearfully, they walk into the camp toward & larger
central teepee.

Note: fThe camp consists of four teepees and 30
ans. )

' - OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
At first sight of an Indian camp,
what you.think is--I see their
dump, where's the camp?

Little manzy dogs BARK flercely at their heels and
the other Indians of the band stare with curiosity,
especially at Caroline, whose clothes seem to
fascinate them. Caroline, who is evidently quite
a8 tomboy, wears men's clothing, but the outline of
full breasts can be seen beneath her shirt.

EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS' LODGE - DAY : 21.

OLD LODGE SKINS, an old man and the chief of the
band, emerges from the lodge and with great dignity
puts a plug hat on his head and speak to Caroline
but we do not hear his voice on the track.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
They brought us to their chief, 014
Lodge Skins, who later became my
granddaddy.

O0ld Lodge Skins gestures for Caroline to follow and
enters the lodge.

INT. OLD LODGE SXINS' LODGE - DAY o 22,

01d Lodge Skins sits amongst scalps, medicine bags

and other litter. Caroline, frightened, creeps

forward pulling Young Jack after her. She sits to
0ld Lodge Skins'! right. He ignores them as he

methodically fills a pipe with tobacco. Ve can see

gt?er Indians in the background, standing in the -
odge.

INT. OLD LODGE SKINS' LODGE - TIGHT SHOT - DAY - 23.
| YOUNG JACK
(2 terrified whisper)
What do they want, Caroline?

CONTINUED
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CAROLINE
It's plain as day what they want,
- Jack.
YOUNG JACK
Yhat?
CAROLINE

(tragically; a bit too
tragically, points her
index finger between
the swelling breasts
. under her boy's shirt)
Me.

INT. OLD LODGE SKINS' LODGE - WIDER - DAY 2k,

01d Lodge Skins hands the lighted pipe to Caroline,
who accepts it, stares at it for a moment in
bewilderment, shrugs, puffs at it and COUGHS.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
01d Lodge Skins smoked with her to
show good manners to what he thought

- was our oldest male survivor.

0ld Lodge Skins stares doubtfully at the coughing

Caroline, then takes the pipe and puffs at it himself.

'OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
Needless to say, that old Indian
didn't dream she was a female or
he never would of smoked with her.

The other Indians in the lodge have edgzed forward
and several are IN THE SHOT, among them BUFFALO
WALLOV WOMAN, a wife of 0ld Lodve Skins. Now, the
smoking ueronony over, 0ld Lodge Skins begins to make
a solemn oration to Caroline (not on the track). As
he talks, Buffalo Wallow Woman sidles up close to
Caroline and gazes with fascinated interest at her
swollen chest. Buffalo Wallow Woman, politely but
with uncontrollable curiosity, touches Caroline's
boy's shirt and feels her breasts then squats beside
her and commences to tug at the belt of Caroline's
pants to peer down at her as the other Indians step
forward and gaze down in wonder.

0l1d Lodge Skins reacts in shocked consternation:
evidently the true sex of Caroline has been revealed.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED - 24,

0ld Lodge Skins eadjusts his plug hat with dignity -
and exits as fascinated Indians crowd around Young
Jack and Carolin=.

CAROLINE -
They didn't know I was a vwoman!
That explains why they didn't.
. rape me rizht off!
(shudders and puts
a hand over her eyes,
leaning the other on
Jack's shoulder) .
Lord, Lord, now I'm in for it!

Shadow That Comes In Sight innocently pokes a finger
at Caroline's breast. Caroline gazes at him in
breathless, tearful fright, then flinches as BURNS
RED IN THE SUN pokes a finger at her other breast.
Shadow and Burns Red turn toward each other, nod as
if to say, "Yes, it's a female," then turn their
backs and walk off, as Caroline's eyes widen with
surprise.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
I don't think they're gonna bother
you, Caroline.

CAROLINE
(solemnly)
No such-luck, Jack. They'll git
me tonight for sure.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. A TEEPEE - NIGHT o - 25.%

Young Jack half-zsleep in a blenket near the entrance
of a teepee. A glum Caroline sits beside him staring
moodily into a campfire.

OLD JACK CRABB'!S VOICE
Pore Caroline never did have no
luck with men. ‘ '

Caroline rises and glances at Young Jack, who seens
to be asleep in the blanket. For a moment, she pauses,
thinking, then she turns and slips off into the

‘night.
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EXT. PONY CORRAL - NIGHT . 26.
Ca?ﬁline steals a horse and rides away.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I reckon she figured we couldn't
both get away and she'd send help
back to rescue me.

EXT. INDIAN CAMP - DAY , 27.
A nasty-looking little dog is YAPPING at Young Jack.
.~ OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
The next mornin' I found myself in
that Indian camp all alone. :
Buffalo Wallow Woman calmly picks up a club, approaches

Jack, raises the club high and starts to bring it
down.

EXT. C.U. JACK - DAY o 28.

He winces.

OLD JACK CRARBRB!S VOICE
But the Cheyenne, who call themselves
"the Human Belngs ' had no idea to
hurt me. . .

EXT. INDIAN CAMP - DAY : 29.

Buffalo ¥Wallow Voman stirring a large pot over a
fire, as Young Jack watches wide-eyed.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I was 2n honored guest, and they
gave me a real treat for breakfast...

Buffalo Wallow Woman presents'an earthenware bowl
to Young Jack. Limp and boiled puppy feet dangle
over the sides of the bowl.

- OLD JACK CRAB3'!S VOICE (CONT D)
..boiled dog.

EXT. CLOSE SHOT - YOUNG JACK EATING - DAY 30.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Dog ain't bad, neither. Now, dog
is greasy, I'll admit, but you'd be
surprised how downright delicate the
flavor is. -.especially if T you're
starvin!.

DISSOLVE:
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MONTAGE - JACK BECOMING AN INDIAN 3l.

Young Jack being taught the use of a bow and arrow
by Shadow. The transformation of Young Jack into a
"Human Being" has begun; we see him here wearing
blts and pieces of Indian clothes. :

Another ANGﬁE, Shadow wears a buffalo skin full-size
and Young Jack wears a baby buffalo skin.  They
creep toward buffalo herd. -

CUT TO a SHOT of & few grazing buffalo. They look
Up suddenly at the CAMERA and turn and bolt. Young
Jack smiles sheepishly. .

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
No, sir, far from torturin' and
killin' me, the Human Beings adopted
me as one of their own. Shadow That
Comes In Sight taught me the bow and
arrow and how to stalk gazme...

EXT. TWO SHOT - DAY : 32.

Young Jack being instructed in the use of Indian

face and body paint by Burns Red In The Sun.

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
-+.2nd Burns Red In The Sun showed
me how to protect my pale skin from
sunburn. It's a little-knowed fact
that some Indians, like Burns Red,
Wwill sunburn their own selves.

EXT. PRAIRIE - OLD LODGE SKINS AND JACK - DAY - 33.

0l1d Lodgze Skins teaching Young Jack how to decipher
the signs of a trail. Young Jack's metamorphosis

into a Human Being is almost complete; he is now
liberally covered with Indian paint and only a rotting
fragment or two of his white clothing remains.

OLD JACK CRAB3!S VOICE
But my real teacher was my adopted
Grandpa, 0ld Lodge Skins. He taught
me to read a trail, the Cheyenne
langnage and lots of other things.

DISSOLVE:
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EXT. FIVE YOUNG INDIAN BOYS - DAY 34.

Young Jack's metamorphosis into a Human Being is now
complete: his clothing is entirely Indian. They
boys ere playing with the pelt of a wolf. Young Jack
puts the wolf skin over his back, HOWLS and dances
with it, and the other boys LAUGH.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
It was 8 rough life, but for a boy
it was a kind of paradise. I.wasn't
- Just playin! Indin, I was livin'! Indin.

EXT. YOUNG JACK, AGE 14 - BANK OF RIVER - DAY 35.

The teepees of a new and different Indian camp are in
the background. Young Jack Crabb is small for his
years. . :

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Only one thing bothered me. I was
small for my years--in fact, dern
near a runt.

EXT. CORRAL - DAY ‘ 36.

Several Braves in solemn conference, as a couple of
Indian boys run forward. Jack excitedly turns his
horse and rides toward the corral.

It is apparent that something serious has happened.
Young Jack jumps off his pony.

YOUNGER BEAR

The Pawnees stole seven of our
ponies. There's going to be a
war party. .

(2 contemptuous

afterthought)
But you can't go. You are too
little and weak like a girl.

EXT. CORRAL - CLOSEZR AT BOYS - DAY 37.

Jack shoves Younger Bear. Younger Bear thoughtfully -
pauses for a moment, then shoves Jack harder. Jack
trips backward over a root and falls.

' YOUNGER BEAR
You're not a girl, but you're
very weak and I don't want to
hurt you.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED - I . 37.
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Jack runs at Younzer Bear ‘end tackles him. Younger
Bear easily swings him around and throws him again

~to the ground.

YOUNGER BEAR (CONT'D)
Run away now, or I'll kick you..

Jack jumps up and launches a roundhouse swing at
Younger Bear and hits him on the nose, to the utter
astonishment of all the Indian boys. In amazement,
Younger Bear touches his bleeding nose.

OLD JACK CRABB'!S VOICE
The Indians had never heard of fist-
fightin' and it plum' amazed them.

Younger Bear gazes in bewilderment at the blood on
his fingers. »

YOUNGER BEAR
(looks up at Jack
without hostility)
~How did you do that?

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VQOICE
Then I made a real mistake.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
I'm sorry, Young Bear. I didn't
mean to hurt you. .

A humiliated look comes upon Younger Bear's face
and he bows his head as if struck 2 blow, while the
other boys point at him and laugh. Younger Bear
turns and walks off, shoulders slumped. Jack
hesitates, then goes after him, putting a hand on
his arm. Angrily, head bowed, Younger Bear pushes
Jack away and walks on.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
The Indian way. You should never
feel sorry about beatin!' an enemy,
unless having conquered his body
you want his spirit as well.

EXT. CORRAL - C.U. JACK - DAY 38.
He stares worriedly after Younger Bear.
OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE

I had made the first real enemy
of my life. '
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. INT. OLD LODGE SKINS' TEEPEE - DAY

YOUNG JACK CRABB
How can I win 2 name and be a
Brave, Grandfather, when I am
so little? '

OLD LODGE SKINS
gives it profound
- thought) .
There once was a Human Being and
he was very small, but he vion a-
name. Little Man. You have heard
of him? '

. YOUNG JACK CRABB
No, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS

He went on a war party against
the Pawnees. But the Pawnees
were too many. One by one the
Human Beings were rubbed out.
Little Man was very brave and the
Pawness called out to him, "If
you will stop fighting, we will
let you go." But Little Man
answered, "It's a good day to die."

(pauses for emphasis,

then continues with a

grave and absolute

sincerity) '
Finally, they cut off his head,
but he continued to fight without
his head. He rode among the
Pawnees like a vhirlwind, and his
head, which they stuck on a spear,
started again to shout the war cry.
The Pawnees could take no more and -
they ran away. When they looked
back, they saw the body of Little
Man lie down among his friends.
Little Man was small, but his bravery
was big. ,

, DISSOLVE:
EXT. AN ASSEMSLING WAR PARTY - DAY

The Braves put on war-paint as the young boys stand
nearby, Jack and Younger Bear among them. Present
is LITTLE HORSE, a boy who is larger than Jack but
who does not ceem to have 2 fighting temperament at

all.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

Little Horse shares his head, turns away from the
group arnc zoes and sitz with the women. The others

pay no attentiocn.

' OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
The Human Beings don't require a
man to be 8 warrior, if he ain't
got the temperament for it, and
Little Horse didn't.

EXT. WAR PARTY - DAY

Younger Bear steps forward and stands before Shadow.

The older men stare with ic
who realizes he has made a

crushed.

YOUNGER BEAR
I have practiced many times stealing
meav from the women. I killed a
buffalo two days ago and I am very
brave,

. SHADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT
The Human Beings are the greatest
people on earth, the bravest warriors,
have the most beautiful and virtuous
women, and live in a place that is
perfect. A Humen Being just is and
does not have to talk about it.

They all mount ponies.

EXT. A SMALL CHEYENNZ WAR PARTY - BRIGHT NIGHT

Four full-grown Braves and Young Jack Crabb and
Younger Bear. .

SHADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT
We will leave the ponies here...
(nods at Jack and
Younger Bear)
-..you two will hold then.

YOUNGER BEAR .
(a half-crying
whisper of outrage)
No! I don't ant to stay here,
I want to go 1 the Pawnee Camp!

CONTINUED
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¥y rejection at Younger Bear,
Serious error. He wilts,
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CONTINUED 42,

Shadow stares icily. Younger Bear takes three of
the halters and Young Jack Crabb takes three. The
Braves walk off silently into the moonlit mist.

YOUNGER BEAR (CONT'D)
You...you aren't even a Human Being
-=you're white!

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
- He didn't believe it himself--
Younger Bear was just tryin! to-
hand me the worst possible insult.

EXT. YOUNG JACK CRABB - BRIGHT NIGHT - 43,
Jack suddenly sees something.
EXT. JACK'S POV - BRIGHT NIGHT ' oLk,

PAWNEE BRAVE on the creek bank, a war club gripped
in his hand and a knife in his belt. He springs and
knocks Younger Bear senseless with the war club. His
knife is out and he grabs Younger Bear'!s hair tight
8o the scalp will pull off as it is cut.

EXT. THREE SHOT - BRIGHT NIGHT - b5.

Jack jumps on the Pawnee Brave'!s back. The Pawnee
Brave vhirls around ané around in an effort to dislodge
Jack, but cannot do so. Finally, the Pawne2 Brave
throws himself into the air and over onto his back,
landing heavily upon Jack and stunning him. The Pawnee
grabs Jack by the hair and places the knife at the
base of his head. fThe huge knife commences slowly -

to saw across the back of his head. Jack'!s eyes

blirk and open. :

EXT. CLOSEZ - JACK AND PAWNEE - BRIGHT NIGHT 4s.

The Pawnse Brave has Stopped scalping Jack and stares
at the white skin on his neck. In wonder, the

Pawnze Brave rubs his finger on Jack's face, exposing
more white skin.

PAVNEE BRAVE

(an obsequious smile) :
Little white man! Fool poor Pawnee!
Ha, ha, ha, big fooling! You want
to eat? ' :

(he gently helps a

shaky and bleedir-

Jack to his feet’

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED . 46.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Pawnees was always suckin! up
to whites.

' PAWNEE BRAVE
Little white man not mad, huh? No
get pony sojjers on poor Pawnee,
-huh? .0

The Pawnee Brave starts gently to guidé the tottering
Jack toward the bank. SOUND of a feeble groan from
Young Bear. : .

PAWNEE BRAVE (CONT'D)
See? Pawnee friend--fix this bad
Injun for little white man!

Beaming, the Pawnee Brave ambles %toward Younger Bear
vho, now sitting up, waits without moving, stoic in

the face of obviously unavoidable death. Jack stares
in sick horror. The Pawnee Brave bends with an amiable
smile over Younger Bear, takes him firmly but not
brutally by the hair and adjusts his head like a

‘barber preparing him for a haircut. Younger Bear; who

seems a bit sad about it all, doesn't resist; on the
contrary, just as a customer in a barber chair would
do, he tilts his head downward and to the side, the
better to be scalped comfortably. The Pawnee Brave
pauses for a moment--a speck of something has gotten
in his eye--then hurriedly he places the edge of the
big knife under Younger Bear's ear, his left hand
pulling the hair taut.

EXT. PAWNEE BRAVE - BRIGHT NIGHT o 7.
An arrow VHOP-P-PS into the Pawnee Brave's back.

EXT. YOUNG JACK CRABB - BRIGKT NIGHT - 48,
He stands wide-eyed with a bow in his hands. Swiftly,
with great skill, he shoots #nother arrow, and

another, in very rapid succession.

EXT. PAYNEZ BRAVE - BRIGHT NIGHT hg.
Three arrow are in his back. Slowly, he topples

to the ground. Jack walks down the creek bed toward
Younger Bear and the Pawnee Brave. His amazement

and shock at his own deed show clearly : his face.

L NTINUED
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CONTINUED ' | | 9.

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
I always felt kinda bad about that
pore Pawnee. I didn't mean to kill
him, I just meant to distract him.

EXT. C.U. JACK - BRIGHT NIGHT ' ’ 50.

Blood streams down from Jack's own near-scalping.
After a moment, his eyeballs tilt in his head and
he topples to the ground in a dead faint.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. CHEYENNE CAMP - CELEBRATION - NIGHT 51.

0ld Lodge Skins has on his plug hat and other regalia.
A big bonfire lends a solemnity to the scene. Young
Jack Crabb, dazed and half-conscious, lies on a ;
blanket in the midst of the celebrants, a pack of -
dried mud on his head.

OLD LODGE SKINS
Let the one who owes him a life
bring him his ponies.

EXT. CHEYENNE CAMP - ANGLE AT YOUNGER BEAR - NIGHT 52.

He comes forward with four horses. Slowly, head
bowed, he presents the halters of the horses to
Jack. .
OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I had made a real enemy of Younger
Bear. Savin' his life was the final
insult.

YCUNGER BEAR
(forces himself to
look at Jack) .
I...I give you these ponies, but...
I owe you a life...

Younger Bear stands there in abject wretchedness,
gs 0ld Lodge Skins places a single feather on Jack's
head. Jack struggles to a sitting position.

OLD LODGE SKINS
is boy is no longer a boy, he is
8 Brave. He is little in body, but
his heart is big. His name shall
be: "Little Big Man."

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED . il 52.

The assembled group nods approval, as 0ld Lodge Skins
Solemnly puts armbands on Jack's arms, gives him a
tomahawk and a knife. The CAMERA moves in for a CLOSE
SHOT of Jack as he stands proudly in the regalia of a
Cheyenne Brave. ,

EXT. THE PLAINS - DAY o 53.

A herd of buffalo graze in the background. In the
foreground 01d Lodge Skins' nomadic band moves north.
They do not disturd the buffelo. Women and children
walk. Horses draw travois. The Braves are mounted.
Suddenly, the Brave nearest CAMERA points.

EXT. THE SMOLDERING REMAINS OF A SMALL INDIAN CAMP - 54.
Y | : | .

Men, women and children are dead all around. O01ld
Lodge Skins and his Braves ride up. ‘

EXT. SMOLDERING CAMP - CLOSE - OLD LODGE SKINS AND 55.
JACK ~ DAY

OLD LODGE SKINS
The white men did this. These were
Human Beings, my son, and now they
are dead, rubbed out by those ugly
and unnatural creatures. o

-

Jack stares down at the scene in horror and disbelief.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
I don't understand it, Grandfather.
Why would they kill women and
children?

OLD LODGE SKINS
Because they are cowards, my son.
(groans pensively)
But it is more than that. They
are stranze and do not seenm to
know where the center of the world
is. ‘

YOUNG JACK CRAB3
(seems 111)
I think...maybe...they don't realize
what they're doing.

. CONTINUED
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. OLD LODGE SKINS
True, they are very ignorant. But
I have z2lways believed they have a
.reason for what they do, and I still
beljieve that. Ve must have a war
.with those cowards and teach them
a lesson. .

Jack nods uncomfortably. 0ld Lodge Skins turns and
looks at him. .

EXT. CHEYENNE CAMP - DAY ' 56.

A few Braves and Jack are in werpaint and breechcloths.
There is a restlessness and explosive energy that
Suggests an imminent battle. 01d Lodge Skins approaches
Jack. ,

OLD ILODGE SKINS
Come.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
Yes, Grandfather.

The CAMERA follows Jack and 014 Lodge Skins as they
walk towa”d a teepee.

T, T EPEE - DAY ' 57.
Jack and 0l1d Lodge Skins enter and sit dowun. .

OLD LODGE SKINS
This will be the first time, my son,
that I have faced the whltes as an
enemy.

YOUNG JACK CRAEB
Yes, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS

My son...I don't know whether you

can remember before you became a

Human Being and as dear a son to
-me as those I made with Buffalo

Wallow VWoman and the others.

(rubs at nose)

I won't speak of that unfortunate

time. I just want to say that if

you believe riding against these

white creatures would be bad medicine,

you can stay out of the fight and no

one will think the worse.

. CONTINUED
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The old man iS very tense; the answer matters
enormously to him.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
(after a long pause)
Grandfather...I think it is a good
day to die...

OLD LODGE SKINS
(tears come into -
his eyes, but his
voice and face remain
impassive)

My heart soars like a hawk.
(embraces Jack)

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY . , | 58.

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
I am sorry to say that 01d Lodge
Sking' "war" against the whites
was ... kind of pitiful.

The attack party of 0l1d Lodge Skins; ten Braves. The
SHOT conveys an impression of the bravery and dignity
of the American Plains Indian.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Not that the Human Beings wasn't
brave. No warrior ever walked the
earth more brave than a Human Being.

EXT. CAVALRY SQUADRON - DAY . | 59.

Twenty white soldiers are dismounted and crouched in
a circle and are FIRING repeating rifles.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
But 0ld Lodge Skins'! idea of war and
the white'!s idea of war were kinda
different. .

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY 60.

The Indians ride a wide circle around the white troops
who FIRE steadily.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Half our party didn't even use
weapons. Vhat they done was '"take
coup" -- hit the enemy with a little
Stick and humiliate him. That was
how the Human Beings taught a coward
8 lesson and wen a war.
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‘EXT. PRAIRIE - CLOSER ANGLE - SHADOW - DAY 61.

He plunges his pony into the very midst of the white
soldiers. He taps one on the shoulder with his willow
wand, whirls his pony and taps another, then drives his
pony back through the defeasive circle., As he does
this, the white soldiers are FIRING at him from every
direction but by a miracle he is not immediately hit. .
In fact it seems that he will actually get away with his

incredibly brave and "foolhardy" act, but fifty yards

Or so from the circle Shadow is hit and falls from his

pony.

EXT. PRAIRIE - YOUNG JACK RIDING - DAY . | 52,

Young Jack reacts to the sight of Shadow falling,
turning his head and shouldsrs in dismay. We see a
brave by him fall viounded, then another,

EXT. SHADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT - DAY : 53.

He seems to be hit in the shoulder, rather bad. He is
trying to crawl farther avay to get out of the hail of
BULLETS we can see digging up the ground all around him.
White soldiers in the background FIRE their rifles
continuously, ‘

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Repeating rifles against bow and
arrow, I never could understangd
how the white world could be SO
proud of winnin' with them kinda
odds,

EXT. PRAIRIE - JACK - DAY - 54,
He turns his pony and rides toward the fallen Shadow.
Shadow manages to get to his feet and with Jack!'s help
gets on Jack'!'s pony and they ride away as BULLETS

WHISTLE all around them, . . _

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY - 65,
Jack helps wounded Shadow to mount a riderless pony.

01d Lodge Skins and a few remaining Braves lead Shadow
from the battle, .

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY S _ 65,
¥hite troops mount theijr horses, A BUGLE SOUNDS CHARGE.

The white cavalry charges, sabers menacihgly.raised.
Jack turns his pony, crouching low.

- - - -
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EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY o 57.

A GIANT TROOPER, saber drawn, pursues Jack. Suddenly
Jack crouches lower and begins to rub desperately at
the war paint on his face with the flap of his breech-
clout, His action saves his life: the Giant Trooper
rides by, taking a tremendous WHISTLING swipe at Jack
with the saber, Jack ducks Just as the saber goes over
his head. The Trooper whirls his big bay around.

. YOUNG JACK CRABB
God bless George Washington!!

The Giant Trooper takes another vicious WHISTLING

swipe at Jack, forcing Jack down on the offside of his
pony. Clinging by his shins, Jack rides in a small
Circle, dogged by the Giant Trooper, who continues with
clumsy murderous determination to try to get at him with
the saber, With each missed blow, the huge Trooper sways
awkwardly in the saddle. White cavalrymen are rushing
by, YELLING and HOLLERING in a dust cloud of confusion,
Another and a final vast swipe by the Giant Trooper, and
Jack puts a moccasined foot onto his ribs, pushes and
unhorses him in a CLATTER of scabbard and spurs, The
Trooper falls heavily to the ground and lies there
stunned -- Jack instantly leaps from his pony, puts a
knee on each shoulder of the dazed Trooper and lays the
edge of -his knife across the Trooper's throat,

EXT. BATTIE - TWO SHOT - DAY : _ 68,

YOUNG JACK CRAEB _
You murderin' fool, do I have-to
cut your throat to get it through
your head I'm a white man?!!

GIANT TROOPER
- . White? ‘

, YOUNG JACK CRABB
Sure I'm white! Didn't you hear
me say God bless George Washington
and God bless my mother? What kinda
Indian would say a fool thing like
that?

Ihe CGiant Trooper gawis open-mouthed with amazement. °
Young Jack Crabb takes a bandana from the Trooper's neck,

CONTINUED
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YOUNG JACK CRABB (CoNT'D)
Iemme that to get off this paint,

Young Jack Crabb Wipes war-paint off his face, exposing
the unmistakably white skin underneath, e Giant
Irooper stares in open-mouthed wonder,

DISSOLVE:
EXT. TRAVELING SHOT - BUGGY - ‘DAY . 69.

Young Jack Crabb .ang Reverend Silas Pendrake, Young

Jack is clad in ill-fitting hand-me-down "white" clothes,
Rings of ancient Indian dirt are still visible on his
neck and around his ears. The Reverend Silas Pendrake is
a portly, forbidding figure of 2 man with a great square-
cut beard, beetling eyebrows and an enormous potbelly,

He stares grimly ahead eg if all by himself in the buggy.

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
So it was I éscaped a life of
Savagery and returnei to the
benefits ana blessings of
civilization,

EXT. TRAVELING SHOT - BUGGY - CLOSER - DAY | 70.

Young Jack Crabb and Reverend Silas Pendrake as they
ride in the buggy. _

" REVEREND PENDRAXE
Can you drive a buggy, boy?

YOUNG JACK CRABB
(swallows nervously,
then nods)
Yes, sir, rignt good,

. REVEREND PENDRAKE
You're a liar, boy, Where'!d you
learn to drive e buggy if you was
reared by Indians? We shall have
to beat the lying out of you, -

Young Jack Crabbh moistens his lips ana swWallows nervously.
As he stares ahead, it is plain he has a few doubts about
civilization, )
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INT. PENDRAKE HOUSE - DAY - : 71.

Young Jack Crabb and the Reverend Peﬁdraxe enter a

parlor from a hallway, As he enters the parlor a look
of wonder comes upon Jack's face and his mouth opens

Ain dumbstruck awe,

INT. PARLOR ~ JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY 72.

MRS. IOUISE PENDRAKE in all her beauty, Mrs, Pendrake
is considerably younger than the Reverend. She is
modestly garbed but has an excellent figure, She comes
forward with a melting smile. )

MRS. PENDRAKE
Dear Jack ,.. welcome to your home,
Your travail is over --
(puts an arm around
his shoulder)
-- enfolded now, as you are, in
Christian love.

- OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Lord, Lord, that woman had a style,
I never got over it and I don't
reckon I ever will,

REVEREND PENDRAKE
Well, boy, are you unable to converse?

" YOUNG JACK CRABB
(eyes fixed in wonder
on Mrs. Pendrake) .
I...I...1I'mglad to meet your-
daughter, sir,

REVEREND PENDRAKE
You are addressing my wife, boy.
: MRS, PENDRAKE
Poor boy, poor darling ... Think of the
years of suffering, deprivation and
hardship among those ... awful savages,

Hypnotized by her, Young Jack nods.

REVZREND PENDRAKE
-The boy's greatest deprivation, my
dear, has been spiritual, not physical.
The Indians know nothing of God and
Moral Right, They eat human flesh,
fornicate, adulterize, missodze-o-nize,
and commune constantly with minions of
the Devil, It must be our task, indeed
our Chrjstian duty, to beat that misery
our of him,

R . - CONTINUED = - -
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s MRS, PENDRAKE- o
= (shocked) )
~ Beat the poor boy? Not while there's
breath in my body,

. OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I could of kissed her.

_ REVEREND PENDRAKE
: (uncomfortably)
I didn't mean beat him literally, my
dear, I.meant beat him symbolically,

MRS. PENDRAKE
(her arm around Jack's
shoulders, notices his
dirty neck)
Poor boy! -- he hasn't even had a proper
bath. His darling neck is all dirty.

