PAT GARRETT AND BILLY THE KID

by Rudy Wurlitzer

November 3, 1972
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Pat GarrelT.ese.
Chgs. 11-16-72

EXT, - VALLEY - GARRETT - DAY

(NOTE: This flist scene is to be gradually inter-
cut with ths be; inning of the following scene. It
may be playeu siient und shorter, Lf so.)

PAT GARRETT RIDES A BUCKBOARD ACKOSE a high desert
valley. Seated mext to him, holding the reins, 1s
AM PECKE - white-haired, grizzled, with a turned-
acwn bltter e¢apression to his face.

Garrett is grey, his features grim, his brow set in
a perpetual furrow. Although he sits rigid and un-
moving, his shoulders and narrowed eyes suggest an
internal pain, a contraction that has forced him
relentlessly in on himself.

JOHN POE on horseback rides beside the buckboard.

GARRETT
Goddamn sheep....Listen, I
told vou not to run sheep
on mv land.

POE
It's my land, Garrett, it became
mine when I signed the lease.

PECK
He's right, Mr. Carrett.

GARRETT (angered)
How long have I known you, Peck?

PECK
Almost a year.

GARRETT
Well, that's long encugh. When
we get back I'm payin' you off.
(then to T'oce)
I'm Lreakin' the lease.

POE -
I don't allow the law will agree
to that.

GARRETT

What law? You and the rest of that
Santa Fe ring. Your kind
of law is ruining the country.

POE
Aln't you still part of that law?

Peck pulls up the horses.
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Pat Garrett..«... ‘ P.2

Chgs. 11-16-72
PECK i-6
Something's wrong with the harmess. CONT'D
" (2)
PECK STEPS OFF the buckboard and walks forward.
POE
I believe they elected you and
pald you good wages for killing
the Kid.
GARRETT (outrajed, reaching
behind him for his rifle)
Why you dirty son-of-a-bitch.
POE (pulling his
pistol)
That's your last words, old man.
A MAN LEANS around a large boulder, his rifle raised.
Peck has stepped to the side, drawing his pistol,
aiming it at Garrett. AS GARRETT picks up his rifle,
the hideout man cuts loose.
POE AND PECK FOLLOW, thumbing off several shots.
Garrett falls awkwardly forward toward the ground,
unable to get off a shot, his body twisted and gro-
tesque in Death.
FREEZE FRAME: DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. - FORT SUMNER - DAY 6X1-13

Ten chickens are buried in the sand up to thelr
necks.

THRZZ SHOTS RING OUT - heads fly - slow motion -

A YOUNG MAN NAMED WILLIAM BONNEY, KNOWN AS BILLY THE
KID, is FIRING, twenty-five yards away. He has long
brown hair, dropping to his shoulders, and very blue
eyes. He is thin. There 1s & heavy sensuality to
his lips that seems out of context to the rest of his
face. At first glance, he might seem vulnerable and
innocent, but his presence is dynamic and highly
charged with erotic energy.

THREZ CHICKEN HEADS leave the scemne.

THREE CHILDREN pull them out of the dirt for pluck-
ing and cooking. THEY RUN TO THE FESTIVO CROWD of
fifty or sixty people - hungry for a good dinner.
The chickens are plucked into the pot.
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Put Gavrcett....
ey ey . ExTo1
CONT amlzD Chgs. 1-10-73 et
u~_L TURNE SNILING. It's obvisus hu's tha vect, Tha cro.d «histles, ci.du,

A RIFLE FIAZS FOUR TIMIS = A huodre ud yerds a.wsy frea Lilly.

Thirea chicken hoeads luave thu toene.  Tha crows is silont. Biily turns § sTures an.

3

s o

PAT GARAITT  wWrAO STANGS &Y HIC FMORLZ, ralcaging nis rifia.  JW BILL 15 mouwntod
Dening him,

Hilly scures at Gurrett, Tho'iCruad shows a misturs of amotiors — surprise,
ician, groutings.

GAARITT STANCS STiLl, looking ovor $thuo scana.

Bcll WALKS FGRWARD, hesitates, looks back at Garratt, who still hasn't movod,
then wolks on. He offar. his naind o DENVER #ho sturas at him,toen turms away.
Fincily PACD shakas his hand an: offers nim a criclk,

.

BALLY STANDS GFF T3 LD SIDE, surrsundad By HILLY, BLACK HARRIS, ancd STLVA.

CARAZTT WALKS SLGWY FORUARD, Hu passas LUKS, SEAVER, END anc O'FOLLIARD, who
aro throwing knivas at & wooden door

THEE CRSWD SATHERS NZAR THE AUINn CF AN ADC:E HOUSE. Tho chickens hava Bogun o
bu razsted on a spict, THRIZIZ NIN play gu turs, ong a harmonica. YOLANDA  and
MAGLA LOVE BR3Ng tha Croed sarv.n; driaxs,

L

(ta G.rratc)
You uint naver shot like that in your damned lifs, Pat.

END
Could ba thut town ugreus witn you,

BEAVER tnrowsrds knife at Barrgic’'s Fout,

I reckon the whula dunn teeritory will be an cpen Jug
far us now, sint that right, Pac 7

Ain't that rignt, P.3I7

Garrott picks up tha kaifw end Flizs 1% into ths coar.

3 4 o
[FEIa TRV
Cdul& bEc
—_ - - . - . |
Garrott stans eway. He sterus cvser at Giliy, £illy drinks, anc starss back.
Ha is s:ill SUrTSLACUC DY Sladk Harris, Silva ooo mully,

LRI R O R T
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. o Pat Garrert....,. 4
VIR S T 41 Chg:s. }.‘10'73

wh o Jondeiey 1973

GASARETT WALKS OVER ANO STORPS IN FRINT CF BTLLY

BLACK HARRIS
Hell, Pat, I figu o you taiken that two day rica
from Lincoln just ta pay wo back that five collars
you cwa me from that timo ovar to Springer,

HOLLY

You'd Letcur coallect it now, Black. We ain't saain®
much of Pat thase days.

I'1l buy you & drinx, 8411y,

pIlLly
Why sura, old compacra, sit cown.

-

SILVA
You don't Figure he's tou good to crink witn us, do you 7

BLACK HARAIS
Maybo 1t's the othaer woy round.

Ll e

BillY STA0S WP, Ho and Garrott walk forwasd, They stop near a tres. BOWTAS
AND SUT COLE  pass them, stop ws if to gruet Guarrett, think better of 1%, anc walk
on,

GARRZTT PULLS QUT HIS FLASX and of wrs i+ to Biliy.

gILLy
Oica't figure you'd bathar to mske tha rida.

GARRETT
You knaov me bectarn’' that.

6iily hends tha flask back to Garre:t, who taxes a puil.

GARRETT
Thuy say them Scnorices in old Mox is beiter than evar.

gLy
That's what thi:y say, But hell, you know me, Pat, I got
my arms full oncugh right hers... Say, you hear what nappencd
to Eoun 7 He drowned on the Aio Grande trying to get toc them
Senaritis yous'e talking about. Took tso of the paossos
with him,

GARRETT
Always likad Zben,.., Sut mora sisre 2y nim than most of
the othar bays sruund hera, At leest ha knaw when 4t
was tima to yo. out.

SILLY
Oh thesa bovs ure ell right. We boon throusn sosu times
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G BILLY (Conta)
- ses TOgather din't wa 7 Can't turn your bBack
“an thao.

P CAVIETT

I~guess yuu want it ctraight,

BILLY p
If that's waat yue'ra hera for,

CarcoTT
Thu clucteraty wants you gone. Thoy wunt you out
of thu country,

olvny
Arg you asking wg or tulling mg 7

G;‘\ri.‘\:TT t
L'aousking youw, In five days I'm maxing you. Thas's
=N I'm Toking ovar as Sanriff,

. gLy )

Cid Pat,., Shwriff Pat Garott., Sold out to Chisum
end tha banks., Hew cous .t fasl? :

GARIETT - f :

¢ Jools liko tusns are changing,

BIL.Y S -
imzs mayba, bu: mat ma, ‘

Semruft puta tho flass bSock in ki sovkot,  Thoy weik back into tho orowd,

-

BILi.Y

You sund £2 otas aanile 7 Wo still got & rfow days,
D*\ﬂ IETT

I'd buttar gut un vack, I golt mu & wifo naw.

¥

sIill.y
Yeh I hnosd you busn hebalad up,

They selk up to Eno, Luka, lack Harris, Silva cnd Bowdra., Gurrett roaches
=N FiLs morigy big and  akes out a 'ivu dollas guld pioca. He flizs it o

Dlack Harrio,
BLALK HAARLS

Sat ling up, arn viu ¢

GARINITY
You could call ¢ chas,



Pat Currett....

- JLsL3A No, Chgs. 1-10-73

wJEH Jenuary LJ/J3

15 CONTINUEZD -
e JILLY
Adios, Pat. Don't puzh your luck,
SANRITT
My luck's gain’ 41l vcight, Billy., It 's yours
that noods watchin,

LLKE

Wnat the hell's spponing 7
i}

Pat sold out. Ho's law noa.

, OLACK HAARIS
4 fipured it was trua.

STLVA
(to Ball .ho has tuoa watching)
You tow, ch Bell 7 -

FELL
Yau boys are plaving a losing geme, I Ticurs on
oliva, ’ '

LUKE

Tho nall witn Sofh of ome Thuat Bell warsrm't nd
anyways. Can't . ven sogt a horse guod lat clang

FATY

16/22 GARARITT LEAVES, DSLL FOLLOWS
MOLLY
Whny don't you kill ‘o,

3oy

+ L1 FIE
I'1l bury his asz right naw.
ILLy,
Why? Ha's my fr!end,
PAGK HARRIS
He aintt no morus,

GILLY
I reckon.

2-.?-25 IJ‘\‘T. LINE EJ"{ACK (OA‘;’.‘» ]

staying

yesd
8 scroritao.

BILLY AND BOWOAZ slpup on woods bunks, their bedies wrappad under

wolan blamkets,

f -'\

Coffoa begins to boil on tne stave. 0'Folliard is thin, neerly gount,

o ey T

his laong hairs hornging in stringy lines From undirnoath his Satterad stotson.
& teforo nim

en tha tabla. He risas,

oI

H a waars gruesy longfjo‘ns. A nalf empty botila of whisky sit

16/2%

23-25

GFOLLIARD sits at a tablu in Friat of the wicdon stove, slowly dealing stud
hiznos to himsalf. In  the fer carnur t.c horses umnsacdled, munching oats.

Tkl o



Pat Garrett.....
£ LINE GHATK DANN, 1-10-73 C

Q £ ARISEZS FROM THE ~uN3Y at cne  part of tho varaonda 1s enother horse,aasclisiy

whora iu split sccond of movement across the way = cacsinly not,

5 INT. LINE THACK QAW

O=-FCLLLTIAND

You poys like to we itr <ha best  pert of the dey. I ain't
hera for my buslth. {2 gel Susmue Cows o Tun,

QILLY
One day I'ma gonna =il1 you for tnat,

CONTINUED Pago 7

Kk &t g
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Pat Carrett.....

1 Chgs. L1-16-72
BOWDRE GOLS over to the stove and pours himself a
cup of coffee. liands it to Billy. Bowdre is very

voung, with a swooth saturnine face.

EILLY (sipping his
coffee)
Old Pat ain't goin' to like this.
Coming on him hard the dayv after he
eot his badme pinned on.

O'FOLLIARD :
He won't know. Leastways not for a
month or more.

ROWVDKE
Well, I dor't give a good goddan
what he knows. I ain't afraid of Pat

GCarrett.

(then)
I'll get the horses watered - heat up
them beans.

Bowdre stretches, takes one horse and goes to the
door. He opens the door and steps out leading the
horse.

THERL IS A DEAFENINC SHOT - BOWDRE SLAMS BACKWARDS

into the cabin, reeling agailnst the table, scream-

ing and spilling the coffee pot and finally sinking
against the wood stove.

THE HORSE BOLTS through the door and is instantly
shot dead, effectively blocking the door.

Billy runs to the door - drops behind the horse.

O'FOLLIARD GIABS his rifle and crawls to the window.
He opens fire.

BILLY CUTS loose from behind the horse with his
six guns.

EXT. - INT. - DAUN A SERIES OF ANGLES

There 1s a volley of SHOTS from both sides and then
silence.

Some big bullets smash through the wall =~ obviously
a buffalo gun is out there. One of them kills the
remainine horse.

O'FOLLIAKD
Goddamn Chisum. How'd he know we
was here?

P,7

27-28
CONT'D
(2)

29-32

33



FPat Garretteses.

Chgs. 11~8-72 P.§

N - BILLY (laughing softly) 33
& Hell. That's Garrett...and two months CONT'D

ago he'd a been here with us. Now he's (2)

got Bell and half the town of Lincoln
with him,...

O'FOLLIARD (sweating
~ under his breath)
Goddamn that Garrett.

BOWDRE (fading fast)
Help me up - oh, sweet Mama's ass...
don't...let me go down.

He falls forward.

O'FOLLIARD (looking
at Bowdre)
I think he's dead.

BILLY
No - not yet.

BOWDRE (quiet)
They've killed me. I'm gut shot for
sure.

&

BILLY (looking down
on him)
I think you're right.

GARRETT'S VOICE (yelling)
Come on out, Kid. You aln't got a
chance.

BILLY (yelling back)
What you takin' me in for?

GARRETT
We got you for .the murder of Buckshot
Roberts.

BILLY (swearing under
his breath)
Hell, that was over a year ago and I
fought him straight up.
(yelling)
Come on in, Pat. I'll warm your
bregkfast for you.

There is g FUSILLADE OF SHOTS from both sides.

Y
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Pat Garrettfeve..
Chgs. 11-8-72  P.9

BILLY AND O'FOLLIARD DUCK into the corner by the 34
stove. They prop Bowdre up by the table.

O'FOLLIARD
They got us for sure.

Billy doesn't answer. O'Folliard picks up the cards
and begins to shuffle. SHOTS keep SMASHING through

‘the walls, window, the blocked open doorway.

BOWDRE .
I'm in for five, Tom. How about ic,
Kid?
“ BILLY
Why not.

(he reaches up to the table
for the bottle)
Have a drink, Coley.

Billy pours a few drops of whisky down Bowdre's

_ throat. Bowdre taskes it, then chokes and turns

his head away.

BILLY
He wasn't too bad with & horse...but
he couldn't hold a gun worth a damn.
Too weak in the wrist.

All- three look at their hands.

O'FOLLIARD
Call five,.

BILLY
Ralse five.

BOWDRE
Fold.

BILLY (sharp)
What's the matter - no guts?

BOWDRE (mad - putting
in his money)
Enough guts to call you, Kid - two pailr.

BILLY (picking up the
money)
Three queens.

BOWDRE (laughing)
Your luck's still running.
(then)
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Then more

Pat Garretteees.,

Chgs. 11-1€6-72 P,9a -
BOWDRE (cont'd) 34
My wrists weren't all that weak. I CONT'D
was always good with a rope. Even. (2)
when I was a kid I was good with &
rope.
OTFOLLIARD

He wasn't bad with a knife either.

SHOTS SHATTER the bullding around them,

BOWDRE
I can't see the cards anymore.
BILLY
Maybe 1t's time you took a walk.
BOWDRE
Hell. Why not - I can still hold a
gun. But we got to move - I'm

going fast.

He sags and Billy slaps Bowdre's face, forcing
a brief revival.

BILLY (to Bowdre
gently)
We're freightin' you out, Coley.
It's the only chance we got,

BOWDRE (rolling
back his head)
Sweet Mary's ass boys, I'm goin’
now... 50 by God, let's get it
cn.



Billy and O'Folliard drag Bowdre to the door.

BILLY (yelling)
We're coming. Hold your fire.
(to O'Folliard)
You go around the right aand I'll
take the left.

O'FOLLIARD
Might be they haven't circled us.

BILLY (laughing)
Might be the dog would have caught the
rabbit - 1if he hadn't thought to shit.

He and O'Folliard 1ift Bowdre past the dead horse
and shove him out. Bowdre stands for a moment, his
head rolling, gun in hand.

Billy and O'Folliard wait for & moment and then make
their rush.

ANGLES OF THE POSSE SHOOTING =~ OLLINGER prominent

BOWDRE FALLS FORWARD, SHOT AGAIN. O'Folliard is
shot through the leg and shoulder. He reels back-
wards, groping for the door. Another bullet catches
him in the throat.

BILLY SEES that he has no chance and hurls himself
back inside. 0O'Folliard lies dead by the horse.

BLlly stands just inslde the doorway, his hand hold-
ing his gun by his side.

OLLINGER, one of Garrett's deputies, lifts up his
rifle to fire, as do several other men.

Garrett pushes down Ollinger's rifle and steps In
front of the others.

GARRETT
That's enough.
(then)
Kid. You're played out.

BILLY HESITATES =~ looks out the door at him a long
moment, then unbuckles his gun belt, letting the gun
and belt fall to the floor...then steps out - arms

lifted =~ smiling a little - and looks at the posse -
at Garretrt.

P.10

34
CONT'D
(3)

35-36

37-38

39
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BILLY 40
You're in poor company, Pat. %O?T'D
2

GARRETT (softly)
I'm alive, kid.

BILLY (even more
gently)
Sc am I, Pat.

DISSQLVE TO:

INT. LINCOLN COUNTY COURTHOUSE CELL - CLOSE THREE 41
SHOT ~ DAY

Ollinger stands in the doorway watching Garrett,
Billy and Bell play poker. Billy is seated on the
bunk, Garrett and Bell by the table.

! BTLLY (opening the pot)
Open for five.

GARRETT (folding his cards)
Too steep for me, Kid. I'm a work-
ing man.

BELL
I call.

BILLY
T knew you was dumb enough to be a
working man, Pat, but I sure never
fi{gured you for marriage and the law.

GARRETT (dealing the

cards)
Well, I reckon I needed to believe in
somethin'. I chose marriage or it

chose me. The law 1s a way of thinkin'
I'11 live to get old and grey.

BILLY
That concerns me, Pat. How much
older and greyer you goin' to get
before I bump you?

OLLINGER (as Garrett

grins at Billy)
The only thing that concerns you, bMr.
Bonnay, is in the highest court there
is - and may it sit in judgment on
your rotten soul when your neck snaps...
you will learn to believe before I'm
finished with you.
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Pat Carrett.....

Chgs. 11-8~72 r,12
DILLY 41
I bet you pass the time with a CONT 1D
stable full of beliefs. HHow about” (25

it, Rell?

EFCLL (looking at
FLIT)
The only bellef I hava is knowin!
that I'm only a little man with a

small job to do.

BILLY (throwing in
his cards)
Don't ever run down your size, Dell.
That's the only thing that lowers a
man.

OLLINGER
Time for you to get close to God, boy.

BILLY
Well, I heard God's fast, but I'd
have to go up against Him myself
before I'd bet on it. One card.

GARRETT
You will.
(picking up his draw)
I check.
Up five...What about 1it, Ollinger?
What do you believe in beside God?

OLLIIIGER
Mel

GAPRETT (studying
hid hand)

Just like Ollinger...always got to
have minority opinion on everything. I call.

BILLY (showing his hand)
Jacks over.

GARRETT
That's pood.

Billy rakes in the chips. Garrett rises.

GARRETT
I'm on my way...tax collection.
He's yours for two days, boys....

BILLY
I just hope you'll be back for
the ceremonv. I'd like to fix my
last look to he on your law-bought
facn.

GCARRETT
I'1l be there.
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Pat Garrett.....
Chgs. 11-8-72

OLLINGER
I count eight days until dawn,
Billy. You'd best be on your
knees and making the acquaintance
of your Lord and laster. Dut since
I don't reckon you've ever been
within a Taxas mile of Him - you're
golng straight to hell - black tongue
and piss in your pants.

P.124

41
CONT'D
(24)
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Pat Garrett.....

Chgs. 11-16-72 P.13
BILLY &1
Pat, I zot one last request, CCNT'D
- (3)
GSADRETT
Nane 1t,
+ BILLY

feep tuet wule awav - he's
besinning to gravel me...l might
have to lurt him,

OLLINGER (slapping him hard)
I surely wish you wourc try, son. I
cot wy csuotzun {ull of thin cines,
enou; L, to spread you out like a crazy

— = Temp 3 !

woman's quilt. MNow why don't you sing
a sony of Jesus while there's still
o WSV

GARRETT (leaving)
Lecve off, COllinger. You mess with
hiza cgein, I'11 send your ass out
of town.

SILLY
Don't - I think I like to keep him
around for & wnile,

Pat grins ot him and exits.

DISSOLVE:

INT. - CZLL - DAY L2-43

Cllinger vaces back and forth., 3Bell and Billy play
cards mechanically, passing jail time,

BELL (laying his cards
face up)
Pair of eights,

BILLY (laying his cards

face dowm)

You got me.
(reaching his handcuffed hands
across the table and turning up
Bell's cards. They show two
sixes and two jacks)

Bell, vou must be afraid

I'll go out a loser.

BELL .
I cuess I just ain't seedn' 'em.

LR e L L T
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Par Garrett....,.
Chgs. 11-16~72

SILLY
Ls long as T' still breathin' I
went it ployed straight up., I aintt
solu uy saddle like the rest of you
Cown boys. You are a town boy,
ain't you, 3Jell? Or maybe it's just
Bob over there that smells like a
street shit,

Ollinger walks over and belts Billy in the
ridneys with his shotgun.

OLLINGLER
Pepent you son-of-a-bitch!

BILLY
Sweet Jesus. I repent,

OLLINGLR

Mot till you taste the fear of
the Lord,

(grabs 3illy as he slips,

then hits him again)
I'11 show you...I'll take you to
the Kingdom of Hell. Your trouble,
boy, is that you don't know
about God.

BILLY
I'nm ready to learn, Bob. Long as
you keep that shotgun off me,

Bell cocks his pistol and points it at Ollinger's
temple,

BELL
Leave off, Bob. You're gettin' loco.

OLLINGER (straightening
up, angry)
I'm crossin'! the street to have
my supper.

OLLINGER LEAVES. BILLY hops up. Watches as Ollinger
places his shotgun cown against the door in the

next room.

OLLINGER'S VOICE
I want to tell ya ome last thing
personal, Kid., It's going to be a
loose rope and a long drop. People
comin' a long way to see your poor
sinnin' spirit meet the devil., I
aim to please 'em by makin' sure you

say the Lord's prayer before you do
& proper cakewalk and soil your
Crawers.,

P.14

42=43
CONT'D
(2)
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Par Garrelft.. ...
Chgs. L1772

BELL (as Ollingar's
voice fades)
How about callin' it quits for a
while?

BILLY
I'd just as soon. 1 got Lo get over
to the privy. That last thump got
my kidneys working too fast.

Bell stands up.

EXT. - COULTHOUSE = DAY

RILLY and BELL come out of the bulldinz. Two men
come out of the building next door and watch Billy

and Bell. Otherwise the street is empty except for -

an OLD MAN sittins on the porch of the Tunstall
store.

TO THE LEFYT, in front of the courthouse, aallows
have been built. The wood is still new. Directly
across the street is a livery stable and a corral.

BILLY WALLS in front of Bell. They turn the cormer
of rhe house and walk alons the side to the rear.
The ouchouse is in the middle of a field. In the
back of the field the country is wild and endless.

BELL
My hoss pot locoed on me once coming
back €rom Pachico. Had to cut the
second bar in the mouth and bleed
hin. Died on me. Had to walk Iorty
miles,

BILLY
When I travel my feet dangle. I
ain't never been one for walkin'.

BELL
Well, I ain't never walked a mile
8lnce.,

INT. -~ OUTHOUSE - DAY

Billy awhwaitly rouwwves his pants. e sits. The
door is half open, revealing Bell leaning against
an apple tree a few feet away. On the floor are
newspapers.,

F.15

4243
CONT'D
(3)

&4 QUT

45-47

L8~45
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P.16
BELL 48~49

Fell in with a bunch of Mescaleros. ’ CONT'D
They was jest off the reservation and (2)

I was suspiclioned of them. But I
had some biscuit on me and I give 1t
to 'em and they rode off.

Billy reaches down for paper. Undermeath the paper
there 1s

AN OLD COLT .44 REVOLVER. Billy puts the paper over
the revolver and looks out at Bell. Bell is chewing
on a stalk of grass. Billy carefully ts the

revolver inside his pants, underneath his nightshirt.

BILLY
You know I think Pat's lost his
sand, Won't come on a person.

Billy stands up.

BELL
You hadn't ought to run him down,
Billy, you and him used to be
pretty close.

EXT. = OUTHOUSE 50
Billy comes oput.

BILLY (walking a few
feet ahead of BeLlS
He ain’t the same man. lle's stcre
sold and womanized., Signed hisself
over to Chisum and every goddamn
landowner that's closing up this
country. Hell, but that's what you
been doing yourself, ain't it, Bell?
Selling the country out and gettin'
fat...

BELL
It ain't that easy.

They walk in silence. They turn the corner of the
house and head for the door.

BILLY
say, Bell, you was a friend of
Carlyle's, wasn't you?

BELL
You know I was.
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3ILLK (an edge to 50
his volce . CONT'D
I don't mean to be contrary, but did (2)

I ever tell you how he died?

3ELL
I heard it from Sam Dedrick

BILLY (softly) ‘
Yell now, I want you to hear it
from me.

INT. - COURTHOUSE 51-55

BILLY and 3ell cllmb the stairs. Reach the top
turnm into the hall,

BILLY STUPS - TURNS and looks down at Dell,

BILLY (cont'd)
I shot him three times in the back
of the head. I blowed his
head off.

3ELL (suddenly coloring,
disturbed at Billy's tone of
voice)
You know I hold that agin you.

BILLY TAKES THE COLT from underneath his nightshirt
anc turns to 3ell, pointing the revolver at his
stomach,

BELL STARES at him, ooen-mouthed,

BILLY (his expression
abstract, his voice soft and
vague )

I don't want to kill you, Bell,

BELL (unable to move)
I sure hope you don't, Billy,

BILLY
Then move toward me.

But Bell doesn't. !le jumps for the stairs and dis-
appears, around the corner.

BILLY

Then he hops after him - reaches the stalirs - hesi-
tates, then Billy FIRES. Shoots Bell in the back,

sends him flying into the doorway.
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BILLY JUMPS forward, amozingly fast, considec-

ing his chains. He grabs Ollinger's shotgun from

a gun rack in fronc of the door. Then he hops over
to the barrcd vindow, lecklug out at the stivat.

EXT. = STRcoET - BILLY'™S POV

The OLD MAN sitting in front of the Tunstall store
gets up and runs halfway across the street towards
Eell. He stops and looks up at billy holding the
shotgun. He runs hLuck to the protection of the
store.

OLLINGER RUNS down the street, holding his six-gun.

There 1s no sound on the street. Ollinger, feeling

Billy's prescnce, stops, looks up at him. ZEilly is
aiming the shotgun at Ollinger's head.

No one moves.,

A VOICE calls out from the store.

BILLY (softly, smliling
with his li{ips, if not his
eyes)

Hello, Bob ~ how does Jesus look to
you now?

VOICu
Bonney's killed Bell.

OLLINGiER (his face
stricken, staring up at
the shotgun)

Yes, and he's killed me, too.

BILLY
1'11 pick up the change, Bob, 80 cents
worth - while you're on your way to
God.

Billy pulls the trigger.

THE FLASHING SILViZR COINS HIT OLLINCER in the chest,
sending him backwards ten feet. Billy FIkus the
second CHARGE into Ollinger's bedy, causing it to
jump and twictch.

He breaks the shotgun over the window sill, throwing

the two sections at Ollinger's body. His face, his
eyes in partlcular, seem extraordinarily alive.

51-55
CONT'D
(2)

56-39
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. BILLY (cont'd) 56-59
(to the old man watching, CONT'D
his volce carrying unnaturall (2)

loud in the silence) -
Get me a pickax.

The old man stares up at Billy, unable to move or
answer.

BILLY (cont'd)
(pointing his revolver at
him and pulling back the
hamme )
Come on friend,get that old ass of
yours movin' and bring me a pickax.

The old man hobbles into the livery stable.
CUT TO:

INT. - COURTHOUSE - TOP OF THE STAIRS 60«62

The gun room door is open. Bllly Is loading a
Winchester.

The old man comes up the stairs with a pickax. Billy
moves out and spreads his legs as wide as the shackles
will allow.

BILLY
Cut 'em.

THE OLD MAN raises the pickax, his arms shaking, and
brings it down as hard as he can. The ax misses the
shackle and hits the stair between Billy's legs.
Billy looks &t him solemnly.

BILLY
You ain't got much force in you.
You must be on the way out.

OLD MAN
Yes, sir.

Billy takes the pickax from him and breaks the chains.

BILLY
I want you to go into the livery and
get me the best hoss. You understand?
Tell me that you understand.

OLD MAN
I understand.
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BILLY
Saddle him and bring him around. You
ain't back soon I'll have to come
after you.

The old man backs down the stairs. Billy goes to
the window and looks outside.

A HALF DOZEN MEN stand silently on the far side of
the street looking at him. He looks at them.
Ollinger lies in the strect. He poes back to his
bunk and looks at the clippings on the wall. Picks
up a blanket.
BILLY (singing in a loud
voice, the volume rising
after each word)

Well, I been on the Rio Grande!

And the Rio Fecos! And the Rio

Chama! And the Rio Gila! And the

Rio Montana! sAnd the Rio Hondo!

I been everywhere. 1 been on the

Rio Felix and the Rio Penasco and

Ute Creels. I been in Pinos VWells

and Tularosa and San Antonio and

the Slerra Capitan dMountains. San

Ilguell Rio Arribal! Socorro!

San Pedro! White Oaks! ispanolal

Fort Sumner! Ojo Milagro!

He walks down the stalrs.

eXT. STREET

Billy comes out of the courthouse. The street has:
filled with men, women and children. They have
come from all over the town. They stand silently
against the bulldings and watch Billy as he walts
in the middle of the street for his horse.

THE OLD MAN COMES OUT of thelivery leading a large
black horse. He hands the reins to DBilly.

BILLY WRAPS THE SHACKLE AROUND his ankle. He tries

to mount but the horse is skittish and refuses to
let him on.

Billy strokes the horse's nose. The old man watches
a few feet away. lore people have come out to watch,

but they still stand back, near the builldings. They
are totally silent.

P{lly's blanket has fallen on the ground. -

63-70
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BLLLY (talking calmly to 63-70
the horse a.wi rubbine his nose) CONTY
Core on. You SO0 o met mwe on oub . (2
of herc. Yes you uo. Thav's righc.
Got to aur ne travelin'. Settle Jdown

now. That's ir. Settle down.

The old man comes up and pats the horse's rear. le
speaks to the horse in 4 low, mumbling Spanish.

BILLY SWINGS HIS LeGC OVER the horse's back but the
horse bucks him ofF.

He SITS ON THe GROURDL. The old man has caught the
liorse's reins. tHe waits For Lilly to stand up.

billy stands up. He walks over to the horse. The

old man holds the reins as Eilly swings his leg
over the horse's back and sits in the saddle.

He RIDuS SLOWLY DOWN THE STRecT

THi PLOPLE OF LINCOLN WaTCH HIIT RIDE QU1 GF 10WHN
#t the end of town he suddenly turns the horse and
pallops back., The people have filled the streut and

they have bepun to talk. On secing hinm ride back,
they stop and make a path for him.

AT THE BEND OF THL PATH, THi OLD N STANDS WITH ThHe
BLANKET.

Billy rides up to the old man and the 0ld man hands
him the blanker. lThey look at each other.

Billy wheels his horse around and trots out of lLincoln.
DISSOLVE TO:
71-74

b

ouT

Bep s . ooy
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£nT. = LINCOLN - LIORNIN 75-76

PAT GARRUTT rides his horse slowly through thé town.
He stops at the saloon at the far end. It is early
morning and few people are on the street. They
stare at Garrett as he walks his horse past themn.
Some follow him. le slowly dismounts in front of
the saloon.

Ollinger still lies in the niddle of the street.

GARRLTT
Will some of you sons of
bitches pet him off the street and
into the ground.

THE LARTENDLCH comes out as he dismounts and the towns-
pecple move to pick up Ollinger.
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GARRETT (wearily)
Anyone ride after Tim?

BARTENDER .
Didn't give us no time. Shot Bell
and Ollinger and then rode right out.

Carrett nods vaguely, as if the news 1s mo surprise

to him, and walks into the saloon.
CUT TO:

INT. SALOON - DAY

GARRETT enters. The saloon is large. Wooden beams
support the ceiling. 011 lanterms hang from the
heams. Alont one wall is a bar. & barber chair sits
along the wall nearest the door. In the center are
three tahles for drinking, playing poker, and eating.

CARREIT (to the bartender)
Do me up good.

THE BAKTENDSR LATHINS his face and begins £o shape
the razor on the strap against the wall.

. GCARRETT (cont'd)
Send for a boy.

THE BARTENDER MOTIONS to one of the men sitting at
the bar. He leaves the saloon and comes back with
& BOY. He is ten years old and wide-eyed.

GARRETT (cont'd; his eyes
closed from the lather)
That you, boy?

BOY
Yessir.

GARRETT

I want you to run all the way to my
house and tell Mrs. Garrett that I'll
be home for dinner. Then, I want you
to stampede~like, over to the court-
house, and get John Neully, and whoever
else you see over there. Tell 'em I
says to pay me a visit. '

The boy runs out. of the saloon.
: CuT TO:

INT. - SALOON - LATER

JOHN NEULLY and THREE OTHER MEN walk t
in the barber chair. over to Garrett

P.22

75-76
CONT'D
(2)

77-79

80-81
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GARRETT (eyes still closed) 80-81
That you, John? CONT'D
- (2)
NEULLY

It's me, all ripght,

Neully is a small, fat man; the county clewk. The
three others are nondescript cowhands.

GARRETT
John, I want you to compose letters
to the sheriffs in Stinking Springs,
Roswell, Carrizozo and Hondo. Tell
*em about the Kid and ask 'em to be
so good as to inform e as to any
information concerning his whereabouts.
Tell the posse to check Fort Sumner
first, then swing to the South.

NEULLY
I'1l do that, Pat. .

Neully walks out of the saloon.

GARRETT
I know any of you other boys?

AN UNSHAVED MIDDLE-ACED MAN (BILL KERMIT) with a mustache

and a scar across his forehead takes & step forward.

KERMIT
I bellieve you know of me., Bill Kermit.

GARRETT
Wanted for hoss thievin' down to
Seven Rivers, ain't you?

KERMIT
That be me, Sheriff.

GARRETT
Killed old C.B. Denning last year in
Silver City after he called you on
cheatin' at Monte.

KERMIT
That be me. Alamosa Bill.

GARRETT
I'm makin' you my deputv. You others
can have a drink on me up to the bar.
Kermit, go on to the back and get me
a steak and a mess of eggs and one of
them zood bottles they keep hid behind
the bar.

CUT TO:
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INT. = SALOON - AFTERNOON 82

The bottle is in the center of the table, and three-
quarters enpty. Kermit and Carrett sit morosely at
a table, starine past each other. Kermit wears a
Deputv Sheriff's ladze. Garrett's plate is empty
except for several flies stuck in the yolk.

GARRETT
Got to ret a posse started. Ain't no
wav in hell of bendin' him. More'n
likely he's in Mexico now. But they's
a few in town that will be suspicioned
1f'n 1 don't mo after him.

KERMIT
Will be, myself. Some of the boys been
wondering when you'd make your move.

GARRETT
I'm makine it now.

Garrett stands up. Kermit stares at the bottle.
Garrett walks out of the saloon, followed slowly
by Kermilt.

EXT. ~ SALOON - DAY 83-584

GARRSTT AND KIRMIT REACH THE STREET and blink in the
sunlight.

Kermit saunters to the courthouse.

GARRETT WALKS down the middle of the street, towards
his home. He walks slowly, his carriape a little too
erect, his gaze too rievidly to the front. He stops
in front of &8 GROUP OF lEN.

OLD MAN
This 1s Billy Burt's hoss. The one
Honnev stole. There's blood on the
saddle.

GARRETT (inspecting
the saddle)
Chicken blood. Chicken shit,

Garrett walks away.
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EXT. - GARRETT'S HOUSE = LATE AFTERNOON 85 :

Garrett opens the door to his house. It is a
simple adobe house. but well kept up. ’

INT., - HOUSE -~ DAY B6-87

It is cool and dark inside the house., Garrett ent-
ers and hangs his hat on a hat rack. The furniture
1s simple but elegant., He walks into the kitchen.

GARRETT'S WIFE, IDA, is stirring a pot on the wood
stove. She is a native New Mexican. Long dark hair
frames her face. Her cheekbones are high. Her eyes
dark. 5She is dressed in a high-neck dress. Her ap-
pearance is immaculate and formal. She looks at
Garrett with wary suspicion.

GARRETT (sitting on a
straight-back chair)
Hello, Miss Ida.

IDA
They say William Bonney has escaped.

GARRETT (matter-of-
factly)
He has.

IDA
What are your plans concerning
his whereabouts?

GARRETT
0ld Mex == I hope ~-- where we should
be too, if I 'had any sense -- if not
I'll bring him in. Too much is ride~
ing on it for me not to.