REVERND PENDRAKE
(sniffs once, then
sniffs again, more
loudly)
I think I detect the odor of food.
Are the vicutals prepared?

Mrs. Pendrake has continued her inspection of Young Jack
Crabb!s dirty neck, with much piteous shocked shaking of
the heaa, :

. MRS. PENDRAKE
I shall wash this poor dirty boy.

REVEREND PENDRAKE
It's suppertime,

MRS. PENDRAKE _
Silas, it's my Christian duty to give
this boy an immediate, thorough bath,

Sne turns to Jack., We see the faintest little quasi-lewd
glitter in her eyes behind the sweet smile,

MRS. PENDRAKE
Take off your clothes, dear,

YOUNG JACK CRARBB
(a tiny gulp) -
All of tem?

MRS. PENDRAKE
Every stitch. Buat don't worry, darling --
I sha. . avert my eyes at the necessary
moment,
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INT. PARLOR - CLOSE - JACK CRABB - DAY 73.
He begins a bit nervously to remove his shirt.

DISSOLVE:
INT. BATHROOM - TWO SHOT - DAY Th.

A soapy sponge being applied with a sweeping caress

by a feminine hand to the definitely dirty back and
neck of Young Jack Crabb. The CAMERA PULLS BACK to show
Mrs. Pendrake standing over Jack as he sits in a
copper-lined wooden tub. She is happily washing him and
singing at her work in a swest trilly voice.

' MRS. PENDRAKE
Brrringing in the sheaves ...
bringing in the sheaves ...
Brrrrrrringing in for
Jee-ee-sus, bringing in the
sheaves ...

Young Jack Crabb has a look of sheer numbed bliss.

OLD JACX CRABB'!'S VOICE
Greatest bath I ever had in
ry life,

MRS, PENDRAKE
(singing) .
Shall we gather by the ri-i-i--iver,
the bee-yoot-i-ful, the
bee-yoot-i-ful ri-i-i-i-ver ...
hnm-mn-n-m-m ...
(continues with & caressing
motion to wash Jack's back; . .
then, gently)
You do realize, don't you,
dear Jack, that the Reverend
Pendrake is not altogether wrong?

YOUNG JACK CRABB
Huh? I mean ... what, Ma'am?

MRS. PENDRAKE
7ell, Jesus is your savior --
you do realize that, don't you?

YOUNG JACK CRA3B
(gazes at+ her with
sheer | ve)
O1-h-h-h, Loi 7 yes, Miz
Pendrake!

CONTINUZD
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CONTINUED | Th.

MRS, PENDRAKE
(smiles, .2 bit coy but
very genteel)
Are you thinking of Jesus,
Jack? : .
YOUNG JACK CRABB
(2 bit abashed) o
Yes'm, yes ma'am.

MRS. PENDRAKE
You mustn't fib to me, you
know, :

YOUNG JACK CRABB
Oh, no, ma'am. I love ...
Jesus, and Moses, and all of
‘em,

MRS. PENDRAKE
(becoming serious)
Well, there's quite a difference,
dear.
(in dead earnest)
Moses was a Hebrew, but Jesus
was a gentile like you and me.

YOUNG JACK CRABB
(nods, doesn't
doubt it)
Yes'm,

INT. BATHROOM - WIDER ANGLE - THREE SHOT - DAY 75.

ENTER Reverend Pendrake, grim and sullen.

REVEREND PENDRAKE
Ain't you dore washing that
boy yet? I want to eat.

MRS. PENDRAKE
I'm giving the child important
religious instruction, Silas.

REVEREND PENDRAKE
(as he walks off)
Pretty well-growed child if
you ask me.

-MRS. PENDR.' E
(pours water
over Jack)
Now ... stand up, dear, and
let me dry you with +his towel,
T will avert my eyes, of course. .

. . .. B
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The CAERA moves in tactfully to avold showing a :
totally nude Jack, as Mrs. Pendrake wraps the towel around
him in a motherly way. .

MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D)
That's right, dear. Now step
’ out of the tub. '

INT. BATHROOM - CLOSE - MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY 76.

She dries Jack's shoulders. Again, a faint quasi-lewd
glitter is in her eyes. -

MRS, PENDRAKE
Actuzlly, you are rather
well-grown, Jack. Youl're
small, but ... nice looking.
Did you know that?

YOUNG JACK CRABB
No, Ma'am.

MRS. PENDRAKE

Well, you are. -
(now prim)

All the more reason for you
to receive complete religious
instruction. The girls, I
am sure, will all be after you.
And Jack ... ? :

YOUNG JACK CRABB
Yes, Ma'lam?

MRS. PENDRAKE
(utterly solezn)
That way lies madness,

YOUNG JACK CRABB
(really doesn't follow
her; in his puzzlement
neglects to hold the
towel around him)
Ah-h, what way, Matam?

INT. BATHROOM - TWO SHOT - DAY T7»
Jack and Mrs. Pendrake from the waist up, but apparently
Jack 1s not quite covered by the towel. Mrs. Pendrake's

eyelids flutter slightly as she beholds his youthful
nakedness. '

L NTINUED
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MRS, PZENDRAKE

Well, ahkemn ... youlll
understand these things better
when you're older. The point,
my dear boy =-

(gzently, but firmly,

Pulls the towel more

closely around hin)
== is that we &all must resist
temptation.

But evidently Mrs. Pendrake cannst quite do so. Her hands
Casually move +n Jack's towel-wrapped shoulders, as a
dreamy emptiness Comes on her face. The CAMERA moves in
as Mrs. Pendrzke s§lowly leans closer to Jack, her 1ips
Slightly apart and silky Perspiration on her forehead.

. MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D)

(a half-whisper) |
Purity ... is se. its own reward
«e. dear Jack,

bit more lingeringly on the lips., Her act is not lewd or
Obviously Passionate; indeed, she is Plausibly making a
motherly gesture, almost, The trouble is that Mrs. Pendrake
is plainly flustered, as she draws back fronm Jack. :

- MRS, PENDRAKE (CONT'D)
Welcome to your new home,
(her eyeligds flutter

and drop) _
Now, dress and ees COme in to
supper,

She leaves as the CAMZRA stays on Jack. FHe gazes after
her worshiprully,

DISSOLVE:
INT. PARLOR - DAY ‘ 78.

Mrs. Pendrake ang Young Jack Crabb in the parlor as she
helps him with his lessons, _—

OLD JACK CRABS'S VOICZE
I even went to school ang learned
all over how t5 read ang write
and-cipher. It was Strange at
first -- but Miz Pendrake tutored
me, and I learnt fast. “But there
wWas one thing 1 didn't"know nothint

called sin, z

T e . .. - o -
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" INT. BARN - DAY _ 79.

Schoolgirl!s books lying in a pile of hay. The CAMERA
PULLS BACK and we SEE Jack and the Pretty Schoolgirl lying
in the hay heavily engaged in a passionzte kiss. The
Pretty Schoolgirl's dress is up above her knees and open

at the front., Jack happily has his hand on her breasts.
They are completely absorbed and having a grand time,

when suddenly a horrible voice is heard on the track. They
are in a barn.

REVEREND PENDRAKE'S VOICE
A-A-A AEH! AH-H-H--R-HAAA!!

They react with horrified shock.
INT. BARN - P.0.V. SHOT OF REVEREND PEXDRAXE - DAY 80.

Huge in the sunlit barn door.
REVEREND PENDRARE
(takes off his coat, :
reaches for a bugzgy
whip)
Boy, the hané of God must smite
the carcass of man!

DISSOLVE:
INT. PARLOR - NIGHT 81.

Jack sits in a chair naked from the waist up, as Mrs.
Pendrake applies ointmen: to the stripes on his back.

MRS. PENDRAKE
But it's worth it, dear Jack,
it's worth it a million times
over! To walk in the vaths
of righteousness, %o be pure
and g00d -~ there's no happiness
like it! Do you believe nme,
Jack, do vou belisve me?

YOUNG JACX CRABB
(fervently)
Yes, ma'am, I sure do!

DISSOLVE:
IRT., CHURCH - DAY 82.

Young Jack Crabb and Mrs. Pendrake both singing with
devout enthusiasm from a hymn book,

CONTINUED
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‘CONTINUED . 82,

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
So it was I entered my religion
period. I was a great little
hymn-singer, and I wasn't
foolin' neither -- I'd been
saved.,

EXT. CREEX - DAY

83.

Young Jack Crabb in-a white sheet being baptized by
the Reverend Pendrake.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Reverend Pendrake, he baptized
me -- .

The Reverend Pendrake shoves Jack under the water, holds
him down, tilts his spade beard toward the sky and prays
mightily.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
=~ and dern near drowned me.

INT. JACK'S ROOM - NIGHT 8k,
Jack in bed, solemnly reading the Bible.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
But I figured it was the best
thing ever happened t5 pe --
washing 5ff all that sin, with
which I was covered head ts toe.

EXT. TOWN STREET - DAY ‘ 85.

Young Jack with his schoolbooks on his way home. He
Passes two smiling young girls.

OLD JACKX CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D) .
Miz Pendraxe was right about
temptation.

A Pretty Schoolgirl, as she smiles with mocking invitation

at Jack. Jack piously turns avay and walks on.

OLD JACK CRARB'S VOICE (COK 'D)
But I wasn't havin' nothin'! to
do with them Jezebels. Like a
damn fool I passed ‘em by.

Young Jack Crabb glances back briefly. Both Schoolgirls
are laughing. . .

CONTINUED
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OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
Yes, sir, I stayed out of them
gates of h2ll -- and I!ve
regretted it all my life, too.

Young Jack Crabb strides with pious squared shoulders
toward the front of the Pendrake house..

INT. PARLOR - DAY 86.

Youngz Jack and Mrs. Pendrake, as she smilgs‘and presses
his hand with joy. _

OLD JACK CRA33'S VOICE (CONT'!D)
I told Miz Pendrake all about
my triumph over tempitation --

Mrs. Pendrake picks up a Bible.

OLD JACX CRABB'S VOICE (CONT!'D)
-=- and we read the Bible for
about an hour to celebrate.

DISSOLVE:
INT. BREAKFAST ROOM - THREE SHOT - DAY 87.

The Reverend is stowing it away -- a tremendous pile

of flapjacks, a plate containing half a dozen fried eggs
with many strips of bacon. Mrs. Pendrake is nibdling
delicately. - Jack -- gloomily, picks at his food.

. OLD JACK CRARBRB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
As the weeks went by, I fell .

nore and more in love with Miz .

Pendrake -- SPiritually, of

course,. ’ )

Mrs. Pendraks puis down her napkin and rises.

MRS. PENDRAKE
Well, I shall be off for ny
Wednesday shopping.

REVEREND PENDRAKE
The boy's doin!' so pore these
days, why don't you take hLim
along and air him?

MRS, PENTRAKE
(2 brierf hesitation)
Well ... he'd bpe bored with
the shopping.

o CoOJTINTDD
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YOUNG JACK CRABB
(eagerly)
No, I wouldn't, Matam. .-

MRS. PENDRAKE
All right, you come with me
then, Jack. ' )

INT. SODA SHOP - DAY o ~ 8s8.

Young Jack, Mrs. Pendrake and Mr. Kane, a clean-shaven
man with curly black hair and a coarse snooty manner,

MRS, PENDRAKE
(distantly)
Good morning, Mr. Kane. This
is Jack, my adopted son.

MR. KANE
(glances flatly
at Jack) . :
What's your pleasure, Ma'am?

MRS. PENDRAKE
(again with elegant
dignity)
Well, let's see ... I think T
shall take a sassafrass flip.

.Mr. Kane eyes her in silence for several seconds. But it

should be plain to the audience if not to Young Jack that
something 1s going on betweenh these two.

MR. KANE
(quietly, eyes
upon her)
Sassafrass flip ... comin? up.
(to Jack)
How about you, Buster?

YOUNG JACK CRAS3
Well ... the same.

Mr. Kane turns tos the soda fountain. ~Jack sits on a
stool and leans forward to look. Mrs. Pendrake frowms
and clears her throat.

MRS. PENDRAKE
Ahhem, never mind for me, I
must be off with my shopping.
It would bore you terrily,
Jack -~ you stay here and have
some cake,

(Puts coins on counter)

CONTINUED
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'~ MR. KANE
I'1ll take care of him, Mrs.
Pendrake.

MRS. PENDRAKE
(with cool dignity)
Thank you very much, I'm sure,
Mr. Kane,

Obviously a trifle surprised to be thus so swiftly deserted,
Young Jack Crabb gazes after Mrs. Pendrake as she gathers
her skirts and EXITS. .

INT. SODA SHO? - C.U. JACK - DAY 8g.

He sits at the counter and ecats chocolate cake and ‘
drinks, staring wiih keen inierest at an elaborate soda
water dispenser: the trunk of a small elephant head.
Kane sesns to have disappeared.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
That sodey sh2p wes somethin! --
especilally that elephant head
spigot. I was playin! with it
and enjoyin'! myself, then 21l
of a sudéen ...
(Jeck looks around, pale
and worried)
«s. a8n awviul feelin' run through
- me, like ceazd leaves and rat
feet scuttlin! acrsss my grave.
(Jack stands up,. looking
arcund shop) -
Hhere had that fella gone to??

INT. SODA SEOP - WIDE - DAY o 90.

It is empty exept for Jack. He hesitates before a closed
door, then opens it silently. CAMERA FOLLOWS him as he
ENTERS a dinm, unswept, cob-webby hall,

Jack walks silently dovn the dim hall and stops before
andother door. Again, he hesitates. Jack moistens dry
lips, swallows and with great hesitation, reaches out his
hand, takes the dooriknob, silently turns it and opens

the door. The CAMZRA looks over his shoulder into a dim
storage room. :

INT, SODA SHOP - P,0.V. STORAGE ROOM - DAY ol.

Trunks and crates are piled to the ceiling, shelves ars
loaded and cobwekbs are everywhere.

. CONTINUED
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A faint sigzh is heard ~-- and suddenly the CAMERA --

i.e., Jack's own eyes -~ ducks downward; tilting abruptly
to focus on an area of the floor. Twd pairs of ankles
and two pairs of shoes stuck out on the floor just beyond

. & partition of shelves. Gray-spatted black, big-laced male

shoes rest on bent toes between pearl-gray, small feminine
shoes tilted upward. ) .

MRS. PENDRAKE'S VOICE
Oh-h-h-h-h eo0 Of}-h‘h‘h, help!

The big male shoes bend at the toes.
INT. SODA SHOP - C.U. JACK - DAY S 92,
Younz Jack Crabb's face, empty with shock.

MRS. PEXDRAKZ'S VOICE
Don't, don't, you beast!
Oh-h, oh-h-h-h you devil! You
filthy-dirty-devil! :
(a blood curdling
gasp
OH-H-H-E! 0-H-H-H-E-H!

: (with enormous and
unmistakable lascivious
glee) o A

Ch, you filthy, filthy ... wicked,
wicked ... OH! OH! o0h! Help,
I'm drying! I'm dryin! :

Young Jack Crabb turns his hezd vay, but continues for 2
moment to stand there.

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE (CONT'D)
(extra dry and laconic) :

She was callin' him a devil and

moanint! for help, but I didn't

get no idea she wantad to be

rescued.

INT. HALLYAY - JACK - DAY’ . . 93. .,

Silently shuts the storage room door and leans back
weak and limp against the jam2, his face empty.

. OLD JACK CRABS'S VOICE
That was the end of my religious
period. I ain't sung a hymn in a
hundred and four years.
Young Jack Crabd turns and walks off slowly do'm the hall.

DISSOLVE:
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EXT. A CROYD AKD SNAKE OIL WAGON - DAY ok,

At a prairie crossroads. ALLARDYCE T. MERIWEATHER is

in the midst of a spiel, bottle in hand. Meriweather is
a striking figure with huge head of silvery hair and o la
Mark Tuwain. He is dressed to the nines in a checkered
suit and has a stainless steel} hook for a left hand. He
has no left ear at all. )

OLD JACK CRAEB'S VOICE
After starvin' a while, I took
up with a bunco artist, gamdbler,
shell game man, snake oil specialist,
liar, cheat and swindler named
Allardyce T. Meriweather. After
Miz Pendrake, his honesty was
-dovnright refresnin'!.

Young Jack' Crabb hobbles through crowd, a crutch under his
arn and a dollar in his hand. He drinks from the bottle of
snake 5il and a slow smile of healthy relief spreads on ,
his face and he discards the crutch.

Meriweather stomps three or four times on a pedal to
Operate a bass drum. He happily sells snake o2il,

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D)
Meriweather was one of the
smartest men I ever knowed, but
he tended to lose parts of
himself. He'd lost his left
arm stealin' furs from the Eskimos
and a bunch of Confederates
lopped off his left ear for
sellin'! 'em sp'iled poke chops.

EXT. SNAXZ OIL WAGON - JACK CRABB - DAY - - , 95.

A mature man who looks about twenty-five, with the botile
in his hand raking the spiel as Meriweather feebly siumps
forward waving a dollar. Meriwsather is shaking and
trembling as if in the grip of St. Vitus dance; obviously,
he is sorely afflicted with some obscure illness. But as
he drirks from a bottle of snake 0il, he smiles with
healthy reliel and stops shakingz. He now wears a black
eye-patich over one eye,

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
I spent quite some years with :
Meriweather -- and I growed --

if you can call it that -- from

a boy into a man. Meriweather

in the meanwhile lost an eye as

a result of a fifth ace droppin!
out of his sleeve in a2 poker

game. :

' (More)

Faleir ity
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- OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE (CONT'D) -
It didn't faze him, though.

Deception was his life's blood,

even if it caused him to get

whittled down, kind of gradual-

like, ‘

EXT. SNAKE OIL WAGON - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - NIGHT 9.

Camped at night in a ravine beside a small pond. Jack
seems pensive, a bit melancholy. Meriweather is happily
counting a sheaf of bills, now and again wetting his thumb
with relish. Jack glances at him and reacts to the greedy
glitter in his one good eye.

MERIVEATEER
You're improving, Jack. But you
Just can't seem to get rid of
that streak of honesty in you.
You'll never get over the
Pendrakes. But the one that
really ruined you was that damned
Indian, 0ld Tee-Pee. .

JACK CRABB
You mean 014 Lodge Skins?

MERIVEATHER

He gave you a vision of moral
order in the universe, Jack,
and there isn't any.

(pointS'upward)
Those stars twinkle'in a void,
dear boy, and the two-legged
creature schemes and dreams
beneath them all in vain.

JACK CRABB
Well ... may be. Do you hear
‘som2thing?

MERIWVEATHER
Listen to me, Jack - the
two-leggzed creature will :
believe anything ... ang the
more preposterous the better,
Whales speak French on the bottom
Of the sea, the horses of Arabia
have silver wings, pygmies mate
with el >hants in darkest Africa. -
I have 51d all those pPropositions.

CONTINUD
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JACK CRABB
(2 wry smile, half-anused,
half-depressed)
Maybe you're right, Mr. Meriweather
«s. Mmaybe we're all fools and none
of it matters.

MERTVEATHER
(thinks he has convinced
and won Jack)
Stay with Allardyce Meriweather
and you'll wear silk.

JACK CRABB
I don't know as I want to
wear silk.,

, MERIWEATHER
My dear boy, what else can a
man of parts wear than silk?

SOUND: CLICKX of a rifle bolt from the darkness.

POSSE LEADER'S VOICE
Tar 'n feathers9 I reckon.

EXT. CITIZENS' POSSE - NIGHT - a7.

Spookily lighted by the campfire. The POSSE LEADER is
a huge, bulky flop-hatted fellow with a rifle and a ’
gigantic wad of tobacco in his cheek. The dozen Or so°
members of the posse stare with an icy coldness at Jack
and Meriweather.

POSSE LEADER
(quiet and deadly)
All right, set right there.
Don't make no moves -- unless
you want a 1'il daylight in
your liver.

MERIWEATHER
(a slightly i1l
possum smile)
Might I ask what bring you out
into the wilds at this hour, sir?

POSSE LEADER
Citizens' Posse rides at all
kinds of hour , Mister.

M RIWEATHER
Cltlaens' Posse?
grins foolishly)
What have I to do with a Citizens!
Posse? -- Ha, ha, ha, ha.
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POSSE LEADER
Are them the ones?

HANDLE-BAR-MOUSTACHED MAN
That's them. -

EXT, TWO SHOT - POSSE LEADER AND JACK CRABB - NIGFT o8.

POSSE LEADER
I've seed this young 'un
somehwers before.

JACK CRABB
I've never been in this country...

POSSE LEADER
You loock mighty familiar, bub.

Unsatisfied, but urable to recall where he has seen Jack,
the Posse Leader glowers and walks with slow heaviness
toward the Snake 011 Wagon.

EXT. SNAKE OIL WAGON - POSSE LEADER - NIGHT 99.

He stares with distaste at the impressive brass-bound
hogs-head and turns the spigot. A smoldering fluid comes
out hits the.grass and gives off a smoky &s. The Pcsse
Leader winces and shuts off the spigot. :

POSSE LEADER
What you got in there, lye?

MERIWEATHER
Well, sir, you can't expect me
to reveal the constituents --
(horrified, as the Posse
Leader again turns on the
spigot full blast)
~-- sir, please, you're wasting
precious medicine!

POSSE LEADER
Seven folks are half-dead
because of this prec1ous
medicine.
(points)
Vthat'!s in it?

MERIWEATH. .
Nothing harmful, I assure you.

CONTINUED
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POSSE LEADER : -
(half raises rifle) -
What?! :

MERIWEATHER
(now really frightened)
Mostly water =-- and ... whisky,
a little pepper, oil of clovers,
ginger root, epson salt, and -
Please, shut it off!

POSSE LEADER

(shuts off spigot)
What else?
MERIWEATHZR

Bear grease, rendered and purified,
a bit of calomel and a trace of
carbolic acid to give it body.

POSSE LEADER
And this cures sick foiks?

MERIWEATHER
Yes, it does -- magical curative
power ... wait! wait! please!

The burly Posse Leader has crabbod the hogshead and now
Proceeds to tip it over eas Morlweathev stares in horror.
As the hogshead empties, strangethings commence to pop out,

odd slimy horrible obJects - thoy are a dozen large snake
heads. .

POSSE LEADER
What's that?

MERIWEATHER
(2 little strainad
smile) ,

That's a dozen snake heads.
(the smile becomes more
strained as thes Posse
Leader glares at him)

To give it strength ...

The Posse Leader shoves the hozsn=2ad on over and turns to
speak to the other members of th= posse.,

A POSSE LEADZR
All right, boys, let's dress
'em up.

D1..SOLVE:
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-EXT. POSSE AND JACK CRABB - NIGHT - 100,

Jack Crabb and Meriweather covered with tar and feathers
and mounted on rails, as the members of the posse ride
them around the little pond. Several posse members,
including the Posse Leader, carry torches for light.

We can see the Snake 0il Wagon burning briﬂhtlj in the
background.

Jack and Meriweather cling awkwardly to the rails, upon
vhich they sit straddled. They are a woeful sight,
covered from head to toe with tar and feathers.

MERTWEATHER
We got caught, Jack, that's
all. Life contains a particle
of risk. .

JACK CRABB
(2 bit wearily)

Mr. Meriweather, you don't
know when you're licked.

MERTWEATHER
Licked? I'm not licked!
I'm tarred and feathered,

that's‘all.

POSSE LEADER
All right, boys, I reckon
they been rode enough, let
'‘em down.

The rails are lowered. Once again, the Posse Leader is
staring in puzzlement at Jack.

"POSSE LEADER
(to Jack)
I know I've seed you somewhere.
What'!s your name, son?

. JACK CRABB
(wearily)
Jack Crabb.

CONTINUED
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POSSE LEADER
Jack Crabb?!! .-
(almost swallow
his cud) .
Lorrrd above! Son -- do you
“have a birthmark on your arse,

shaped like a Cupid!s bow?

JACK CRABB
Yes, I do. ‘

POSSE LEADER
(eyes narrowed
with cunning)
Which cheesk???

JACK CRABB
Uh, the left.

- POSSE LEADER
(clasps a hand
on his head)
Lorrrd! 1I've tarred 'n
feathered my ovn brother!!!
(yanks off the flop
hat and now we see

long heair =-- the : .
Posse Leader is a
woman )

Jack! It's me, your sister,
Caroline!! Don't you know
me, darlin'?

Jack stares in total befuddlement and shock at Caroline.

DISSOLVE:

al



101.'Igr. CAROLINE'S BEDROOM - DAY 101.

Jack sits on the edge of the bed in long undervear.
o Caroline is smiling tenderly at Jack as she darns a
4 hole in a pair of pants, :

CAROLINE
These britches belonged to Pore
Daddy hisself, rest his soul.
(hands him pants,
then sniffs with -
emotion and tenderly
embraces him before
he can put them on)
At last I have found you, my
little lost darlin! brother}
Oh, it!s vonderful, Jack --.
I can give you somethin! you -
never had before, ant! somsthin?
I never had before neither!
A real .., fam'ly life!

JACK CRABB
(2 little smile,
touched)
Yeah ... a fam'ly life.

CAROLINE
You are back in the bosom of
your fam!ly, Jack!

Jack'!s face is literally buried in the bosom of his ,
family. Caroline is sniffling and Jack, too, is moved.

102. EXT. CLOSE ~ CAROLINE - DAY 102,

BANG! BANG! FRANG! Caroline is grimly firing a huge
revolver. Each shot shatters whisky bottles plac=d cn

a8 rock some feet away. Jack is flinching and looking

on in frightened awe, Caroline has the classic "snake-
eyed" expression of the gunfighter on her face. It is

@ kind of nood-eyed look of concenirated super-malignance.

: CAROLINE
(turns to Jack,
very sober)

Okay -- now you.
(slowly starts to
unbuckle holster)

JACK CRABB
But Caroline, I don't know much
about guns, In fact, I never
even carried none,

CONTINUED
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CAROLINE

Lord, Lord, what kinda upbringin?
did them Indins give you? Never
carried no gun -- why, a man ain't
complete without a gun!

(in her exasperation

has paused in removing

holster; now with great

philoscshical earnestneas)-
It ! S like o o0 bein ! wi thout, "ah-h
+++ nOt havint, ah-h ,,. well,
it's like beint! in turtble condition
or somethint,

(brushes aside the

perturbing thought)
But never mind about that --
point is we gotta correct your
mess,

(solemnly puts holster

on Jack '
Thank Ged I won'!'t never have to
vear that thang no more -- T got
me a brother now to pertect me!

JACK CRABB
(stares at her in
surprise)
Pertect you, Caroline?

CAROLINE
That's right, You see, men are
always after me, pesterin' me,
tryinf to ... you know, I drive
tem wile, It's this figger of
mine -~ catnip to tem.

(takes deep breath)

Know what I mean?

JACK CRAB3B
Yeah, Caroline .., yeah, sure ,,.

CAROLINE
Believe me, I need a brother's
pertection, Jack., Otherwise ...
(clears throat,
then gravely) -
Okay, let's git down to biztness,
Go snake-eyed, :

JACK CRABR
Do what?
. CARCIINE
Like this.

CONTINUED
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_ JACK CRABB
Do what?

CAROLINE
Like this,

Caroline assumes the classic snake-eyed expression and
Jack imitates her. -

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
More, .

Jack goes even more snake-eyed,

CAROLINE (CONT!'D)
All right, now draw and shoot
that bottle ,., befcre you tetch
the gun, '

JACK CRABB
(in exasperated
puzzlenent) '
Now Caroline, how can I draw
and shoot the gun ... before I

tetch it?
CARCIINE
Concentration. Iry it, .
EXT, JACK - DAY : . , 103.

He resumes the snake~-eyed expgression, then suddenly

- draws and FIRES. To his own surprise, his draw is very

fast and he actually hits the bottle. Caroline, too,
is surprised. '

EXT, T0 SEOT - DAY 104,
Jack practicing as Carsline watches,

OLD JACK CRA33'S VOICE
Caroline was right, It 1ls possible
to shoot a gun before you tetch it.
(very solemly, absolutely
serious and straight)
Of course, it takes lightnin!
reflexes and considfrble snake-eyed
concentration. '

Jack, very snake-eyed; drawing swiftly and hitting a
large bottle in mid-air, Caroline nods, impressed.

- JACK CRAB3
(snake-eyed)
Throw up three,

0.
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CAROLINE
Why, Hickock hisself cain't hit
hree. You better grab yeo!
aggies and go home, boy.