IDA
I suppose they're all complainin!’
about you, especially since you were
in White Oaks and Sumner. They're
probably repeating all those stories
about being friends of his.

GARRETT
I figure that's why they elected
me -=- anyway I don't give a damn
what they're saying. I brought him
in once and will again if I have to.

IDA
You might say that you're glad to

Eee me. It's been over a week since
you've been gone, SHERHTMHJOiKSEXDV“””“WiLCULLEGE
333 bl o uw,ﬂ;::J
Hoﬂ».n.f [ iinraiy 2008
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GARRETT (standing up)
I got to get back to the saloon. Some
drunk over there causin' trouble. - Says
he rode with the Kid in West Texas.
Goes by the name of Alamcsa Bill.

IDA (stepping back and
wiping her hands on her apron)
Will you be blessing this house with
your presence for dinner?

GARRETT
It feels like it's goin' to be a
long night.

IDA (turning to
the stove)
It's been a long year.

GARRETT
Not now,

IDA {turning to £ace him)
I'm alone all the time. My people
don't talk to me. They say you're
getting to be too much of a gringo
since you been Sheriff, That you make
deals with Chisum. You don't touch
me. You're dead inside. I wish you
had never put on that badge.

GARRETT (sternly)
Not now.

IDA
Yes, now. Or I won't be here when
you get back.

GARRETT (walking over
to the table, picking it up
and slamming it against the
wall; then turning to her
and speaking softly)
When this is over. Then we'll deal
with it,

IDA
I hope he gets away.

GARRETT
He won't, There's too much play
in him.

IDA
And not enough in you.

P.26

86-87
CONT'D
(2)
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GAILRETT (walking over 86-87
Lo her and holdinn her breast) CONT'D
Wailt for me. I need that now. (3)

She nods, half relieved, half defeated. 3he turns
back to the pot. He wallks out into the street.

CUT TO:
88-89 OUT

EXT. - FORT SUMNER - NIGHT 90

Billy walks his horse towards Fort Sumner. A few
hundred vards from the nate, he dismounts and Jeads
his horse by the reins.

For Sunner has been abandoned for several years.

A large section of the outside wall has crumbled.
Inside the walls the embers of several fires are
visible. It is very late and there is no sign of
life. A dopg BANI S and then another. A crude cor-
ral has been built inside the walls. There are a
dozen or more horses in the corral.

Billy leads his horse to the corral and ties {t to
a fence post.

He cautiously looks around. Fort Sumner is a typi~
cal adobe fort. Its low, roughly uniform bulldings
are composed of barracks, a two-story hospital,
stables and a headquarters buildingz.  The bulldings,
which are in various states of disrepalr, surround

a square parade ground. In the center of the parade
ground 1{s a ngrove of cottonwood Crees, a small
field of corn and a corral.

Billy walks towards a large bullding faced with
colums. lie enters.

INT. - LARGE ROO!f - MNIGHT 91-94

BILLY STANDS at the entrance of a large barracks
room. 3Bunks are on two sides. In front of him,
the fireplace hosts a low fire.

SNORING comes From two of the bunks. A table in the
center of the room 1s full of earthen dishes and bowls.

Billy walks further {ato the room. He peary at the
bunks. He walks touards ona of the bunls that 1s
separate from the others, on the far siile of tha room.

PILLY LOO.:s PDOJUN QVE] T 3 MR
CONCHITA are mxkiné‘ioﬁe?ha Of the bunls. LUKE and

3
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Billy sits on the end of the.bed. He touches 91-94
Luke's foot. CONT'D
(2)
LUKE

Hey, come on, L.P. You done
already got yours.

Billy tickles his feet,

LUKE (continued; rising
out of his bed and reaching
under the pillow for his
revolver)

I'm goin' to blow the side of
your cow-humpin' head off.

He cocks the revolver.

Luke puts
girl sits

BILLY (softly)
How you doin', Luke?

down his revolver and peers at Billy, The
halfway up, revealing her full breasts.

LUKE
Who is 1it?
(he recognizes Billy)
Damn! I thought they was gettin!
ready to trim you. I was fixin!
to ride in myself.

BILLY
Had to spoil the party.

LUKE {(gently Eushin
Conchita back on the bed
You want some food, Kid?

BI1LLY :
I'm okay. Get rest., Who &ll is
out here?

LUKE
You won't be knowin' too many of the
faces. After Bowdre and O'Folliard got
kilt and then they got you, most every-
one parted for the Mongollons. We got a
iittle bit of everything now...Damn, but
we got enough to square accounts with
Chisum and the rest right now, Kid.
Give us a nod and we'll ride on out and
shoot up the Governor hisself.

BILLY
I reckon to lay back a few days. Maybe
more. Where's Harris -=
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LUKE . 91~-94
Lincoln -~ back fomorrow. CONT'D
(3)

BILLY STARTS TO T KL off his boots. Luke gets out
of bed. He is completely naked.

LUKE
It surely is pleasurable seein’
you, Billy.

Billy finishes undressing and gets into bed with
Conchita.
BILLY
I got to put my sights on a few old
scores and then I just might ride
it out of here.

LUKE MOVES OFF, towards the other side of the room,
Billy throws his e around Conchita and starts to
climb over her.

CONCHITA (her volce
registering pleasure, Lm-
prtlenice and excitement)
Ahh...wait, Billy. You been inside
that carsel too long. Wait now...
Oh, Madre. You £finish already.
CUT TO:

EXT. = FORT SUMNER - PaARADE GROUND - MORNING 95-106

TWO WOMEN are woriing in the cornfield in the middle
of the parade ground. Two hogans stand to the rear
of the parade ground, an INDIAN sitting cross-legged
in front of one.

SEVEN MEN sit under the cottonwood trees.

BILLY COMES OUT OF THE HOUSE, where he has stayed
the night, and walks slowly towards the seven men.
Three of them stand up to greet him. The other
four remain sitting.

SILVA, native New Mexican with torn pants and dirty
cowhide shirt, embraces Billy,

Billy stands and looks over his shoulder at one of
the men seated on the ground. One of them, BERT,

is looking at Billy. He is short and heavy, with a
morose, toothless face. One of the three men with
him is extremely young. ALIAS has blond hair and
blue eyes amd a slightly depraved look to his eyes
and another is tall and thin, dressed in black. The
fourth is obviously & hard case gunfighter.
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ni Y (Lo the old man) 95 -10¢8
Lucno, silva. Como te va? . %O?T'D
2

He acknowledges the others that stand to the side
of Silva.

BILLY (cont'd)
kno...leaver. I figured you'd be
down to the Neuces or up to Colorady
by now. :

2NO &ND BEAVER are in their late twenties. ©no Ls

a half breed, dressced In moccasins and leggines, but
with an army shirt. Leaver has an old army pants and
a faded shirt. They are both lean and voracious-
looking, having followed various hard and unlawful
trails for most of their lives.

BEAVER (to Billy)

Fipured on scein' you stretch first.
But I reckon you got more'n a few
lives on you. Jest as my shiftless
ass gits-restin' and I count you out,
you come bustin' on back to set the
spurs to everythinm, Well, 1it'11 be
good to pit the winter fat off.

(he vells towards the

nearest barracks)
Conchita....! Hey, Conchita git your
ass out here!l

A sturdy young wonan, in her late twenties, CUNCHITA,
comes to the door of the barracks, hands on hips,
and scowls at Beaver. She screams at him in Spanish.

DrnVik
Git aigs an' beans and carne for
five. You hear that, cinco.
Comida!

She stands for a moment looking at Leaver in a sullen
rage. Then she sees Billy, He smiles at her, grimacing,
then throwing a few punches into the air. She laughs.

BILLY (to lLeaver)
Don't yell at her. She's a whole lot
tougher than you for one thing.

O (to Billy, nodding towards
the four other men under the tree)
These here rode in this nornin'. bon't
know nothin' albout '‘em.

The YOUNGIR laid stands up and moves off to the side.

[T ]
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YOUNGER MAN (speaking with a 95-106
slow stutter) . CONT'D
I ccceccome in last nonighc. I heard (3)

about you. I wannted tttto ssseee...

LNO
What's your name, boy?

YOUNGER MAN .
They cccall me ru ru ru ru...oh s s sshit.

He c¢an't finish. -

BEAVER
Ah hell, call him Alias.

Beaver, Billy and Eno sit down.

MARLA brings out & hupe black pot. She is tall and
sinewy, half Indian, with lons black braids down her
back. She avoids looking at I11ly and hands five
plates to Beaver, who hands one each to Billy, Alias
and the three other men. They £ill their plates from
the steaming pot.

LUKLE and HOLLY come out of the barracks and stand off
to one side.

Children gather on the outside of the group, peeking
at Billy.

BILLY stares at Maria, unable to look away. She feels
his attention and half turns, staring at him. They are
unable to speak. Finally she blushes and walks back

to the barracks.

THEY EAT IN SILLENCE.

BILLY (looking up from
his food and addressing the
short, heavy man)

I didn't catch your name.

BERT (short heavy man)
I didn't give it out.

BILLY
I don't feel too friendly less'nm
I know a man's name.

TWO WOMEN rush the children indoors. The men slowly
step to the side, leaving Billy, Dert and the tall,
thin'man (B.C.) facing each other.
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BLERT
I know you'n. That's enocugh for me.

ENO (to Beaver)
We ain't been through this gate
too much lately.

BEAVER (to Ltno as they
move away)
Seems like it's a way of gettin!
acquainted.

BILLY (smiling, and looking
around the parade ground)
Well, it surely is pood to be here...
Hey, Silva, you recollect that meetin'
with John Jones and that old man they
called U.S. Christmas, down by £l
Rito?

SILVA (moving away a
little)
Si.

BILLY
Seems John stepped on one of U.S.'s
boots one night they was both i{n
town. (ld U.S5. had been huntin'
buffler for over six months and he was
mean and techy and well-nigh blind drunk.
He had on a pair of flat-heeled half-
length Wellington boots. Them boots
was the onliest things he owned that he
put store in. Old U.S. stepped back
and said to Jolin: let's git to Lt.

ALIAS (trying to
talk to Silva)
Th...th...th...they're BO+..BO. ..
g£6...0h sh...sh...sh...shit!

BILLY
John said that {f U.S, was goin' to
it that riled over a pair of foreign
lady-1like boots, they mipht just as
well start the ball rollin'.

Bert and Billy don't take their eyes from each other.
BillK holds his plate with one hand, a wooden spoon
in the other. Eilly slowly puts his spoon on the
plate.

DILLY
They went out into the middle of the
Strect and took their ten steps and

John put three holes right through
U.S.'s chest.

P.32

95-106
CONT'D
(3a)
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As he lowers his plate, he suddenly draws his sixgun.

He FIRES.

BERT SLUIPS ACAINST THE COTTONWOOD TReE, a bullet in
his chest. His cun was half drawn. 5.C. falls For-
ward, a bullet throush his head, his gun falling into
the plate of food. The FOURTIl 1N, standing, his gun

out and cocked, is shot through the chest by Luke.

As the FOURTH MAN falls a knife buries itself in his

necik. \
BILLY turna. The thrower is Alias. Billv nods to
Allas.

BILLY (continued)
I must have knowed them from some-
where. Too soon for bounty hunters
to be around. Kept thinkin' they
might be Chisum's men, but I reckon
they was too well fed for that.

THE CROWD FORMNS AROUND HIM AGAIN. Several of the

children have managed to elude their mothers' arms
and are daring each other to touch the dead man.
Haria stands solemnly in the door of the barracks,
looking at Billy.

ENO
Looks like that jall food ain't
slowed you down none.

The mood breaks and the crowd laughs. People begin

to move around.

BEAVER (squatting
down beside Dilly)
How long you figure on stayin', Kid?
You maybe ousrht to be lightin' a
shuck towards llexico.

BILLY
I ain't thought about it.

P.33

95-106
CONT'D
(3b)
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LUKE
It sure don't figure to be proper
for you to leave without putting
your mark on them that killed Tunstall
and McSween.

BILLY
I reckon.

EXT. - PECOS - AFTERNOON

Garrett slowly approaches the small town of Pecos on
the Pecos River. Before riding into town he hides
his sheriff's star on the inside of his vest.

The town has one street, lined with poorly-made adobe
buildings. The street has no sidewalks and 1s deep
in mud.

In the middle of the street, two dozen men surround
a roped-off area. The men are mostly native New
Mexicans, poor and rough-locking.

GARRETT REINS IN his horse in the shadow of a build-
ing. No one pays any attention to him.

INSIDE THE RING TWO MEN are holding roosters a few
feet apart. The bystanders are betting and calling
for their favorite. The cockfight starts as Garrett
watches the crowd.

AFTER A LONG MOMENT, Garrett rides slowly towards the
edge of the crowd. A small bandy~legged MAN (GATE),
with a huge drooping mustache and pale complexion,
stands off to the side, holding a half-empty bottle
in one hand and a dead rooster in the otheyv. He
trles to make a loud aml ferceful ber with two men

in front of him.

GARRETT HOvES HIS HWGLE Into Gate and knocks him

down. One of the men grabs the bottle and then they
both move off into the crowd. Gate lies in the mud,
clutching the dead rooster, and struggles to get up.

GATE (on his knees)
Now what the,..

GARRETT RIDES HIM DOWN AGAIN. Gate tries to crawl
away and reach for his gun while still helding on to
the rooster. Garrett rides him down again and he

sprawls flat out in the mud. The crowd is too absorbed

with the proceedings in the ring to notice, much less
care, what 1is going on.

P.34
95-106

CONT'D
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GATE (standing up 107-112
and recognizing Garrett CONT'D
for the first time) ) (2)

Garrett...Oh Jesus, I thought you
was in Lincoln. Now what the hell
you doin' riding me...

Carrett rides him down again and he £alls, gets up
and starts to weave as fast as he can down the street.

GATE (calling over
his shoulder as he hurries
down the street, still clutch-
ing the dead rooster)
Listen, Garrett, I ain't seen the Kid.
I heard he broke out, but I aln't seen
him.

Garrett's horse nudges him again.

GATE (becoming
frishitvned as he almost

falls apain)
Where we goin'? What the hell you
dotn'?
GARRETT

We'!re walkin' down to the last house
on the left, Gate.

GATE (stumbling on)
I'm walkin', you're ridin' herd on
me for God's sake. You ain't got no
call to pull me in...I done seen the
Sheriff already.

Garrett rides silently behind Gate to the end of the
street.

EXT. - SHERIFF BAIKER'S HOUSE 113-116

Sheriff Baker's house 1s as dilapidated as the rest
of Pecos. It is made out of cottonwood posts, rough
adobe walls, with straw sticking out, and a crude
porch composed of roughly hewn plants. A room has
been added to one side. The bars on the windows in-
dicate that it is the jail. Garrett dismounts and
relieves Gate of his gun.

A WOMAN APPEARS in the doorway. She is massive and
£f11ls the entire doorway. She has a square, thin-
lipped face and squinting paranoid eyes.

BAKER'S WIFE (lookin% sus=
piciously at Garrett and Gate)
He's out back.
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Garrett tips his hat to her and prods Gate. They 113-116
walk to the back of the house. We HEAR the SCRAP- CONT'D
ING of a rough tool on wocd. ., (2)

AS GARRETT TURHS THE CORNER of the house, we see
CULLEN RAFIR vorking on the unfinished frame of a
small wooden boat. He (s planing the wood wiii i Lo,
even strokes,

Beyvond Raker flows the slugpish river Pecos. Tt !s
very hol and sti]l.

Baker is a thin, emaciated man in his late middle
years. He has his shirt off and is sweating profusely.
A holster with a six-gun in it hangs on a fence post
near him, at hip level.

GARRETT
Howdy, Cullen.

BAKER
How do yourself. What you doin' with
that piece of sheep dip? I 1like to
blow his thievin' head off for jest
ridin' through my town.

GATE (still clutching
the rooster, mumbling to
himself)

I ain't paid nobody no never mind.
Been keepin' to my own good hole.
Thinkin' of goin' to Texas...

GARRETT (not paying
any attention to Gate)
The Kid broke out. Killed Ollinger
and Dell. Thoupht mavbe Gate or some
of his boys might have some sign on
him. Want him anyway for that train
hold-up at Springer.

GATE (sittingz down)
That was more'n a year ago.
Cain't hardly hold & man to what he
don't even recall.

BAKER (slowly working

on his boat)
Been thinkin' about roustin' those
boys out of town. Gate's been livin'
with Black Harris and Sut Cole outside
of town. Cain't jest seem to get to it.
Could be I'm getting too long in the
tooth to go up agin the likes of them.
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GATE 113-116
I don't know nothin' about the Kid. CONT'D
Ain't seen him since he gut-shot - (2)

Purdy Roberts.

GARRETT WALKS OVER TO GATE and pushes him down on
his back with his boot.

BAKER
Heard you was workin' for Chisum. I'd
as soon be outside the law as wear a
badrge for the town of Lincoln and
them what's in itc.

CATE
Me too.

GARRETT
- It's a job. A man gets to an age he
don't want to spend time figuring
what comes next.

BAKER (spitting
tobacco juiceg

Yeah, well, let's pet to it. But

it'll cost you some change. I don't

do nothin' no more lessen there's a

plece of gold attached.

Garrett grabs Gate by the collar and pushes him
towards Baker's house,.

INT. - BAKER'S HOUSE 117

The inside of Sheriff Baker's house is simple "to
the point of austerity: A dining room table of
rough planks, "Wanted" posters on the wall, simple
kitchen utensils.

Baeker's wife takes the coins that Garrett gives her
and puts them underneath & floor board. She takes

the dead rooster from GCate and throws it on the table.
Then she ushers Gate through a door into the jail.

She SLAMS the DOOR and turms to Garrett and Baker.

BAKER'S WIFE
I don't like it, Cullen. This town
ain't worth it for you to go up agin
'em jest for Garrett. You ain't that
young no more. I say let 'em lile,

BAKER
Garrett'd get his ass shot off goin!’
up arin 'em alone. But I'll tell ya

truth; I ain't got a shine for it
myself.
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Garrett reaches in his pocket and hands Baker's wife 117
some more coins. She puts them away. Then she reachesCONT'D
for two shotguns hanging on the wall and hands them (2)

to Garrett. Next she hands Baker another Colt and

a bottle full of kerosene.

They leave the house.

EXT. - BAKZR, BAKER'S WIFE, GARRETT, BUGCKBOARD 118-129

Garrett and Bsker ride in front of the buckboard.
Baker's wife rides in back, lying down on & mattress
so that she 1s out of sight from passersby. Beside
her are the shotpuns.

THEY RIDE through town and approach a shack at the
edge of the river.

A MAN SITS BY THE BaNK idly fishing and drinking from
a bottle. He stands up as they approach and grabs & rifle;
then, he walks behind a woodpile at the side of the house.

BAKER TURNS THE BUCKLGOARD around in front of the house
so that its rear end is pointing towards the door.
RBaker and Garrett climb off the buckboard and stand to
the side of 1it, so that they are still protected from
a line of fire from the shack.

GARREIT (shouting)
Black Harris.

HARRIS (from behind

the woodpile)
I ain't seen the Kid 1f'n that's what
you're after, Garrett. If it's straight
up one to one you want, I'm your man.
But leave Baker out of it, he's too
old and mangy and it'd be like breakin’
off a dead twig.

GARRETT
I'm lookin' for sign, Black. It's
either that or I take you and Sut in
for that job up at Springer.

A GUN SLOWLY APPEARS out of a window.

HARRI S
Jesus, Pat, that rings lame to me.
We been lvin' low ever since Chisum
cleaned us off his range. Now whyn't
vou and that old cow's fart go on back
to the saloon and we'll jest gel on
with livin'.
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BAKER'S WIFE (from
inside the buckboard)
He talk too goddamm much. I don't
want him in my jail.

BAKER
Walk on out, Harris, I aim to have
you out of my towm.

HARRIS
You come on in, Cullen, 1f'n your
dead log's legs will carry you this

‘far. We'll swap old times.

There 18 a moment of silence.

- THE RIFLE FROM THE HOUSE

THERE IS A SCREAM from the

BAKER
Let's take 'em.

out the window.

GARRETT AND BAKER exeh

EXFLODES and a bullet hits
the buckboard, causing the horses to rear. The rear
gate of the buckboard falls down and Baker's
lets go with the shotgun at the window,
grabs the other shotgun and fires at the

wife
Then she
window again.

house and Sut Cole falls

ange gunfire with Harrils, who

P.39

118-129
CONT'D
(2)

i1s behind the woodpile. RAKER IS SHOT in the shoulder and

THE HORSES LOSE CONTROL

sipght.

ANOTHER MAN MAKES A MO
by the wounded Baker.

of the house.

EXT. = SIDE OF THE HOUSE - GARRETT

Garrett slowly inches towards the corner of the house.

FROM THE OTHER SIDE

are glazed and blood 1is pouring out of his side.

THREE HUNDRED FEET IN FRONT. OF THE HOUSE, Cullen

Baker lies dying on the ground. His rifle has been

thrown ten feet to the side of him and he 1is vainly

trying to crawl for it.

and run the buckboard out of

VE out the door and is drilled
GARRETT SPRINTS for the side

OF THE HOUSE, Harris inches towards
the same cormer. Harris is badly wounded. His eyes

130~143
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HARRIS (choking; 130-143
crying out) CONT'D
Us old boys oughtn't to be doin' . (2)

this to each other, Pat. They ain’'t
that many of us left. You and I rode
into this county together. Hell, it
was more'n fifteen years ago...

Qhe.ss-Il'm bieedin' like a stuck pig.

There is a moment of silence.

GARRETT SITS BACK AGAINST THE WALL, checking his
pistol. He stands and starts to climb through a
window but

HARRIS MANAGES TO FIRE two shots at him from the
opposite window.

GARRETT SINKS DOWN

BARRIS {(cont'd)
Ain't no sense trying to blind-side
each other, Pat. We're too old for
that style. Llet's jest have it on
out...For old time's sake. I'll tell
va another thing:I know where the
Kid is at. ’

THEY BOTH MOVE SLOWLY towards the cormer. A CROWD
has gathered in back of the house. Most of them
stand silently, watching the action; a few quietly
make bets.

GARRETT .
It ain't no use, Black. Tell me
where he's at and I'll get you to
the Doc. I aln't interested In
bringin! you in.

They inch closer to the cormer. Garrett is tight-
lipped and sweating.

HARRIS (his voice

hoarse, almost a whisper)
You ain't jest a shitten, you ain't.
You're more interested in killin’
me...1'11 tell you where he's at
when yoeatre lyin' proper on the
ground. It'll be the last words
you hear.

Harrla stamls up, Jeaning agalnst the side of tla
house. His legs are wobbly. He shakes his head as
if to clear his vision.

BAKER'S WIFE PUSHES THROUGH THE CRCWD, carrying a
shotgun. She kneels next to Baker. He is dead.
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HARRIS UTTERS A LOMG CRY. Holding his side, he 130-143
stumbles past the corner. . CONT'D
(3)

GARRETT FLATTENS HIMSELF on the ground.
HARRIS FIRES FROM THE HIP.
BAKER'S WIFE RISES AND FIRES into him from the rear.

GARRETT'S BULLET HITS HIM in the leg. He 1s lifted
clear off the ground.

GARRETT WALKS over to him and bends down.

HARRIS (dying, his
volce barely audible)
Paris, France.

Garrett stands up and walks through the crowd. He
passes Baker's wife, who numbly sits beside her husband.

EXT. - TRICHERA MOUNTAINS - EVENING 144

Garrett makes a simple camp in a small washout at

the base of a rocky butte. In back of him the butte
glows red and purple with the setting sun. In front
of him stretches the rolling desert that leads to
Sante Fe,

GARRETT WALKS to his heobbled horse and takes a bottle 145
of whisky from a saddlehag, He returns to nis camph
fire and takes a lung pull from the bottle.

146 OUT
EXT. - FORT SUMNER - EVENING 147

Billy walks beyond the fort to a field. He is slone.
The sun sets in front of him. One hundred feet away
lies an old hat. The hat is a Stetson, with half the
brim eaten away and a huge hole in the top,

BILLY DRAWS AND FIRES at the hat. He misses. A 148-150
small squirrel dashes out of the hat.

BILLY FIRES at the squirrel. He misses.
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HE FIRES AGAIN AT THE HAT. . He hits the hat. 148-150
) CONT'D
THERE ARE GICGLES BEHIND HIM. He turns and sees (2)
two small boys laughing at him. He laughs with

them, then stops as he sees MaKIA.

Maria is walking across the field towards Fort Sumner.
She is carrying a basket of laundry.

The boys run after her. She stops for a moment,,
turning, and sees Billy. They stare at each other
and then she turns and continues walking toward the
Fort.

Billy follows.

BiLLY
(catching up with Maria)
Hace mucho calor.

Maria doesn'l ubawuer,
BILLY
(walking alongside Maria)
Como se llama.
Maria doesn't answer. The boys laugh and Billy turms
towards them, felgning anger. Maria walks inte an
adobe house on the edge of the Fort.

One of the Boys picks up a shirt Maria has dropped
and hands it to him.

Billy walks up to the door of the adobe house.
He bangs on the door.

An old Woman comes te the door and stares at him
without expression.

BILLY
Pardon. The Sencrita dropped the
shirt. I'm wondering if...

The 0ld Woman cuts him off by taking the shirt and
going back inside, shutting the door.

Billy shrugs and turns away. He makes a sudden
move at the Boys, who run away, laughing.
CuT TO:

151-153 OUT
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EXT. -« VALLEY - CHISUM HERD - DaWN

Billy, S{lwv: snd Alias vide. The three horse-
men move silently Juve the edpe of the hedot,

GRADUALLY ey .eialudl'e FIVE COWS and drive chem
over the rise, sway from the main herd.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HILLS -~ AFTERNOON

154

155

156 OUT
157

Billy, Silva and Alias move the cattle through brown

hills covered with sparse pine trees. The sun 1s
directly overhead.

SUDDENLY A FLOCK OF TURKEYS start up in front of
Billy.

BILLY (shouting -
to Allas)
Let's get 'em. They can't fly when
they're goin' uphill.
(he yells back to Silva)
Hold the critters!

Billy and Alias ride after the turkeys, who are
scurrying up one of the hills. The turkeys are
unable to launch themselves although they flap
their wings.

Alias and Biily yell and wave theilr ropes. They
mliss two or three times. Alias conmects one.

BILLY TRIES TO LEAN DOWN AND GRAB A TURKEY by the
neck, but he mearly £falls off his horse and maybe
does.

THEY CHASE THE TURKEYS into the pine trees at the
top of the hill.

THE TURKEYS DISAPPEAR into the woods.

158

159

160~162 OUT
163

164
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ALIAS AWD BILLY GET OFF THEIR HORSES and lie-down 165
They are winded and exhilarated.

They are quiet for a long moment. They lie on their
backs and look at the cloudless sky. There is no
sound except for a gentle wind blowing in the pine
trees.

The moment is broken by galloping hoofbeats In the
valley below., Alias starts to get up, but Billy
motions for him to stay down.

Billy and Alias crawl to where they can see the
small valley below.

SEVEN RIDLRS ARE CONVERGING ON SILVA. Three have 166-167
cut him off {in front. Four block the rear. THE
CATTLE ARD ST/MPEDING.

SILVA TRIES TO FIND A WAY OUT of the circle. He 168-172
rides straight ahead and then wheels his horse and

tries to angle off. But they close him off at each

turmn. They surround him.

BILLY
Those are Chisum's men.

ONE OF CHISUM'S MEN (WAYME) grabs Silva's saddle.
Another (RED) takes his pistol and rifle. For
a long moment no one moves.

’

RLD POSITIONS HIS HORSE in front of Silva and
slowly draws his pistol.

HE SHOOTS SILVA in the stomach. S1llva falls off
his horse. One foot catches in the stirrup and
he hangs towards the ground.

WAYNE SHOOTS SILVA'S HORSE. The horse falls,
crushing Silva's body.

TWO MEN GET OFF THLIR HORSES and arrange Silva's 173
bodﬁ so that hls arms are asround the horse's
neck and his legs around its belly.

BILLY {(reaching
for his rifie)
Goddamn sons of bitches.
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BILLY AND ALIAS CUT LOOSE with their rifles. THEY
DROP TWO MEN and throw another off his horse. THEY
MOUNT AND RIDE towards Chisum's men, who are scatter-
ing in confusiocn.

THE MAN WHO HAS BEEN THROWN, stands and takes alm at
Billy.

BILLY SHOOTS HIM through the head.

ALIAS CRIPPLES ANOTHER HORSE, the rider falling and
managing to jump up behind the rider.

THE REST OF CHISUM'S men escape.
CUT TO:

P.42C
174-180
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EXT. - BILLY AMD ALIAS DISMOUNTING NEAR SILVA'S BODY 181

Billy and Allas slowly dismount. Alias can't look at
the obscene necrophilic posture of Silva and his
horse. Billy is unable to look away. He stares at
Silva, his expression blank and yet intense.

BILLY SITS ON THE DEAD HORSE'S RUMP and wipes his 182
brow, Finally looking at the ground.

BILLY (standing up)
Help me get Silva,

Alias shakes his head and mounts up.

ALIAS
It de~d--don't matter n~-n-none once
you-you-you're d-d-dead.

BILLY (prying Silva's
body loose from the horse)
It matters to me. I ain't forgettin'!
and I ain't about to be forgot
nelither.

183-1%4 OUT
EXT. - SANTA FE - GOVERNOR'S PALACE =~ DAY ¢ 165

The Governor's Palace is & lérge léth Century
building built by the Spanish. From a second-
story window flies the American flag.

Carrett walks by the GUARD at the door. He address=-
es a man in a captain’s dress uniform who sits be-
hind a large desk. He is the Governor's AIDE.

GARRETT (very slowly)
Come to see the Governor.

AIDE (his manner 1is
stern and military)
You're late, Sheriff.

GARRETT
It was a long walk, son.

The aide starts to walk into the door behind him but
before he can enter, Garrett brushes by him.

JOr
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INT. - PALACE - DAY 196

Garrett enters onto a long veranda surrounded by
frur walls. In the center is a lush garden.
Three MEN sit at one end. To one slde stands a
large canvas map mounted on an easel.

Garrett is greeted by GOVERNOR WALLACE, a tall, thin
man with receding grey halr and a rather long mus-
tache, He wears the uniform of a General.

A portly, smooth-faced MAN in a grey business sult
sits behind the desk. Next to him stands a small,
thin MAN in inexpensive cord pants and wilre-rimmed
glasses. Behind them, standing rigid, almost at
attention, stands JOHN POE, a large and muscular

man with a wide clean-shaven face. He 1ls dressed

in a shiny black cord suit and black bowler. His
entire stance 1s one of self-righteous determination.

GOVERNOR WALLACE (advanc-
ing to Garrett and absently
shalking his hand)

Good of you, Sheriff. Ve have more
privacy tnis way.

The Governor retreats a few paces and peers intently
cut the window.

GOVEONOR WALLACE

I love these New llexican evenings.
They bring us closer to some greater
design. There 1s a fabulous melan-
choly to them...

(turning to Garrett who

manages not to nod off

snapping his head backs
Ah, yes, Sheriff, allow me to intro-
"duce Mr., Lewellyn Howland.

(the man behind the desk

pots hriefly to Garrett)
And, ah... let me see...

SHMALL THIN AN (softly
Lut with no emotion in his
voice)
Norris.

GOVERNOR WALLACE
These, ah, gentlemen are very con-
cerned about the escape of William
Bonney, a concern which I believe
you also share, Sheriff.

GARRETT
He escaped from my jail.

o oepee as
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GOVERNOR WALLACE
Exactly.

There Ls a moment of awkward silence in the room.

Howland and Norris stare et Garrett coldly.

GOVERNOR UALLACE
How can I best explain? The ter-
ritory is vast and primitive. There
1s money here and growing investments
and these investments have to be pro=
tected so that the area can contlnue
£O ZTOW, ..

Garrett starts to nod, catches himself.

HOWLAND (interrupting)
I believe you rode with the Kid,
didn't you, Sheriff?

l GARRETT
I did.

HOWLAND
You mist be aware of his moves.

CAHRE TT
1 know 3illy. But he ain't
exectly prrdictable,

HOULAND :
Come now, Sheriff. As a man who
is half outlaw himself and still
smart enough to be elected Sheriff
by Chisum and the rest of the big
ranchers, I expect better than that.
Can you bring him in or should we
look elsewhere?

GARRETT
I can if'n the big Peckerheads
/ don't mess things up and start
another cattle war.

Howland takes a sip from a small silver flask that

Norris hands him. He gazes out the window and
then stares agaln at Garrett. Garrett stares at
the bottle.

HOWLAND (to Norris)
Make a2 note to straighten Chisum
out. Remind him that 60,000 head
of cattle is not so many when seen
from our perspective.

(Continued)

P.45

196
CONT'D
(2)
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HOWLAND (cont'd;
to Carrett)

You people are obsolete, LSheriff.
Oh, the Chisums will hang on for
awvhile and a few of them night
survive but you and the Kid have
only a few plays lefr. I suggest
that you grab onto a few winning
hands while you have the chance.

He stops and takes another sip from the flask.

HOWLAND (cont'd;
to Norrils)
say something, lorrlis. You're goud
on this Line,

NORRIS (in a flat
dispassicnate voice)

We're bringing in the gold and we
don't want the dust stirred up by
famous guns. Ve want the action
stopped. We want the land. When
it's all over the land will be
what's lefc.

GOVLERNOR UALLACE (try-
ing to join in)
It's most important, Sheriff, for
us not to frighten potential
settlers and investors.

HOWLAND
It's called civilization, Sheriff,
You might get used to it.

He nods to Norris and takes a sip from the flask,
He looks at Garrett, who still stares at the flask.
He awkwardly offers Garrett the flask. Garrett
shakes his head.

NORIIS
Ue are offering a reward of $1,C20
for the Kid's capture. You are to
have $500 now regardless of whether
you bring him in or not.

CARRETT (staring
at Howland)
I pim to bring the Kid in bur until
I get him, I'm tellin' you to take
that money and shove it up your ass
and set fire to it.

Garrett leaves. llowland watches him go with a thin,
quizzical smile on his lips,

DISSOLVE TO:

.46

196
CONT'D
(3)
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EXT. =~ EL CAPITAN NOUMTAINS - NIGHT

Garrett makes a lonely camp near a stark butte. He
hobbles his horse and prepares a fire. The night
is clear, the stars brilliant. ' Garrett looks tired
and drawn in on himself. His gestures are slow and
weary.

L

CuT TO:

P.46a
197
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EXT. = MO'INTAING = LATER TS N T

Carrett stares into the small fire he has built.
One has the sense of vast space around him. 7There
is no sound.

A VOICH ¢alls out of the night. It Is soft, but
with an edre to Lt.

VOICE
l.eep on starin' at the Eire.

Carrett keeps on staring at the fire.

There is a long moment of silence.

VOICE (cont'd) ’
Anvone else arounu?
- GoadETT
No.
VOICE

Even so, I'm tahin' my sweet time
walkin! in. 1 mot me a Hemington
Mavy .36 at the back of your neck.

There is a lonz mouent of silence. Garrett holds
his frozen posicion.

VOICE (cont'd)
state vour nase.

Akl Ll TT
Pat Carrect.

There 1is a long moment of silence.

VOICE
Turn vour head side rays.

Garrett does as he Ls told.

YOICE {cont'd)
Come down from Santa Fe?

CAILETT
Last weels.

VOICE
I was there. MName is Toe. John Y.
Poe out of Fort Criffin, Toexmas. I
core from Jallace, renember?

JOHN POE walks into cthe Eirelizht. He wallis around
to the other side of the fire and stares down at
Garrett. farrett stares up at him. Poe wears new
chaps, a leather vest, and a battered Stetson.

P.47
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Poe squats down. Garrett throws him a coffee cup. 198
Poe pours himself some coffee,. %O?T'D
2

POE (trying to
be friendly) .
Hobbled my horse back yonder.
Couldn't figure your tracks.
Thought you might be ridin'
the high line.

Poe drinks his coffee, Carrett stares into the
fire, There 1s & moment of strained silence.

POE
Governor Wallace made me a deputy.
Figure he probably told you.

GARRETT
Got me a deputy.

POE
Three's better'n two...l already
been swore in. And I answer only
to the Covernor and to Mr. Norris
and Mr. Howland.

(there is a long silence)
Heard talk on the trail that the
Kid's Iin Mexico. It don't figure
to me. Too many little signs keep
croppin' up, Most likely he's
tryin' to get his old bunch
together again,

(there is a silence)

But you must know more about him
than anybody, seein' as how you
knowed him these past years., I
heard you shared grub with him at
Fort Sumner and shared a few other
things as well. I reckon that
would be the first place he'd fight
shy of.

(there 1s a silence)

Feels like rain comin' on.

Garrett lies down and prepares to sleep,.

CUT TO:

EXT. - MOUNTAINS ~ RAIN - DAY 199

It 18 raining. Poe and Garrett have their ponchos
on. They prepare to mount up.

POE (his foot in

the stirr
Which way we gél 1’2’?

s
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GARRETT {(not
looking at Poe)
I'm goin' south to west.