JACK CRABB
Throw up three,.

EXT. DAY . 105.

Caroline hesitates in awe, then gulps nervously and

pulls three tiny bottles from her pocket, as Jack stands
recady, snake-eyed and poised in the classic gun-fight
posture, hands limply dangling and elbows rheumatically
crooked. Caroline tosses the bottles into the air, and
BOC-FOOM-BOOM!! The bottles explode into puffs of
powder. Op2n-mouthed, Caroline gawks at Jack, He smiles
With pleased interest at his revolver, as if he has just
found a sack of gold pieces,

CAROLINE
(flabbergasted) "
Nat'ral bawn gun-fighter!!

T OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
So it was I entered my gun-fighter
period,

DISSOLVE:
EXT. TOWN STREET - DAY ) ' ' 105,

Jack Crabb strolls dcwn sidewalk, a chercot in his mouth.
He is gloriously decked out in a black gun-fighter outfit,
with two huge engraved gilver pistols, clinking spurs,

the whole mess. Jack's expression is extremely snake-
eyed and gun-fighterish.

INT. SALOON - LAY 107.

Jack saunters up to the bar. The other customers eye hin
warily and shrink away from himn,

A rough, bullyish-looking Mule-skinner stands at the bar
& few feet away from Jack.

JACX CRABSB
(in a low, toneless
manner)
You're crowdin! me.

CONTINUED



ROUGH MULE-SKINNER
(wets his lips, a -
sickly smile)
Sorry, Kid ... stupid of me ...
(shrinks even farther
away )

JACK CRABB
Set me up with a sodey pop.

POP-EYED BARTENDER
(awed tremendously)
Yes-sir -- right away, Kid!

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
The "Sodey Pop Kid," that!s what
they called me. :

A sudden raucous laugh is heard,

RAUCOUS LAUGHTER
HAW HAW HAW HAW HAW!!!

Jack slowly turns, and the crowd in the saloon panics.
Other things also occur: the piano stops dead, the Pop- -
eyed Bartender crouches down, two fat whores dancing on
the tiny stage grab their skirts and run into the vings.
JiCk is slowly turning, a bit like a figure on a medieval
clock.

108. INT. SALOON - MEDIUM - JACK - DAY 108.
He is in the élas§i€ gun-fighter posture. | , |

109. INT. SALOON - JACK'S P.0.V. WILD BILL HICKOK - Dﬂf 109.
A tall, handsome man with flowing mustache.

WILD BILL HICKOK
(greatly amused)
Sodey pop he wants! 'Ha ha ha ha!!

JACK CRABB
(the gun-fighter monotone )
Anything wrong with that, str-r-r-ranger??

WILD BILL HICKOK
(amiably)
Not a thing, friend. In fact I
admire the style of it,

CONTINUZD
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s JACK CRABB
(still utterly
. snalke-eyed)
. Might I ask who I are addressin'?

WILD BILL HICKOK.

Sure. '
(the amisble smile
fades, as he, too,
goes snarxe-eyed)

I am Wild B:ll Hickok.

110,  INT. SALOON - C.U. JACK - DAY 110,
He blinks slightly and his eyes bscome a trifle crossed.

JACX CRABB
(finally, with a little
ingenuous smile)
Well ... pleased to meet you, Im
sure. -

111, INT. SALOON - WIDER ANGLE - DAY : o 111,

WILD BILL EICKOX -
The pleasure's mutual, friend.
Bring your sodey pop over here ana
set a while,. . '

Jack strolls over and sits at the poker table beside’
Hickok, The nervous crowd at first seeps and then
pours back into the room. Jack and Wild Bill sit side
by side, each gazing straight ahead, expressionless as
bad statues. At last Jack breaks the silence.

JACK CRABB
I'm real fast.

WILD BILL HICKOK
So I heard.

JACK CRABB
I can break three bottles throwed
in the air,

WILD BILL HICKOX
Thatt's shootin?.

Jack he 1't managed to make much of a dent on Wild Bill,
and this apparently irks him.

T - - CONTINUED
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JACK CRABB .
How many men have you ...
gunned down?

WILD BILL HICKOX

- (immensely poised)

Oh I don!'t rightly recollect,
(for the first time,
glances at Jack, a
trace of anuserent
in. his eyes)

How many have you?

JACK CRABB
(unconvincingly)
oh-h, around ... two dozen ...

WILD BILL HICKOK
(politely)
Is that a fact?

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
No, it wasn't a2 fact at all. In my
gun-fighter period, I was an awful
liar,

WILD BILL HICHKOK

I wouldnt't have estimated your total
that high. No offense intencded, 0ld
Hoss, but you don't have the look of
murder in your eyes, like for example --

(glances to the

side and nods)
-- that buzzard over there.

1l2. INT., SALOCN - JACKL'S P.O.V. - DAY 112,

‘A VERY DRUNKEN AN half-slumped over a whisky bottle
at a nearby table,

113. INT. SALOON - TWO SHOT - JACK AND WILD BILL - DAY | 113..

JACK CRAB3
He's just a2 common drunk.

WILD BILL HICKOK
Maybe, maybes not.

(takes a swallow of
vhisky, then in an
imiable tone)

Wnat'. your name. 0ld Hoss?

COu”INUdD
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: JACK CRABB
The Sodey Pop Kid --
(half winces)
-=- I mean, Jack Crabb,

At this moment, the POP-EYED BARTENDER drops a glass
with a CRASH, and Wilg Bill Hickok leaps from his chair,
hand at the butt of his revolver. The PIANO briefly
CEASES as Wild Bill's eyes slew right and left. He
sits down and the PIANO RESUMES. :

JACK CRABB (CONT'D)’
What are you so nervous about?

VILD BILL HICKOK
Getting shot. :

Jack nods rather glumly. At this moment, a PLAYER at a
nearby table wins a big pot and lets out a triumphant
YELL,

POXER PILAYER
Yeeeee-hocooo!!! Full house!

Jack Crabb and Wilsd Bill Hickok both jump to their feet,
€ach poised with hands over gun butts, - Jack flinches in
annoyance, . ,

. . JACK CRABB
Now you've ‘got me doin' it.

WILD BILL HICKOXK
Sorry.
(takes silk hat ang
begins to fan himselr
with it)
Warm in here, ‘isn't it?
(glances at empty
whisky bottle)
Hold the fort, 0ld Hoss, while
I get another bottle, <

INT. SALOON - WIDE ANGLE - DAY _ , 11k,

Wild Bill Hickok rises, hat in hand, and walks toward
the bar, He procecds calmly past the slumped drunken
man at the table, Suddenly, the DRUNKEN MAN rises up,
cold sober with a huge pi .0l in his hand, He rajises
it high and starts to lev 'l it at Hickok's broad back.
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INT. SALOON - MIRROR - DAY ' 115.
Wild Bill Hickok instantly whirls, His pistol BLAZES
through the silk hat he carries. The Drunken Man FIRES

into the ceiling and catapults backward. Wild Bill
strolls over and stares down calmly at the men.

POP-EYED BARTENDER
Know him, Bill? o

WILD BILL HICKOK
(utterly cailm) ’
Never saw the gent before,
INT. SALOON - C.U. JACK CRABB - DAY 115,
He leans over and peers down at the dead man. |

INT. SALOONM - P.O.V. - DAY 117.

The dead man.

INT, SALOON - TWO SHOT - DAY 118.
JACK CRARB '
Mr,., Hickok ... that man is really
dead.

WILD BILL HICKOK -
(laconically)
Yeah, got him through the lungs
and heart both,

Jack seems 11l as he watches Wild Bill's Adam's apple
wobble as he drinks down a large tumbler of whisky.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. CAROLINE'S WAGON - DAY - 119.

Jack in ordinary clothes as he stands on the town street
with a vexed and disgruatled Caroline, who is heaving
lugsage onto a wagon,

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
They ain't nothin! in this world
more ussless than a gun-fighter that
can't shoot people. Caroline was
plur disgusted. :

CONTINUED
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'CAROLINE
Sellin' your gun-fighter outfit
.+ turnin' in your gun ...

Shakes her head in weary disgust.

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
And what are you gonna do with
yourself, might I ask?

Jack shrugs. :

CAROLINE (CONT!D)
Lord, Lord, them Indins ruined
you! I'm goin!' to Californy!

Jack watches Caroline mount into wagon.

JACK CRABB :
Well, I ... I hope you find somebody
to pertect you, Caroline.

CARCLINE
(in a less hostile
tone; from wagon)
I prob!ly won't, Men, -
(seems moved)
Goodbye, Jack,

_ JACK CRABB
Goodbye Caroline,

120, - EXT. - JACK - DAY | - 120.
As>he sadly watches Caroline ride off,

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
There went the bosom of my fam'ly.

DISSOLVE:
121, EXT. TOVM STREZZT - JACK AND OLGA - DAV 121,
Tney draw up in a delapidated wagon, They ars dressed
in cheap but pretentious wedding clothes, OLGA clutches _
a posey of rosebuds. They stare ahead with depthless
gravity as if posing for a portrait, lips bitten together
and eyes widened,

CO. INUED




121, CONTILUED : 121.

A OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Havin' tried religion, swindlin' an3
gun-fightin', without no great amount
of success, I decided middle-class
respectability was the answer, I
become a honest storekezper and
ma2rried Olga, & big Swedish girl
vwho couldn't hardly speak no English.

122. EXT. GENERAL STORE - JACK AND OLGA IN WAGON - DAY 122,

The
CRAI

n

general store is on the ground floor. "APPLEBOUX R
G AND CRABE," and beneath it, "Gen'l Merchandise."

Jack and Olza as they stana staring at the store.
JACX CRABB

Well, shall I ... carry vou over
the threshold?

OLGA

(obviously doesn't

have the foggiest)
Yah-h, yah-h ...

Jack eyes Olga, measuring the heft of her. Olga is a
big girl with primrose yellow hair, an armful indeed

for Jack. He shoves up his sleseves, takes a deep breath,
crouches beneath her and with an effort manages to pick
her up, as Olga stares at him a trifle wide-eyed,
evidently alarmed, ' :

JACK CRABB
It!'s a custom.

OLGA
(dubiously)
Yah-h-h .., ?

Jack staggers through the door with Olga in his arms.
123. INT., GZIZRAL STORE - DAY ' . 123,

-JACK CRABB

Well, it ain't much now, Olga, but
you wait., My partners and me have
got big plans. Free enterprise and
-- whew!!

(he is out of breath

from lugging Olga)
-- honest sweat, that's the answer.

CCNTINUZED
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CONTINUED ' 123.

; -0OLGA

(reassured now, looks

around happily)
Yah-h-h ..,

" DISSOLVE:
INT. BEZDROOM - NIGHT 124,

Jack Crabb in clerk-type clothing as he buras the
midnight o0il over ledger books, Olga in an old-fashioned
nightgown in a rocking chair. Jack frowns at a piece of
Paper in puzzlement, ‘ ’

: JACKX CRABB

I don't understand this bill of
ladin', Looks like I'm beint
Ccharged twice for the same goods,

OLGA
(smiles)
Yan-h, de bills ... ge bills for
de store, yah-h-h ...

JACK CRABB _
I must be makin' a mistake,
Honest Jack Applebound wouldntt
do that to'me, -

DISSOLVE:
EXT. VACANT LOT - DAY : ' 125.

Next to the store., An auction is in progress; the

goods of the store are piled in the yard and a walrus-
mustached AUCTIONEER is busy at work. An eager, grinning
crowd sits’ on camp chairs, Jack stands, sadly patting
Olga on the shoulder as she cries. '

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Unfortunately, L was hcnest, but my
pertners wasnt't,

AUCTIOKEER

Sold to the lady in the bright-blue
bonnet! .

(holds up a

chamber pot)
What am I bid for this nusical
instrument, folks? Nickel-nickel-
nickel, chesap at the price!

CCNTIIIUTT
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125, CONTINUED mo® - 125.
JACK CRAEB |
(bravely, but his tail
is dragging)
on't cry, Olga -- we'll get out
of this somehow, .
OLGA
(weeping into
handkerchicf)
Oh, Yack ... Yack ...

125, EXT, - SPLEWDID SHOT - DAY | 125,
GENERAL GEORGE ARMSTRONZ CUSTER astride an impressive
horse with two AIDZS beside him., Custer's uniform is .
immaculate,

CUSTER
That ... is a pethetic scene.
AIDE
Yes, sir.
CUSTER
(with serene calm, not
the faintest trace of
human sympathy, really)
A ruined and desolste family, wiped
out by economic misfortune. I find
it touching.
AIDE -
Yes, sir, :
127. EXT. - CLOSE SHOT - JACK - DAY 127.
He steres up in awe at Custer, _
OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
I'11l never forgzt the first time I
set eyes on Ceneral Georce Armstrong
Custer,
128, EXT. GROUP SHOT - JACK AWD CUSTER - DAY . 123.
T OLGA

(weeping pitecusly)
Oh-h-h‘h, OH-H-H-H e s e I'OC.'led,
datt's vat ve is, Yaclk, rconed.

CONTINUED
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129,
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0.

CONTIKUED - 128.

CUSTER
(in a tone meant to
be kindly, to Jack)
Have you another trade, my good
man? .

JACK CRABB
(utterly awed) - - '
Well, no, Gen'ral ... not exactly.

CUSTER
Then take my advice --
"~ (raises his arm and
points a gloved hand)
-~ go West,

OLGA _
(her eyebrows rise
in horror)
Vast? Oh, no, no, no ...

JACK CRABB
(explains, a
bit embarrassed)
My wife, she's awful scairdt of
Indians, ’

CUSTER
(smiles, distantly)
My dear woman, you have nothing
to fear from the Indians., I
give you my personal guarantee,

EXT. STAQSCOACH - DAY ‘ - 129,

A six-horse stagecoach in the midst of an attack by
Chsyenne Indians mounted on ponies.

INT. COACH - OLGA AND JACK - DAY 130.

Olga, wide-eyed with terror, lies on the floor of the
stagecoach, sprawled half-across another female '
passenger, a SCRAWNY SCHOOLMARM, Jack is crouched
protectively over the women, Two other male passengers
are IICLUDZ:: IN the SHOT: a dour-faced DEACCON in a
stove-pipe hat and ferret-eyed GAMBLIR in a checkered
waistcoat and velveteen spats., The Ieacoa holds an
unopened Bible on his lap and sits ramrod erect, eyes
slswsd in dour disapproval to watch the attacking
Indians; the Gambler is fiddling ineifectively with a
small derringer.

LR R an e ueh i & vl m) “ PRI
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132,

133,
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COHTINUED : o 130.

~ JACK CRABB
Don't worry, Ol:a <- there ain't
many of 'em, and they can't get
us in here!

INT. COACH - C.U. OLGA - DAY . | 131.
She points a finger 2t the wingow and begins to choke,

. OLGA
AHCH ... ACCH ... AHHHCHH ..

INT. COACH - P.0.V. CHEYENNE BRAVE - DAY 132,

The BRAVE!'s head and shoulders are in the open stagecoach
Window, He raises a2 huze knife as Jack lunges at him and
grapples with himn, Eyeb2ll to eyeball they sweatily
struggle over the knife, half in and half out of the coach,
Suddenly, a heavy Bible whoris dovn with considerable '
force upon Jackt!s head. Jack flinches in surprise at

this misdirected blow from the dour-faced D=acon but
continues to cling cespzrately to the wrist of the
Cheyenne Brave. Jack and the Brave sway back and forth
and asain Jack is clouted over the head with the heavy
Bible,

JACK CRAEB
Hey! -- cut that out, damn it!

* DOUR-FACED DzZ4ACON
Sorry, brether.

INT. COACH - GAMBLER - DAY 133.

FERRET-EYED GAMBLER
Iemme get 'im with this derringer!

He squints his eyes and pulls the trigzer. A CLICK,
25 the derringar misfires, '

FEPRET-EYED GANMBLER (CoNT!'D)
Stupid thing!

The Cambler throws tire- derringer at the Cheyenne Brave,
and hits Jack squarely bztween the shoulders.

JACK CRADRB
Quch!!

DOUR-FACED DZaTON
(to the Gambler)
Move, I'll hit hi:. again with the
Bible! :

-~ . CT e e



134, EXT. COACH - BRAVE AKD JACK - DAY 134;-

Jack manages to plant a foot on his chest and shove him =T
out the window,

135. 1INT. CCACH - TIGHT GROUP SHCT - DAY ' A A35.

OLGA
Oh, oh, oh, oh!

JACKX CRABB
It's 2ll rizht, Olga, he's gone!
(lobks around worriedly)
But something's wrong -- the stage
is slecwin' down!

135, EXT. STAGECOACH - DAY . 135.

On top of the stagecoach, ‘The DRIVER has an arrow
sticking in his shoulder and is slumped over writhing
in pain, He has lost the reins. The SHOTGUN GUARD
apparently is uninjured, but is crouched over in utter
terror; he is making no effort either to defend the
stagecoach or to retrieve the reins.

137. EXT. CCACH - JACK - DAY ' . 137.

He climbs out of the window to reach the top of the
stagecozach, ‘

133. EXT. TOP OF COACE - DAY 138.

The Driver is hit again with another arrow and falls

- from the stagecoach, The Shotgun Guard MOANS in utter
terror and hunkers down over the shotgun in his lap.
Jack climbs INTO the SHOT and glares angrily at the
Guard. :

JACK CRAB3
Grab the reins, you fool!

SHOTGUN GUARD

Hunh?
JACX CRAB3
Shoot at tem! :
SLICTGUN GUARD
Do what? :

COHTINUED
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138. CONTINUED 138.

Jack grabs the shotzun and attempté to snatch it from
the Guard. In an utter mindless panic, the Guard holds
tight to the shectgun.

JACK CRABB
Gimme that shotgun!

SHOTGUN GUARD
No-no! -~ no, it'!'s mine!

JACK CRABB
Shoot it, then!

, " SHCTGUX GUARD
(frowns, cant't comprehend)
Shoot it?

Meanwhile, the horses are running free, Jack gives up
on the Cuard; he tenses and jumps out upon the back of
the nearesi! horse. ’

139. EXT. - HORSES - PROCESS - DAY 139.

Jack goes sfter the traces jumping from horse to horse
in the classic manner, However, an INDYAN BRAVE takes
his cue from Jack and jumps from his peny onto the
stagecoach horse opposite Jack., The Brave grins widely,
pleased with himself, Jack jumps to the next horse, and
the Brave also jumpsz to the next horse, and again grins.
videly at Jack. Jack glowers at him and jumps to the
lead horse on the right, ‘as the Brave jumps to the lead
horse -on the left. Jack grabs the traces of the right
lead horse and the Brave grabs the traces of the left
lezd horse and now they begin a tug of war over the
traces., The lzathe2r is stretched between them as they
pull mightily. :

140, EXT. - SHOTGUN GUARD - DAY | L0,

Now finally he has decided to act. He aims the shotgun
and FIRES it ,.. BA-LOOM!!!

141, EXT. - LEAD HORSES, JACK AND EBRAVE - DAY 141,

The blast cuts the traces. Jack fells to one side,
the Brave to the other, :

142, EXT: - LOW A¥GLE - JACK AND THE BRAVE LAND IN THE k2,
/A TR - DAY

the stagecoach rumbles over a plank bridre

[ g 4
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EXT. STAGLCOACH - DAY ‘ 143,

It is slowing down, The Indians pursue &nd surround
it. .

EXT. RIVER - JACK - DAY - 144,

A suitcase has tumbled off the top of the stazecoach

and we see verious items of apparel float down through
the air. Jack is trying to swim to the bunk but a mass
ol feminine underwear settles down over his head. 1In

the background of the shot, we see the Indiean Brave climb
up the opposite bank and hurry off toward the stagecoach.

EXT. STAGECOACH - DAY ‘ 1ks,

Cheyenne Braves stop it completely. Other Braves FIRE
rifles and arrous onto the stagecoach.

INT. STAGECOACH - DAY 145,

Olza lies groaning on the floor, unhurt but terrified.
The door suddenly is hurled opsn and a smiling, paint-
covered Brave stares down at her. The Brave grabs her
by the hand, hauls her out of the stagecoach. Ve see
in this shot the very dead bodies of the LCeacon and the
Gambler. '

EXT. RIVERBANK - JACK - DAY - 147,

A peir of wet blooirers are stuck to his shoulders. He
crawls up the banli and runs toward the halted stagecoach,
Suddenly, he stops in horror. -

EXT. JACK'S POV - DAY ‘ ) iL8.
Olza bz2ing hoisted like a sack of meal across the back

of an Indian pony by the Brave. She is limp with terror
and her eyes are popped.

EXT., JACKX - DAY 149,

JACK CRAB3Z
OLGA! OLGA!

EXT. IUDIAILS AUD OLGA - DAY 150.

OLGA
Yack! Yaclk! Help me, Yack!

The Brave springs upon the pony behind Olga and whacks
her hard ) ‘the buttocks., Olga a2t oncs goes limp.
The Indians ride off,



152,

153.

15k,

155.

EXT:" WIDE SHOT ACROSS STAGECOACH TO JACK - DAY 151.
Jaé%~ruhning toviard the stage.

JACK CREER
Olgza! Olgza!

Jack reaches the stagecoach, He sags hopelessly,
EXT. JACK'S POV - DAY | - 152,

The departing war party of Cheyenne, The SCRAWNY SCHOOL-
MARIf is also draped across a pony, but.apparently has
fainted, 0lga, however, is conscious and we can hear a
distant waif-like cry.

OLGA
Yack ... Yack... Yack,..

EXT. CU JACK - DAY o | 153.

He stares helplessly after the Indiens. Trere is
nothing he can 4do.

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
Somehow I had to find Olga
and rescue her from my old
friends, the Human Beings. I
didntt know 'en personal, but
it was a Cheyenne band that
had captured her. '

EXT. PRAIRIE - JACX - DAY | 15k,

Walking with a pack on his back, We ses a herd of
buffalo ia the background, -

EXT. SHQW COVERED PRAIRIE - SMALL BAND OF INDIANS -
DAY

(]
(8)]
Ui

Jaclk approaches & small band of Indians on the march.
Ihey are not hostile. Jack Speaks to them. The
Indians shrug. Obviously he is asking about 0liz:z
and they don't know of her.
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EXT. RUGCED COUNTRY - JACK - DAY . 156,

His clothes are now ragged and he is unshaven,

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I finally had to go deeper '
into Cheyernne country, ;

EXT. RAVINE - JACK - DAY 157.
Walking.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I didn't figure for me it was
dangerours, speakin! Cheyenne
and havin' oace been 2 Human
Being mrself,

A brown figure sucdenly pounces upon Jack from behingd
a8 bush, and then another brown figure, His arms are
pinned, A smell party including Shadow That Comes In
Sight, Cold Face, Dirt On Tae Kose and several others
from 014 Iodge Skins! band, including Burns Red In The
Sun,

JACX CRAEBB
(surprised and
delighted)
Burns Red! Vhere'd you
come fromn?

¥hy did you steal my father's

ponies?
JACK CRAB3
Brother, cdon't you know
me? '
EXT. BULRNS RFD IN THE SUN - DAY . 158,
He glowers at Jack. 4 rasty-looking war club hangs
On & sirap from one wrist and a huge scalping knife

1s stuck in his belt,.

CCNTINUED



158. CORTHIUED ' ' 158.

BURNS ReD It THE SUK
Y::u white men. Ve took you in and
fed you whan you were hungry and lost,
and then you steal our ponies.

JACK CRAZ
What ponies, Brother?!

BURNS RED IN THE SUN
(with serene cenviction)
The ponieg of my father, the cnes you
stole.

SFADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT
(takes 2 step forward, grim, -
huge war club in hand)
He is a bad man. ILet's kill him.

BURIS RED IN TEE SUW
All right. ‘

JACK CRARB
Wailt, Brother! I didn't steal your
fathar's ponies, Brother!

s wa

BURNS RED IN TEE SUN
(frowns in ennoyance)
Why do you keep celling me "Brother?"
I want you-to stop doing that. I am
not your brother, I am & Human Being.

JACK CRARB3B
Only seven snows ago I was your brother,
I lived in Old Lodge Skins' teepee, and i
I hunted and fought with the Euman Beings®
I suppcse you will say you have never
k2ard of Little Big Man!

BURNS RED IN THE SUY
Little Big llar was my brothsr, but
you'lre not him. Hz fought beside me
in battle and was killed after rubbing
out many bluecoats.

JACK CRAB3
Did you see the bogdy?

BURNS RED I" THE SUN
(calmly)
No, he turned into a swal.ow and flew
avay.



159.

160.

161.

EXT. - ARGLE AT SH:ADOW THAT COMES IN SIGHT - DAY 153.
He stepé forward, as if a bit weary of the pow=-vicwW,
his war club in hand.
SHADOW THAT COMES I SIGHT
Iet's kill him end go home.
JACK CRAEB
Shadow, you were shot...here!?
(points to his shoulder) -
I picked you up on my pony and saved you!
Shadow hesitates, now Jack turns to Dirt On The Nose.
JACK CRABB
Dirt on the lcsz -- do you still have
that black pony I gave you up at the
Pouder River? .
DIRT ON THE NOSE
No, the Pawnees stole him when we were
camped at 014 Vicman Butte five snows ago.
EXT. - AUGIE AT INDIANS - DAY ' - 160.
They are bewildered.
BURKS RED IN THE SUN
It is true there is a thing here I do
not uriderstandg. .
(puts hands on his temples)
There is a2 pain between my ears. '
INT. - OLD LODGE SKTINS' TEEPEE 161.°

0id Loize Skinsz is seated in a typical "0ld Lodge Skins"
camp. The band roughly pulls Jack into the teepse.

013 Ledze 3kins stares 2t Jack, Jack slowly walks over
and with hesitaticn, heart in mouth, starnds in front of
the old man tc reczive judgment. For ssveral seccnds
0ld Lodge Skins starss at him.

OLD IODGE SKINS
seranely caln)

My son, to se2 you again causes my heart
to soar lixe a hawk. 8it here beside me.

. - opeoe el wm) - &
INT. - OLD LODGE SHINS' TEEPEE - JACK AND- 152,
OLD IODGE SX¥IiiS -~ DAY

Jacx sagis down to the right of the old man. O0l¢ Ledge
Sziins, hils face as impassive ag cver, embrac s Jack,

cack hands the o0ld man his Zglonppy hat.
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162. COMNTIMUED - 162, =

HEY

: OLD LODGE SXINSs
Is this the same hat I used to oun,
except groun softer of skin and fatter?

e

JACY CRABB
No, Grandfather, It's anothsr.

OLD LODGE SKINS
Ve must smoke to your return.

+ (commences to fix a pipe)

I saw you.in a drecam. You were drinking
from a spring that came out of the long
nose of an animz2l..I did not recognize
the enimal. Alongside this nose he grew
two horns. The water that gushed from
his nose was full of air.

OLD JACK CRABB's VOICE
I can't explein it, but he was talkin'!
ebout that elephant head in Kane's
sodey shop. And this wasan't the only
time 0ld Lodze Skins had dreams that
turned out true.

163. INT. - JACX, OLD LODGZ SKINS AND INDIAN BAND - DAY 163.

OLD LODGE SKINS
Den't be angry, my son, with Burns Red,
Shadow, and the others. They had many
bad experierces last year with white
men. The white men have all lost their
minds in ths search for yellow dust,
but of cours they were crazy already.

JACKE CRARB
(nods in agreement)
Yes, Grandfather.

OLD LODCE SXINS
They don't know where the center of
the earth is.

JACX CRLBRB
Grandfather...I...I have a white
wife. :

OLD LODGE SXINS
(politely) -
You do? That's interesting. Does she
cookx and work hard?

JACK CRABB
Yes, Grandfatner.

CC‘?"‘" T TU:ﬁ
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163. COuTIKUED

OLD LODGE SXINS
I'm surprised. Does she show pleasant
enthusiasm when you mount her?

JACK CRABB
Well, sure, Grardfather.

: OLD LODGE SKINS -
That surprises me even more. I

tried one of thenm once, but she didn't
show any enthusiasm at all.

JACK CRAZRB
Vell, Grandfather...zll the whites
areq't crazy.

OLD LODGE SKINS
(serenely)
I am glad to hear it, my son. I
thought they were.

JACX CRAB3
No, Grandfather, not all. I know of
orne who is as brave as any BEuman Being.

OLD LODGE SKIIiS
I'd like to meet this man and smoke
vith him. VWhat is he called?