POE (swinging

into the saddle)
That'd be Chisum's ranch., No reason
for the Kid to be in that part of
the country. Chisum is out to get
him. A fine man, Mr. Chisum. The
country needs more like him -- strong-
willed, no bullshit to him. Men
that ain't afraid to raise the flag.

Garrett doesn't answer, He rides down the mountain.
Poe follows.

CUT TO:

EXT. - CHISUM RANGE - DAY

Garrett and Poe Tide through a high rolling prairie
covered with a knee-high heavy growth of black
grama grass. Around them and stretching as far as
the eye can see are thousands of cattle.

PCE (ridin
next to Garrett%
The way I see it is that Mr., Chisum
and men like him can't afford to
give any kind of play to the Kid or
anyone like him. The country's got
to decide which way it's goin' to go.
The time is over for drifters and
outlaws and them that's got no back-
bone,

GARRETT
Or money.

THEY RIDE ON FOR A WHILE and then Garrett rteins in
his horse, After a few hundred feet, Poe realizes
Garrett has stopped and turns his horse around.
GARRETT SITS in his saddle, staring at him.

POE WAITS for Garrett to catch up, but Garrett
doesn't move. He keeps staring at Poe., Finally,
Poe rides back.

P.49
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GARRENT -
{when Poe has ridden back)

I'm go'n’ ta 1211 you vhis once and con':
make me do i1 again... The country's qeiiin’

old and T aim to g2t old with it. The ¥ii .,
don't want taati and ne might be a better man

For it. T ain’t judgin'.. and I don't wan: vyou
explainin' notain' vo me and I don't want you
talkin' about the kid or nobody else in my country.

EXT. (DAY) - 2034

PACO FINISHES

BILLY ALIAS

A pause. Alias gets up and walks over to Paco.

LOADTING HIS YaCOM. YOLANDA AND MARIA ARS HELFING.
AND LUXE SIT A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY.

-------

Lerd NI '
T gquess whern vou can't get it up to dance no morc
you gor 1o pact up and leave,
(e l)ohs hacm at Alias and Billy. Thoy
don'tc .nswer)
HE"S Old-oo '%":'\»h-- ?Je gOt Old.
BALZO
(vho wau linished packing. e comes over
To Billy) :
Amigo
BILLY i
Amigc. ' '
PACO
It's Time.
BILLY
Buena Suerte., Until T see you
PACO

Come to Mexico, Billy. People know you are aore.
T say tnils as your friend.

L{}. ...-q
Hell. 1In old Nnx you'd just be another drunken
gringo shaitten out hot chili peppers and waitin (o
get old

4

vith an Lntr:carely carved handle. He hands it to Paco.

ALTAS
Adlos Paco. It nas a good edge.

PFACO
(very moved surprised)
Graclas, Amiqgo.

LUKE
There's a lot of ground hetween herc and tue vordeor
and 1it's a1l Chlsum's. You'd better Leep thom snedp
moving or tney'll wind up on his table.

PACO
I nave no cuarrel with Caisum....

Bt e g

He takes out a knif
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203A congjnued ) ‘ P03A
R ‘ PACO (cont)
That 1s an o0ld war that is over. You let him
alone and ne'll let you alone. _
BILLY y
Don't you believe it

Paco looks at him, walks over to the wagon and climbs up, He leaves.
Maria watches the wagon go, briefly looks at Billy and walks to aer
house.
LUKE
(gethnn up and walking away)
Damn, I'm thirsty.

, : ALIAS
(after a pause)
You can leave... You can leave. ! .
(Billy looks at him)
Could you 1live in Mesico ?
BILLY '
C ould you ? ” ,

ALIAS
{to himselfF)

Yeah ... leaving. 5 , i

Tnere is a pause.

BILLY ‘ !
Have you ever been to California 7

ALTAS
Not yet.

BILLY

I ain't either., But they're sure puttin it on me
TO go somewnere. oo

' ALTAS
* i Leaving would sure give Garrett some size.

1 . BTLLY

Well, I reckon he's given me about as much time /
! as he can. I guess Wexzco ain't all that dafrerent
X fFor a few monins.

ALIAS ,

L

That depends on who you are. ‘ K

304/5 FXT. CATSUM RANCH TARLY EVENING 204 /5

GARRET AND POE HAVEZ RIDDEN FURTHER INTO THE CHISUM DOMAIN. IN THF DISTARCE
tacy can see tne rancn nouses. TW0O RIDERS APPROACH THEM FROM THE

WEST. fGney ride alongside them. They are Wayne and Red. Two of 7tne

riders present at Silva's death. 1

200/7 FAPRFTT AND PO AIDB THROUGH THF GATE THE TWO RIDERS ON I ITHZR ?CS/?
sile of tnem.
P08 THEY DISMOUNT. THE TWO RIDFRS STAY ON THRIR HCORSES.Tnay are severa;

Tavarrm  mmemma v M o cmmd s vmnar wmmman wmlan e om e Tneme s wEy VNI TRRTTY TR A Y oy

otk gy
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235 CONTINLED
AIBER
(to i arratt)
Hu's ovar tc the corral.

259=20

- 239-10 EXT, COARAL EVENING

v
GAARRETT AND POE WALK TO ONE OF TWE CORRALS FARTHEST AWAY FROM THE HCUSE.

A JILD HOASS IS SEING BARIKEN IN THE CGRRAL, Scveral cowboys watch fyow cutsice,

A TALL WHITE HAIRSOD WAN SGTANDS BY HINMIILF  wutching the haorse get busted.
Hu has his baeck to Garrett and Pos. Hs is CHISJM

ot e -



They walk up and stand beside him. Even though the
horse has thrown 1ts rider, STEBBINS, a man present
at Silva's death, Chisum stares straight shead, not
acknowledging Poe and Garrett., His presence is
lean and tense. The tightness of his lips and the
severity of his features suggest great control and
the complicated and repressed emotions of a
committed puritan.

THE HORSE IS MOUNTED AGAIN by Stebbins.

CHISUM (still looking
at the horse, which has now
thrown the rider again)
Mescaleros stole forty head of horses
last week,

GARRETT
They're off the reservation.

CHISUM
Bonney stole five a couple of weeks
ago and tried to get some cattle.

THEY WATCH THE RIDER get thrown again.

GARRETT
He says you owe him five hundred in
back wages.

CHISUM TURNS TO GARRETT and Poe for the first time.

CHISUM
He rode for me. I treated him
like any other man.

Garrett looks away.

' PQE

All the signs point to Bonney still
bein' in the country. I believe
we'll get him.

CHISUM
Gentlemen, Bonney won't live the
summer .

He turns to look at another horse being led into
the corral.

POE
The way I see 1t, once the Kid is
killed, money won't be afraid to
' land in Lincoln, ;

CHISUM (turning to

look a% Poe)
o are you

I
1

P.51
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FOE
John Poe.

THE RIDER STAYS ON THE HORSE, bresking him into a
shuddering standstill,

CHISUM (to Garrett)
You have to kill him.

GARRETT
He'll be killed. But not for you.

They look at each other.

CHISUM

I don't want him to be killed for

me, I want him gone becguse too
much has already been sald gbout

him. I want him gone because he's
too short and because he's never
killed a man dead center in his life.
He also killed three of my best memn.

: GARRETT
After what your boys did to Silva,
he'd sure as hell put one through
the center of you.

CHISUM
Sheriff, will you tell me why you
rode gll the way out here?

POE (confused, seeking
to smooth an awkward
situation)

We thought you might have heard
something.

CHISUM
I'1l tell you what I've heard. I
always tell you what I've heard,
Garrett. Billy the Kid is in
Tuscosa. Billy the Kid is in Pecos.
Billy the Kid 1s in Tombstone. Billy
the Kid is in Mexico. Billy the Kid
i1s in Taos. Billy the Kid is in
Tularosa, Socorro and White Oaks.
And Billy the Kid is sitting in my
dining room at this moment eating
tacos and green chili peppers with
my niece, just like old times.,.Are
you staying for supper?

GARRETT
No...thank you.

CHISUM
Mr. Poe?

P.52 :

209-219 !
CONT'D *
(3)



- €

POE (thoroughly
bewildered, but eager to
be in Chisum's good graces)

Why, yes...I could eat.

CHISUM TURNS TO LEAVE, followed by Poe and Carrett.

CHISUM
Fine...the bunkhouse is behind the
large barn. The men usually eat
when the cook lets them., It was
{nteresting meeting you, Mr. Foe,
Perhaps I shall see you again.

They walk off, leaving a bewildered Poe,

CHISUM (cont'd)
GClad to be of service, Garrett.
But don't overuse 1it.

POE STANDS BY THE CORRAL, watching them, Behind
him, another horse is mounted.

CARRETT (the tone of
his voice more reflective,
softer)

I appreciate the loan.

CHISUM
Heard you got some good bottom land
north of Roswell.

GARRETT
Good enough. Far enough from you.

THEY STOP NEAR GARRETT'S AND POE'S HORSES., Poe
walks up behind, stopping near the Tear of his
horse and awkwardly rubbing his rear.

CHISUM
Are you going to get him?

GARRETT
Yeah. Most likely.
(he pauses, then turns back)
Leasaways before he gets you.

Garrett mounts up. Poe mounts up. They ride away.
CHISUM STANDS AND WATCHES THEM. His face 1s stern
and aloof and yet suddenly lonely. He doesn't
move until they have finally disappeared.

CuT TO:

P.53
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Pat Garrett.....
Chgs. 11-16~72

INT. -~ ADOBE RUIN ~ FORT SUMNER -~ AFTERNOON

Lupe and Billy are in the corner of 2z ruined adobe
house. They are naked. Billy sits against the wall
and looks at Lupe. She lies on a thin pile of straw,
staring at the sky. She is a large buxom woman with
long black hair.

LUPE (locking at
Billy)
You don't come to me no more. I have
to find you.

BILLY
You found me.

LUPE
No. You are still away. bMaybe you
think of someone else.

BILLY (looking away)
Maybe you shouldn't talk so much.

LUPE
You have to go now. Pronto --
esta noche. You've been here six
weeks. People know you are here.
Garrett, he knows you are here,

BILLY

He'll be the last to know.
LUPE

He knows.
BILLY

Pat don't know how to look no mdre.
He's lost that. He's tied into a
game he ain't dealinr,

IJUPE
He will find you.

BILLY (putting his
hand on her breast,
absently stroking it)
I'm known here. I ain't never goin!' to
be forgot here. In Mexico I'd be
another drunken gringo, and gettin:
old. I cut my notch here,

LUPE
You will not be old here.

P,54
220

LA L |



Pt Garrett....v.o.. f} Ja-dl :
- E , " Chgs, 12-19-72 5

ey

220 onr

EXT, FORT SUMNER ~ LATE EVENING |

Nilly is mounted on @ lara~ dun with a black =tripe
down its back, He has a bedroll tied on benind him,
a rifle in its scabbard and a canteen.

Mins holds the horse's reins.
MARIA S'TANDS OFF to one side,lmoking at Rilly.
SIX QR SEVEMN MIENM, including Lake,Hollv,Alias and N
Eno,stand around thr horse looking up at Rilly,
in the crowd is Conchita,
LUKE

There's a lot of us that would ride
with you. '

(-2

i _ RITLY
I ain't goin' all that lona. I'11
be back when this blows over. You
boys wait for me.

ALIAS {looking up
at Biily)
Wh-vwh~when you get t-t-to Me-Mexico..,

RITLY (smilina)
I'll get there,1'1l rem~mber you
to *em, But I'd clenr out,if I
was you,Boy. No matter wvhat happens,
hard times are comin' down.

NG
Ride tn Socorro and then through
Tas Cruces and Mesilla.
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Pat Garrett.....
Ches., L-5-72

ManIA WALLS OVEN to him and hands oils v wver chain
with a S5t. Christopher nedal on the e ¢ it. He
hangs it over his neck. He touches his rhumb and
forefinger to his lips, then reaches rlown and touches
her gently on her nipple.

BILLY (turning the head
of his horse and wallking

it through the crowdl)
nemember me to whoever rides by...

Billy rides briskly through the parade ground. The
crowd star&s at him as he disappears through the
gate.

CUT TO:

EXT. - HIGH M35 = NIGHT

Bllly rides across a nmesa. The night 1s bright and
clear. On efther side of him loom the shadows of
rugzed mountains.

cut TO:

AT+ = HOUNTAIi! TRAIL - NIGHT

Billy slowly picks his way down a steep mountain.
The horse stumbles but Billy keeps him upright. 1

Cur TO:

EXT. HOMELL TRADING PO3T =~ EVENING

Billy rides his horse towards the Horrell Trading
Post. He stops and enters the building.

INT. HORKELL TRADING POGST - EVENING

The Trading Post 1s a huve room divided into two
sections. On one side is the actual Trading Post,
with barrels of goods, shelves and rolls of fabric
and a long counter. On the other side, divided by
hanging stirrups and farm equipment, is the Horrell
kitchen, dining room and livinz room.
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Chrus. i1=-R-72
Billy steps into the large wiltchen. 7~ The middle
of the eatin~ are: is an oak table w:it! benchies on

both sides. Threuv teenare bovs nnd a wan sit on
one side of the table. The nun is L J0C3A BILL,
Carrett's deputy in Lincoln. Uix swaller children,
two boys and four girls, sit on the other side of
the table. A stern white-haired man with a lean
hatchet-shaped face sits down at one end. A larue
buxom wonan stirs a pot on the stove.

EVERYONE STOPS TALKING AND STARES at Billy as he
enters.

The woman drops her spoon.

F.57..

229-231
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WOMAN (crying out) 229-231
Well I'11 be. Billy! I didn't think (CONT!'D) &
we'd be gettin' to see you. (2) :

BILLY (shyly, holding his
hat in his hand)
Howdy, ma'am. Felt obliged to pay
my respects before movin' on.

The woman advances on Billy and holds him at arm's
length, carefully looking him over.

WOMEN
You've gotten as thin as a snake on
stilts. Didn't they feed you in that
jail?

Billy turns to the table.

BILLY (to the white-halred
man) '
Howdy, Mr. Horrell.

MR. HORRELL (looking at
Billy stermly)
You picked a fine time to come,
Billy.

Billy looks at alamosa Bill,

BILLY
Didn't figure you for takin' on a
badge.

ALAMOSA BILL (looking
calmly at Billy)
Didn't figure on it myself. I was
in town bein' purely soclable. Rode
in from Seven Rivers to see you hang.
Garrett swore me In when you lit out.

MKS. HORKELL (placing a bowl
of potatoes on the table)
I won't be having any 111 talk at my
table. Set, Billy, and £fill yourself,

Billy sits at the table, opposite Alamoéa Biil. Mr.
Horrell bows his head. &Zveryone follows.

MK. HORRELL
Bless, 0 Lord, this house and these
vittles. A-men.

Lveryone at the table reaches for the food at once.
The plates are heaped full. No one talks as they eat.
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MR. HORRELL (slamming a
spoon down on the boy next to
him) ]

You know the rules, Keep one foot on
the ground when you reach.

THEZ ReST OF THiZ MiEAL IS EATeN IN SILENCE, with Mrs.

Horrell seeling that all the plates are kept full.

MRS. HORRELL {(to Alamosa
Bi1ll after his plate is finished)
Another fried pie?

ALAMOSA BILL
Don't mind if I do, ma'am. Never
tasted anything so good in my life.

MRS. HORRELL
BL1ly?

BILLY
No, thank you, ma'am.

Alamosa Bill is the last one to finish his meal.
He sits back, satisfied.

ALAMOSA PBILL (looking up
from his empty plate)
I don't reckon you run across old
Pat, did you, Billy?

BILLY
Can't say that I did.

MR. HORRELL
He's goln' to track you till he gets
you, Billy. He might not look it
but Pat Garrett has got more sand
than most.

BILLY
I'm outlawed, all right. Alamosa
here will see to that. And it hasn't
been long since I was a law ridin'
for Chisum and old Pat was an outlaw.
Funny thing, the law.

ALAMOSA BILL
Yeah, well, we best get to it.

MR. HORRLLL (wiping his
face and standing upg

And I jest got finished puttin' in a

new cottonweood door. Used the «ld

one for my son John. Got shot up by

Olin Carroll. He's out yonder by that

elm.

¥.59
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229-231
| (CONTD)
<§ : BILLY (&)

I'm sorry to hear that, Mr. llorrell.

MR. HORRELL (going over to
the door and beginning to unpry
it with a crowbar)

He was a good hand, John. Never could
shoot, though...

(he grunts at the door) :
Hardy, you and lee help me with this
door.

CUT TO:

c{T. - OUTSIDE HORRELL TRADING POST - EVENING 232-236

The light from the setting sun is warm and soft. Mr.
Horrell has taken off the door with his two sons.
They stand outside with the rest of the family.

Billy and Alamosa Bill strap on their holsters a few
feet away. DMrs. Horrell dries her hands on a dishrag.

ALAMOSA BILL (to Billy)
. You don't reckon there's another way
(( to work this out? .

BILLY
No.

ALAMOSA BILL
Well, we best get to it. Ten steps?

BILLY
Sults me....Start countin’.

Alamosa Bill says nothing.

BILLY
You figured on another way?

ALAMDSA BILL
Can't come up with anything.

BILLY
Then start counting.

STANDING BACK TO BACK, they begin walking away from

each other, stepping and counting aloud simultane-
ously.

9

AT NINE, ALAMOSA WHIRLS AND FIKES, His shot is
hurried and he misses.



Pat Garrett.....
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Chgs. 11-14-72 P.6l-64

BILLY, SMILING SLIGHTLY, shoots him through the . 232-236

stomach as he counts Ten. CONT'D
2y

BILLY WALKS QUICKLY up to Alamosa Bill. Bending
down, he unbuttons his shirt.

BILLY (as he tries to
stop the flow of blood?

You should have tried at eight, old
hoss,

ALANMOSA BILL
I never could count. But leastways
I'll be remen....

Alamosa Bi1ll dies.

Billy straightens up and walks over to his horse.
He mounts and rides off without looking back.

The Horrells stand in front of their home and watch
him ride out of the valley.

(JONES TRADING POST HERE?)
EXT. - DESERT =~ EARLY DAWN 237

Billy rides slowly across a desert populated by ;
cholla cactus and sage. His horse scrambles down

and then up a deep arroyo. The night is beginning:
to soften into dawn, i :

CUT TO:

238-258 oUT
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Chgs. t1-5.77 P.65

EXT. JONES TRADING POST - DAY (This scorsz niays 259
between Scenes 236 and 237.)

Garrett and Poe ride up to the Jones Trading Post.

The country is desolate and parched. The Trading

Post 1s made out of logs and canvas. A sign says:
Groceries. Another: Saloon.

Garrett and Poe dismount and hitch their horses to
8 hitching post. They walk into the saloon.

INT. SALOON - AFTERNOON 260~261

The saloon is long and narrow and very dark. At
the rear are shelves holding canned goods and other
provisions.

There are only two tables.

LEMUEL, the bartender, an old man with & white
beard, is asleep on the bar, his head resting on &
half-filled flour sack.

Garrett goes behind the bar and removes a bottle of
whisky from a shelf, and two glasses. He returns
to a table.

POE AND GARRETT SIT DOWN

GARRETT (softly,
pouring them both drinks)
They know you in these parts?

POE
I ain't never rode through here.
Tell you one thing, though. Ve
best get the Kid soon. They're
already talkin' about you in
Lincoln., I calculate you ain'c
been there in more than six weeks,
I don't want to mess with your
plans, Garrett, but this don't
seem the best way to be trackin!
4 man down.

GARRETT
When I want you to keep time for
me I'll ask you,

Garrett pours another round. They drink silently,
Garrett appears moody and distracted.

GARRETT
I'1l stay here the night. You
Swing to the east and then south.
I'll pick you up in Roswell in
five days.” Six at the most. They
don't know you, so you might pick
up somethin'.
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Poe stands up, wiping his mouth with the back of
his hand.

POE :
Are you gettin' tired, Garrett?
Looks like you're only good for
another two weeks.

GARRETT (not looking up)
Yeah... Well, adios.

Poe walks out of the saloon. Garrett stares at
his bottle, '

LEMUEL (waking up)
It ain't the time o' year to go
lookin' for somebody. You get too
rifled up, your bark is liable to
fall off.

GARRETT (still
looking at the bottle)
Yeah...I ain't got much force in
hot weather.

CUT 7T0:

INT. - SALOON - LATE AFTERNOON

Garrett sits at the table. The bottle is empty and

P.bb
260-201

CONT'D
(2)

262-280

\

another full one stands by its side. Garrett stares at |
the bottle. A fly slowly circles the saloon. The bar-

tender sleeps on the bar, this time curled over his
side, with his amm under his cheek. He SNORES softly.

HOLLY WALKS INTO THE SALOON. He is hot and weary.
He wears a tied-down gun and a bowie knife.

He takes his gun out of the holster and raps the
handle on the bar and stands behind 1it.

Garrett continues to stare at his bottle.

HOLLY
You like to waste the best part of
the day, old-timer. Gimme a bottle.

The bartender gives him a bottle and & glass.

HOLLY TURNS AND LOOIS AT GARRETT as two more men
come in. One {s Beaver, the half-breed, with leg=-
gings, moccasins and a black bowler hat. The other
1s Alias,

Voo e
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ALIAS " 262-280 !
I 1li~1i-like to br-br-break my laig CONT'D
¢cr-cr-crossin' that wash back (2)

yo-y-y-yonder.
They come up to the bar and stop, looking at Garrett.

Garrett slowly turns his eyes from the bottle to the
men at the bar,

GARRETT
Hello, Holly.

- HOLLY
Howdy, Sheriff. A bit off your
graze, aln't you?

GARRETT
A bit.

BEAVER (trying
unsuccessfully to smile)
A bit off your graze, ain't you?

Garrett looks at Beaver. There 1s a moment of
tension in the roon.

HOLLY (smiling)
Hell, everybody knows he's lookin!
for the Kid. Last we heard he wes
over to the Horrell place shootin!
up your deputy jest before he took
off for Tombstone.

Garrett stares at the three men. They turn to their
drinks at the bar.

LEMUEL (cackling)
Ain't nobody in the territory seen
the Kid. For all I know he's out-
side waitin' to see 1f'n he can get
hisself a drink.

HOLLY DOWNS HIS SHOT and moves towards the door.

GARRETT (an edge to
his voice, as his hand
slowly lays his gun in front
of him on the table, pointing
“in the direction of the bar)
Ain't no need to run off, Holly.

HOLLY SLOWLY TURNS, his hand inches away from his
gun. They stare at each other.

LEMUEL AND THE OTHER TWO men watch Garrett, but he
doesn't move.
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GARRETT SLOWLY PICKS UP his pistol.

HOLLY
He ain't out there, Pat. Hell, I~
thought you'd a heard about Alamosa.
I ain't never had nothin' agin him.
Even pulled a job with him over at
Stinkin' Crik.

GARRETT (his hand steady)
You boys shuck them holsters and
let 'em lie where they fall.

The three men let their holsters fall to the floor.

GARRETT
You boys carryin' wages?

HOLLY
What kind of wages you mean?

GARRETT (laying his gun
down on the table)
Any kind. Thought we might play a
few sociable hands.

THE THREZE MEN WALK OVER to Garrett's table. Holly
carries a bottle which he sets down next to Garrett.
He and Beaver slt down. Allas stands next to the
table while Garrett pulls out a pack of cards and
riffles them.

HOLLY
Aln't no harm in bein' sociable.

BEAVER (trying unsuccess-
fully to smile again)
Ain't no harm in...

He stops when Garrett gives him a long look.

GARRETT (still
riffling the cards)
Boy?

ALIAS
Y-y~yes,

GARRETT
Go on over behind the bar and get
that shotgun that old lemuel's got
his hands on and bring it on over
here barrel first.

P.69
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Chgs. 11-16-72 p._ 70
LEMUEL (raising the shot- 262-280
gun over the bar, careful to CONT'D

keep his fingers well away i
from the trigger; Garrett puts
the cards on the table and
casually puts his hand on his
. pistol) '
Ain't no need to get a mad
on, Pat. I weren't really set on
usin' 1it. But these boys been
patronizin' me real good.

(4)

ALIAS TAKES THE SHOTGUN by the barrel and brings it

back to the table. Garrett takes it agnd stands it
up against his chalr.

BEAVER
Ain't no need to get a mad on, Pet.

GARRETT (emptying out
the shells of the shotgun
and handing it to Alias)

Go on and stand behind the breed
there.

Alias does as he's told.

GARRETT .
Now bring the stock down real firm-
like on the back of hilis head.

Alias hesitates as Beaver starts to stand up.
Garrett points his pistol at him.

GARRETT
Now boy, you do like I said or I'm
goin' to put a hole through his
chest that might just tickle your
private parts on its way out.

ALIAS BRINGS THE STOCK OF THE shotgun down on
Beaver's head. He falls off his chair to the floor.

GARRETT (cont'd)
Lemuel, I want you to drag vour
rat's ass on over to the table
where we can all see you.

LEMUEL (walking over to

the table and sitting down

next to Garrett, mumbling and

spitting on the floor)
Crazier than a goat-humpin’ mule.
All that law he done put
inside himself all these years bustin’
out. I don't give a sweet jerk in
hell ift'n the Kid lays him out,
An' him damn near a Daddv to the Kid.

+
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Chgs., 11-16-72 p 71
GARRETT (to alias) 262-280
Now, boy, I want you to take his CONT'D
hat and settle it gently like over . (5)

Lemuel's eyes. Those eves ain't
seen but the bad news side of things
ever since he been Iin thisg territory.

Alias picks up Beaver's black bowler and pulls it
over lLemuel's head. It is g huge bowler and
Lemuel's nose is covered by 1it.

GARRETT (cont'd)
Now, boy, I want you to go an over
to that shelf of air tights and
give us a good read loud enough
for me to catch your sound.

ALIAS WALKS TO THE WALL in back of Garrett's table
and stands In front of g shelf full of tin cans.
He slowly and Painfully begins to read out the
labels of the cans.

GARRETT DEALS OUT a hand of poker to Holly,

GARRETT

Two's a better game, anyway.
HOLLY

He ain't out there, Pat.
LEMUEL

Damn right he ain't out there. The
sheriff'd be dead air by now if'n he
was around. I ain't partial to
your moves, Pat,

HOLLY
Now listen, Pat, we ain’'t done
nothin', Hell, man, we just come
in to wet outselves down a little,

Holly reaches for the bottle and starts to pour
himself a drink.

GARRETT
Take it from the bottle, Holly. No
need to stand on manners around here.

Holly looks at him and then takes a slug from the bottle.

GARRETT
Keep on agoin', Holly,

HQLLY
Pat, what're vou aimin' to do?
I ain't even g drinkin' man more'n a
few belrs soclable,

"o v-'r-:-:usvw“r*’?;?ﬂﬁ'”?'lfm?iﬁ'mwwﬂw—m—w'u
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LEMUEL
He's drownin' ya, that's what he's
doin'. He's gettin' his bark back
on like he thinks {t'11 make him
young agin, like the Kid, that's
what. They'd better get to it
soon, afore the whole
territory gets lamed.

(3

Holly takes g belt and then another. Pat deals a
hand. When Holly pushes gside the bottle, Pat
motions for him to keep drinking.

GARRETT
What're you doin' in these parts,
Holly?

HOLLY (thickly, trying

to play hils cards and drink

at the same time. He's

starting to get dizzy)
Cuttin' strays. Figured to sign on
to a drive...Ah, hell this stuff
like to kill me. Whyn't you just
knock me on the head and get 1t over.

LEMUEL
Home made is what i1t is. Me'n Black
Harris whupped it up a month ago.
Aln't had time to age. Ain't nothin'’
have time to age decent in this country.

-

Garrett pours lLemuel a drink and gives it to him.
Holly keeps drinking.

HOLLY (his words slurring)
Are you afralid to take 1t to him or
what? The Kid acts loco about you
as well. I believe 1f he got a
bullet into you, he'd get shut of
this country for good. I ain't sayin!’
it too good. Don't take it personal,
Pat, but you'm him been a little
short of supplies ever since you been
knowin' each other. Ah, hell, I ain't
partial to neither one of ya.

Holly slowly eases his right hand towards the back
of his belt. Garrett doesn't appear to notice.

ey

P.72
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LEMUEL 262-280 "
If'n it was up to me, Pat, I'd as CONT'D :
soon see you get your head blowed (7)

off. You ain't been much good te

nobody since you been on the tax

collectin' side. Lookit the kind of

play you're makin' now. Ain't got

no sense to it. A dude's play. -

HOLLY SUDDENLY MAKES HIS MOVE and whips up his
knife to throw.

GARRETT MOVES HIS GUN over a few inches and fires
it, without lifting it from the table. The bullet
goes through Holly, lifting him up and slamming him
to the ground. .

ALIAS FREEZES, unable to read or turn around.

LEMUEL SITS IN HIS CHAIR unable to see, his hands
half way up towards the bowler.

LEMUEL
You just made me shit in my pants,
Pat. I ain't goin' to forgive ya
for that,

ALIAS TURNS TO GARRETT. Garrett covers him with the
gun. Alias turms back to the cans and keeps reading.

GARRETT STANDS UP and walks to the door.

LEMUEL
What's he doin'? He get Holly or
what? Somebody tell me or get this
stinkin' hat offen me.

Lemuel's voice trails after Pat as he steps out the
door.

THE SUN IS SETTING OVER the vast expanse of barren
desert. There is no one in the distance.

CuUT TO:

EXT. - TUCKERMAN'S HOTEL - EVENING 281

Poe approaches a low adobe building. The country

is dry and desolate and the outlines of the building
seem especially bleak and angular. A large wooden
sign, the letters of which have long faded, announces:
TUCKERMAN'S WoSTERN HOTEL. MEALS.

Poe hitches his horse to the railing outside the
building and goes inside.
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INT. -~ TUCLL.ZWA'S HOTEL 282-2u64
The hotel is a larpe adoba room dividud wnto two
sections by a wooden partition slx feet tall. - On

one side of the wall arce four round rableos and a
small bar made from the Tenains of a snall buck-
board. On the other sid: of the wall are cten bunles .
Five on each side lined up In rows.

TUCKERNMAN, the hotel keeper, is seated at one of the
tables, drinking coffee. He is thin, almost emaciated,
and his face Ls set in cruel suffering lines.

SACKETT, a snall., intense nian in a bowler hat, dustv s riped
pants,vest and patched chirt, sits ac another tablé. He
mutters to himself, violently drunk and tries to play solitairc

In the sleeping area TWO ITINLRS = JOSH AND CobY - sit
facing each other on lmmnls. On the floor in front

of them and on their binks are their worldly possess-
ions. They appear to be dividing them up. They look
up as Poe comes in and then return to their task.

TUCKERMAN looks up from his coffee cup but
otherwise makes no move.

TUCKLEI AN
alntt see you lefore.

POL.
aintt been herve before.

TUCIEIR LA
One dollar Eor the night. Food extra.

POIs
I'11l taie both.

SACKETT
You'd tuerter take both. I chose
the nignt and I'm gut sore and
pissed.

Poe sits down at a table, facing Tuckerman.

A}

POE (cont'd)
I'd welcome a steak and eggs if you
got ‘em.

TUCKER AN
I got 'en.

He gets up and goes into a small room at the rear.
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INT. - TUCKERMAN'S HOTEL - NIGHT

The dining room and sleeping area are lit by hang-
ing kerosene lamps. -

POE eats at one table. The hocel keeper sits
staring at his coffee cup at a table in front of
Poe.

SACKETT sits at another table.

IN T OTHER SECTION, che two miners divide up
their goods. JOsi is very old, stooped and
white-haired. CODY equally old and battered,
with a long handlebar moustache.

JOSH
I1'1l throw in the bowle knife...
Hell, I'll even give you the
stopperboard and granny bar.

CcoDY
I1'd ruther part with my topknot than
my Sharps. You already got yourself
a rifle.

SACKETT (to no one
in particular)
They're worse than a palr of Chinese
playin' with bones.

They are silent. Poe wipes his plate with a pilece
of bread. He looks up at Tuckerman, who is staring
at him.

POE
Hot.
TUCKERMAN (still staring
at Poe)
It is.

Poe continues to wipe his plate.

JOSH
I'11l throw in the hanging
bolt and self«feeder

Coby
No way you're gonna get that
weapon

POE (to Tuckerman)
I could use more of your potatoes.
Mighty fine potatoes.

P75
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Chgs. 11-8-72 P.76
Tuckerman locks at Poe with susplcion. - 285-247
CONT'D

TUCKERMAN - (2)

Can't do it.

SACKETT
You can't get a stage in here. Let alone
a sack of potatoes.

JOSH (his voice rising

in indignation)
That's considerable. That's what
that is. I been with you two years,
smellin' you and listenin' to you
flap your mouth like your jawbone
was broke. You owe me that Sharps
just for bein' the mess o' sheep
dip that you is.

CODY
No way.

Poe finishes his bread and sits back in his chair.
He stares at Tuckerman. Tuckerman stirs his coffee
with a slow circular motion of his spoon. He keeps
his eyes on the table in front of him.

cuT TO:
INT. - TUCKERMAN'S HOTEL - LATE NIGHT 288

The goods are divided between the miners. They lie
on their bunks, smoking pipes and spitting on the
floor. Poe lies on his bunk, staring at the ceill-
ing. Sackett sits next to him on his bunk, drunkenly
trylng to sew a button on his shirt.

JOsli (reflecting as
if to himself)
You're faced with the likes of him
and you give, that's all there is

to it.
CcoDY
I never would have.
JOSH
You're faced with Bomney and you
give. I don't want to hear no

more about it.

copy
I'd give him buckshot.
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JOSH (sarcastically) 288
I always allowed you had force in CONT'D
' you. - (2)

CoDY
Ain't nobody goin't to take away my
hat.  Nobody.

SACKETT (sitting up,
recelving one last illumination
before darkness overwhelms him)

I ain't never seen such a bunch of
churn headed half breeds.

And furthermore, I'm not afraid of
man, woman nor beast.

He falls back on his bunk.

POE (still staring at
the ceiling)
You run across Bonney!?

JOSH
Over by Seven Rivers. Looked like
he was off'n his feed. Some say

he's gone to Mexico, but not from
what I saw.

coDny
He of stomped hls foot you would
have spooked right up your own ass.

JOSH
I ain't afraid of the Kid. Least-
aways not then I weren't. Ain't
nothin' he could do to me but shoot
me , Bein' with you makes that look
like 2 blessing.

CoDY
I'm tired. Tired of lookin' for yeller
rocks. Tired of trying not to look
at your ugly face. Tired of seein' the
land get crowded up. Tired of feelin’
my bones stiffen up. Tired of hustlin!
a stake. Tired of being snakebit and
sunstruck. Tired of listenin’' to myself.
Tired of huntin' and fightin' and killin',
and waitin' 1o be killed.

JOSH
Looks like you're tired all right.

[N L
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cobny
Yeah, I'm tired.

Poe sits up.

" POE (to Cody)
Where you figure the Kid 1s no

CODY (sudadenly suspi
Who wants to know?

SACKETT (drunk,
from his bed)
Yeah, who wants to know?

POl
I do.

JOSH
We don't just open up toc any s

.
L s b
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w7

clous)

Cranger

who comes along, mister. Not about

the Kid we don't.

POE (quiertly,
ominously, to Josh)

I want you to watch this and then I

want you to tell me if I'm a s

He geté up, walks over to Cody's bunk, 1

tranger.

ifts Cody

up by the neck, holds him in the air for a moment,

then belts him on the chin, stops him co
SACKETT
Excellent. A gesture long ov

Poe walks back to Josh.
JOSH

1d.

erdue.

You ain't no stranger all right.

POE
Where 1s he?

Poe reaches over and yanks Josh's beard.

Then he slaps

him hard across the face, so that the sound Ls like a

gun report.

JOSH
He's in Jort Sumner, mister.
hell are you, anyway?

Who the

288
CONT'D
(3)
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:? Poe straps on his gun belt and picks up hls Stetson.
SACKETT
You handled a crude situation with
remarkable skill..remarkable!l
POE (as he leaves)
Obliged.
CuUtT TO:
C
-~
-3
i
|
]
|
|

b.,784

288
CONT'D
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EXT. - RIVER- MORNING

Garrett 1s camped by a small river in the Foothills.
On either- side of the river the growth is lush and
verdant. There Is an air of peace and total tran-
quility to the scene. Garrett cooks coffee on a
small fire. His horse grazes nearby.

GARRETT WALKS TO THE EDGE of the river. He takes
off his clothes and wades in. He dips down and
throws water over himself. The sunset shimmers
over the river.

UPRIVER, OUT OF SIGHT from Garrett, there is a GUN-
SHOT. Garrett runs out of the river, grabbing his
clothes and the six~gun. He hurriedly dresses.
There are THREE MORE GUNSHOTS.

GARRETT HIDES HIS HORSE and then positions himself
in some reeds by the river. There are TWO MORE GUN-
SHOTS. They are closer. Then a long moment of si-
lence.

AROUND A BEND FLOATS a large flat-bottomed raft.
Goods and furniture are piled high in the middle.

A SHORT, STOCKY MAN stands in the stern and steers
the raft from a long pole. He looks stralght ahead,
or rather to the side of the goods, but -he concen-
trates totally on the river.