*  JACK CRAR3
He's called General Custer, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS
Gerneral Custer...what does this names
m2an, my son? -

JACK CRAE3B
It means, "Long Hair," Grandfather.

OLD L1ODGT SKINS
A good name. How did he win it?

JACK CRABB
¥ell...he won it in the war of the
vhites to free the black mer, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS
Ch, ye the black white men, I know of
themn. It is said that a black white mzn
once became a Human DBe2ing, but mostly
they are strange creatures. Not as ugly
as thﬂ whites, true, but they're just as
Crazy. :

[
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EXT. - OLD LCDGE GSXINS' TEEPEE - DAY 164,

The members of the band are vaiting with grave
expressions. 0ld Lodge Srins emerzes, followed
by Jeck.

OLD LODGE SKINS :
I have thought and talked and smoked
on this matter. And my decisicn is
that Little Big Kan has returned.

The Indians all break into smiles and come forward
and embrace and touch Jack.
DISSQLVE:

EXT. - JACK AED HIS INDIAY FRIENDS - DAY 165.
Having a feast of boilegd doz.

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
It was quite a home-comin'

EXT. - LITTIZ HORSE - DAY ‘ . 166.

Riding up on a pony and dismounting. He is dressed
elegantly and has a decidedly "delicate ™ style.

He puts his hands on Jack!s shoulders, puts his cheek
against Jaclk's and slips an arm around Jack's waist.

LITTLE KORSE
Little Big Man, you've grown so strong
and handsome...Don't vou remember me?
This hurts me in my heart, I think I'11 ery.

CLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
It was Little Horse -- the boy who didn't
want to fight the Pawnees. He'!d becoms a
Heenaneh, for which there ain't no English
word. The Human Beings thought 2 lot of
him.. '

Little Torsz flutters hisg eyelids, then does a graceful
little dance.

EXT. - YOUNGER BEAR - DAY : 167.

.Ridss backwerd on a horse toward the camp.

OLD JACK CRAR3!'S VOICE
Around then, arnothsr old acquzintance
of mine showazd up.

The Indizn dismounts in a peculiar way and walks
backward toward the group, straight through szveral
thorny-leooking bushes and on through the ashes ¢f an
O0lC¢ camprire. A“few feet from the group, t!

*°
.
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tures sullenly, staras over his-shoulder.



167. COKTINUZD - ' 167.

s OLD JACK CEABB'S VOICE

"’It was Youngcr Bear -~ the boy who:ze
life I'd saved, to hic mortal
embarrassment. ’

JACK CRABB
Hello, Youager Eear.

YOUI:GER BEAR
(without hostility)
Goodbye. '

Younzer Boar stares at Jazli!s white clothes. Buffalo

Wallow Vomen w*1ks up and peers at two dead rabbits
hanging from Ycunger Pear!s belt.

LITTLE HORSZ
(to Younger Rear)
Did you catch rebbits on your hunting

tr1p°
YOUNGER BEZAR
No.
He pulls rabbits from his belt and holds them by the

ears.

LITTLE EORSE
Don't give the uncaught rabbits to
Buffale Wallow Woman.

Younger Bear promptly hands the rabbits to Buffalo
"a1lc" Voman, then walks off backward for several

feet, squats on the ground and begins to rub himself
with handfuls of dirt.

OLD JACK CRAEB'S5S VOICE
Younger Bear had becoms a Contrary,
the most dangerous of all Cheyenne
warriors ba2cause ths way they live
drives 'em half crazy. Except for
battle, 2 Contrary doss everything
backwards. He say ’roodby;" when
he means "hello,""es” whan he
means "no," wzlks through bushes
instead of on trails, washzs with
dirt and dries with water, angd so
forth.

163. EXT. - YOUNGER BSAR - DAY 168.

Covered with dirt. Now he rises, looks over his
shouldzy at Jzzi.

Y ”"GLR Ldn?
I thought you werc dead. Why bavc you
come back wi@n ncb ocy wants to sse you?

CCNTINUZD



168. CONTIKUED

LITTLE HORSE

You mustn't tzlk to Little Big Man
like that. You owe Nim a life.

- YOUNGER BEAR
(srinds his teeth, then in
a tore as if apologizing)
I am glad I s2ig it, Hello.
. (wdlks off backwards)

OLD JACK CPABB'S VOICE
Ard that was suppocced to mean he was
$orry he said it, goodbye.

163. EXT. - CRIEK - EDGE OF CAMP - YOUNGER BZAR - DAY

Welks backward into the creel: and starts to "dry ofs"
with water. Hz stares Wwith pure hatred at Jack.

: OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
But that Indian wasn't sorry. He
hated me still.

DISSOLVE:

170. EXT. - OLD LODGE SKINS'! BAND - DAY

Preparing to move. Jack 2lso is preparing for a

Journey. As 0lg Lodge Skins assemtles his medicine,

Jack accepts strips of dried meat from Indian women

and packs it in deerskin bags and places the bags on
. @n Indian pony.

JACK CRARB
I must look for my white wife with the
yellow hair, Grandfather. '

OLD LODGE SKINS
Don't worry, my son. You will return
tc the Human Bsings. I éreamsd it
last night. I saw you and your wives
&8s you crawled from one to the other
in your teepee.

JACX CRAB3
(frowns)
Wives, Grandfather?

OLD LODCE SKINS
Yes, three, or perhaps four. It wes
dark and they vere higdden under buffalo
robes, but it was a great Copzulation,

my son.

v -

JACK CRAZB

LN .

(gerntly) .
3y $e e - b4 Nad Tar #mlen
Crandrather, the Hiuman Seings enly talse

ong wife Hovl ATt T hziea Sivsemoa mes otaseea®

'QTL-

168.

163.

170.



170.

CONTINUED ' 170.

OLD LODGE SKIiS
"I dontt know. It worries me.
.Jack smiles in affceticnate but rather s:z3 amusement
at the old marn. :
OLD JACX CRASB'S VOICE
I was sure I'd never see him again.
DISSCLVE:
EAT. - RELOTE TRADZRS! SHACK -~ DAY 171.

Outside, a few Indian "friendlies" sit on the ground.
They are sick ané alcohol besotted. They look up and
beg frem Jack. He has nothing to give. His clothes
are vorn.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICZ
I covered most of three states end
hundreds of square miles lockin' for
Olga, with no luck at all.
DISSOLVE:

EXT. - MORE INCIAN "FRIEZNDLIES" - DAY ‘ - a72.

Outside the gates of a military fort, white soldires and
bPassing wagons with mules. Jack Crabb stands in the nmud
talking-to Custer who is nounted on a fins horse zbove
him, surrounded by Lides. A GRIZZIED SERGEAKT stands
outside a small tent freop which hangs a sign:

"CIVILIAN EMPLOVIENT."

CUST=R
(gazing at Jack dubiously)
You den't look like a scout to me.
ihy do you want the Job? :

JACK CRABB :
@ it's the best way of findin!
> Gen'ral. She was captured
b e Cheyerne, as a result of our
goin' Vest like you advised.

CUSTEZR
L advised? That's impossible, Itve
never set eyes-on you before.

JACK CRARB
Well, I didn't expect you'd remember
. it’ Ge:’l '-l‘al -

CUSTER
Furthermore, you don't. look.like a
scou’ to me, not a bit. A scou. has
& certain appsarance -- Kit Carson, for
example, But you doa't hava it, vou

TAaAmis = % o o8 e



172. COUTINULD . o 172,

JACK CTABB _
> I... I don't Know a thiwg®

el
about mules, Gen'ral.

1
u
CUSTER
(turns to Aide; as if Jeck
has not spoken
It's a remarkable thing, but I can
tell th- occupation of a man merely
by look:ng at him. See, the bandy
legs, th: stronz hands -- this man
has spent years with mules.
(fixes Jack with steely glare)
Isn't that correct? ‘

JACK CRABB
(a feeble smile)
Well, ah-h ... yc¢s, sir.

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
I didn't know ons end of a mule from
the other, but what else could I do but
agree with him?

- - L 4

Custer turns with a serene czlm to the Crizzled Sergeant

CUSTER
Hire this nule-skinner.

GRIZZIED SERGEANT
Yes, sir!
: DISSOLVE:

EXT.- CAMPFIRE - JACK CRABB - NICHT - 173.

sitting around a large campfire at night with a dozen
or so white cavalry soldisrs and six Pawnse Braves.
The (@rizzlied Sergesant sits beside Jack. His attitude
toward him is a bit cold ang unfriendliy.

GRIZZI=ZD SERGEZANT
Go0d news. One of the Pawnees hzs
located a band of the vermin cano-d
up the river.

JACK CRABB
Any white wcman with therm?

GRIZZLED SERGEAL
(p2uszs, eyes doubtfully on Jack
If it was me, I woulédn't want no wife of
mine back a2Tter she'd been with Injuns.
Kindest thing would be a bullet in her
brain.

p

COXTIUIUED



173. COHTIHUED _ 173.

JACX CRABB
(quiet vut firm)
Well, I don't agree and I want
my wife back.

GRIZZLED SERGEAIT
(rises, grinning)
Ve ride in the nernint,
" DISSOLVE:
174, EXT. MOUXTZD CAVALRY AND SCOUTS - DAWH 174,

Jack wears an o0ld discarded cavalry jaecket and carries
& rifle, with a pistol in his bslt. Jack is very pale,
vorried. A Pawnee scout points zhead and the Grizzlead
Sergeant calis a halt.

The Girzziegd Sergeant grins and Speaks to Jack.

GRIZZLED SERGEANT
Got ycur rifles =211 ciled for e
little shoctin'?

Jack is silent.

GRIZZLED SERGEANT (CONT’D)
Best thing you can do is get ycurself
a little revenge cn then bucks.

'175. EXT. WIDER ANGLE - DAWE 175.

The Grizzled Sergeant turns his horse and faces the
cavalry, ‘

GRIZZLED SERGEANRT
(in a lcuder tone to
the troops)
All right, spare females and
children if possible, let's go.
They ride up the slepe of a hill and from the summit see
an Indian cezmp on the ccpesite bank of a small river,
tattered tespces surrounded by swuirls of fcg in the dawn.
The women and children are already up andé we see women
tending campfires.

176. EXT. CLCSE Suor™ - JACKX - DAWN 176.

He flinchec g5 the Pawnses commence tc whocp and FIRE
their rir s,



177.

178.

179.

180.

181.

EXT. CHARGE - JACK - DAWN A7T.

He is swept alcng by the charge. They plungze on down

‘the slope toward the : zllow and wide river directly

acrcss from the camp. The camp is situated cn a
peninsula bend in the river. ‘

The cavalry splashes across. The Cheyenne Braves
couregecusly stand and FIRE as the weonmen and children
flee up & brush-groun gully.

EXT. CHARGE - JACK - DAY 178.

CGalleps into the camp, rifle in hand. Suddenly, .he
yanks at the reins of his horse as he sees an Indizan
wonman runniig from a teepes with 2 small child ir her
arms. A RAT-FACED SOLDIER grins and reises his rifle
to shoct her. Jack reaches out and grabs the rifle,

-turns it skyward as it FIRES.

EXT. JACK AND RAT-FACED SOLDIER - DAY 179.

: JACK CRABB
He said spare the women and
cr.izdren!

RAT-FACED SCLDIER
Legszo my rifle, you fool!!

JACK CRABB
The hell I will!

Jack yanks at the rifle with 2ll his might and drags
the Rat-Faced Scldier off his horse. In the struizgle,
Jack has dropped his own rifle &s he sees the Grizzled
Sergezant, saber high riding after the fleeing Indian
vioman.

Tne Griz:led Sergeant reaches the wcman before Jack can

get there, and he takes a svipe a2t her with the saber

but she ducks, runs on teward thick brush by the riverbank,
Jack rides hard after thenm, the two rifles under his arm,

oy -y , PR ) - — - - pom [n)]
EXT. INDIAN CAMP - CEEYENNE BRLVE - DAY 1co,

ck is hit, a cloud of dust rising
’ The rifles spin from under

IRES a2 rifle and ' J
v J <. Y
ches his shoulder, and rides on.

ST, INDIAN CAMP - GRTCZLED SERGEANT - DAY 181,
Lgain raises the saber to strilke the Indiz2n woman, who

now has nearly reac :d the brush, Jack rides into the
SHOT, grabbing 2t 1 » reinsg of the Sergeantt's horse and
causing the Serzzany once egain to miss the woman,

~ (in a raze
You'll hang for tha:!!

[N Te e -



281,

182.

184,

185.

CONTI:IUED 181.

JACK CRAI'B
(equally furicus)
It was a mother and child, you
focl!

GRIZZLED SERGEANT

(beside himself, wild-

eyed)
Let go my reins!!! .
Berserit with fury, the Grizzled Sergeant raises ths saber
to strike Jack. For a brief woment, Jack stares in shcek,
then suddenly drops the reins @nsd ducks as the saber
VHISTLES pest his he2d, ‘e Grizzleg Sersmeant draws back
the szbsr to run hin through, his face contorted with fury,
and Jack turns his horse and runs,

EXT. CAMP - JACK - DAY - 182,

Chased by the Grizzled Sergeant. The Sergeant has the
s:ber raised high. Jack plunges his horse straight into
& thicket of bushes, the horse rears and Jack is hurled
into the river.

Van]
EXT

T. RIVER -~ CLOSE SHCT - JACK - DAY | 183.

A BULLET sudcenly hits the water beside him, sending up

EXT. RIVER BAKK - GRIZZLED SERGEANT - DAY 18k,

£ S BTN

FIRING 2 rifle.
EXT. RIVER - JACX - DAY ' - 185,

Another BULLET lands very close in the water by his head.
He duc!Zs under, and the CAMERA panrs to show Jack's head
emerge beneath a bush on the opposite bank. ~Jack holds
onto the bush like a half-drowned muckrat. His florpy
mule-skinner hat is still on his hezd Jammed tight over
his ears. Another BULLET streaks through the watesr near
him, sernding up a geyser of srray intvec his eyes, Ee
duciis again.

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
It was downright discourazint?,
If it wasn't Indins tryin' to
(i1l me for a white, it was
white tryin! to kill me for an
Indin,



187.

188.

BXT. RIVER-BANK - DAY : ) 186.

Jack!s head as it energes twenty feet downstream,
Another BULLET cuts through the water near him. Jack
desperately clambers u: a nuddy btank, pulling himself
by bushes. Another BULLET lends in the nmud beside him
and Jdack slips and falls on his face ir.-the mud, then
crawls on into danse undergrewth anéd is gone.

EXT, GULLY OF THE CREEX - JACK - DiY 187,
Drops into the mud. A very, very rmuddy Jack welk
Crouching up a tributary gully of the creel:. He stops

and cautiously peers cver the bank of the gully toward

th. Cheyenns cemp dounstreas, :

EXT. GULLY OF THE CREZK - JACK'S POV - INDIAN CALD - 188.
DAY ' ,

The Pawnees SHOOTING their rifles into teepees.

OLD JACX CRARBRB!S VOICE
It mzde me sick. The Pawnees ard
soldiers both wes killin! everything
in sight. ‘
EXT. MUDDY GULLY - JACK - DAY : . 189,

Svddenly whirls around, his ey
Absolutely motionless, he list
aninzl-like sigh.

e wide with shock.
r

o
erns. Ve hear a strange

The CAMZIRA follows Jack as he walks in a crouching manner
toviard the small revine. Very cautiously, he bends and
picks up a thick secticn of breoken limb abecut two feet
long, tzkes off his hat angd puts it on the end of the
club-like limb. Than he slowly pushes the hat around

the edge of the rociy wall of the ravine. Nothing --
then suddenly a large brows hand reaches out and grabs
;ot the hat but the brecien limb, and Jack is dragged

o1.ard,

EXT. SHEDOW THAT COMES IX SIGET AND JACK - DAY

1=
\O
O

They stare for a brief frczen mement.

CONTINIUED



19cC,

1561,

193.

CONTILUED ' . . 190.

JACK CPRABB
Shadow!

Jack is violently yar.ked forward. Shadow That Ccmes
In Sight wrenches the brolen 1limb from Je:k!s hand,
throws it aside and raisesg high a huge knife., Jack's
face is smezred with med in such a way it is apparent
Shadow could not Dossibly recocgnize him.

JACK CRAES (CCIT'D)
Brother, let's talk!

Shadow That Comes In Sight lunges forvard. They fall
to the ground and tumble over and cver down an incline
to the gully., Jack desperately struzgles with the
powerfully built Shacdow. He manages to get hold of
the knife, both hands Eripping shadow's huge wrist,
but now Shadowu gets his muscular legs around Jack's
waist and squeezes with grcat power, Jack groans and
his face becomes distortec. Shadow, with a sudden
wrench, fress and lifts the knife, Jack winces and
shuts his eyes,.

EXT, TOP OF THE GULLY - CRAIZZLED SERCEANT - DAY - 191,

He FIRZS his rifle,

EXT., GULLY - JACK AND SHADOW THAT CCGES IN SIGET 122,
- DAY }

Shadow's body slowly collapses across Jack. Jack's
eyelids tremble and open and he looks in the directiocn
of the Crizzled Sergesant,

EXT. GULLY - JACK'S ~.0.V. - GRIZZLED SERGZANT - DAY 193,
GRIZZLID SERGEANT

You'll be tooi care of later,
I'm savin! you for hangin?,



AND SHUADSH'S DODY - DAY ~ 19%4.
HEe looks with real grief st Shadow and bows his head.

OLD JACK CRASB'S VOICE
There's no describin! how I felt.
An enemy had saved my life by the
violent murder of one of ny best
friends. The worlg was teco
ridiculous evea to bother to live

in it.
Suddenly, Jack sits forwzwd in 2larm, lis L911r° hard.
Another low sigh is heard. It is indesd strenge and
blood-curdling.

Jaeck moistens his lips, grips the pistsl with one hznd
and with his other hengd ceutiously parts the bushes.

195. EX?. QULLY - JACK!S P.0.V. - A YOUNG INDIAﬁ VOMAN - 195.
DAY

Lyirg on the ground. A r gge Buffalo robe partly covers
her very pregnant bellr. Snhe has =2 balled—np rzg in her
mouth end is b~uvn5 it in an effort to be silent.
Perspiration runs in strezms ar rivulets from her
forehead, her Tace, her arms ar legs. Her eyes are
opened ‘~t1 terror. It is plain she is at the very point
of giving birth and now o stron pa*n seizes her and ner
eyes snut tight and her teeth g ind into the raz. Je
stares at her.

3 [+ 03 M
aU-I ooy O

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
nat was why Shadow wzs there and
that was why hetgd fought so hard.
(Jaclk swallows
obviously r»"e4)
I saw there and waiched that baby
come into this worid, his eves c‘osed
end his fece kinda peevish about *hs
whole tnlnb..
(Jack gives a tiny
flinch a2s ve hear
a kitten-1like
mewing sound)
He give & llttle holler even bafore
he was 2ll born --

CORTINUEL



R P
1%5. CONTINUED L as -3 195.
The Indizn woman stares directly at Jock with tear-
filled cyes. :
CLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
== but except for the sound of her
breathin' th2 woman never made a
sound ... if womzn she was: she
dicn't lock more'n a girl.
Jack stares in fascination at the Indian girl.
OLD JACK CRAEB!'S VOICE
- I couldn't tzke my eyes off that
girl and her bzby -- and coulén't
stand the thought of ths soldiers
killin' 'em, either, not for a seccnd.
1¢6. EXT. BUSHES - JACK - DAY - 195

Takes the revolver f: sm his belt and crawls forward
through the bushes into s tiny, hidden clearing just
big enoughk for himseilf, the Indian &irl snd her baby.
Tre Incdisn girl shrinks from him and helds the baby
prcoctectively in her arms.

JACK CRAB3
Kow, listen to me. If you are
related to Shadow, than you know
of Little BRig fan. I wss a friend
of the Human Beings until they
stole my wife and son. I'm going
to take ycu with me ané trade you
for them? Do you understand?

INDILN GIRL
Yes.

JACK CRARB
Vere you Shadow's wife?

Q

JLCK CIIARS
Where's your hushand?

C

K

CORTINUID



196. "CCNITHUED . o 195.

INDIAN GIRL

2 pause, then
softly)

. JACK CRAB3
By the Pzunee? .

INDIAY GIRL
(2 lenger pzuse) ‘
No....
(clutches the baby)
«...White men.

JACK CRARB
(pauses, then
gently)
Don't be afraid of me, I won't
hurt ycu. What's your nama?

197. EXT. BUSHE3 - CLOSE SHCOT - INDIAN GIRL AND EABY - DAY 197.

A smear of dark chiidbirth ©locd is ¢n her cheek znd
forehead, lesves and bits of twig are in her hair and
eyebrovs. K=r clcthes are filthy, the bushes have
Scratcned her and hex baby is wrapped in & dirty rag.
Now, affected by tre gentleness of Jackts tone, her eyes

She is clutching the baby prctectively to her breast.
i

well with tears.
INDIAN GIRL
(sadly, es her
lip trembles)
Sunshkine.

108. EXT. BUSHZS - THRZE SHOT - Dav 198.
Jack smiles at the incongruity of the name.
S J
JACY CRA4BBR
(very gently)
Don't be afraid. I won't hurt
your or your bgaby.

Sunshine is n by zny means ccnvinced. Her eyes widen
I

ot
with fear as Jaclk smiles, pulls back the ragzed clocth
and locks down at the taby.

19%. EXT. BUSHES - CU OF A TIKY NEYX-BOREK EiBY - Da

L}
(204
O
\)

Clutched tight against tuwe half-covered, L-ouwn and
milk-swollan brezzts. The baby's eyes are shut tight
griad he has a tiny fist in hisg mcuth. Qvar

this, thez

sound of horses.



200,

202,

203.
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EXT. - THREL SHOT - DAY 200.

Jack puts a protective &rm across 3Su-shine and the baoy
as they both lie az flat as possible in the ‘graszs of the
tiny clearing, fThe sound of tromping horsechooves tecones
louder andg louder, and suddenly stops. Jack and Sunsnine
are breathless with fear in utter silence. We hear a
sudden loud neigh from a horse,

EX?. - THROUGH BYSHES AT GRIZZLED SERGZAKT - DAY 2ec1.
He appears to be looking straight at Jack sna Sunshine.
Ext the Serzeant dpes not see them. He turns his pony
and he and four otner 50ldiers ride on doun the ravine.
The sound of horsenooves receces into the distance.
EXT. BUSHEEZS - JACK AlD SUNSHIEE - DAY 202.
Jack heaves a sigh of relief, returning his pistol o
his belt., Sunshine calmly sits uvp angd wrans the razgged
clotih more Securely around the baby.
SUNSHINE
(in 2 wholly
different tone)
I believe you. You are Little Big

Man, and I will be your wife now
to replace thz one you lost.
(hands him the
babyr)
And this is your son.

Jack tzkes the baby, stares down at him and sgiles.

OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
I reckon it socunds crazy, but the

idea struck me as ore af the o8t
reasonable I ever heard in ny iife,

Jack smiles at the baby and holds cut his forefingor
for the bzby to grin,

EXT, BISHDS - CLOSZU? - TIKY FIKGISRS - DAY 203.

. ) )
-, Ax~ [akd]
C:\ - '.\:.‘ . . A Y



Tl 205. EXT. - A GCOD-SIZED IMDILH CAMP AT SPRING CREEK - DAY . 205.

It is composed of a number of different bands. Jack
walks throuzh the camp with Sunshine and the Baby. e
has gotten rid of his old cavairy Jackzt, but his clothes
are still vhite ani s2vereal Braves stare doubtfully at
him. Jack And Sunshine walk up to a ragred teepee, upon
which hangs the rawhide shield of 01§ Loéze Skins.

(27
0

Pee and Sunshine patiently sten
n her arms. '

205. INT. OLD Lonan SKINS' TEEPZE - OLD LODGT SXIIS - DAY 206,

Sits on & buffalo robve. Fe has aged visibly since we
last sair him and an Ugly scar is on his npeck. It is
not epparent immediately that he is blind now, but his
eyes stare sightlessly angd calmly zhead.

JACK CRA33
Hello, Grandfatier.

02 LODGE S¥InS
(2s if he had last
spoxken to him the
dey before)
Greetings, my son. You want to eat?”

L]

+ OLD JACX CRAD3'S VOICE
(Jack sits dovn by :
the 2149 man aznd is

erbraced)

othin' ratilied 01d Lodze Sikins.
He had th2 most c3uable temperzment
I ever knowed in a man.

An INDIAN VOMAN enters with food.

What happen=d %o your neck,
Grandfather?

CLD LCSCEE SKINS
It's a wound that cut the tunnel
aArough hich light travels to
the he: ot.

JACK CRAB3

Fal - aqe >
(froun~)
b - -~ IS -2 2 P Wl o Ya
You mean... you're Liing, Grandfailrer?
==22nc

CCHTILURD




206.

CONTINUED . : 205.

OLD LODGE S¥IINS
On, no -- my eyes still : =2e, but
my heart no longer receives it.

JACK CRAB3
(bous his head for
a moment, heart-sici, -
ther. 1ooks up)
dHow did it happen, Grandfather?

OLD LODGE SKTH3

JACK CRAB2
WThat became of Buffelo Wazllow Women?

OLD LODGE S¥INS
Rubbecd out. nd VWhite ElX Woman,
t00. And Dirt on thc Kcose and
High Wolf anr?! many others.

JACK CRABB
Burns Red in thne n

Yes, rubbed out, an i
children, and many more.

JACK CRAB3
Do you h:te the vwhite men now,
Grandlathex»?

O1D LODG? SKIIS
No, but now I understand them. I
know they do not drive nway the
buffalo b5 nistake or rvb out
Human Beings because of a
misuncderstandsi

< .-

—-Aco
0ld Lodze Skins turns and gropes among buffzlo rches for
his medicine baz, finds it and begins to search through
it, his eyes staring off sightlessiyv. He pulls a2
ginger-haired scalp from the bag and hslds it up berc
JGC.;.
. OLD LOIGE SKIIS
(holding up scalp)

You sees this fine thing? 7You adnire

thie humanity of it. Becaure ...

the Humin Reinzs, ry son, believe

everrtivi~z is alive.

(#0RE)

S GhmliesDo andll P commum

- - . - - . . - -



206, CONTINUED : - : 4 206.

OLD LODGE SKINS (COI'T'D)

Not only men and animals but also
water and earth and stones and
also the dead things from them like
that hair. The man firom vhon this
hair came is bald on the Otlier Side,
because I now own his scalp. - That °
is ... the way things are.

(Jack grunts gravely,

and O0ld Lodge Skins

leans forward and

speaks with a deep

and unqualified

conviction)
But white men believe evervthine is
dead. Stones, ear<h, anir als and
people, even their own pecple. If
things try to live, white men wiil
rub them out. That is the difference
between vhite men and Human Beings.

Jack grunts in polite rmeditation.

OLD LODGE SXKINS (coxT!D)
(half 2 statement,
half a question)
You will stay with us, my son?

JACK CRABB
(a2 long pause) -
I ... don't knou, Grandfather,

DISSOLVE:
207. EXT. JACK'S TEZPEE IN A LARGE INDIAN VILLAGE. - DAY 207.

The village is carmped on the bank of the Washita River.
Jack Crabb sitting in the entrance of a teepee ard
looking iike an Incian. He wears dark paint to conceal
his white skin and a helme% made of a2 buffalo skull.
His Indian "son," now a year or so old, plays in the
background with deer bones. Sunshine, who is again
Veéry pregznant, is busy terding the child and Preparing
a bowl of food. Jack 1soks quite content; his eyes are
sleepily half-closed in the sunshine.

) OLD JACX CRAS3'S VOICE
A year later I was still with 'em.



’.“...g AN

208, EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE -FCLO E ON THE BABY - DAY 208.
OLD JACK CRADBB!'3 VOICE
After wanderint! all over irn constant
danger of bein' killed by white
settlers or white soldiers, we cone
to a pleace knowed as the Ind n Nations.
It was a tract of land in western
Oklahoma that had been give --
(a little pause, a
slight accent on this
word)
eos forever to the In
Congress and thc Pres
United States.
(no obvious irony,
but quietly) x
We was safe there. This was Indin
land ...
(again a little pause)
ess 85 luﬂé as grass grow, and wind
blow and the sky is blue.

ns by th
e of t

di
ident

209. EXT. JACK'S TEEPEZ - SUNSHINE AND JACK - DAY 209.

Sunshine stops preparing food, moves aside the bowl,
sits beside Jack and starts scraping a buffalo robe.

SUNSHINE
(feels of her
swollen belly)
Your new scn is kicking very hard
today. I think he wants to come
ouc and see his father.

JACK CRAEB
Tell him to wait till I finish
my ¢&'nner.

SUNSHINE
- I'1l tell hir, but I don't think

He'll wait nuch longer.

(speaxs to baby

gravely)
Stay in there, don't come osut till
your father eats. ’

(a bit slyly)
It's a good thinz I have a strong
brave hubbard vho buoings in so mu.h
came and foo4d.

CONTI:UED
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209. CONTINUED

A Y e a0 W W v e W W

) JACKK CRABB
(happily)
Mmmm-hmmm ...

SUKRSHINE
My strong husband brings in much
more than we nced, . .

JACK CRAEB
(sleepily)
Umm-mmm, be quiet, woman. I'™m
meditating.

SUNSHIKE

(silent for a moment,

but obviously has

something important

to say)
There are many Human Beings here,
many bands from many places. But
it's sad ... many husbands have
been rubbed out by the white man.

JACK CRABB -
(with mild annoyance)
The rattle of your tongue disturbs
me, woman. .

SUNSHINE
It's sad ‘because many women sleep
alone and cry. .

- JACK CRABB
(not really unkind,
calm, and matter-
of-fact)
Be silent now, or I'll beai you.

SUNSHINE
(pauses)

Yes, but I think my sisters are here,
s \; :

A JACK CRABB
(opens his eyes)
Your what? '

SUNSHINE
(meeklvy)
My sister: Digging Bear, Little
Elk and Ct 1 Woman. I think they
are here.

CCUTINUED



209.

210.

211.

CONTINUED ‘ _ 209.

' JACK CRABB
What do you mean, you thirnk they
are here?!

SUNSHINE

(very meekly)
You bring much more food than we
need. :

(Jack stares in

consternation and

Sunishine bows her

head, sniffling) :
It is very sad. They have no husband,
and they cry.

JACK CRABB
That's too bad! -- Inm sorry.

SUNSHINE
Digging Bear had a baby and lost it,
and so did Corn Woman. Poor Little
ElK never hag any baby at all.

JACK CRABB
All right, what do you want ne to
do about it?

SUNSHINE
(smiles) . :
I knew you would understand.

EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE - SUNSHINE - DAY | 210.

Rises, walks to the edze of the teepee and beckons.

Jack stares, slightly aghast. Sunshine'!s sisters one

by one come into view around the teepee. DIGGING BEAR

is a tall and handsome girl of about twenty, LITTLE ELK
is pretty and seens about sixteen, and CORN WOMAN is a
Plump and good-natured looking woman of about twenty-rive.
All gaze with meek and innocent hopefulness at Jack.

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
It was 01d Lodge Skins!' grean trying
to come true.

Jack stares in dawning horror, then suddenly turns on
his heel and walks awvay.

EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE - CLOSER Al ‘.E ~ ALL TXE SISTERS - 211.
DAY

Weeping.
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CONTINUED | 211.

Oh, poor ittle le don" cry
Ano poor Dlgglnﬂ Bear, Door Corn
Woman!

" Sunshire pats and comforts the weeping sisters.

212.

213.

EXT. - A DISTANCE FROM HIS TEEPEE - JACK CRABB =~ DAY 212.
He cautiously peers back over his shoulder.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

Them sisters would be there when I
got back -- I éidn't have no doubt
abouu that., But I was determined to
stay outa them buffalo robes,

(Jack wipes a trace

of sweat from his

foren~~d)

EXT. - TRACKING SHOT - JACK - DAY 213.

ID JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Three young ané healthy women, with
no nman for who knows how long ...
the very idear kinda shrunk me like
a spider on a hot stove.

Jack walks on rapidly past teepees through the camp of
another band. Again, he glances back over his shoulder
and shaiies his head but thls time his expression has an
unmistakable plous“ess, a touch of moral dlsanprobaulon.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
And I reckon it seemed wreng to me,
to -- or "immoral" as the Reverend
Pendrake would say. :

Jack walks on. He is leaving the camp of one band and

‘approaching another.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
But to the Cheverne it was moral, not
immoral. Uncder such condit 1ons, it
was my duty to be a husband to the
widowed sisters of my wife. That's
vhat made Sunshine so furicus -- 1
was behaving immorally, and cowardly,
too.

214, EXT. - ANOTH&R PART OF TEZ C4LlMP - JA . - DAY 214,

Valks rapidly, his brow knitted in puzzlemer .



215.

216.

217.

EXT. - LITTLE HORSE - DAY 215.

He is dressed in a very fancy white deerskin suit and
is staring at Jack. :

LITTLE HORSE
Vhy, it's Little Big Man!
(embraces Jack
enthusiastically) .
I hope a prairie dog bites me on
the toe if you aren't more :
hanésome than ever,

Little Horse talks entusiastically to Jack, petting him,
admiring the buffalo helmet, etc. -

OLD JACKX CRABB!S VOICE
It was Little Horse. He!d become a
real high-powered heemaneh.

'Excited and happy to see Jack, Little Eorse turns toward

another Indian a few feet away washing clothes at a
river bank.

LITTLE HORSE
Younger Bear, come here! 1It's Little
Big Man!

EXT. RIVER-BANK - YOUNGER BEAR - DAY N 216.
He turns and recognizes Jack, and winces in pain.

EXT. RIVER-BANK - CLOSE ON JACK AND LITTLE HORSE - 217.
DAY : .

Little Horse leans over and speaks in an intimate fashion.

LITTLE HORSZ
He's not & contrary any more, he has
& wife. She's plump and works hard,
but henpeclks him terribly. Do you
have : wife?

JACK CRLERB
(a bit veary)
I sure do -~ and I got trouble at
horme worse'n henpeckin!,

LITTLE HORSE
Oh, Little Big Man, you poor thing.
Why don't you live with me and Itl1l
be your wife? °

~ JACY CRAB3
Thanks, but I got enodugh wives already.



218. EXT. INDIAN CANE - YOUNGER BEAR - DAY 218.

Walks toward Jagk and Little Horse, carrying his wash.
He stares.in surly annoyance at Jack.

YOUNGER BEAR
Just vhen I think you're dead and
the buzzards have eaten you, you
come back.

JACK CRABB
‘Yes, and I always will, until you
pay me the life you owe me.

YOUNGER BEAR
(flinches)
I have heard you.
(in deepest gloom)
Come to my teepee and eat.

219. EXT. INDIAN CAMP - TRACKING SHOCT - DAY 219.

Jack reluctantly goes along with Younger Bear, as Little
Horse strolls with them.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I had to accept. Me and Younger Bear
was caught in Cheyenne hospitality.

YOUNGER BEAR
I'm a very important man -- more
important than you. I have a wife
and four horses. : .

JACK CRARB
I have a horse ... and four wives.

YOUNGER BEAR
(a bit abashed)
Well, that may be ... but my wife is
a very goo94 one.
(points)
See? -- ther she is now.

Jack glances in the direction indicated by Yuunger Bear,
and an emptiness comes into his eyes.

220. EXT. YOUKGER BEAR'S TEEPEE - JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY - 220,
A plump, grimy-faced, yellow-haired "Indian" WIFE

standing in the entrance. She is scowling. In one

hand, she holds a dead duck.

CONTINUED



220. CONTINUED

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
It was Olra! I had found her at lasst.

OLGA
(2 real scold)
So there you are, you crawling
coyote! And what are we to eat --
this starved.duck? You good-for-
nothing loafer, I')11l teach you!?
(clouts Younger Bear
with the duck; glances
angrily at Jack, and
obviously does no%
recognize him ir his
black paint and buffalo
helmet) .
And who is this foslish beggar you
have brought here to steal what little
food we have? Tell him to do his
buffalo dance somewhere else!
(turns ts Younger Bear)
Do you hear?!
(clouts him again)
Clean this duck, you loafer!

221. EXT. -~ YOUNGER BEAR'S TZEPEE - OLGA - DAY

The three men stare a% her.

* OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Olga never did learn much English,

but she sure'n hell had learnt
Cheyenne.

YOUNGER BEAR
I don't understand i%, Usually
this woman is gentle as a dove,.
222, EYT. ENTRANCE OF TEEPEE - CLGA - DAY

Reappears., Now she has her children with her, a baby

-91-

220.

221.

222,

of about one year in her arms and a little girl of about

three whom she holds by the hand. The children are
extremely attractive. Both have relatively light skin
but dark hair. Olgza's angry exasperation is gone angd
now she is amiable. ’

oLca
(to Jack)
My words were not the words to
speak to a stranger. You stay
and eat,

Olza goes back in+ts the teepee with the children.
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223. EXT. - ANGLE AT YOUNGZR BEAR - DAY 223.

YOUIGVR BEAR
(cheered up)
You see what a good wife she is?
It's because I'm a wonderful lover.

"GO in my teepee and the will cook
the duck for you.

-

JACK CRABB
(hesitates for a
moment)
That's all right, I'm not hungry.

Younger Bear flinches umth embarrassment, shuts his eyes
tight, throws back his head and howls like a wolf with
shame. The half-p“uckea duck falls from his lap tc the

ground. He takes handsful of dirt and throws it over
his head and shoulders.

LITTLE HORSE
(in 2 low voice,
to Jc:C*’)
You've humiliated him again,

JACK CRABB
‘(nervously)
Goodbye, Younger Bear!

224k, EXT. - JACK AND LITTLE HORSE - DAY 224,
They move toward the fancy teepce of‘Little Horse.

JACK CRABB
(thinking harad)
Little Eorse ... where did Vouncer
Bear find his white wife?

LITTLE hORSn
White? She'!s not white, she's a
Human Being.

JACK CRAB3
I don't think so.

_ LITTLE HORSE
I'm certain she is. 'She was.captured
by the white soldiers the time Young
Bear was wounded,

JACK CRABB
Capturnj by the white soldiers?

CONTIITUED
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LITTLE HORS?
Yes, but she escaped and then she
walked many days in the middle of
the night to get back to the
Human Beings.

JACK CRABB
(thinking hard)
Maybe ... to get back to her
children?

LITTLE HORSE
Oh, no, she had the children with
her. She carried them through the
snow. I saw her -- her feet were
bleeding.

Jack stares off at nothing, 1ost in thought.

LITTLE HORSE (CONT’D)
You look tired, Little Big Man. Do
you want uO coﬂe into my teepee and
rest on soft furs?

JACK CRABB -
Thank you for inviting ne.

LITTLE EORSE
(accepts his answer
as ‘a po'lue refusal)
Well, i've got to fix my hair to
sing toniahu. Goodbye, Little
Big Man.

JACK CRAE3
Goodbye, Little Horse.

Jack turns and walks away, lost in reflection. A pensive,

but not whkolly sad, eyoreasicn is on his face,

OLD JACX CRAB3'S VOICE
And so, I finally found Olga.

225. EYT. CENTRAL CORRAL - DAY
Several hundred Indian poniss. Jack sees 01d Lodze

Szins seated on a blanket not far from the corral.
His new wife is erected his teepee

CONTINUED

225,
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225, CONTINUED | " 225,

JACK CRABB
Grandfather, why have you moved
your teepee so far from the band?

OLD LODGE SKINS : .
The ponles are trying to tell me
something.
JACK CRAEB
: (sits on blanket)
What's wrdng, Grandfather?

A OLD LODGE SKIKS
This is a bad place. Bitter water
and no game, ‘
(a2 pony NEIGHS and 014
Lodge Skins glances in
that direction and
frowns, then turns
gloomily back to Jack)
It amuses me. The whites are always
giving awvay land that didn't belong
to them to begin with. This land
really belongs to the Snzke people,
vho I know are our friends now, bui
they copulate with horses znd that
makes them strange to me.

JACK CRABB
(2 milg, ironic
smile, then with
tactful doubt)
Do they really do such a thing,
Grandfather?

. CLD LODGE SXINS
Of course, my scn, everyone knows
that. But the Snake women aren't
bad -- they're fat and their skin
is soft and they laugh a lot,
Except of course you have to keep
them away from horses.

. OLD JACK CRA4B3'S VOICE A
It's a little knowed face, but Indians
had as funny ideas about other tribes
as they did about white men.

226. EXT. THZ CORRAL - DAY 226.

The Ponies are very restless. A pony KEIGHS loudly
and anotner pony echoes the neigh.
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227. EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS' TEEPEE - OLD LODGE SKXINS AND 227.

228,

229,

JACK - DAY

OLD LODGE SXINS

Thé ponies keep trying to tell me
something. This is a very bad
Place. Last night I had a dream.
The ponies were dying, I heard then:
SCrean, .

A ‘ OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE -
I'd learnt to respect 01d Lodge Skins!
dreams, but for once we were in a
safe place. )

JACK CRABB
What could kill the ponies here?

OLD LODGE SKINS
I don't know.
(pulls blanket around
his shoulders)
I will sleep here tonight and
Perhaps the ponies will tell me.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE - EVENING 228,

Sunshine is cooking food in a pot. Little Elk is
sweeping the “front yard" with 2 rough straw broon, _
Corn Woman is carrying a pall of water and Digging Bear
is busily shaking dust from the buffalo robes. Jack .
strides in and speaks firmly to thenm.

JACX CRAB3B
Now, you will listen to nme,

(gravely) ,
Every man has his belief about what is
good and wvhat is bad, and it comes ‘from
the Great Spirit.

(2gain clears his

throat)
Ahhemm. All right. Kow. I believe
it is a verv bad thingz for one man
v0 have four wives. The Great Spirit
telis me it is bad and the Great
Spirit is never vrong,

EXT. JACX'S TEZPEE - SUNSHINE A!D HER SISTERS ~ 229.
EVENIKG

Sunchine steps forward; her esrression sad and resigned.
She speaks quietly to her sisters, whose heads are

bowed. . '

CONTIIED A
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231.

229.

..... -96~
CONTINUED _ - 229.
SUNISHINE
You must go. My huysband doesntt
like you.
JACK CRABB
You don!t understand, Sunshine.
The Great Spirit telle me it's
wrong, but I like them fine. °
SUNSHINE
(1istlessly)
He likes you, but the Great Spirit
tells him helpless widows must go
in shane.
EXT. JACK!'S TEEPEE - JACK CRARB - E'HHING 230.

JACK CRAEB

I didn't say they had to go at
once. If that would shame them,
they can stay --

(the sisters look up,

hopefully)
== but only for tonight, and I
will sleep on a blanket out here.

Jack sits to eat his dinner. Sunshine serves him food
with a bowed head and averted eyes. The sisters are
in the background. :

DISSOLVE:
EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE - JACK - NIGHT 231.

Sits by a campfire outside the teepese, a blanket draped
over nis shoulders. The SCUND of muted and muffled
feminine weeping can be h2ard on the track. Glumly,
Jack glances at the teepee. Sunshine comes from the
tezspe2 entrance. Tears are on her chaeks.

SUNSHINE
Haven't I been a good wife to you?

JAC¥ CRABE
Yes.

SULISHINE
Dicn't I give you one bezutiful
son already, and dun't I have another
one for you in my belly right now?

JACKX CRABB
(his answers hava become
progressively feebler)
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CONTINUED : S 231.

SUNSHINE
(sadly) .
Then why do you hate my sisters?
JACK CRABB
(miserably)

Well ... I don't know ... The -
Great Spirit ...

Sunshine starts to- walk off.

JACK CRABB (COWT'D)
Where are you going?

SUNSHINE
(simply)
Your son won't wait any longer.
He wants to see his father.

EXT. AWAY FROM TEEPEE - NIGHT ' 232.
Sunshine walks off and Jack stares after her.

EXT. JACK!'S TEEPEE - JACK - NIGHT . 233.
Slowly, his head turns toward the entrance.

. OLD JACK CRABB!'S VOICE
Sunshine, Indian style, was goin!
off in the bushes to have her baby.
As I watched her walk off ... it
come over me that the Great Spirit
vanted me to go in that teevpce.

INT. JACK'S TEEPEE - NICHT 23L,

It is dark. Jack moving amongst a pile of buffalo
robes.

JACK CRABB
All right, here I am. Who wants
to be first?

A censiderable coughing and throat-clearing is suddenly
heard in the darkness. '

JACK CRA®3 (CONT'!D)
Don't just cough, spealk up.
(reaches out and feels of a
dim robe-covered hump)
Who's this here?
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236.

237.

INT. JACK'S TEE?P

Barely visible.

LITTLE ELK
Itl's me.

JACK CRABB
Well, I reckon you'll do as well
as any.

INT. JACK'S TEEPEE - WIDER ANGIE - WIGHT

The hump
bat-wing
bat-wing

EE -~ CLOSE ON LITTLE ELK - NIGHT 235.

.236.

of buffalo robe rises like a dim, vague A
and naked arms embrace Jack firmly and the

Settles over him.

: OLD JACX CRABB'S VOICE
I figured she was the littlest one
and would be easy ... but Lord help
us, thgm young girls is deadlv.

'DISSOLVE:

INT. JACK'S TEEPEE - IT IS DARK -~ NIGHT

We can veguely see Jack'!s f
A bare arm is around h

on his forehead.

. OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
However, the Great Spirit was with

. me, and I survived.

(Jack Crabb sighs sleepily)
Only thing was, just as I was about
to drift off real peaceful, the .
coughin' in that tespse started up’
sorethin! terrible,

Jack props up on zn elbow in the dimness, and
reach for hin.

LITTLE ELK
No ... you wait.

JACX CRABB

Honey, I'm sorry. There!s other
demands on my services.

No ... »t yet .

CONTZIN

237.

ace and part of his head.
is neck and perspiration shines

arms

UzZD
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CONTINUED . 237.
JACK CRABB
(gently)
Maybe I can get back later.
' OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Idle boastin!, I assure you.
INT. WIDE ANGLE - JACK ~ NIGHT ' 238.
Dimly seen crawling amongst the lumps of buffalo
robe. We perceive him reach out and feel a lump.
JACK CRABB
Wno's this here?
DIGGING BEAR
(eagerly) :
It's me, Digging Bear!
We see Jack again enveloped in a dim bat-wing of
buffalo robe, as new naked arms reach for him and
encircle him.
OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Well, she wasn't called Diggint
Bear for nothin', I can tell you
that.
DISSOLVE:
INT. JACK!S TEEPEE - NIGHT : - 239.

We can dimly perceive Jack lying limp on his back,
glazed eyes more or less focused on the slanting poles
of the teepee ceiling. Considerable perspiraticn shines
on his forehead and a dark head is on his shoulder. The
head snugzles with lazy Joyous sensuality and lips move
at Jack's ear.

DIGGING BEAR
Stay here. Corn Woman is too tired.

CORN WOMAN'S VOICE
Ahhemm, AHED24

JACK CRABB
She don't sound tired to me.

DI 3ING BEAR
'1.‘,!' -

slyly)
That's not her, that Little Elk.

CONTIRUZD
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CONTINUED , ' 23'9.

Vie hear coughing from tuo sources.

JACK CRABB
That's both of 'em.
(speaks into the darkness)
Little Elk, go on to sleep =--
(to Digging Bear)
-~ and you, too.

Digging Bear sighs and reluctantly releases Jack. He
crawls dimly among the buffalo robes.

JACK CRABB (CONT!'D)
(with an extra solemnity)
Where are you, Corn Woman?

The largest bat-wing of them all rises in the air 11ke
a shadow before Jack's dim form.

CORN WOMAN
Ahhemm ... I!m right here

The Bat-wing gently subsides over Jack in the Darkness.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

(in a tone of pensive

reminiscence)
I reckon Corn Woman was the least
good-lookin'® of all Sunshine'!s sisters.
She wasn't pretty like Little Elk or a .
real handsome girl like Diggin' Bear ---
but that Jjust goes to show you can't
never judge a woman by looks.

SLOY FADE OUT:

OLD JACK CRAB3B'S VOIC= (CCXNT:D)
I was lucky I come acrost her last.

FADE IN:
INT. JACK'S TEEPEE - DAY | 2L0.

The sleeping lumps of Little Elk and Digging Bear

can be seen in the background-behind Jack who is
snugly enclosed with Corn Woman. Jack sleepily turns
his head as a shadow appears in the entrance of the
teepee.

INT. JACK'S TEZPEE - SUNSHINE - AY : 2ka,
She has a blanket wrapped around h2r. Bits of twig are
in her hair ana pe rspiration has left streams thrcugh

the dirt on her face.
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CONT INUED o - o41.

This shot does not reveal that she is carrying a

bundle under her blanket. A shy but exalted smile is .
on her face. She walks on into the teepee and sits
beside Jack, then reaches out and gently smoothes her
sleeping sister's hair. Sunshine 1ifts her eyes to Jack.
They are welling with tears.

SUNSHINE
(softly)
The others, too?

JACK CRAR3
Yes. :

i SUNSHINE
(happy and proud)
knew you were a good man.
(opens the blanket and-
holds out a small bundle
to Jack)
Here is your new son.

INT. JACK'S TEEPEE -~ JACK AND SUNSHINE - DAY - 2h2,

As Jack takes the bundle and stares down at it in
silence.

EXT. JACK'S TEEPEE - JACK - DAY - 243,

Walks out of the tespee with the bundle into a very.
hazy dawn; Sunshine follows.

JACK CRABB
His eyss are alresady open.

SUNSHINE
How else can he see his father?

JACK CRABB
(swallows; obviously moved)
He's a beautiful son ...

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

It was the best night of my life.
I reckon I come pretty close to
turnin! pure Indian arnd I probtly
would of spent the rest of my d- s
with Sunshine and her sisters .

(a distant neigh of a

horse is heard, and Jack

glances up)
But sometimes ... grass doa't grow,
wind cdon't blow and ths sky ain't
blue. .

..I'
L
4l
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EYT. WASHITA CAMP - THE INDIAN PONIES - DAY -1V S

NEIGHING loudly and milling in nervous fear in the
rough corral. In the background we see the encampment
along the river, the teepees ghost-like among drafts
of early morning fog. A few bewildered, half-dressed
men, women and children emerge from the teepees and
stand looking around in puzzlement.

EXT. BACK AT JACK'S TEEPEE - DAY . - 245,
' JACK CRAEB
Something's wrong with the ponies.
Wolves?

more NEIGHING; a lock of

sudden alarm comes on Jack's

face) :
My grandfather is. down there!
Stav here, do you understand?!
Don't leave the teepee!

EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS! TEEPEE - OLD LODGE SKINS - DAY 2.46.

Sitting in the entrance of his teepee near corral.
The NEIGHING of the ponies is very loud.

EXT. TRAVELING SHOT - JACK - DAY 247.

Runs through the camp to OLD LODGE SKINS.

JACK CRABB ,
(panting for breath) -
Grandfather =- what'!s wrong with
the ponies? :

OLD LODGE SKINS
(sightless eyes gazing
ahead)
Don't you hear it, my son?

At first, nothing can be heard except the frightened
neighing of the ponies. But then ... slowly, eerily,

a strange noise becomes audible. It is the grotesgue
SOUND of a brass band -- trumpets, flutes and drums.

The tune is "Garry Owen", and the effect is hallucinatory,
gruesome, eerie. An expression of unbelieving horror is
on Jack's face as he stands there, paralyzed. And then,
the merrily grotesque martial 1ilt of the brass band

is suddenly drowned by a spine-chilling ROAR. Jack's
eyes open wide as he sees something through the for.

EXT. INDIAN CAMP - CHARGE - FOGGY DAY : 248.

CUSTZR, in a resplendent uniform, is on a huge white
horse at the head of the line, saber raised. He lowers
the saber in a signal to fire and all hell brezks locse.
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EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS' TEEPEE - JACK AND OLD LODGE olg,
SKINS - FOGGY DAY _ - '

JACK CRABB
Grandfather, get inside! The white
soldiers are attacking us! '

OLD LODGE SKINS
(calmly) i
I know, and that puzzles me. I
. wonder why I didn't see them in
my dream.

JACK CRABB
(desperately)
Grandrfather, please!

OLD LODGE SKINS
Why bother, my son? It'!'s a good
day to die.

Jack manages to get the reluctant old man half to
his feet. _ :

EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS' TEEPEE -- A MOUNTED CAVALRYMAN - 250.
FOGGY DAY )

Raises his pistol, takes deliberate aim at Jack and
pulls the trigger. The pistol misfires with a click.
Jack jumps up, grabs the barrel of the pistol and pulls
the soldier from his horse. 01d Lodge Skins calmly .
sits back down as ‘Jack and the GRIZZLED CAVALRYMAN tumble
and roll on the ground nearby. Struggling desperately,.
Jack manages to tear the pistol away from the Grizzled
Cavalryman and hits him over the head with it, knocking
him senseless. At this moment, a SECOND CAVALRYMAN
FIRES his rifle at Jack and missas. Other cavalryman
ride forward and Jack breaks free and half-runs and
half-crawls beneath the bellies of the horsss and

around to the rear of 0ld Lodge Skins' teepee.

EXT. ENTRANCE OF OLD LODGE SKINS' TEZPEE - OLD TODGE 251.
SKINS - FOGGY DAY »

Squatting just outside the entrance, staring sightlessly
and calmly azhead while the horses of the cavalrymen

rear and mill in confusion. The soldiers ignore the

old man.

INT. OLD LODGE SXIIS! TEEPEE - JACK - DAY 252,
Jaclt =- evidently he has liftea the buffalo skins and
crawvled into it frem the rear. Now he reaches out and
graos 0ld Lodge Skins.and drags him back into the tzepee.

CONTINUED



-

252.

CONTINUED

JACK CRABB - -
We'lve got to get to the river,
somehow!

OLD LODGE SKINS
(with serene calm)
Sit dowm beside me, my son, and
we vill smoke. -

‘He starts to fix a pipe.
JACK CRABB
Grandfather, have you lost your

wits? Ve've got to get to the r
bank before they turn back!

OLD LODGE SKINS

T e Y e Y e Y et Yt T T e T e gy W e
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252.

iver

I am blind and cannot fight. But

I won't run. If it is my day to
die, I want to éo it here within
a circle.

Jack stares in a quandary as 0ld Lodge Sk

ins serénely

lights his pipe and takes a meditative puff. In

desperation, thinking hard, Jack leans to

JACK CRABB
Grandfather -- the river is part
of the great circle of the water
of the earth!

OLD LODGE SKINS

ward him.

]

That!s true. But the soldiers would

kill us before we could get to t
river,

JACK CRABB
Grandfather, you didn't see the

he

soldiers in your dream -- and that

means thev can't see vou now!

OLD LODGE SXINS
(interested)
Do you think so?
JACK CRABB

Yes! Vhat else could your dream

mean, Grandiather?

OLD LODGE SKINS
(nods thoughtfully)
My son, I think you're right.

Co

A daatred S &4 Soonl
Lol LUl
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252. CONTINUED o 252,

: JACK CRAEB
Then let's go to the great
circle o the river! :

OLD LODGE SKINS
(smiles)
Invisible. TItve never been
invisible before.

JACK CRABB
Let's go, Grandfather!

. OLD LODGE SKINS
All right. But first I'11 get
my medicine.

Jack Crabt stares in an agony of exasperated impatience
as the o0ld man calmly proceeds to fumble around on the
floor of the teepee for various items of medicine --
coyote skulls, bear claws, scalps, etc. :

JACK CRABB
Grandfather, please hurry!

OLD LODGE SKINS
There'!'s no hurry, my son. Now oo
where is my wolf-tooth necklace?
It was here last night. :

Jack crawls around, hesperately looking fer the wolf-tooth
necklace. : )

JACK CRAR3 4
I can't find it! We've g0t to leave!

OLD LODGE SKINS
I won't go without nmy wolf-tooth
necklace. The white soldiers can
kill me, but they can't have ny
Property.
(finds necklace)
Ahh! Here it is.

JACKX CRABB
(staring.out of the teepee
entrance, sags wanly)
It's too late -- the soldiers are
back. We're cut off.

... OLD LODGE SKINS
That doesn't matter, we're invisible.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED _ 252.

Before Jack can stop hlm, ~o1d Lodge Skins smiles and
walks from the teepee, medicine bag draped over his
shoulder.

JACK CRABB
(horrified,
Grandfather, wait

EXT. OLD LODGE SKINS' TEEPEE - JACK - FOGGX DAY 253.