A WOMAN AND A YOUNG BOY sit in the middle of the raft,
their backs against the pile of goods. They stare
with a stern, mournful expression at the passing
riverbank.

A HUGE RED~BEARDED MAN (ARDREY) stands in the bow,

He has on fringed buckskins and a large Navajo hat.
He wears a tied-down six-gun. On the deck near his
feet are four empty whiskey bottles. He throws one
in front of the drifting barge. Drawing his six-gun,
he fires TWO SHOTS at the bottle. He misses.

GARRETT COMES OUT Ffrom his hiding place and watches
the barge. As the barge drifts near the bottle

THE BED-BEARDED MAN FIRES FOUR SHOTS into it, finally
breaking it. ;

GARRETT STEPS to the edge of the river.
GARRETT (raising
his hand)
Halloo...

The figures on the barge stare at him. They are
still upriver.

Garrett watchées untii they are directly opposite him.

P.79
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GARRET (continued;
yelling)
Which way you goin'? -

ARDREY
(his expression hostile

and suspicious)
What?

GARRETT
I say, which way you goin'?

ARDREY (throwing a
bottle Iin front of the raft)
Downriver.

ARDREY FIRES at the bottle. He misses.

GARRETT TAKES CAREFUL aim and FIRES at the bottle.
He misses.

ARDREY SLOWLY RAISES his arm and takes aim at
Garrett. GARRETT DOESN'T MOVE.

THE WOMAN AND BOY STARE at the riverbank with the
same frozen, mournful expression. THE MAN IN THE
STERN CONTINUES to steer the raft, not changing
his gaze from the river ahead.

ARDREY FILKES. The bullet strikes the water two
feet in front of Garretr. Garrett doesn't move.
THE RAFT IS NOW PAST GAREETT.

GARRETT RAIES HIS ARM and slowly takes aim at Ardrey.
ARDKEY DOESN'T MOVE.

GARRETT FIRES. His bullet strikes the side of the
raft.

ARDREY AND GARRETT watch each other as the raft
floats around a bend and out of sight.

IN MIDRIVER, DIRECTLY in front of Garrett, floats
the bottle.

CUT TO:

EXT. ~ ROSWELL - ROBERT\'S HOTEL - AFTERNOON

Roswell is a small, fairly prosperous town. There
is one main street consisting of six or seven frame
houses on each side of the street.

P.ED
289-311

CONT'D
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Garrett hitches his horse to the railing outside of
the hotel. The hotel 1Is two stories high. The two
upper windows are curtained. White paint peels off
the outside of the hotel and the wooden sidewalk has
a large hole in it. A man sleeps on a bench, his
back against the wall of the hotel.

The street is completely empty and quiet.

INT. ROBERTA'S HOTEL - AFTERNOON

Garrett walks up to the desk and fings the bell,
A MAN'S VOICE calls out from behind the counter.

VOICE
Sign the book. A dollar a night.
Pay in advance. Key 1s in the
door. Take the first room at the
top of the stalrs. Keep the noilse
down and no shootin' of any kind
allowed in the rooms.

Garrett signs the book and puts a2 dollar on the
counter.

GARRETT {(to the wvaice
in the room behind the
counter)
When you get around to it, Rupert,
and 1f'n you're in the right mind,
tell the sheriff that I'm in town.

RUPERT (impatient)
Who's that to say?

GARRETT
Pat Garrett.

AUPERT
I'11 tell him but it might take
awhile. Hell, I ain't promisin!
nothin'. I ain't hardly in the
mood. No, wait a minute. Tell him
yourself, you shiftless jackass. I
ain't been up that part of the street
in more'n a month and I don't aim to
start on account of you all,

GARKETT
That bad, is it?

RUPEKT
Worse'n that. But vou wouldn't be
of an'! understandin' to it.

P.81
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GARRETT 317-318
You're right. %O?T‘D
2

GARRETT TUENS AND GOES UP THE STAIRS. Half way up
he stops.

GARRETT (cont'd) '
What ladies you got hostin' for you
these days?

RUPERT
We just got us some kind of an
octaroon from South Texas and then
there's Ruthie lLee and them like Mrs.
Susan llalachi, who I've been partial
to myself. She'!'s the one that got
half her tit shot off by old man Serra.

GAPKETT (continuing
up the stairs)
Send me Kuthie Lee.

RUPERT
She won't be wantin' to see you.
She'!'s been with the Kid wmore'n a
few times, you know.

GARRETT
Send her anyway.

RUPERT
You want another one? Last time
you had three or four up there.

GALRRETT (disappearing
up the stairs)
Just send me sonething.
But make sure Ruthilie Lee i1s In the
package.

INT. - ROOM - AFTERNOON

Garrett enters. The hotel room is simple and plain
- with a brass four-poster bed and a tin washstand.
Garrett lies down on the bed. He puts his arms
behind his head and stares at the ceiling.

Through the open window come the SOUNDS of Roswell:
a player piano, laughter, a shout, the rumble of
wagon wheels, a cow bellowing.

There 1s a KNOCK on the door. DBefore Garrett can
answer

319-323

$apit
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A GIRL WALKS IN. She 1s dressed in a long green 319-323
and white gingham dress. She 1s very young, not CONT'™D
more than sixteen. Her figure is almost full, her (2)

face hard beyond her years, her lips thin and drawn.
Her face {s oval and beautiful, framed by long
blonde hailr.

Garrett lies on the bed and stares at her.

GARRETT
Hello, Ruthie.

RUTHIE LEE
Howdy, yourself, Pat. I wasn't
goin' to come up but I figured
you'd £ind me anyway. I been
waitin' for you.

GARKRETT
How've you been?

RUTHIE LEE
Younger and more alive than you.
(she starts to
unbutton her dress)
Which way do you want to go?

GARRETT
I don't know yet. I got to ask you
a few questions first.

RUTHIE LEE (stopping
her disrobing)
He was here a few weeks ago. That's
all I know. I don't know where he
come from or where he went. He's
iln good shape. I can tell you that.
No fat on him anywhere.

GARRETT
You got to do better'n that.

RUTHIE LEE
I figured. But it'll cost you.

GARRETT (sitting up
and reaching into his pocket)
I been goin' broke on this trail.

He hands her ten gold coins which she walks over
and accepts, putting them in her purse and then
stepping warily away.

i3
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RUTHIE LEE (suddenly 319-323
vicious) CONT'D
Why don't you.pack it in, Pat? - (3)

You're gettin' too old to follow

Kids around. DBut, of course, may-

be 1f you nail him, it might quicken
you a bit. God knows you need some...

GARRETT KISc3 FROM THE BED, steps qulckly over to
her and slaps her across the cheek. She reels but
stands up to him.

RUTHIE LEE
But it's easy to uncover
you. Of course, your old core is
rotten and soft enough...

Carrett slaps her again. She begins to cry.

GAREETT (thin-lipped)
Tell me.

RUTHIE LEE
You got to do me one more time,
Pat. 1 owe the Kid that.

Garrett slaps her twice, causing blood to spurt
from her lip.

AS SHE BEGINS TO FALL, he catches her and lays her
on the bed.

RUTHIE LEE (cont'd)
He's been around Fort Sumner. I
don't know exactly where.

Garrett rips off her dress and touches her breast.

RUTHIE LEE (moaning)
I brought a friend. I figured it
would take some 0f the harness off
me.

. GARRETT (softly)
It won't.

RUTHIE LEE (calling out)
Come on in, Sarah. The transaction
has been made.

SARAH COMES IN. She is equally young, with long
dark hair and a red satin dress. She is half Negro
and expert at her trade. She begins to undress.

SARAH
Is this a party?

CARRETT (undressing)
Itt's moin' to be rezl auick.
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EXT. - ROSWELL - JAIL - LATE AFTERNOON

Poe dismounts. He walks up to the door of the
small adobe jail. A sign on the door says: NOT
HERE - SHERIFF.

CUT TO:

INT. - ROBERTA'S HOTEL -~ HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON

SHERIFF KIP McKINNEY stands ocutside of Garrett's
door. He is 25 years old, heavy~iidded, thick
lips, cruel and paranoid.

He knocks. There is the SOUND of a chair being
overturned.

GARRETT (o.s.)
Who1

KIP
Kip.

There 1s no answer.

KIP (cont'd)
Rupert just tol! me you're in town.

GARRETT (o.s5.)
I am.

KIP
How about 1{f'n I come in?

GARRETT (o.s.)
Noet now.

KIP
Need any help?

GARRETT (o.s.)
No.

KIP (turning to go)
Be seein' you then. ,

He walks down the stairs.
cuUTr TO:

324
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EXT. - ROBERTA'S HOTEL - MORNING

Poe dismounts as Kip comes out the door of the

11-16-72 P.8¢
326

hotel. They have never seen each other before.
Poe doesn't see Kip although Kip glances at Poe.

INT., - ROOM - ROBERTA'S HOTEL - EVENING

Garrett lies naked on the bed, staring at the

327~328

ceiling. Sarah lies on her stomach next to him,

her arms around & pillow. Ruthie Lee sits on

the

edge of the bed, also naked, her back to the door.

There 1is a KNOCK. GARRETT doesn't reply.

POE
Garrett?

There 1is no answer.

POE {(cont'd)
Listen, Garrett, I found out where
the Kid is at.

There Is no answer.

POE (cont'd)
It don't matter whether you give a
damn or not. We been hired by the
government to find him. If'n you
lost the will or can't face bein'
lead-poisoned, I'm goin' after him
myself.

There is no answer. Finally, Garrett speaks.

GARRETT
Come on Iin.

POE ENTERS THE ROOM, He stops, confused and
back.

POE

GARRETT (gruffly) -
Where's he at?

POE (trying to hold
his ground)
Fort Summer.

GARRETT
You see him?

taken
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POE 327-328
No. But folks was actin’ mighty CONT'D
strange around there. . (2)

GARRETT (running his
hand down Sarah's back)
I don't want to hear about it.

POE (finally averting)

his face from the scene on

the bed)
Listen, Garrett, ever since I been
with you, you been actin’ like you
was more outslde the law than behind
it. Maybe it passed you by, but the
Kid already done killed two of your
deputies.

GARRETT
Three.

POE (backing out of
the room)
Well, I tell you, I know he's there.
It's worth a look anyway.

Garrett doesn't answer. Poe locks at the bed and

then away

agaln.

POE (cont'd)
(angrily)
If you don't get him, I'm goin' to.

He turns to leave.

Poe stops.

GARRETT
Poe,

GARRETT (cont'd)
Get Kip McKinney and meet me at the
saloon.

POE
He ain't around.

CARRETT
Wait for him. Don't tell him nothin'.
Just tell him to get over to the
saloomn.

POE (going out the door)
What about these...

GARRETT
We'll lock 'em up for a few days.
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CONTINUED (3) ‘. - 327-32%

Poe goes out the door. Garrett liles on his back, staring at the
ceiling. .

INT. SALOON (EVENING) 329
GARRETT ENTERS THE . - .OON. The saloon is empty except for TWO
MCN playing poker ai . table near the door, the bartender and

Xip and Poe. They t at a table at the rear of the saloon.

Garrett walks over tu .im and sits down. An obvious strain
exists between Kip arnu Poe.

. XIP
(to Garrett)

" What 's this about 7 Some kind of
South Texas shindig where we all be
humpin' each other before the night's

out ?
GARRETT
Your jail empty 7
KIP

I recollect it is.

GARRETT
Who's your deputy 7

XIP
Sack Oliver... What the hell, Garrett,
everybody here knows somethin' but
me. Ain't this my town 7?7 You makin'
‘some kind of run on my town 7

GARRETT
I got your girls upstalrs under key.
You can keep them up there or
put 'em in jail. I don't give
a damn. But I don't want them
talking.

X1P

(banging the table with his

Fist)
You come in here and put me up to some
lame half-assed Law from Texas and next
you're running the most popular girls
in town into my jail and you're not
tellin' me. I like to know, Garrett.
T like to know .

GARRETT
(1ooking at him squarely)
SHUL UPessseossnse



KIP HALF RISES

GARRETT (cont'd)
Give him the keys and sit down.

£3

They stare at each other and then Kip sits down.
He hands the keys to Poe. Poe and the girls leave
the saloon.

KIP (after Poe and the
girls leave)
Where we goin'?

GARRETT
Fort Sumner.

KIP
There ain't nothin' over there but
a bunch of old cattle thieves.

They drink.

GARRETT
And a couple of young ones.

KIP
Is it what I think it 18?7

(BN
I‘

GARRETT (nodding and
taking a drink)
It is.

KIP (sobered)
Now wait a minute. I don't mind
goin' after some Injun raper or
rope-an'-ring man, but I ain't goin’
after the Kid.

GARRETT
You're goin!'.

KIP
Now, listen, Pat. I used to ride with
them boys. I shared a line camp with
Rudabaugh and Billy Wilson.

GARRETT ’
They're dead.

KIP
I ain't goint',

GARRETT
@;W You owe 1t to me,.

KIp
I do? What for?

P.89
330



GARRETT (pouring them

both drinks)
For not killin' you over at Rosewater,
For gettint you this job and not
seeln' you run out of the territory.
For pullin' you cut of that snowdrift
up in the Chamas. For cold-cockin:?
you over at Stillwater's saloon last
fall and sagvin’ you from Rabbit Owen's
bitin'! off your ear gnd from just

Puttin' up with you longer than I
ought'a.

W

KIP

Yeah, well, maybe I'11 get my name in
the newspapers,

CUT TO:

INT. - SALOON - GARRETT AND KIP - EVENING
They sit silently at the table.
Poe comes over and stands by the side of the table.

D( | | POE

We ought to be movint,

-

KIP (looking up at him
disdainfully)
Is that a fact?

POE (trying to ignore
P
It'll take us a day to get there.

KIP\(to Poe)
You play checke;s?

POE H\ .
No. '
\

KIp
I didn't think sol., Hell, let's get
to it. Omly Garrett, you'd better
keep that Texan shit-kicker away from me,

i
i

¥
POE PLACES HIS HAND on the butt of his gun, trying
;f y to stare Kip down. \

GARRETT (rising from
the table)

Come on... We're all shit-kickers.

P.90
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CONT'D
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!They walk out of the saloon. - ) - 33
’
: o n . cuT TO
>
- ol

o~

-

LAT. SHEEPHERDERS CAMP MORNING.

332X1 - 332%7

LI N
i

Billy walks his horse slowly through a herd of she&p. The country is hilly
and sparse. '

He passes several sheep who bave been shot. He rides around a dead horse and stops

on top of a knell.

BELOW HIM IN A SMALL VALLEY TWO MEN WAYNE AND RED tie Paco to a wagon wheel. The
wagon has been overturned. The men tie him down face first &0 that he is mpread-eagled
on the wheel.

w0 BODIES LIE TO THE SIDE. ANOQTHER MAN ﬁ\STEBBINSn heats a branding iren in a &mall
{fire, Lo

YOLANDA CRAWLS ARQUND THE OVERTURNED WACON. She has been beaten and is holding a
erying baby. She runs screaming at the two men who are tying Paco on the wheel.
fled grabs hur by the waist, laughing and siings her around. She strikes out at him
and bites him on the neck. He throws her away, holding his wound. Then he advances
her, taking off his belt. She tries to crawl away but he is on her, dragging
- behind the wagon, leaving the baby crying alone.

EXT. SHEEPHERDERS CAMP — MORNING. : 332X3 - 332X17

LILLY SPURS HIS HORSE FORWARD THROUGH THE SHEEP. \
WAYNE
(picking up branding iron)

I'm jest gonna ram this straight through him.

STLBBINS
Oh NOW.ss D@ €aEYeess take it 81OW cnuve

BILLY FIRES

WAYNE FALLS FORWARD, a bullet through his head;

STEBRINS' WHIRLS; reaching for his gun.

BILLY LETS HIM GET THE GUN HALFWAY UP vefore he shoots him through the atomach.

D RUMS OUT FACH behind the overturned wagom, pulling his pants up. He stops wvben
a sees Billy.

A

RED
Jeaua Chrigtesssens

BILLY

Vo h emlidi =t e MR eum ?




: : ' . s Pat Garrett.... T 91 A/B
\ - " Chgs. 1-2-73 '

" 332X8-332X17 CONTINUED
' 1

éj - : RED

Wé're working for Nifw.vs... Now wait a minute
Kid, He didn't mean no harm. We Jeat runnin?’
the sheepherders off the range,

332X8-17

BILLY PICXS UP THE BRANDING IRON and singes the left leg of the dead man nearest him,
' BILLY
’ He know about this ?

RED
He told us to dlear the rangs.

BILLY SHOOTS HIM. - C :

PACO °
(from the wagon wheel)
Hello, Billy. -

BILLY
Hello, Paco.
el . . .
“w lly steps off hig horse and cuts Paco down, Be falls in acheap, His bedy is singed §
\. .nd badly wounded.

PACO
Tbey killed me, Billy.

BILLY
I reckon.

P

YOLAXDA CCMES FROM BEHIND THE WAGON. Picks up her baby and crosses to Paco,

PACO
(swallowing the whiskey that Billy lets
drop into his mouth)
I will tell you about the house T'm going to build now,
Not here for us, amigo.... in old Mex. I sell off all
these sheep and build this houge. I make the adobe
bricks myself, I put grapevines on the veranda.
Then I put three chairs on the veranda. I sit in the middle
chair. Anyone who don't do what is right, according to
nature and my mother, I blow his head off.
:}
‘\gﬂ‘startn to fade,
PACO (cont)
Io siente Frio.... come to &iente 7



P
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Pat Garrett...

/ * L .
X8-17 CONTINUED ' Chgs. 1-2-73  332%8-17

-~
= ,.ly looks at him. Paco is dead.
332%18-332X20 DELETED 332X18-20
332X21 EXT, SHEEPHERDERS CAMP - L ENT NG ﬂ1SFZ$JL“A°\_ 332X21

ALIAS RIDES IN. Billy mounts.

BILLY
Take care of her.

ALIAS
You're going back 7

Billy doesn't answer and rides out the same way he came in.

% B

]
I
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BILLY AND PED STALL at €8¢R orher: 3SLLE-I3I2NZ0»

RED
Now listen, Kid...

stops when he sees the look in Billv's eyes.

|
EXT. SHEEPHERDCRE ' CAMP - EVENING 332X21
The sun ts. Three graves have been dug. Red is

still tied\fo the wagon wheel.

Billv walks t
She still sits
man on the wagon

saddled horses ovef to Yolanda.
the same position, staring at the
heel.

ently to Yolanda)
ere, You can ride
back to your héople. Figure vou want .
to do that alone.

And vow; Billv,,..Mex

BILLY
g back,

RED
Don't leave me, Kid., She'll
put out my eves,

BILLY {(as he mounts
his horse)
I hope so.

Billyv rides out of camp.