Hurries after 0ld Lodge Skins and grabs him by the arm.
Too late -- they are w=2ll outside of the teepee and
white cavalrymen are 2ll around them. The soldiers

pay no attention to them. 01d Lodge Skins smiles in the’
direction of the snortlnu horses and walks on, as Jack
in a paralyzed daze walks beside him. The soldiers a2ll
seen busy elsevhere. One mounted cavalryman glances idly
at the., frovns slightly and rubs his jaw, as if he
cannot quite understand it. His horse snorts and 0ld
Lodge Skins smiles amiably in his direction. Jack, head
bowed and shoulders shrunk, walks on with the o0ld man.

EXT. TRAVELING SHOT -~ OLD LOLGE SXINS AND JACK - 254,
FOGGY DAY : )

Walk among the Cavalry.

OLD JACX CRABB'S VOICE
I know it!s ridiculous, but them
soldiers never lifted a hand to
stop us. I reckon it was so crazy
they coulén!t figure it out. Or maybe
they thought we was prisoners, or
even friendlies since 01d Lodge Skins
was grinnin' at 'em like a coon ...

They walk calmly into willow bushes along the river bank.
White cavalirymen ride here and there in the backg*ound
==. A look of petrified amazement is on Jack'!s face,

but 01d Lodge Skins continues to smile, obv1ously
delighted with his medicine.

OLD JACK CRABE'S VOICE (CONT'D)
Or maybe we really was invisible.
All I know is we walked right through
'em to the river.

EXT. RIVERBANK - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKIN'S - FOGGY 255.
DAY

They take cover in dense willow bushes along the
riverbank. They are hip-deep into the water.

CO a't d- IITU.: !
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255. CONTINUED 255.

OLD LODGE SKINS
That was extremely enjoyable.

- " JACK CRABB

‘(heaves a profound sigh)
I'm glad you liked it, Grandfather.

SOUND of approaching horses hooves. Jack grabs 0ld
Lodge Skins by the arm and pulls him down, then peers
anxiously through the bushes. :

256. EXT. RIVERBANK - JACK'S P.0.V. - FOGGY DAY 256.

Custer, a CAPTAIN and a YOUNG LIEUTENANT mounted on
huge horses. The horses bend their heads to the water
and drink. Custer and the OFFICERS now half-face the
CAMERA, about thirty feet away from the willow bushes
that conceal Jack and 0ld Lodge Skins.

CUSTER )
Captain -- do we have the Indian
ponies secure?

. HANDSOME CAPTAIN
Yes, sir, we have them all.

CUSTER
(utterly calm, almocst
casual)
Shoot them.’

HANDSOME CAPTAIN
(startled)
I beg your pardon, sir?

CUSTER
That is my decision, Captain.
I shz1l1l shoot the ponies.

HANDSOME CAPTAIN
But sir!

CUSTER
Go and do it.

HANDSOME CAPTAIN
(stares coldly at Custer,
then salutes)
Yes, sir!

Custer stares out across the river, ignoring the Captain
as he rides off. The Young Lieutenant seems even more
horrified than the Capvain. He stares in shock at Custer.
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257T. EXI. RIVERBANK - C.U. JACK - FOGGY DAY 257.

As he stares with narrowed eyes through the bushes
at Custer. Jack's illusions about Custer are gone.

258. gXT. RIVZRBANK - CUSTER AND YOUNG LIEUTENANT - FOGGY 258.
AY

- ' CUSTER )
Ponies are essential to these
primitive people, Lieutenant.
Without ponies, they starve.

YOUNG LIEUTENANT
(a long pause, then
drops his eyes)
Yes, sir.

CUSTER
(now glances at the
Lieutenant with a faint
smile)
Does my decision strike you as
needlessly cruel, Lieutenant?

YOUNG LIEUTENANT
(very uncomfortable under
, Custer'!s gaze)
Vell, I ... it?'s not for me to
say, sir.

CUSTER
I assure you the decision is
essential. The American Plains
Indian is too stubborn to be

civilized.
YOUNG LIEUTENANT
(meekly
Yes, sir.
CUSTER
(frovms)

Young man, your self-righteous piety
is commencing to annoy me.

YOUNG LIEUTENANT
(bewildered)
I ... 1Ididn't say anything, sir.

CUSTER
(with cold indignation)
You think it's shocking to shoot a
few ponies? Well, let me tell you
that the wemen are far more important
than the poniz2s. The point is they
bread like rats. .
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EXT. RIVERBANK ~ JACK - FOGGY DAY 259.

iatches with a stricken look.

YOUNG LIEUTENANT'!S VOICE
Sir, I ... I'm sorry ...

EXT. RIVERBANK - CUSTER AND YOUNG LIEUTENANT - FOGGY 250.
DAY ' .

There is something decidedly, if faintly, paranoid about
his insistence on finding opposition where there is none.

CUSTER
However, this is a lezal action,
Lieutenant. The men are under
strict orders not to shoot the women.
_ (with equenimity)
...Unless, of course, they refuse
to surrender. :

EXT. RIVERBANK - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - FOGGY 261.
DAY ‘ :

Jack reactis in horror.

JACK CRARB
(2 whisper, to himself)
Sunshine ...

EXT. RIVERBANK - CUSTER AND YOUNG LIEUTENANT - FOGGY 262.
DAY

CUSTER

(firmly)
History will confirm that the larger
moral right is ours. The misfortune
of these primitive people, although
deplorable, is a small thing compared
to the growth of 2 great Christian
nation.

(fixes the Young Lieutenant

with a steely, dominating

geze)
Isn't ... that ... correct??

YOUNG LIEUTENA™T
(very feebiy)
Yes, sir.

Custer * rns his horse and rides off, followed by the
Young L. :itenant. At this moment, a solitary shot RINGS
OUT and a horse SCREANS. Then, another SHOT, and another
== and more SCREAMS, until the track is filled with the
SOUND of continuous shots and a horrifying blend of
Screaming horses.
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g}g. RIVERBANK - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - FOGGY 263.
\ :
JACK CRABB- .

The man is crazy, Grandfather.

(a panicky look comes in his
eyes) A :

Welve got to get down the river! --

Sunshine and her sisters are alone

in the teepee! .

(with even greater horror)

And my new son ... both my sons ...
(looks around in desperation,
sees a floating log and grabs it)

Hold onto this, Grandfather!

EXT. RIVERBANK - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - FOGGY 264,
DAY

The old man holds onto the logz. They float off down the
river, Jack swimming and pushing at the log as 0ld Lodge
Skins hangs on.

EXT. INDIAN CAMP - FOGGY DAY 265.

A nightmare scene of destruction =-- burning teepees,
dead Indian bodies on the ground. In the background we
see the log float by on the river. The heads of Jack
and 01d Lodge Skins are apparently on the other side of
the log, not visible. :

EXT. JACKX AND OLD LODGE SKINS IN THE RIVER - FOGGY  266.
DAY ' : .

They are aspproaching a very small brush-grown sandbar
in the middle of the river, only a few feet wide. Jack
grabs out at bushes, stopping the log. The tiny island
is directly across the slope upon which Jack's teepes
is erected. :

EXT. SANDBAR - C.U. JACK -~ FOGGY DAY 267.

As he peers empty-eyed with horror and helplessness
through the bushes at his teepee.

EXT . SANDBAR - JACK'S P.0.V. - FOGGY DAY | 268.

Little Elk lies dead on the ground twenty feet from
the teepee. Corn Woman lies dead beside her. The side
flap of the teepee opens and Digging Bear crawls out
and runs, her hair burning. A soldier raises his rifle
end FIRES at her and she falls.

EXT. SANDBLR - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - FOGGY DAY 269.

JACKX CRABB
They': . killing them, Grancdfather.
But I don't see Sunshine ...
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EXT.. SANDBAR - JACK'S P.0.V. - FOGGY DAY ' 270.

Jack's teepee, now burning high. Sunshine emerges from
the other side at a spot not so visible to the soldiers.
She has a bundle in her arms and her older baby in a sling
on her back. Swiftly, she runs around the soldiers toward
the river. For a moment the soldiers do not see her.

A grizzle-faced SERGEANT stoops and takes a bracelet from
Little Elk's wrist. Sunshine runs past him on toward the
river.

EXT. SAND3AR - C.U. JACK - FOGGY DAY 271.

JACK CRABB
(an- agonized whisper)
Run, Sunshine, runt

EXT. JACK'S P.0.V. - FOGGY DAY 272.

To Sunshine as she runs. She is much closer %o the

river == but now a sudden dizzyish pan of the CAMERA

back to the Grizzled Sergeant. He has seen Sunshine.

He raises his rifle. Cut to Sunshine as she reaches

the sand and runs on into shallow water. Cut to Grizzled
Sergeant as he carefully aims, and FIRES. Cut to Sunshine
as she stumbles to her knees in the water, then rises and
struggles on toward deeper water. Back to the Sergeant
who FIRES AGAIN, and cut to Sunshine as she is hit and
falls head first into deeper water. The Grizzled Sergeant
FIRES AGAIN, and AGAIN, and AGAIN. Then, satisfied, he
lowers the rifle, turns his back and begins to reload.

EXT. SANDBAR - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - FOGGY DAY 273.
Jack stares emptily., '

JACK CRABB
(with an unnatural calm)
They killed them, Grandfather.
They killed them all.

Jack shuts his eyes, leaning forward, his forehead and
the side of his face in the mud.

OLD LOCGE SKINS
Itis very sad, my son. I will
mourn them with you.

EXT. RIVER - LONG SHOT - FO3GY DAY : 274,

A log floating off down th2 river. We see a glimpse
of two heads on the far side of the log. The shot
maxes clear that Jack and 0ld Lcdge Skins have gotten
safely away down river frcm the scene of the massacre.

DISSOLVE:
ExXT. RIVERBAIK - A SOLDL. ? -~ LATE AFTERNOCN 275.

- o pemy

of water. Jack suddenly looms INTO the
n 3 .

i1
1s himsel? towzrd th2 soldier.

T e g gy g PP S, GUp & PRPP,



l:: -

275.

276.

277.

278.

-l1l2-

CONTINUED ' 275,

Jack knocks the soldier senseless with the willow club.
Jack quickly takes off the soldier's uniform and puts it
on himself. Tracesz of Indian paint are still on his face.
He rubs at the paint with a bandana taken from the soldier,
puts the soldier's cap on his head.

EXT. CUSTER'S CAMP - TRAVELING SHOT - JACK - LATE 276.
AFTERNOON .

Walking along through rows of pup-tents past numerous
white cavalrymen, cap down over his face. Jack
approaches a large tent, in which Custer himself sits
on a small stool, pen in hand, as he writes a report.

A large, skeptical-eyed Captain steps in front of Jack.

SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
Where are you going, Soldier?

JACK CRAB3
(head bowed to hide
his face)

I have a message for the Gen'ral.

Jack tries to walk on by, but the Skeptical Captain
reaches out anu takes him by the arm.

. SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
Wait a minute.
(1ifts up Jack's cap)
What's that on your face?

EXT. CUSTER'S CAMP - GROUP SHOT - LATE AFTERNOON .. 277.

Several nearby soldiers walk up and stand close to
Jack, hostile eyes on him. It is impossible for Jack
to get any closer to Custer.

JACK CRAB3
Mud, sir.

SKEPTICAL CAPTATN
That isn't mud, that's Indian paint.
(reaches out and pulls the
knife from Jack'!s belt
and looks at it) .
And this is an Indian knife. What's
your company?

The soldiers seize Jack.
EXT. CUSTER'S CAMP - LATF AFTENC( - 278.
Custer leaves his tent.

JACK CRAB3

My ccmptny?
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279. EXT. - CUSTER'S CAMP - GROUP SHOT - LATé AFTERNOON 279.

SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
Yes, your company, and the name
of your commanding officer.

. CUSTER
Vhat's the trouble, Captain?

. : SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN.
I think we have a renegade here, °
General. He's wearing Indian paint
and he doesn't know his compzany or .
- his commanding officer. N

CUSTER
(bored) ‘
Take him out and hang him.

He turns to go.

JACK CRABB
Gen'ral, don't you remember me?
I'm Jack Crabb, the mule-~skinner!

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOIC=
I was determined to stay alive :
long enough to Kill him. -

CUSTER
(glances back with a frown)
Mule-skinner? '

JACK CRABB
(with earnest sincerity)
Yes, sir! -- I applied for a2 job
2s scout, but you could tell my
true occupation just by lookin!
at me,

CUSTER
(as he recognizes JACK)
I believe I do remember that.
(frowns)
How did you become a renegade

(2]

2 JACK CRABB
‘Gen'ral, I ain't a renegadz! I was
capturad by the Cheyenne and held
prisoner! They stuck cactus thorns
in me for three days and I laughe’
and beggad 'em to keep doin' it!

. CUSTER
(frowns)
You lauched?
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CONTINUED . 279,

JACK CRABB
I laughed my head off. Otherwise
I vouldn't be here.

CUSTER
That is plausible.

(a long pause, then solemnly)
Gentlemen, it is difficult to admit
to an error. I am thankful I :
directed ny attention to this matter,
because --

(it is not an apology for himself

-- he directs a steely gaze upon

the Captain)

-- Captain, your summary Jjudgment
was wholly mistaken. This man

is obviously telling the truth and
is obv1ousIv lnnoceqt. Now, aren't
you glad that I saw fit to question
him more closely?

SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
Yes, sir.

CUSTER
Captain, please be more careful in
the future.

As Custer stares with.weary reproach aﬁ the chastened
Skeptical Captain.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. - CUSTER'S CAMP - JACK - NIGHT ’ 280.

Now dressed in hand-me-down civilian clothes. He edges
away from a campfire. In 2 "casual' manner, Jack walks

round the supply teni, and we s22 him look back, alert,
eyes narroved with purpose. His xnife has been returned
to him and this is stuck in his belt. He walks through
the mud to the rear of the tents.

. EX?. - CUST=ER'S TEKNT - JACH - NIGHT 281.

Walks up to a SENTRY who stands guard thirty feet or
so from the side of Custer's tent.

JACK CRABB
The Gensral's tea.

The Sentry nods and Ta : walks on. Jack strolls around
the cornsr of Custer's large tent, beyond sight of the
Sentry. Now he pauses as he stares ahezad.
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22, EXT, - CUSTER'S TENT - JACK'S P.0,V. - CUSTER - NIGHT 282,

He is seated on a large log outside his tent before a
burning fire. He 1s naked from the waist up and is
absorbed in vriting a letter. Briefly, he pauses angd
twists his shoulders and reaches a hznd around his sige

and rubs at his back, as if it aches.

283. Ex7. - CUSTER'S TENT - JACK - NIGHT

In the shadows, stares intently at CUST=R. His hang

slowly moves to the knife at his belt and closes on
the handle. -

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
There the man was, at my mercy. .
Just a little closer, and nothin?®
could save him.

Jack!s teeth are gritted, his eyes narrowed with
murderous intent. Silently, he walks forward, the

Cup of tea in his hand and the knife behind him. The
CAMERA follows him as he walks silently up to Custer,

Jack stands directly behind Custer, a look of
murderous triumph on his face.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I had hinm. ‘

Slowly, Jack raises the knife.

284. EXT. - CUSTER'S TENT - C.U. CUSTER'S BACK - NIGHT

283 .

284,

It is Painfully naked, painfully vulnerable, very, very

bare and very, very helpless. The shot holds ... on,

and on, and on, but nothing happens, no knife is pPlunged

into that bare Pink back.
285. EXT. - CUSTER'S IENT - E.C.U. JACK - NIGHT

The knife is raisag high but the look of murder is

gone -- an expression of sick, paralyzed horror is on

Jack!s face as he stares down at Custer!s back.

- CUSTER
(holds out a careless hand,
without turning around)
I'1l take the tea now, Corporal.

JACK CRABB
(in a 1low tone)
Yes, sir,

286. EXT. - CUSTER'S TENT - TWO SHOT - JACK AKD CUSTER -~
NIGHT : S

'OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
I couldn't do it.
(MORE)

COoMN T s
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JACK CRABB'S VEICE (CONT'D)
more reason to kiill,

but I couldn't make myself drive a

" kKnife into that

Jack lowers the knife angd

helpless back,

puts it behind his back as he

hands the cup of tea to Custer. Custer half-glances
around to take the tea, but he is absorbed in his letter
€ Jack. Custer drops the lumps

and does not seem to notic
of sugar into his tea ang
aloof, bored superiority o

stirs it, an expression of
n his face. - ‘

287. EX7T. - CUSTER'S TENT - C.U. CUSTIER - NIGHT

He stirs the tea. He glan

ces césually over his

shouléer -- and instantly freezes. Eyelids hoodad,

he stares at Jack in the £
campfire.

' CUs

(very sortl

What are you doi
mule-skinner?

JAC
Nothin ’ ® e o I s o
tea, Gen'ral.

lickering light of the

TER
)
ng up here,

K CRABB
« I brought you your

288. EXT. - CUSTER'S TENT - TWO SHOT - CUSTER AND JACK

NIGHT

.

The two men stare at each

flickering orange light of the campfire.

bore into Jack like cold s

JAC

other like statues in the
teel gimlets.
K CRABB

And I ... ah, wanted to thank you
again for sparing my life.

Cuzter puts down the cup or tea, turns to face Jack

Cirectly.

CUSTER
Sgyes relentlessly fixed on
acx; still, very softly)
Vhy are you standing to the side?

Turn this way.

Jack has no choice. Slowly, he turns, and Custier's
eyes drop to the Indian knife stuck in Jackts belt.

CUSTER (CONT'D)

You came up here
you?

to Kill me, didn't

(2 thin smile)
And you lost your nerve.
MORE)

CONTINUZD
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CONTINUED . 288.

CUSTER (centtp)
(folds his arms with a

conteaptuous superiority,
enjoying himself)
Vell, I was correct in a sense.
You're a renegade, but you're no
Cheyenne Brave. .

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Custer was right. I was a total
failure as an Indian.

CUSTER
Do I hang you?
(reflects a moment longer,
~then coldly)
I think not. Get out of here.

Jack stares in utter amazement, his mouth open.

JACK CRARB
(amazed and almost indignant)
You're not going to hang me?

Custer sits back dovmn and picks up his letter and the cup
of tea as calmly serene as if nothing has happened.

: CUSTER
It would embarrass my command.
Your miserable life is not worth a
reversal of a Custer decision.

Jack stares emptily as Custer takes a sip of tea.

OLD JACKX CRABB!'S VOQICE
That was the worst thing he could of
done to me. There wasn't notnin'
left of my self-respect at all.

Head bowed as if he has been struck, Jack turns and
walks off.

DISSOLVE
EXT. - RAIN - STREET OF FRONTIZR TOWN - DAY 289.

It is bustling with activity. There is a great commerce
in buffalo skins. Wagenloads are moving through ths
town. New-rich dealers are trading furiously. Umbrellas
protect their unusually new clothes. Buffalo hunters

in buckseskin are Visible as well as the filthy skinners.
In contrast, various Indian "friendlies" in white man's
clothes, half-drunk, stagger about or sit in the rain.
The drunkast of the lot is Jack. His clothsg ars cheap
ard worn, .
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289. CONTINUED 289.

Ve see him without success beg money from &
merchant. A blow from one of the skinners sends him
into the mud. He tries to convert his embarrassment
into a comic incident ang prances like a pony in the
filth. There is general laiaghter but no noney.

. OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
I couldn't go back to the Indians,

80 I went back to the white world e
and became a drunk.

290. EXT. - RAIN - DOORWAY OF A SALOON - WILD BILL 290.
HICKOCK - DAY ' . :

Staring at Jack, depressed by what he sees.
291. EXT. - RAIN - STREET - JACK - DAY 201.

Threads his way to the sicdswalk and sits. The rain
from ths overhang drenching him. Wild Bill Hickock
appears. . :

292. EXT. - RAIN - SIDEWAIX - DAY A - 292,

WILD BILL HICKOCK

(with mild, wry irony)
You're a sad sight, Hoss. You
should have stuck to sodey pop.

JACK CRABB
(moistens dry lips; he is
really in dismal shape)

- How are things with you, Rill?

WILD BILL HICKOCK
Fine. I've changed my ways, Hoss.
I have a young, beautiful wife.

. JACK CRAB3
That's good. '
(he sits on the wooden
sidewalk, shaking)
Bill ... I need a drink worse
than the breath of life itself.

WILD BILL EICKOCK
It just doesn't set well with me to
see an old friend crink himself to death.

JACK CRLBB
(moistens his lips and
painfully swallows)
Bill ... I need a drink ... I need
it ba-ag, Bill.

COXNTILUED
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292. CONTINUED | 292.

295.

T WILD BILL HICKOK
- (tosses a gold coin
upon Jack's stomach)
Okay, here's twenty dollars Get
gloriously drunk =--

Jack stares up in amazement .

WILD BILL HICKOK
But first, go across the street
to the barber and have a bath,
then buy yourself some clothes
and come see me at the saloon.

JACK CRAEBB
Sure, Bill, sure ...

WILD BILL HICKOK
(turns to go. then
looks back
I do know one thing, Hoss. Any
damn fool can drink himself to
death.

Wild Bill turns and walks away, as Jack stares after him.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TOWN STREET - DRY GOODS STORE - JACK - DAY 293.

Emergss. He looks greatly improved;'he has had a

bath, a shave and a haircut and he wears modest but

neat new clothes. The rzin has stopped but the
puddles are still evident. :

-

4

INT. SALOON - JACK - DAY | 25
Enters.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Wild Bill was right, of course, and
I decided to try my best to get
loose from John Barleycorn.

He glan~es at the bar but resists temptation and walks
on into the backroom. '

INT. BACKROCM OF SALOON - DAY 205.
Wild Bill Hickok and four or five men playing poker.

Jack enters. Wild Bill rises from his chair and
takes Jack off to one side so they can talk in private.
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INT. BACKROOM OF SALOON - JACK AND WILD BILL - DAY 296.

WILD BILL HICKOK

- (in a quiet, confidential

tone) . .
Hoss, I want you to do me a
confidential favor. It's g delicate
matter involving a widow. She needs
a train ticket out of town. Give
her this. : :

Wild Bill hands Jesok a leather purse of gold coins.

- JACK CRABB
Sure, Bill.

WILD BILL HICKOK
(glances around and
- Quietly) A '
My new, beautiful wife is violentlv
. Jealous. And me and the widow ...
well, she's quite a widow.

JACK CRABB
I think I uncderstand what you mean,
Bili.

WILD BILL HICKOX

(leans toward him ang

in a very confidential tone)
Hoss, she's g great little widow --
50 much so I don't vwant the temptation
of seeing her again. Her name isg
Lulu Kane; you'll fing her in the
"big yellow house next to the church.

JACK CRABB
I'11 take this to her right now,
Bill.
WILD BILL HICKOX
Good. :
INT. SALOON - Day 297.

Wild Bill Hickok returns to his place at the poker
table and Jack walks out of the backroom. We see g
pPimply-faced 307.

Jack walks through the front main room of the saloon.

He glances toward the bar and his walk slows as temptation
CAMes upon him. Jack stops, moistens his lips, then

£ zhs and begins to walk on. At this moment a shot RINGS
C ', followed almost immediately by a SCRELM and ths
SOUND of a table upturning.
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INT. SALOON -~ JACK - DAY 208.
He turns and runs to the backirozm.
INT. SALOON - JACK!'S P.0.V. - BACKROOM - DAY . 2990.

Two men struggle to take a pistol from a pimply-faced,

. 8avky, buck-tosthed boy .

PIMPLY-FACED BOY
(hysterically) :
He kilt my Daddy!! But he ain't
gonna shoot nobody ever again!!
" Nobody!! Nobody!! It took me
Seven years to git him, but I

One of the men wrestles the pistol from the boy!s hand,
hits him over the head with it and knocks him senseless.
They drag him out.

INT. SALOON - JACK - DAY : 300.

Pushes into the backroom. Wild Bill Hickok is on the
floor beside an overturned poker table. Jack kneels
beside Hickok.

WILD BILL HICKOK
Who was he, anyhow?

JACK CRABB
Some boy.

Jack stares in numbed shock at the obviously expiring
Wild Bill. For a moment, Wild Bill's eyelids flutter
shut, then open again.

WILD BILL HICKOK
Eoss ... that matter we discussed ...
the widow ... .

; : JACK CRABB
Yes, Bill?

WILD BILL HICKOK
(Jack ‘leans forward to
catch the dying words)
Don't tell my wife ... that would
reallv get me in trouble ...

Wild Bill's head slumps to the side as he departs to a
better origd.
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INT. SALOON - BACKROOM - JACK - DAY : 301.

Rises and walks from the dead Wild Bill toward the

bar. Jack steps up to the bar, reaches shakily for

a bottle of whisky and looks back.

INT. SALOON - JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY A 302.

A black-clad stovepipe-hatted UNDERTAKER supervises
the lugging out of the bocy of Wild Bill.

INT. SALOON - JACK AT BAR -~ DAY ' 303.
He glances again a% the bottle, gets control of his

hand, pulls back from bottle and turns and walks from

the bar. :

EXT. TOWN OUTSKIRTS - JACK - DAY ' ' 304,
He walks by a ramshackle church and stands before a

large yellow house. He walks up to the door and knocks
on it. -

EXT. DOOR OF YELLOW HOUSE - MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY 305.

She opens the door. She is wearing a low-cut evening

- gown and quite a bit of rouge. She puts a hand on'her

hip and smiles invitingly at Jack:

_ MRS. PENDRARE
Come in, str-r-ranger. Whatever
you want --
(a 1ittle burlesque twist
of the hip)
-- welve got it.

EXT. DOOR OF YELLOW HOUSE - C.U. JACK - DAY 306.

JACK CRAB3
Miz Pe2ndrakel!! :

INT. EALLVAY OF YELLCW HOUSE - D&Y 307.
Jack follows Mrs.'Penérake into the hallway.

MRS. PEINDRAKE
Youtve mistaken me for someone else,
stranger. My name is Lulu.

JACK CRABB
Your ne-2 ain't Lulu, you're Louise
Pendral -.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED =° S 307.

MES. PENDRAKE
(peering closely at Jack)
Who are you?

JACK CRABB ,
Why, I'm Jack Crabb, Miz Pendrake --
don't you remember me? :

MRS. PENDRAKE
Jack ... Trabb?
(puts a hand to her
mouth) :
My God. Well ... this is guite
a pleasant surprise! How have
you been, Jack?

Jack starts to enter what seems to be the main room;

it is a doorway hung with Arzbian-type beaded strings
and velvet'tassels. ‘

FRS. PENDRAKE (CONT ' D)
No, ah-h ... this room is more
convenient. :

She pulls him toward another door.

INT. EMPTY FRONT PARLOR - JACK AND MRS. PENDRAKE 308.
- DAY

The room is luxuriously furnished. Several oil paintings
of wistful little babies adorn the velvety walls. Mrs.
Pendrake takes Jack's hands in both her own.

MRS. PENDRAKE
(as sweetly pious as
ever) :
Dear Jack, it's wonderful to see
you! What have you been doing
with yourself?

" JACK CRABB
Oh, nothin! much.
(glances around at the
luxurious furnishings) N
Is the Rsverend Pendrake here?

MRS. PENDRAKE
(a bit start 4 by the
very idea)
The Reverend Pendrake? Oh, no ...
no ...
(with pious sorrow)
He ate himself to death.



v T W W S w7 T et o - Y —— Ae—

308. CONTINUED

JACK CRABB
Ate himself to death? - : C

Mrs. Pendrake nods sadly and assumes the expression
appropriate to the end demise of a loved one.

Jack nervously rises
behind him and glances around at

. - MRS. PENDRAKE .
Yes. One day he ate his normal
hearty meal, gave a little burp
and passed away.

JACK CRAEB .
Well, he died happy, Miz Pendrake.

MRS. PENDRAKE
Perhaps so, but it was thes cause
of all my misfortune, Jack. I
later married another man, a
gentleman named Mr. Kane == but
you met him, didn't you?

of the rocom.

Jack's eye catches a rich hanging curtain of deep red

As if to avoid looking at Mrs. Pendrake, he

velvet.

JACK CRABB .
Yes, I ... I seem to remember him.

strolls toward the curtain. In the meanwhile Mrs.

Pendrake perches genteely on the silk settiee and dabs

a tiny handkerchief at her eyes.

MRS. PENDRAKE

He was ... already married. EHe
mortgaged my house, toock every
penny I had, and left me.

(rolls her eyes toward

Jack with pious sadness)
That's why I'm here ... in this ...
charitable institution. -

JACK CRABB
(glances around from the
velvet curtain) .
Oh, is that what this 1is?

. MRS. PENDRAXE
(solemnly)
Yes ... it's a home for pecunious
widows run by the local missionary
society. '
JACK CRAB3
Well, it's nics ...

-124-

308.

from the settee, clasps his hands
the luxurious furnishings
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INT. PARLOR - JACK - DAY _ ' - 309.

Idly pulls a tasselled cord and the red velvet curtains
draw back, exposing a large frilly bed in an alcove.

The bed is covered with itty-bitty pillows and the walls
and the ceiling of the alcove are composed wholly of
mirrors. Jack walks into the alcove and looks dubiously
at the ceiling and the walls.

INT. PARLOR -~ MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY o 310.

She has a slightly sick little smile on her face. The
door behind her opens and enter a big fat rouged MADAM.

MADAM
(annoyed) -
Lulu, there!s a gentleman out there =-
what in hell are you doing in here
sitting on your arse?

MRS. PENDRAKE
(pretty feeble, but with
an effort to be
dignified)
I have a gentleman in here, too.

INT. BEDROOM - JACK - DAY - 311.
He steps forward. ‘ '
INT. PARLOR -~ MADAM AND MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY 312.
. MADAM
Oh, I didn't see you, stranger.
Is everything all right?

JACK CRABB
Everything'!s fine.

MADAM

Need anything? -- champagne? --

cigars? o
INT. BEDROOM ~ JACK - DAY ’ : 313.
He shakes his head.
INT. PARLOR - MRS. PENDRAKE AND MADAM - DAY 31k.

MADAM :

If you do, just ring the bell.

Our motto around here is -- vhate ¢

you want, we've got it.

CONT INUED
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314. CONTINUED- | o 3.

The Madam shakes her hip and exits, shutting the door
behind her. Mrs. Pendrake is sniffling into her
handkerchief, head bowed. Jack stares at her
eéxpressionlessly, but without hostility. Finally, she
looks up. . :

) : MRS. PENDRAKE -
Well, Jack, how You know. This is -
a house ... of ill-fame ... and
I'm a fallen flower.

OLD JACK CRAB3'S VOICE
(as Jack nods with thoughtful
appreciation)
That woman hadn't lost her style
one bit. "A fallen flower! -
chokes me up to think about it.

MRS. PENDRAKE

(sniffling into handkerchief)
I had no choice, Jack. VWomen clerks
and schoolteachers earn almost
nothing.

(sniffies harder)
But I would have been better off
poor. This life is not only wicked

and sinful, it isnt¢ even any fun.

JACK CRABR
Well, I reckon not, Miz Pendrake.

MRS. PENDRAKE
If I was married and could come
here once or twice g week, it might -
be fun. But every night, it!s just
boring, Jack.

JACK CRABB
I can understand that, Miz Pendrzke.

MRS. PENDRAKE
And I can't seem to save any money,
either. If I just had a few dollars
I could go live with my maiden
Aunt in Washington. I'd have
clothes, a carriage ... and who knows,
I might even marry a Senator.

JACK CRABB
You'd make a good wife for a
Senator, Miz Pendrake.

CONTINUED TS
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CONTINUED | : 314.

MRS, PENIRAKE
Do you really think so?

JACK CRABB
Oh, yes, ideal. ,

She puts a hand on his shoulder and pats him on the cheek.

_ " MRS. PENTRAKE
You always were a sweet boy. : |

She raises the other hand to his shoulder, and stares
at hin with 3 pensive sad smile in which there is a
trace of erotic interest

MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D)
I often had wicked thoughts about
you.

Ihe little smile turns solemn as the erotic interest
becomes more than a trace

MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D) '
Several times ... and I almost gave
in to temptation -+. and now, here
we are .,.

She begins casually to unbutton her dress, gazing off
with a Small, dreamy smile.

JACK CRARB
(shocked)
Miz Pendrake, what are you doin'?

INT. PARLOR = TRAVELING SHOT - MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY 315.
She moves toward the bed.

- MRS. PENDRAK®
(smiling at the memory,
as she continues to unbutton
dress)
Do you know, once I tiptoed into your
room and stood over you for the
longest time. It was such an awful
temptation to wake you up ..

Jack stares in gathering horror as Mrs. Pendrake wriggles
her hip ang pbulls down the dress.

MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D)
I wish I haq. It would havg been

deliciouslx wicked.

COMNTYTAITITN



-

315.

316.

317.

318.

319.

320.

-128-

CONTINUED o . 315.

She 1ifts a.shapely leg to the séat of a chair and rolls
down a stocking. Mrs. Pendrake is now clad only in her
slip. As -‘he CAMERA dollies closer toward her, she ;
casually reaches her hands to the hem of the slip and pulls
the slip up over her head. .The shot is of her head and
shoulders. Casually, she drops the slip to the floor

and looks up with a smile at Jack. )

MRS. PENDRAKE (CONT'D)
Is anything wrong, Jack?

INT. BEDROOM - JACK - DAY = 316.

Close on his face as he stares in stricken awe at
Mrs. Pendrake. He is sweating blood.

JACK CRABB
No, Ma'lam!

INT. BED AREA - MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY - 317,
She glances over her naked shoulder.

: MRS. PENDRAKE '
Well, I'll wait for you in the ...
place of retirement.

INT. BED AREA - JACK - DAY ~ - 318,

His eyes slowly follow Mrs. Pendrake on her way to
the bed. Jack walks over to the bed.

INT. BED -~ ACROSS MRS. PENDRAXE'S BACK TO JACK - DAY 319. .

JACK CRABB
(rather sadly)
You should have woke me up that
night years ago, Miz Pendrake."

Jack takes the leather purse of gold coins and empties
it in a tinkling waterfall on her stomach.

JACK CRABB (CONT'D)
This is from Wild Bill. It was his
last wish that you go to Washington
and live with your maiden Aunt.

INT. BEDROOM - C.U. MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY = 320.

She stares in astcnishment at the coins, picks up
some, lets them fall on her stomach.

CONTINUZD
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320. CONTINUED 320.
MRS. PENDRAKE
That dear, dear man ... ‘
(almost overcome with . . ;
emotion)
... his last wish was to save me.
How wonderful, how kind, how

thoughtful ...
inow in a tone of pious

resolve)
And I will honor that wish. I . \
shall go to Washington eand find a : \
new husband, Jack, a new life ...

321. INT. BEDROOM - JACK AND MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY B 321.

JACK CRABB
(takes her hand,
earnestly)
You can do it, Miz Pendrake.

MRS. PENDRAKE
I can, and I will.
(squeezes his hand '
affectionately and gazes
off into space)

322. INT. BEDROCM - C.U. MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY | 322.

: MRS. PENDRAKE
Think of it, Jack ... a home, a
decent husband, church ... it will
be a spiritual rebirth, yes, a
rebirth into a new and better life.

323. INT. BECROCM - JACK AND MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY - 323-.

JACK CRABB
(moved)
Sounds wonderful.
X (he moves toward the door)
Well, I got to go. Goodbye,
Miz Pendrake.

MRS. PENDRAKE
Goodbye, Jack. Thank you ever
so much ...
Jack smiles and turns to go.
324. INT. BEDROOM - CU MRS. PENDRAKE - DAY - 324.
MRS. PENDRAKE

... and Jack, if you're ever in
Washington ...

—-——— e .
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I.N’To - COU. JACK - DAY | . . ) | 325'

Blinks for a monent, nods and exits.
INT. HALLWAY - JACK - DAY 326.

Comes out of the room. He leans back against the
Jamb of the door, sick at hedrt.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. ALLEYWAY - JACK - DAY : . 327.

He lies on the ground. A derelict. His clothes are
ragged and tattered, he nesds a shave badly. An emply
bottle of whisky *eats on his stomach and a small yellow
dog is barking indlgnantly at him -- yipe! yip°' yipe!

EXT. ALLEY - CLOSE ON JACK - DAY 328.

He groans. An_ebony-and-ivory peg leg comes INTO the
SHOT, touches Jack in the side and gently nudges him.
Jack groans and blinks in the sunshine. He is palsied,
shaking, whey-faced. Half-blind, he peers up at the
owner of the fancy leg.

EXT. ALLEY - JACK'S P.0.V. - LOW ANGLE - ALLARDYCE  329.
T. MERTWEATHER - DAY |

He wears a sombrero. He has also, as before, a fancy
silver hook for a left hand.

EXT. ALLEY - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY ' - 330.

Jack painfully sits up. He has the shakes and he
has them bad. . :

JACK CRABB
(gallantly and amusingly
tries to mazke polite
conversation)
Ah-hhh, hah-hah-hah-hah-how are
things Wluh you Mr. M—m—ner1w°ather°

Meriweather smiles amused. But he answers the question
straight.

MERIVEATHER
Splendid. I've been down south of
the border selling trinkets and
fantasies for a profit.

JACK CRABB
Still up to your old tricks, huh?

CONTIIUED

bt
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330. CONTINUED

. MERIWVEATHER [
Dt (smiles happily) '
- ‘Oh yes.

. . 1
JACK CRABB ' '
(frowns at peg leg)

What happened to your leg, Mr.
Meriwveather?

. MERIWEATHER

(casually, unconcerned) i
The Mexicans relieved me of it -- .
a slight misunderstanding.

JACK CRABB
Well, I'm sorry.

331. EXT. ALLEY - CU JACK - DAY

331.

Begins to get the !shakes!, his hand trembles as if
in an attack of malaria.

JACK CRABB

eeo hh ... utm ... uh.

o 332. EXT. ALLEY - MERIWEATHER - DAY
i

332.°
Opens a leather satchel, takes out a bottle labeled
"POCAHUNTAS ELIXIR." He hands the bottle to Jack.

* MERIVEATHER
Here, Jack, take a swig of
Pocahuntas Elixir.

333. EXT. ALLEY - TWO SHOT - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY

333.
Jack stares doubtfully at bottle.

MERIWEATHER
It does contain alcohol.

‘ - JACK CRABB
(aryly) :
I know the formula, Mr. Mzriweather
(hesitates, takes swallow
from bottle, shudders,

makes awful face)
Ugggzgeceh!

MERIWEATHER

TH
(triumphantly points)
Look at that.

Jack turas and looks He frowms.
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EXT. ALLEY - JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY | 334,

Dovm the narrow alley to the town street. We see a

. huge mule-drawn wagon piled and stacked high with bu¢falo
hides. Three rough-looking, unshaven BUFFALO SKINNERS
are seated on the wagon. Their clothes are spotted and
stained with blood. '

EXT. ALLEY - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY 335.

JACK CRABB
Buffalo hides?

MERIWEATHER
Right ~- there's a world of
money-chrewing grass out on those
plains, Jack.
- (points with steel hook)
Look, there'!s Buffalo Bill himself.

EXT. ALLEY ~ P.0.V. SHOT DOWN THE ALLEY - DAY 336.

We see ride by on the town street the splendorous figure
of BUFFALO BILL, mounted on a superb horse.

EXT. ALLEY - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY 337.

MERIWEATHER
See, there's another wagon.

EXT. ALLEY - P.0.V. - ANOTHER HUGE WAGON - DAY - 338.
Loaded with buffalo hides.

MERIWEATHER'S VOICE (OVER)
Multiply it by thousands. The
buffalo are being wiped out, the
price of hides has already gone up.
But you were raised by the Indians,
you know how to track and find then.

EXT. ALLEY - CLOSE ON JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY 339.

MERIWEATHER
We can make a killing, Jack.

JACK CRABB
If the buffalo are wiped out, the
Indians will starve.

MERIWEATHER
Jack, I can hire hunters and skinners
but I need someone like you who really
knows the buffalo. To show you how
much I value your knowledge, I'll
give you ten per cent of my net.
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339. CONTINUED ~ 339.
JACK CRABB
(acutely unconfortable)
Well, I...I can't ...
MERIWEATHER
Make it fifteen.
(his eyes narrow with
happy cunning)
And there's another possibility.
After a big hunt and a big payroll,
You and I vanish like smoke with
the proceeds.
340. EXT. ALLEY - C.U. MERTWEATHER - DAY - 3%o.
Winks at Jack and takes off his sombrero and begins
to fan himself with it. His head is utterly bald and
scarred. ,
341. EXT. ALLEY - C.U. JACK - DAY : 3h1.
‘His eyes open wide in amazement. |
. JACK CRABB
Mr. Meriweather, what happened to
your heagd? |
342. EXT. ALLEY ~ TWO SHOT - JACK AND MERIWEATHER - DAY 3k42.

MERIWEATHER
I ran into some Indians a couple
of years ago on business, and the
nasty rascals scalped me. :

JACK CRABB
Holy cats, and you lived through it?

- MERIWEATHER
Well, I was quite uncomfortable there
for a while, believe me. :
(puts sombrero back
on his head)
Fifteen per cent and twenty dollars
advance, Jack. Do you want the Jjob?

JACK CRABB
Thanks for the offer, Mr. Meriweather
= but I was raised by Indians.
3 :an't help kill off the buffelo.

MERIWEATIER
(an ironic smile, not
unfriendly)
. You havants changed a bit, Jack.
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343,

34k

345. EXT. ALLEY - CLOSE ANGLE ON MERIVEATHER - DAY

346.

JACK CRABB :

(returas the ironic smile

with an ironic smile

of his own) ' ‘
Neither have you. -And you'!d better
watch out, Mr. Meriweather --
they're whittling you down pretty
serious, you can't afford to lose
any more of your parts.

MERTWEATHER \
(a2 little shrug)

Every business has its particle of

risk. Goodbye, Jack.

EXT. ALLEY - MERIWEATHER - DAY

343.
Starts to hobble away.

EXT. ALLEY - JACK - DAY 34k,
JACK CRABB ‘
Mr. Meriweather ... I hate to ask,
but I really need a drink something
terrible. For old times! sake, can
you ... can you give me a dollar?

345.

He smiles with a Wry amusement.

MERIWEATHER
Jack, I don't give money to people,

I take it from them. Goodbye,
dear boy.

EXT. ALLBX - DAY 3k6,
into the street and the CAMFRA MOVES

in on Jack. A loosk of complete defeat and gloom is on

his face. He glances down, sees the bottle of Poczhuntas
Elixir, slowly raises it

s> Squints to brace himself,
and drinks about half the bottle. He makes an awful face.

Meriwegther exits

: JACK CRABB
Uhhcchh! ‘

For a moment, Jack

«ts motionless. Then a Spasm hits
him and he turns hji

head and retches.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
That was my low. I couldn't go

down farther, I had reached the bottom.

-
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EXT. - WILDERNESS - JACK CRABB - DAY 3u47.
Walking in buckskins. He has grewh an inch or so of
beard and is tanned brown by the sun. He carries a
rifle. )
OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I became a hermit. I went deep in the
wilderness, as far away as I could get.
DISSOLVE: |
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK - DAY - 348,
Now with a2 much longer beard. His bﬁckskins are worn
with long use.
OLD JACK CRABB'!'S VOICE
I spent weeks, months without
seein' another human soul. ‘ .
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK - DAY 349,
‘He crouches in bushes.
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY ' 350.
Indian Braves riding by on ponies. . ,
OLD JACK CRABB'!S VOICE
I avoided the Indians =--
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK - DAY 351.
Crouched in a dry ravine, hidden by boulders.
EXT. WILDERNZSS - THREET GOLD PROSPECTORS - DAY 352.
Passing on mules and horses.
" OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
_ I avoiied people of all kinds.
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK - DAY 353.

He approaches a cleverly hidden and camouflaged log
lean-to, We see his 1ips move as he talks to himsself:

OLD JACKX CRAB3'S VOICE
After 'a few year: I got in the habit
of talkin!' to mye .f. Hermits, sooner
or later, g0 a litcle bit crazy from
the solitude.
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INT. LEAN-TO ~ JACK - DAY ‘ = - 354,

Enters. He stares rather sadly at the soft white pelt
of some small animal. Gently, he strokes the fur. He
has finished the "animated" conversation with himself
and now we can see the profound loneliness in his face,
as his eyes well with tears.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. WILDERNESS - JACK - DAY 355.

Staring down at a sprung trap with an expression of sick
dismay. .

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

Then one day I found somethin' trappers
see fairly regular ...

EXT. WILDERNESS '- JACK'S P.0.V. - DAY 356.
A bloody small foot in the trap.
OLD JACK CRAB2B!S VOICE

«s. 8n animal had gnawed off its
own foot to escape from the trap.

EXT, WILDERNESS - C.U. JACK - DAY 357~
His eyes shimmer with tears. He does not look sane.
EXT. LEAN-TO - JACK - DAY ' ' 358.

Lifts a large flaming brand from a campfire outside the
lean-to. He throws the brand onts the log roof and
stands back and watches it burn with folded arms.. His
eyes are empty and staring.

EXT., - JACK - DAY ' ' ’ 359.

h bluff in

He walks toward the top of a very hig
e bluff overlooks

magnificently scenic couniry. Th
& wide plain,

He reaches a natural seat-like formation in the rock and
looks dowm.

EXT. - JACK'S P.O.V. - A CLIFFSIDE - DAY 360.

Straight down. Jagged, needle-like sck formations rise
at the bottom.
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EXT. - JACK - DAY 361.
He stares calmly downwargd. .

OID JACK CRABB'S VOICE
There wasn't no use waitin' ...

Jack takes a step forward to the very edge of the cliff,
then pauses.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
... but I paused to say goodbye.

JACK CRABB

(talking to himself)

Goodbye, Jack.

(answars as if two
different people
are talking)

Goodbye, Little Big Man.

Jack adjusts his feet on the ledge and holds his hands_
out to the side as he prepares to Jump.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
At that moment, I really was crazy.
And I was dern near 9ffa that cliff
when all of a sudden ...
(Jack 1ifts his head,
startled)
«es I heard somethin' ...

Now, thin and distant and from far away a sound is
heard, at first not recognizable for what it is .. a
faint tooting, a throb-like regular thump ... and then
distant but recognizable trumpets, drums and flutes.
The sound becomes louder and we EEAR the melody of
"Garry GCwen" played by an approaching brass band.
Of course, we have heard this before, during the
charge at the Washita River.

. EXT. PLAINS - EXTREME WIDE SHOT - CAVALRY - DAY 362.

Jack lifts his hand and shades his eyes. A white horse
heads the 1line.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
It was Custer, ridin' toward Little
Big Horn.

EXT. - JACK - CLOSE ON HIS FACE - DAY - 363.
As he stares ahead, the emptiness and insanity gone from

his eyes. A new look of strength and determination is
in his face.
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EXT. - WIDER SHOT - JACK - paY 364,
From below as he Stares aheagd with an even greater
Strength ang resdlve in his €yes. This is a new Jack
Crabb. ' :

EXT. - E.C.U. - JACK - pay o 365.

The expression on his face is genuinely heroic, We HEAR
on the track "Garry Owen" even louder novy.

OLD JACK CRABB!S VOICE
I knew the time had come for me to
1ook the devij in the eye 2ng send
him to hell where he belongs.

| DISSOLVE:
EXT. CUSTER'S ENCAMPMENT - DAY ' . 366.

Outsige Custer's tent. Jack has shaved off his beard
and cleaned his buckskins, He stands caln and erect
before Custer; no hostility shows in his face, and no
friendliness either, 4 harried-looking MAJOR stands
Nearby with a half-breed scout; the harried Major seems
bored and impatient with the conversation. Custer heas
his hands on his hips ang seems very amused, even
delighted, to see Jack, '

CUSTER
You don't want a job, you want
to be hanged -- ang this time
maybe If]1] oblige you.

JACK CRABB
I'd make a g€90d scout, Gen'ral.
I know the country.

CUSTER
(coldiy)
You know the Sioux and the Cheyenne
eéven better, I anm Sure,

HARRIED MAJOR
(impatiently breaks in) -
General, €Acuse me, but the Crew
Scouts have foung the remains of
& large hostile camp,

CUSTER .
Major, T am talking to this man,

CONTIKNUED
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== 366. CONTINUED ' ' 366.

HARRIED MAJOR .
Sir, the size of the abandoned camp
indicates a very large number of ‘
hostiles. _ ' o

(turns back to Jack

JACK CRABB _

I know the terrain, Gen'ral. \
(2 pause, then '
vwith quiet emphasis)

I can tell you where you ought not

- to go, and I can tell yosu where you
ought to go.

Custer and Jack stare at each other for several lonz
seconds, a bit like poker players.

CUSTER
(finally, a thin
smile) _
Sergeant! ~- tzke this man and ...
give him some clothes.

The Sergeant exits with Jack.

CUSTER (CONT'D).
This man will be invaluable,
Major, as a kind of reverse
barometer. ‘

HARRIED MAJOR
(frovms)
A reverse baroneter?

3 CUSTER
(coldly, annoyed at
such density)
Yes, a reverse barometer. Do you
find anything odd or unusual in
that concept, Major?

HARRIED MAJOR
Well, I ... I'm not sure I
understand what you mean.

CUSTER
I almost hanged that man as a
renezade. Now, he asks me for
a job as a scout. His game is
very, very obvious -~ to lead me
awav froem his Indian friends.
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366. CONTINUED 366.

HARRIED MAJOR
I ... I still don't quite follow
yiu, General.

Again, something slightly peculiar comes into his eyes.

CUSTER .

Anvthing this man tells me will
be a lie, calculated to mislead
me, therefore he will be a
perfect reverse barometer.

(with all the

Serenity of a

convinced paranosiac)
Isn't that correct?

HARRIED MAJOR
(staring wide-eyed
at Custer) ‘
"Well, I ... of course, General.
Custer heads toward his tent.

DISSOLVE:

367. EXT. - CAVALRY - DAY - 367,
On the move.
368. EXT. - JACK CRABB - DAY . 368. .

On a over-sized horse in an over-sized civilian clothes,

as he jogs along in a troop of cavalry.
369. EXT. - MULE TEAM - DAY 369.

The heavily laden beasts are unable to keep up with
the pace of the horse-mountzd cavalry. They fall
further and furthesr behing.

370. EXT. - CUSTER - DAY ; 370.
A splendid figure on a huge and beautiful white horse,

as he rida=s at the head of the column. He exudss
determinaiion and confidence.

371. EXT. ABAWDONED INDIAN CAMP SITE - DAY 371.
We see lodgepoles still standing in the ground and the

black ashes of many fires. Custer raises a gloved hand
for a halt.
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EXT. - CUSTER AND OTHERS - DAY | 372.

Among them: A CROYW SCOUT with long black hair, clad in
buckskins from which szewgaws dangle; an AIDE; the :
Lieutenant we have seen before at Washita, now a .
SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN; a GRIZZLED SERGEANT, pig-eyed and
sadistic; and finally, in thé background of the shot, -
Jack Crabb. |

CROW SCOUT . 373.

jumps off his pony and apprehensively looks down at an
odd arrangement of bones around what seems +o be a sand
Painting on the ground. The Crow Scout steps back from
the sand painting and looks around apprehensively at the
camp site. '

CROW SCOUT
Many, many Sioux.

He wets his 1lips in fear, then sees a beaded belt on the
ground and picks it up; he stares at it in even greater
fear, :

CROW SCOUT .
Cheyenne ... .
looks up at Custer)
Ve g0, huh? Ve go quick?

EXT. - ANGLE AT CUSTER AND AIDES - DAY | 374,

CUSTER )
What is the fool talking about?

HARRIED MAJOR
He thinks there were a great many
hostiles here, and we should
withdraw.

"CROW SCOUT

(staring nervously
‘around the camp) .
Many Sioux, many Cheyenne, very angry.

. CUSTER
Oh, fol-de-rol!
' glances around, sees
. Jack's flat stare)
What are you looking at, mule-
skinner? :

JACK CRABB
Nothin?', sir,



374. CONTINUED

-1h2-

37k,

HARRIED MAJO
(nervously) 5
Excuse me, General, but don't you
think we ought to be movin! on?

CUSTER

There's no hurry, Major. Let!s test
our reverse barometer and see if it
works. ’ ~

(turns to Jack and

points to sand

painting)
How about it, mule-skinner ~-- what
is the meaning of this magic?

375. EXT. - CLOSE ON JACK - DAY : 375.

JACK. CRAEB
This drawin' and these bones was
left here on purpose for you +to
find and be scared of. But if
you aren't frightened, if you
follow them, the Indians are
announcin'! that they won't run,
they will fight you and kill you
to the last man.

376. EXT. - CUSTEZR AND AIDES - DAY ‘ 376.

CUSTER

(sly, very pleased,

to Major)
You see?

(with serene and

total conviction
The Indians won't fight, they have no
stomach for war with Custer.

RRIED MAJOR
I hope you're right, sir.

CUSTER
I have never yet been wrong, Major.

Custer draws himself up, the eagle preparing for take-off.

377. EXT. - TRAVELING SHOT - CUSTER - DAY

377.

At the head of his command and continues in the direction

he had been travelinz. He is herosic in the saddle.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED | - 377,

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

Custer had gone more or less crazy.
In my belief, his hate for the Indians
and his ambition had combinec on him.
He believed he needed one more dramatic
victory over the Indians ... to be
noninated for President of the United
States. T

(a pause, then dryly)
That a true historical fact.

(even more dryly)

" Kind of a nervous thing, to think

of a crazy man gsttin' to be
President.

EXT. A CANYON - GRIZZLED SERGEANT AND SQUAD - DAWN 378..

They ride out of the canyon, the high bluffs can be seen
in the distance and advance toward Custer's cavalry.

EXT. - CUSTZR - DAWN | : -~ 379.

Signals a halt. The Grizzled Sergeant rides up to Custer.
The Major, the Captain and Jack Crabb in the background.

GRIZZLED SERGEANT
We come acrost a party of about
fifty Sioux, Gen'ral. They turned
and ran.

CUSTER
(serenely)
Tell the scout to send his Crows
after then. ’

EXT. - DAWN . 380.
The Grizzled Sergzant turns his horse and gallops over

to speak to the Half-brezd Scout and the Croy friendlies.
The Harried Major seems unesasy.

EXT. - CUSTER AND AIDES - DAWN 381.

HARRIED MAJOR
General, it could be an attempt to
lure us on.

CUSTER
(with bland serenity)
Yes, it could be. But it isn't.

CONTINUZD
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CONTINUED 381.

SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
General, excuse me -- but I think the
Major is right. Fifty Sioux running
from a squad is fishy -- it's an effort
to lead us on.

CUSTER
(utterly calm) . A
That's the shrewdness of the Indian ming.
They want us tos think they're trying t>
lead us on, £2 we will withdraw. It's
an elementary double-bluff, Captain.

HARRIED MAJOR
(blinks as if groggy,
then tries again)
General, I think we might be riding
into a trap. ,

The words of the Harried Major are spoken clearly, as if to
a deaf person. Custer igneore him completely. He rises
in his stirrups as’'"the look of the eagles" comes upon him.
Now he raises an arm and calls out to the troops in a-
ringing voice. .

'CUSTER
We are closing in on them, men.

Custer waves his arm grandly to signal an advance and
the troops move off with a clop-clop-clop toward doom.

EXT. -~ WIDE SHOT - CUSTER'S CAVALRY ’ 382.
High on the bluffs, they approach the entrance to

Medicine Tail Coulee. ,

EXT. - CUSTER AND AIDES - DAY 383.

Custer signals a halt. Custer, the Major, and the
Captain dismount.

CUSTE
We will take brier refreshment. Water
only. ’

. Jdack Crabb dismounts and drinks from a canteen. He

"casually" sidles over toward Custer's group, as
inconspicuously as possible. Custer has his head
tilted back and is gargling ang spitting.

CUSTER (CONT'D)
(gargling)
Ooo-goo-goo-goo~oogle-oogle-oagle-ARF!
(spits, and by accident splashes
gargle upon the boot of the
Skeptical Captain)
Oh, excuse me, Captain.
(MORE)
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383. CONTINUED ;383.

CUSTER (CONT'D)
(solemly explains .
the gargling)
It's the celibacy of the saddle. I
had muscle spasms all night. Poison
from the goo-nads. .

SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
Poison from the what, sir?

CUSTER : : t
(with utter gravity) '
The goo-nads. That's medical
terminology.