EXT. - FORT/SUHNER - LVENING 333-337

Billy rides slowlv through the gates of Fort Sumer.

He is unshaven. His shirt is ripped. He is weary,
to the point of collapse.

A man fixing a wagon wheel looks up and stares as
he rides past,

TWO BUCKBOARDS are filled with belongings, ready to
leave. They are two Indian families'...relatives
watch silently.

BILLY RIDES HIS HORSE to the water trough in the
middle of the Parade Ground. As the horse drinks,
Billy's head drops to his chest. He swings off the
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Pat Garrett.....

Chgs. 11-14-72 P,91D

horse and puts his head into the trough. Then he 333-337

steps back and shakes his head. He motions to a
young boy (MATTHEW) who has been watching them.

BILLY
Go on Iin and git me a clean shirt,
boy-' !

Matthew runs off. Billy takes off his shirt, wads it
up and throws 1t on the ground.

ENO WALKS UP and takes Billy's horse by the reins.

ENOC
I was hopin' {t was you as soon as
I seen your dust.

Billy takes a clean shirt from the boy and puts it on.

BILLY
I aintt shut of this country. I
guess I should of known.

Men end women come out of the buildings. Among them,
Luke and Denver. Billy smiles and puts his arms
around Eno's shoulder.

BILLY (cont'd; looking
at the buckboards)
You're looking a bit grim. I guess you
need me around to stir things up.

DENVER
You want to set the ball rollin?',
Jest say the word. There's enough
of us left.

CONT'D
(1)

[ ————

-, gy
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Pat Garrett.....

Chgs., 11-9-72  P,92
LUKE 333-337
Ah, leave him alone, for God's CONT'D
sake. lle ain't even ate yet, . (2)
BILLY
Well, ain't nobody ridin' us off
nowhere. That's for sure. Chisum,
Garrett or that goddamn Covernor...
(locking at buckboards)
They're smellin' it wrong this time.
He stops as Maria comes out of one of the barracks,
BILLY WALKS UP TO HER. She looks at him, vulnerable,
on the verge of tears. B
They stare at each other. He takes off the St.
Christopher's medal and hands it to her. She hands
it back to him.
BILLY
I figure on buyin' a ranch. Maybe
up north in Colorado. Maybe in
Mexico.
MARIA
When?
BILLY
Manana. !Maybe mafana. I want you
to tell your mother and then meet me
at Maxwell's tonight.
MARIA
si.
She turns and leaves, Billy turns back to the
crowd. Luke fakes a draw at him. BEilly tenses,
then relaxes. Eno hands him a bottle.
LUKE
Welcome back. i
Billy nods and drinks from the bottle.
CUT TO:
338-349 OUT

A B

] *
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7180-351 DT WOODS LATE AFTERUOOHN CLOSE TQ FORT SUMNER TRO=REL

GARuEIT POE AND KIP DISHOUNT CLOSE TO MkT SUMNER.

G ANRTTT
We'll go ir at ¢ rl.

KIP
(rollins a cioaretin)
I'd =g moon Tice in ~nd git it over with, He ain't
There anyviny.

gARErT
(cittinz riminct n tree)
I reckon he's nut there, but we might as well
do'=r rirht, VWe'll have a few drinks and locate
sone ruchoachan I vtued to know.

POR
Eel's there,

KIr
Hell, he's probadly back in the Joil at Poswell.uen
It's o drnn fool notion. The Kid pewg any of uc
no oin't goin to hurnlker down and talik about it,

POFV
He's thore.’
RIP
(to farrctt nodding towards Poe)
Letta blow this Tuxicon Hule's head off, We'll
bring the rest of hir bnacl: nroner to Wollace and the
tell will be thot hetg Eilly.

Garrett loolks at Poe, as if concidering the idea.

XIP (cont)
Eell, he ain't gnt nnthin' agnlngt the Kid anywoy.
Saving mayhe for ldllin J,VW. Bell., Alwsys did like
Jo.Wee But Hell, I dou't thint on Ju.W, much, I ncver
¢id zee him but moybe twice a year.

Pou =its down, his back to Kip and Garrett, Garrett poes to sloen,
¥in drinks froa a bottle, '

3£2-258 DELELED 3524353
350 mn, FORT SUMNER (NIGHT FOG) 159

DILLY VALES BITWEEH Tu.0 BUILDINGS.

_360-364 DELEYED 360-304

Z05-367 DILITED
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3854 M;. JUNRILLL'S ncusa-: TOXT "1"' =R (..xrn"r) (FCG) 364 l
L1a MANES DACK AND FORTI IN FRCHT OQF PETE MAVELL'S HOUSE, WATTING T R ?
saric walks by, e watches hor then calis sofely, She scandsﬁnn the po;:h Ay :
he cemes up to her, , ,

CUT 70:
J3&4%5 EXNT. FCTTFSUNXER (SICUHTY (FCG) | gLy
CARRETT WALKING. ’

CuT 70:
355 INT. PETE NANVELL'S 1OUSE {NIGHTY (FOG) 3{35 :
_BILLY STLP?S INTO THE KITCIEN FOLLOWED BY MARTA,  PETZ MAXVELL SITS AT TIE vIvnuny

table. lic stares bleakly a: a whiskey bottle In front of him. There Is nothing
else on the trable, ile 18 very old. He wears steel rimmed spectacles. KHa
cocsn't look up when Billy and Maria walk in.

MAXWELL
(staring at the bottle)
Heard you was bacl.,

Billy gocs to the cupboard and gets a zlass. liz comes back to the tatle
and pours & drink from the bottle., Ha hands the glags to Maxwell, Maxwell
takes it in shaking hands,

MAXWELL
© Obliged,

Billy and Maria sit down at the table.
. MAXWELL
Been on a2ny drives 7 Recollect that was the
time Toddy Sparks got his hoss stole. Jace Martin
stole.it. Just up and scole it., Was up by del
Rio, * 0ld Toddy got even, though. Pu: a ratiler
in his blanket. Bit Jace through the neck.
Sumner of '71 {t was., Buried him in=
a thunderstorm,

Tnere is a moment of s{lence. . .
BILLY
I'd 1ike to bed down in your extra room.
MAXWELL
No rTeason not to., I aln't got & hankerin for

1t,

Billy and Maria stand up, B{lly leads the way into a room off the kitchea.
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GAlRETy YOI AXD HIP STOP [Ipah 41 CUTZIISE wALL OF JOI° SUIER
Por wetches a window, ¥ip leons amnin: shtng tac
lost of iz whis:ey.
KIP
(throwing the flachk avey)
I*n going to have a look see,

No. .

Dozttt gtop =e, Tex. It would Pleasure ne too nmuch,

They don't look ot each other, thelr hands moizod atove the butl
ol thelr revolvers.
GATQREDND
(looldns un as il Irou a >cverice)
Don't stop. Boith of you ain'%t worih a da=s oYY .
.
POz
Listen, Gerreit, Ifve had ernough. Ho ¢zn barcly
YIR}JL'.
GARRETT
Tou pgo on iz Poo. Xin, you Z2xt on threurh trs
otaer side. I'1} zo tho ochun vay., Welll zzot
at Pete Mamrell's nost tho ¢ther gate,
, KIDP
. Teon, I kuow cld Potoe.
He loclks at Poe, .

KIP (cont)
dell, you goin' 4in 7

POZ

Of courge I'z goint' in, .
AIP
Pat, the nman 2z lane, Way don't he use the door 7

P00 zhruzs oal ¢linbs throusii the vindow, Garrett ond Hin wedlt Lire
¢ fate ond head in 03“o~*tc dircesionzc,.

Revision Number 1 . 109-110 ?
Januzary 18ch 16 j
385 TIT. PETE MAUNTLL's LOUSE (NTANT)  (Fon o ﬂ{
DILLY LIADS IZARIA 7O A LOY BiD. THTRE 13 N0 OTHeR FURNITURE IN Tim KOO,
Ticy sit on the boed. Billy puts his arm around her, Slowly they undrese, .
£ e g s 1A LATER WEAT UTEETY  (HIGHD T8) DRI
O-Zen BN, PR sUioiE (L meEm wEam T HICHTR 00 SGE-3E0 A
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S70-275 IUT,  FOUST (NICHT)

FOZ CRAILS TETOUGH TaZ wiirincy. HE LOGIIS AROVID,

| g

AN

ot - T Todm iveied g At
: S ~ogound foem o bed., LULE in eldng love with a Dl
- an ~ 1 M [ T -t - gt
Pouv waechvs vhu, Then ne storis Qocutinyg away. Lulze, who 1

370-374 CORRINUELD
LUKZ

S on

Y

e,
-: -,

1w tw-

370~ 375

lan, what arec you, emo xind ol irog watchner 7

BOZ
Talte 4% eazy. I got tho wrong rooll.

LUKE ‘
Youtre dam right you pot the wrong room,.
* the hell arc you loolking fory 7%

. POE
(whispering)
Soneone clse. .

LUXE
(rising out of the bed:trying to

o

recach for his gun hanging at the fod

of the bed)

I don't like the woay you caild that. Coue oo

over here, .

Poec crozes to the bed, gun in hand, ie b:ings.
borcl: of Lui's head, as he joez for als pun, Luke sag

The girl screans. Poe belie her on the chln, knociming ncr

3760 INT. MANMELL'S HOUSE BEDIOOM (MIGHTY

SSUIA OND BILLY LIE ON THE BED. THEY EAVE IZ.‘.‘.')"' LOvVE,

335C INT, MASUTLL'S HOUSF- MANWELL'S BEDROO NICKHT)

TETE HANMELL SWEARS TO HIMSELF.

“ R
At
r——

SCOD INT. MAMUTELL'S UDUSE - DILLY 'DITRCOY (7TANT)

LILLY SWINGS HIS LEGS OFF Tild SID: OF TilZ DED.

' BILLY

) I'm hungry.
MARTA
I'11 pet you somcthing.
BILLY
- No, I'll get {t, Therc's meat out back,

387-3 ENT, LOUSE (NTCHT)Y (FoC)

VYT TY vemar=pm B AATERT L MA SO N RO B AR b 4RAME YW M RA AR s A

7 386
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KIP WrLilS WHROUGH TORT SUIIZR.  HE EUGS THZ SIDES OF BUILDINGS,
kzeylng Ln the shadews. e cparoaches a wabcring trough,  Saldng
0i{ hic nZat, ne xneels in front of the trough and duclic s acad
in thevwnter , .
BILLY WALKS OVIR FROM TEZ S21001N.
ALIAS BZLVZR AID ZI0 SIT O THZ OTIIR SIDT ¢F THZ TROUVGH, They drink
fron a botile,
HNe)
Ve hit Chisus and 1t'21 211 null together.
ALIAS
Dontt count on it,-
- EHO .
I a&in't countin on 1t, I'n Just saying 1t,
Billy posses, on his wony to Hoxwell!s.
i
BILLY
(to Kip) ' '
e . Thoupght you was Jakko Ketehuz,
o : .
s '

KIp
(st1i11 on the other =ide of the trouzgh)
People been taidn zme for hin,

- 375-%76  EIT. YORT SULNIIR NISET (F0G) 375376

£.99

'y

.

Tt ey



F sev.
Ttevizion nmurmber 2 a&JJJU/ 104

coaunry 13 1973

_ 5756 CONTINUED _— 57 5~
-\ w . f : bl
2 PILLY
N Vho the hell cre you 7
KIP
You lknow ne, Billy, #in leldnney fro=o
over te Ronwell, I done 14t out, Coulcntt .
toke weorin the badge no nore,
. - a0 .
: (ruenicionsdy)
How loxg you boen in foun *
¥1ip
Rode in a fow Yoursg ago. Figure to =idn
vith you boys awvhile.
; ‘ ERO
(stonding up and facing Kin)
I don't 1t)o the round of that.
. BILLY
(handing the botile o Kip
Ahlcmw!ﬁ:bc..Mn%:m}mx:hzhaﬁm'
the law. I used to lnow Kip down to cizarvater,
- ) ’ .
f.\’ KIp
—_— That's right, Vo beer in conle tires togcther,
EILLY
You hérra enyiidag of Goarrett 9
KIP
People been secin! hin on the trofil.,  Henxe
he's got a burr wider hiaz saddle.
BILLY
That'd bo gontetiiing to see. 014 Pt
nuda like he lmoy's wacre he'sping!,
’
ALIAS
He'll come along ono of these doy G
BILLY
Well, I'd lool: forvard s that.
BL1Yly wallis awno e. Eno wollis tovards the soloon.
XIp
You zin't been 4in Roswell, have you ?
. ALTAS
i lio, '

XIp
. Huct have been gomo other tinoe,

-

L RNt e g e epe e
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Povision iumbe, 1 P
Jaauary 13th 1973
175-6 COUTINUZD 375-0
' R T
ALTIAS
¥ost likely.
v.io walks off, In Billy's direction, Alins staves st nim. Then follows Wip.
2 3

3TSA ENT, TN

CARRETT POE AND KIP STAND IN FRONT Q7 MAYWELL'S BOUSE

CUT T0:

259-¢) INT. VCUSE (HICHT) (FO3)

A

GHES THE LAST OF 1 POTTLE. TOE WALKS OVER 7O TiE TORCH AND SITSH

GARRE VALKS OVER TO POE.

Law 4

GARRETY
) {to Poe)

The dark one is Pete's room. Most likely
he's asleep.

TOE
7'11 wait out here.
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Rcvi;inn aumber 7

. . 111
January 15th 1973

Caht e

359-91 CONTINULD 38991
C13 entil)

CARRETT
Pete might be dead for 2ll I know. Fell off
a hoss two years ago and lamod himself, Afn't seen
him since,

He walks to the door.

392 INT, MAXUELL'S HOUSE (NIGHT) ‘ <1

GARRZTT STANDS INSIDE TiZ FRONT DOOR. HE CLOSES HIS EVZS, LEANING &against
the wall. 1In front of him 1s the door to tilly's room.

. CuT TO:

393-7 ENT. MASWELL'S NOUSE (NIGHT) (F0G) | 393-7 7

BILLY CUTS GFF A SLICE OF MBAT, THAT IS IN A TURLAD COJLER HANGTIRG TRCH A BEAM,

Kip and Poe watch him.

KIP
(wnispering to Poo)
Hell, shoot him,

Poe looks at Billy, but doesn't move, He is frozen with fear.

¢ive fcet from Poe and Kip, Billy suddenly sezes them. He stares at them
for a long moment,

Ho one makes a move.

(2]
iz

I've poc soametiuing to teil you kid.
Eilly suddenly springs, backing avay from Poe and drawing his six-gua, .
BILLY
Quicn es 7

Poe holds out his hands.

. POE
Take it easy hombre, we came to see Pete
Haxwell,

Lllly backs towards the door. Poe and Kip watch him disappear inte the housc.
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: 398-402  INT. MAXURLL'S HOUST  HALLUAY {(NICUT)

- T

CARTETT QTINs A Doox WEXT TO LDILLY'S ROGH, NO-OMNE IS INSIDZ, WHE UITARS ToTo
slawweeil's vaoice, )

MAYRELL
Come on hou. Somebocy hel» me git this
damn boot off,

Tnere is a uorent of silence.

VALHELL
I'm an old man. 1 ain't pot no more harm
. in me, :
'BILLY'S VOICE
(from outside)

Hho's the other one 7

A - Garrett stiffens. He slowly opens the door to Maxwell's room.

BILLY'S VOICE (continued)
Who's out there 7

GADLETT LNTIRS MAGIZLL'S ROOM DRAWING HIS SIX GUN. He sits near the foor
of the bed,

MAYWELL .
Who the hell are you ?

GARRETT
Pat Garrctt, Pete.

Suddanly it is very seili. ’

Lilly backs into the doorway,

BILLY
(facing outside)
. Pete, vho the hell's that outside ?

Garrett reeognises Billy. Billy half turns,

BILLY
Come out into the light,

Carrett fires. The sound is deafening,

Billy slams apainst the wall then falls across the doorway,



[

T e

Revision ifu.nzer 1 ~ 113/L
""L:r 15eh 1973

300-402  CONTINGID _ 590-10>
(/ Gr Corort
lio onc moves. ~

BILLY LCOnS AT GARRH I?, gtarts to poy souething, a half szile ox hig lins
tho e ddos, '

Moria screcoms, Pete liaswell gwears incoherently.
Garrott ctoms ovor Billy's bocy and into the yord,
CUT TOL

l{:}'?"'l-,lS :'m’ TracmeeTTY g T OT {--"ﬁv-n\ [“;?Lf'l\ . f7 I,:O'?....lf, ’

iy
(holcéing Gorrott, who looks stralght
ahead, his eyecs glazed)
Did you get ain ?

GLEETT
(Ais volce 1lat)
It was the 2d., I ehot the Kid,

KIP
Coddann... Goddazn. You poox zon ol a blvceh.

*

GARRZTT - .
S (with no inflection in nis voice)
It was the Kid,
Pete iavwsell hobbles out ihe door, he has one boot om. Ee fzlls on the
porch, thf" pilcizs hizgelf un . Ho iz oasry zad nex “lj Craxy¥. &0 Lo
ptroipzs at Garretis, ?oo.h“n Rin. Garrett turmz, ads gun kol rodsed,
. XIP
{gradbing hisc wrist)
That!s Haxweil, ’

KARTL FALLS O 2ILLY'S Z0DI, She weews, coftly ztowlys
LOUDILI sPDIIRS OTT OF THE FOG,  Thon anothor, Tid Sen run pasi.

L owooos chriolzs when sha 3065 B_ll
0 ORTD LLIAS tPRILT.

0T SUDDTILY WALYS TO BILLY'S 20DY. His novemenis are directed, wolrdy .
encrjetic,
POZ
(xnceling over Billy)
I waut his trizcor fincer o I wont d
I went 4t moiled to o troe and then I wan
bacik to Lizcoln, :

Hereoches for his knilcel

T Remtoem .y e a g
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LO7-15 COXTINIZD

GARRETT PULLS OUT IS CUX LD ZUHOOTS POZ TEIOUGH THI SEOULDZIR,

e

POE SLL4AS BACK AGATIST THZ VALL, He loolkig ot Garretil

GARRZT
(vwallddng by Poo )
Don't say a word,

et

IQ6-L22 TYT. FORT SUDITR(LARD NIGET ~WARY DAY ToG

CGRARITT 'LDBS SLOWLY THFOUGH FORT SUMNZIR. TEEZ PIOPLI STIRE A7

oL

115

:
5ozt
-t’a )

(7 ¢
(Cj Lo ﬂ_,_!.';';
o 3 - g ighal

EYNOAS

na paf“t‘
A omall boy throws a rock at min as he pacses, stridng the rear ol als
horse. . ..
Garrett doesn't look baciks .
EZ RIDZS IRTO THZ FOG AND DISAPPIARS.
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