HARRIED MAJOR
(not interested in
science; his eyes
are anxiously
slewing toward the
coulee)
General, it is my duty as your
subordinate --

CUSTER
00-go0~g00-g00~g00-00gla~oggle-
0z2zle-ARGLE-ARG!

(spits, and to

Captain, ignoring

Major)
The poison rises from ths goo-nads
to the throat and seeps down into
various muscles.

(takes another swallow

and gargles)
OOO-goo-goo-ocgle-argle-argle-argle .o

The Major and the Captain exchangea worried glances as
Custer gargles away, ridding himself of goo-nad poison.

384, EXT. - C.U. JACK - DAY . 384,
As he stares intently at Custer.
OILD JACK CRLBRB'S VOICE
He was crazy, all right. But the

pPoison comes from hate and ambition,
r-t from his dern fo51 goo-nads.

385. EXT. - GRIZ. .ED SERGEANT - DAY 385.
He strides up to Custer and the Other Officers.

U,
CONTINUDD
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385. CONTINUED

GRIZZLED SERGEANT
(seems a bit nervous)
General, the Crows want to know if
vwe're goin' down Medicine Tail
Coulee.

CUSTER
(with heavy irony) .
Oh, they do, do they?

, GRIZZLED SZRGEANT
(seems definitely
uneasy)
Yes, sir ... they calim they want
time to sing their death song.

CUSTER
Tell the Crouws they're women!

HARRIED MAJOR
Sir, if the hostiles come in behind
us, and if they are waiting for us
down below, we'll never get out of
there.

CUSTER
(turns to aloof
irony)
Hostiles behind us? I don't see
any hostiles behind us =-- do ysu
see hostiles behind us, Major.

HARRIED MAJOR
Well, no, not at the moment ...

CUSTER
(an icy stare)
Then stop trying to cause 2
reversal of a Custer decision.

-146-

385.

The Harried Major desperately struggles to communicate;
y [=1=1

he enunciates extra-clearly as if speaking to a deaf

man.

HARRIED MAJOR
But sir, wouldn't it be best to send
a squad down Medicine Tail Coulee?

CUSTER
(as - f talking to
a tiresome idiot)

No, it wouldn't.

CONTIKUZED
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OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

Yes, sir, he was crazy. The trouble
is he wasn't guite crazy enough._

HARRIED MAJOR

Well ... may I ask ... wvhy it

wouldn't?

- CUSTER

(serenely)
Because, Major, it would cost us
the vital element of surprise.

HARRIED MAJOR

(stares aghast at
Custer) ‘
Surprise? General, they know we'r

here ...

CUSTER

(his eyes narrow
cunningly)

Yes ...

but they don't know ...

(triumphatly)
that T intend to attack them

without

marcy.,

HARRIED MAJOR

(seems 111)

But ...

General.

but ... that's no surprise,

CUSTER

Of courss it is. Nothing in this
world is more surprising than an
atack without mercy.

The Major and the
glances. Custer,

Captain again exchange significant

very satisfiesd with himself, glances

around and notices Jack, and smiles amiably.

The Harried Major
in a formal tone.

General,

Pulls himself together, then speaks

" HARRIED MAJOR
I must protest this

impetuous decision.

For a long moment, Custer st: ' »s icily at the officer.

385.
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386. EXT. - CUSTER AND JACK - DAY ' 386.
The glow in Custer's eyes is not wholly of this world.

" CUSTER

It was ever thus -- to be great,
mule-skinner, is to be lonely.

(grinds his teeth

and glares off at .

nothing)
Me, George Arrmistrong Custer, impetuous!
A Custer decision, impetuous! Grant
called me impetusus, tos. The drunkard.
Sitting there in the White Houss and
calling me impetuous.

387. EXT. - MAJOR - DAY | ' 387.

HARRIED MAJOR
- (sweating copiously,
almost a broken man)
General, I implore you to reconsider.
Think of the men whose lives depend
upon you ...

The pleading and desperate tone of the Harried Major
séems breifly to reach Custer.

388. EXT. - CUSTER &XD JACK - DAY ' 388.

A cunning light comes into Custer's eyés and he turns
to Jack. .

. CUSTER
What do you think I shoulgd do,
mule-skinner? ’

HARRIED MAJOR
Sir, that man doesn't know anything =--

CUSTER
- (stares with cold
cunning at Jack)
What do you say, mule-skinner?
Should I gzo down there, or
withdrau?

A long pause as Jack stares in pale silence at Custer.

389. EXT. - C.U. JACK - DAY 389.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
I had him. But this time what I
held in my hand wasn't a knife,
but the truth. ’
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EXT. - C.U. CUSTER - DAY =™

CUSTER
Well, mule-skinner? What's your
ansver?

- EXT. - TWO SHOT - CUSTER AND JACK - DAY
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390.

391.

Jack speaks in a quiet manner with an expression neither

hostile nor friendly.

JACK CRABB
Gen'ral ...
(raises a hand and
points at the coulee)
+++ YOu go down there.

CUSTER
(frowns in surprise)
You're advising me to g0 into
the coulee? -

Custer and Jack Crabb stare intently at each oths
much like poker Players in a very high stake game

JACK CRABB
Yes, sir. :

CUSTER
(as if it's a casual
question) ‘
There are no Indians there,
I suppose?

JACK CPRABB
(now showing plainly
a calm but absolute
contempt for Custer)

r, very

I didn't say that. There are thousands

of Indians down there, and when they
get done with you there won'< be
nothin' left but a greasy spot. This
ain't the Washita River, Gen'ral,
this is the Little Big Horn. And
them ain't helpless women and children
waitin' for you -- they're Sioux ang
Cheyenne Braves.

(again raises a hand

and points)
You go doun there ... if you've got
the nerve.
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392. EXT. - C.U. CUSTER - DAY B ' '392.

CUSTER
(after a long pale '
pause, a little ‘ Vi
thin smile) '
Still trying to outsmart me, aren't
you, mule-skinner?
(pauses, then with
mad earnestness) )
You want me to think that you don't
want me to go down there ... but the
subtle truth is that you really \
don't want me to go down thare.

393. EXT. - C.U. MAJOR - DAY 393.

CUSTER
(smiles and turns
to the Major)
Well, Major, are you reassursd now?

The Harried Major is staring with a truly groggy
expression at Custer, his lips slightly apart and his
head leaned forward. It is plain he is licked.

HARRIED MAJOR
Well, I ... I ...

394. EXT. - WIDE ANGLE ACROSS CUSTER - DAY - - 394,

CUSTER
(in a ringing voice)
Men of the Seventh! The hour of
victory is at hand! Onward to
the Little Bigz Horn, and glory!

DISSOLVE:
395. EXT. - CAVALRY - FOUR ABREAST - DAY © 395.
On its way down the ominous coulee. The soldiers do
not 1ook very cheerful. Custer rides at the head of
the column, super-heroic in the saddle.
396. EXT. - JACK - DAY 396.
He rides alongz at the rear of the column. A faint

ironic smile is on his face, a smile that is a bit

wry and a bit sad. It is ouvious that Jack, however,
is satisfied. :
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EXT. - CUSTER AND THE MAJOR - DAY o 397.

‘As they ride along at the head of the column. The Major

seems very depressed. Custer has his "eagle look" going
full bdlast. . :

The Harried Major with a spasm-like motion, pulls at the
reins of his horse and points head. :

EXT. - MAJOR'S P.0.V. - ACROSS THE RIVER - DAY 398.

. HARRIED MAJOR
(in a hollow voice)
Look, General.

Some ten teepees become visible among the trees on the
Oopposite bank. There is some agitated motion among
the Indians. Custer risss in the saddle filled with
delight. He is about to signal the charge. '

EXT. THE BLUFFS ABOVE THE COULEE - DAY 398S.

FOUR INDIAN BRAVES can be seen. They "yip" to capture
Custer's attention.

EXT. - CUSTER, HARRIED MAJOR AND HALF-BREED SCOUT - Loo.

DAY

They come riding hard down the coulece.

HALF-BREED SCCUT
(pointing back up the
coulee, in great alarm)
Sioux and Cheyenne.

HARRIED MAJOR
(tonelessly)
We are trapped, General.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY : ' Loa,

For a moment, Custer stares vacuously at him, but than
he rises tall in the saddle as "the look of the eagles"
returns -- mad and insane, but there in 211 its vain
megalomania; turned on. full blast.

CUSTER
We've caught them napping.
(raises his pistol)
Forward, the gallant Seventh!
CHA-A-A-A-A-ARGE!! .

Custer plunges forward on his white horse, as the Major
and the Half-breed Scout gawk at him in amazement.
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As he emerges alone from the dust &nd confusion.
Waving his pistol wildly, Custer looks back over his
Shoulder, sees he is all elone, yanks at the reins of
his horse, causing it to rear. At this moment, the
Half-treed Scout rides out of the dust after Custer,
spurring his horse. Half-breed Scout grabs the bridle
of Custer's rearing horse. .

. HALF-BREED SCOUT
Gen'ral, wait! Nobody heard you!

EXT. - 'CUSTER - DAY 403.
Rides back towards the troops.

CUSTER
Now, you fools! Sound the charge

properly. Bugler!
EXT. - ANGLE AT BUGLER AND TROOPS - DAY 4oL,

The BUGLER begins to blow, and the cavalry spur their
horses forward.

A "proper" charge develops. The cavelry rides out
from the coulee to the river-bank.

EXT. - MAJOR AND CUSTER - DAY ' Lo5.
HARRIED MAJOR
(points in great elarm)
General, zhead of us!
EXT. - ACROSS TEE RIVER - DAY L06.
A party of INDIAN BRAVES has begun to fire with rifles,

becws and arrows. They are moving into the water to .
meet Custer's charge. The force of their fire arrests

~the Seventh Cavalry.

Custer as he whirls his horse 2round.

CUSTE
Now we have them, men! Forward,
gallant Seventh! CHA-A-A-A-A-A-RGE!

Custer gallops into the river, waving his pistol and
the troops follow him towerd the huge war party on the
right, charging up ¢ hogback ridge.
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EXT. - C.U. JACK - DAY "407.
In the midst of the skirmish. He looks to the point
where the four Indiarn Braves had appeared before and
now sees that the ridge is filled with mounted and
welking Indian Braves who are descending upon Custer.
EXT. - CUSTER - DAY . - 4080 ’

In the midst of battle. He sees the Indians on the
bluff above him to his left and is momentarily ,
staggered. He looks across the river toward his '
enemy. He sees that many of them have now mounted and
are fording the river toward him on his right flank.

EXT. - ANOTHER ANGLE ON CUSTER - DAY

CUSTER
We have them on the run, men!

EXT.- WIDE SHOT - CUSTER - DAY Lo.

Now turns his cavalry and he starts to enter the ravine
on his right. The cavalry is in great confusion but
they change direction and follow Custer through the
ravine toward the bluff. :

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY ' o 411,

He reaches the end of theravine and enters the clear
area atop the bluff. Confronting him is the mounted
force of CRAZY HORSE and his Braves. Behind him, the
Indizns have crossed the river and are forcing the
cavalry toward Crazy Horse. From the side now the .
walking and mounted third group of Indians closes the
pocket. The cavalry fires into perimeter firing groups
but they are hopelessly 1sst. Rifles fire and a cloud
of arrows rises in the Sky.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY Li2.
As his horse falls to its Knees, hit. . .

EXT. - THE BATTLEFIELD - DAY 413.
Arrows land puck!-puck!-puck!-puck!-puck! everywhere,
sticlking in the ground, 1in soldiers, in saddles.

Soldiers are dropping in every direction, falling from
their horses in the hail of arrows and bullets.

EXT. - ANGLE AT JACK CRABB - DAY . Ly,

Hit by an arrow in the Shoulder, he staggers and falls
to the ground. :
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EXT. - CUSTER - DAY ' . 415.
On his feet now and furious.

CUSTER
(to the Grizzled Sergeant)
‘What are they doing?! Why arenf't
they charging?! .

EXT. - THE HARRIED MAJOR - DAY - ~ s.
He runs to Custer.

HARRIED MaJOR
General, we've got to make 2 stand!

CUSTER
Those fools are shooting their own
horses! Arrest them, arrest them!
Bugler, sound the charge!!

HARRIED MAJOR
There's nowhere to charge to -- the '
Indians are everyvhere!! ¥e've got
to make breastworks!

CUSTER
(with mad, offended dignity)
I know all about that, Major, don't
try to tell me my bus;ness :
(raises pistol and in g
ringing voice)
Make breastworks, men!’

EXT. - JACK - DAY ' ' L 417.

In the midst of the battle he sits on the ground with
an arrow in his arm. He has managed to breazk off the
end of thé arrow and now, eyes half-shut with pain, he
pulls it out, and sags to the ground, half-fainting.

At this moment 2 bullet hits him in the leg and his

body Jerks spasmodically as he clutches his thigh.
Jack lies panting for breath on the grcund.

OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE

I figured if I wes lucky, one of
them arrows or bullets would kill
me. Being scalped alive ain't no
pleasure hardly at all.

(Jack struggles up to a

sitting.position)
That's why I sst up, hopin' to
catch it lucky.
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CONIINULD | 7.
Arroua land all sround Jack and bullets pock the
ground, but he is not hit. ,
EXT. - MEDIUM SHOT - CUSTER - DAY . 418.

He strides erect here and there pausing to fire his
pistol with a classic stance, elbow bending like 2

steel hinge and forearm rigid. There is no evidence

he ever hits anything, but he fires with great, mad
dignity into the dust and confusion, as crouching white
cavalrymen fall a2ll eround him, pin-cushioned with arrows.

EXT. - A GROUP OF ATTACKXING INDIANS - DAY | h1g.

They aim and discharge their rifles and arroWws
deliberately and they co not expose themselves
needlessly while doing so. Ve ses a Brave take careiful
aim, his bow stretched to the limit -- the arrow is off
with a2 whir.

EXT. - HARRIED MAJOR - DAY 420,

He is hit in the side. He gives a2 weary sigh -end falls
beside the Grizzled Sergeant, who is crouching in fear,
hands over his head. He looks as if he might cry and
is making no effort to defend himself.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY - L2y,

CUSTER
All right, men -- give then a volley!

EXT. - BATTLEFIELD - DAY . 22..

The ramaining soldiers, perhaps thirty or so, half-
heartedly fire 2 volley to no apparent effect.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY L23,

CUSTER
HA! Give them more of the same
medicine, boys!
(a few shots are fired, and
Custer scowls)
A volley, I said, give them a

volley!
EXT. - SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN - DAY Lok,

Wounded and lying agesinst a2 dead horse pin-cushioned
with arrowus.

CONTINUED
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SKEPTICAL CAPTAIN
We're running out of ammunition,
General.
CUSTER
Right. Attach bayonets, men.
EXT. - CUSTER - DAY 425,

He casually turns and Strolls off. It's as if he has
forgotten where he is and what he's doing. The pistol
points off at the ground. Arrows continue to fall all
around Custer but he is still miraculously unscathed.
Now he walks up to Jack, who is sitting on the ground
as before. : '

EXT. - CUSTER AND JACK - DAY ‘ 426,

CUSTER
(calmly, as if discussing
the weather) A
We're running out of ammunition.
‘(now, mad, his eyes roll)
I told him that would happen, but
he just sat there in the thite
House and laughed at me. Tne
damned drunkarg!

EXT. - BATTLEFIELD - INDIAN BRAVES - DAY 427,

Now begin to break through the circle of defenders and
kill one, two or three white soldiers before they are
hit themselves. ) ~

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY 428.
He stares in consternation at the Scene, briefly sane.

‘ CUSTER
(in  disbelier)
This is horrible. We're being
wiped out. :

An expression of noble bravery comes upon Custer's
face, as the brief moment of sane rezlization venishes.
Now, he is insanely play-ecting, as he takes out a2 s
Sme'. gold-framad miniature from the breast pocket of
his “unic, and gazes at it with an expression of

her. ¢ Sentimentality -- the brave warrior bidding
Tarewell to his dearly beloved.
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INSERT - MINIATURE SUGARY-SWEET PORTRAIT OF 42g.
MRS. CUSTER
EXT. - CUSTER - DAY - 430.

He nobly pockets the miniature.

CUSTER
(raises his pistol)
For Christian America! Let your
arrows fly, savages!
(proudly, the "look of eagles™)
I am unbowed. ¢

EXT. -- JACK - DAY h31.
He stares wearily at Custer.

- OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Listenin' to the damn fool, I
almost felt sorry for him.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY E h32.
He ﬁaces back and forth before Jack, utterly mad.

CUSTER

Mr. President...honored members
of the Senate... ‘

(he is making & speech,-as

arrows fall 8ll around)
Taking the Indian as we find him,
waiving all prejudices and laying
aside all partiality, we will :
discover a subject ‘for thoughtful
study and investigation.

EXT. - A CHEVENNE BRAVE - DAY | 433.

In 2 buffalo. head helmet as he crouches in the grass
not far from the breastwork of dead horses. The
Cheyenne Brave is so covered with black war paint he
is wholly unrecognizable; the buffalo helmet comes

‘down over his forehead with slits for the eyes. Slowly,

cautiously, he lifts his head and peers over the
breastwork. .

EXT. - CHEYENNE BRAVE'S P.0.V. - DAY L3L.

Custer wav 1g his arm at Jack Crabb in an oratorical

manner.
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EXT. - CEEYEZNNE BRAVE - DAY . 435.
He moves forward.
EXT. - TWO SHOT - JACK AND "US’:‘ER - DAY , 436.

CUSTER .
(1ifts an admonitory flnver)
But, Mr. President, the Plains
Thdian is a savage in every sense
of the word. :

JACK CRABB
(vearily)
Oh, why don't you shut up? And
why in hell don't one of them
arrows hit me?

CUSTER

(shocked and disapproving)
Mr. President, you're drunk.

(vith mad hostility)
We can't have a man like you in
the White House.
(takes pistol from his belt)
Get on your feet and face the
enerny. '

JACK CRABB
(wearily)
Go away, Gen'ral.

CUSTER
(the mad hostility increases)
All right.
(ralses the pistol and points
it at Jack)
...the sentence is death.

EXT. - CHEYEINNE BRAVE - DAY 437.

He crouches half-across the breastwork of dead horses
and soldiers, bow and arrow in hand. Swiftly, he takes
an arrow frcm his quiver.

EXT. - CUSTER - DAY | © 438.
He cocks the pistol and levels. it at Jack's head.
Jack has turn2d aw -, but now he glances around and as

he does we hear a irring sound and an grrow whops
into Custer's back.
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Slowly, like a Sugar pine in the High Sierra, Custer

falls toward the ground.

than two inches from the

Jack's killing of the

Pawnee Brave when he saved

Another arrow shops into his
back as he falls, and then another; no arro* is more
other -- the action duplicctes

Younger Bear. As the third arrow whops in%to his back,
Custer hits the ground and his pistol fires futilely at

nothing.
EXT. - CHEYENNE BRAVE

- DAY

He crawls over the breastworks toward the Grizzled

Sergeant, who is lying terrified on t

covered by a blanket.

EXT. - GRIZZLED SERGEANT - DAY

As in hysteria, he pulls

The blanket shakes as
EXT. - CHEYENNE BRAVE

He reaches the Grizzl
and a war club in his

he trerbles.

- DAY

he ground, half-

the blanket over his head.

L39.

Lho.

Ll .

ed Sergeant, a knife in His teeth

hand. He takes the knife from

his teeth, pulls the blanket back, exposing the head of

the Grizzled Sergeant
Sergeant smiles, show

EXT. - CHEYEZNNE BRAVE

. Grotesquely, the Grizzled
ing every tooth in his head.

-~ DAY

yu2,

A truly terrifying angle from below, showing the black

war paint, the slits for the eyes, the buffalo horns.

He raises his knife high and plunges it down with all

his might and we hear a horrible dying exhalation of

breath from the Grizz

vipes it on the blanket

then quickly pulls th
crawls on, war club i

led Sergeant -- the action is
Shocking, numbing. The Brave withdraws his knife

€ blanket off the Sergean: 2
n hand.

EXT. - JACK CRABB - DAY

>

> puts 1t between his teeth,

rnd

- ot

Lu3,

He sits on the ground as before, blood on his arm and
on his lez. A look of resigned gloom is on his face.

¥e can see in the background behind him other Indian

Braves pouring over %
shooting the few sold

he breastworks, stabbing and
lers who remain alive.

CONTINUZED
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OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
They was kiliint every soldier on
that knoll, choppin' 'em up in a
frenzy. 1 understood how they felt
8nd I didn't blame. tem.
(Jack stares sadly off into
Space) ;
But I kinda hateg to die.
The Cheyenne Brave crawls toward Jack, knife in his
mouth ang dragzing the blanket with him, war club in
hangd. » ' :
OLD JACK CRABB'S VOICE
Life was ridiculous, but it had
its good points. Tnat was my last
thought before Somethin' hit me
from behind...
EXT. - CHEYENNE BRAVE - pay ' Lay,

He raises the war club and hits Jack over the hezd,
knocking hin unconscious to the ground. The Cheyenne
Brave takes the knife from his teeth, as if he will
plunge it into Jack 2s he did the Sergeant ... but he
doesn't. Quickly, the Brave Sticks the knife in his
belt, tosses asige the war club ang throws the blanket
over Jack's head ang shoulders. Working fast, the

Brave winds up Jack in the blanket, then hoists him .
over his shoulder ang walks off with him, first stooping
to pick up the war club.

DISSOLVE:
INT. - TEEPEE - JACK- DAY 445,
He is lying on the floor, opens his eyes, looks slowly
around him, sees nothing. The Brave now reaches up
8nd removes his buffalo helrnet and we recognize him.
It is, or course, Younger Bear. .

YOUNGER BEAR
Are you awake?

JACKX CRABB
Yes...yes, I'm avake.

JNTINUED
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| YOUNGER BEAR :
All right. Then You know that you i
and I are even at last. I have .
paid you the life I owe you, and
the next time we meet, I can kill
you without becoming an evil
person. |
Younger Bear pauses. Then, he tilts back his head,
gives a triumphant vhoop and runs from the teepee.
Jack weakly struggles to a Sitting position and looks
around him. :
INT. - TEEPEE - OLD LODGE SKINS- DAY | L6,

Sits impassive by a fire near Jack.

OLD LODGE SKINS
He goes to dance his Joy.

JACK CRABB
(rubs the bump on his head) -,
I didn't expect to see you,
Grandfather. ,

OLD LODGE SKINS
Nor I you, my son. .

JACK CRABB
(a slow smile)
Well ... Grandfather, I am glad
to see you! .

OLD LODGE SKINS

(celmly) - :

I am glad to see you, too, my

Son. My heart soars like a hawk.
(embraces Jack, then
politely, very Serene)

Do you want to eat? I won't eat

with you, because I'nm going to

die soon.

JACK CRABB
(shocked; his smile fades)
Die, Grandfather?

CONTIKUL.
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446. CONTINUED - 146,

OLD LODGE SKINS
(calmly, matter-of-fact)
Yes, my son. I want ot die in
my own land where Human Beings
are buried in the sky.

JACK CRABB
(worried, upset)
But why do you want to die,
Grandfather?

OLD LODGE SKINS
Because there is no way to deal
with the white man, my son.

(a thoughful pause)
Vhatever else you can say about.
the white, man, it must be
admitted you cannot get rid
of him. -

JACK CRAEB
(frowning, unhappy)
No, I suppose not, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS
There is an endless supply of
White men. But there has always
been only a limited number of
Human Beings. We won today, but
. we won't win tomorrow.

447. INT. - TEEPEE - DAY ; S 47,

01d Lodge Skins's new wife enters, a rather attractive
woman of about twenty-five; she ea*rles a bowl

CLD LODGE SXINS

(calmly)
Take away the food, woman -- my
son has no appetite, and I'm
dying.

JACK CRABB
(annoyed, but also
frightened)-
Grandfather, you're not dying.

CONTINUED
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OLD LODGE SKINS
(somberly gazes off into
8pace with his sightless
eyes)
It will take them time, but the
whites will rub out all the Human
Beings, .my son. And that makes
my heart sad. A world without
Human Beings has no center to it.
This was a perfect place until the
white men came. Buffalo and game
were everywhere, the grass was
green, the water was sweet and the
sky was blue...
(rises, a hand on Jack's
shoulder)
Come, my son, we will go.

JACK CRABB
(alarmed)
Go where, Grandfather?

OLD LODGE SKINS
(as if possessed, lost
in reverie) _
To the mountain...to the top...

. DISSOLVE:
EXT. - JACK CRABB AND OLD LODGE SKINS - DAY 448,

They are on a mountain top beside a.burial scaffold.
Suddenly 014 Lodge Skins drops his blanket, stands
with his scarred old body naked to the falling sun,
and yells the great Cheyenne battle cry in a mighty
voice that echoes from peak to peak. ' '
OLD LODGE SKINS
HEY-HEY-HEY-HEY-EEY-HEY-HEY!!!
(the old man is having
ferocious fun) .
Come out and fight! It is a good
day to die!

0ld Lodge Skins glares happily and sightlessly around,
as if looking for Death. Jack stands motioniess
nearby.

CONTINUED
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OLD LODGE SKINS
Thaak you for making me a Human
" Being! Thank you for helping me
become a warrior! . Tank you for -
all my victories and for all my
defeats. Thank you for my vision,
and for the blindness in which I
saw further.
(a pause, as 01d Lodze Skins . ‘
lowers his head as if in \
subnission) ' '
You make all things and direct
them in their ways, O Grandfather,
and now you have decided that the
Human Beings will socn have to
walk a road that leads ...
nowhere.
(he sits on the ground and
folds his arms) -
I am going to die now, unless
Death wants to fight, and I ask
You for the last time to grant
me my old power to make things
happen!

0ld Lodge Skins lies down on the rocks.
EXT. - JACK - DAY o ‘ | Lh3.
He stands paralyzed. The CAMERA moves in, close on
his face. A faint patiering sound is heard. It
btecomes louder and raindrops begin to fall unheeded
on Jack's face. A tiny frown narrows Jack's eyes and
he leans forward.
EXT. - OLD LODGE SKINS - DAY - 450.
In the rain, his eyes shut and his body apparently
lifeless. .
EXT. - JACK - DAY ' Ls1.
He'reacts with shock and grier.

JACK CRABB

Grandfathers? Grandfather? '
; CONTIINUED
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- Jack hurries forward and kneels beside the apparently
lifeless body of 0ld Undge Skins. Motionlessly, Jack
stares down at the old man, grief and woe in his face.
Suddenly, & throat is cleared and Jack's eyebrows 1lift
in surprise. 0ld lLodge Skins' sightless eyes blink
open.

OLD LODGE SXINS
Am I 'still in this world?

JACK CRABB
(relieved, gently)
Yes, Grandfather.

OLD LODGE SKINS
(2 bit weary, but resigned)
I was afraid of that.
(sits, up, sighs)
Well, sometimes the magic works
and sometimes it doesn't.

L452. EXT. - MOUNTAINTOP - JACK AND OLD LODGE SKINS - DAY 452.

OLD LODGE SKINS
(pulls himself to his feet)
Let's go back to the teepee and
eat, my son.

JACK CRABB
All right, Grandfather.

Jack and 01d Lodge Skins walk on down the mountain in
the rain beneath the rays of sunshine.

DISSQLVE:
453. INT. - OLD JACK CRABB - NIGHT k53,

He is in his wheelchair in the hospital room. -He is
staring directly into the CAMERA end is gripped by a
powerful emotion. The red light of the tape recorder
shines grotesquely on his face. '

OLD JACK CRABB
(with great feeling, but
quietly)
Tnet's the story of this old
- "Indian-fighter"...

CONTINUED



. =166~

1
L}
H
4
L

453. CONTINUED . | , ‘ %453-

(pauses, struggling to control i
himself ) i,
That's the story of che Human Beings, |
who was promised land where they
could live in peace, land that would
be theirs as long as grass grow, wind
blow and ‘the sky is blue... -
(overcome by emotion, cannot
go on)

The CAMERA pulls back from the bowed old man to
include the Tweady Historian in the shot. The Tweegdy
Historian has lost his pedantic complacency.

TWEZDY HISTORIAN ~
I ...I'm sorry, Mr. Crabb, I didn't
know o o @ -

OLD JACK CRABB
(raises a hand to his eyes, turns
his head away, overcome)
Get out ... get out!

Tne CAMERA slowly moves back in upon the old, old man
as he sits bowed and hiding his tears in a wheelchair.

FADE OUT:

"D OF PICTURE




