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October 16, 1948
SHOQTING SCRIPT

"SHE WORE A YELLOW RIBBON"

FADE IN:

1 EXT, - BATTLE FIEID - LATE AFTERNCON - WIDE ANGLE SHOT -
PANNING.

The stricken field of Custer's last stand on the Little
Big Horn stretches out into the distance toward a ridge
whose crest never was gained. It is four hours after the
battle. All along the gentle slope lie the grotesquely-
sprawled filgures of the slain troopers---half-stripped,
scalped, some pincushioned with Sioux lances. They lie
8ingly and in huddled knots: islands of blue, bronze-

reefed by breech-clouted, war-painted, feather-bonneted
Indians.

Here and there we may see a trooper and a brave locked in
death-frozen combat. Dead horses, their legs stiffening,
are among the human dead. Overhead the buzzards are
wheeling, their harsh, expectant CROAKING the only SOUND
above the keening WHISPER of the breeze through the grass.
The same breeze gives fitful movement to yellow cavalry
kerchiefs and the trembling feathers of Indien War-bonnets.

Nearing the end of its pan, the CAMERA picks up a fore-
ground object lying on a section of trampled sward, It is
an ollskin wallet, ripped open and with a few pages of a
long-treasured love-letter lying atop. The breeze riffles
the pages, then blows them aslde--revealing beneath a tin-
type of a sweet-faced woman. The CAMERA COMPLETES ITS PAN
by shifting a few more inches to frame a blue-sleeved arm
and a‘hand still clutching a broken sabre, shattered against

an Indian lance, point driven into the ground, its shaft-
feathers stirring.

An off-scene NARRATOR begins his commentary in a natural,
casual, Western manner,

NARRATOR
Custer is dead,...He lies here on
the battlefield of the Little Big Horn
this afternoon of June 25th, 1876...



FULL SHOT - DETAIL OF BATTLEFIELD.

A frozen wave of Indians breaking in death against a
tiny rock of blue-clad troopers rallied about a guidon,
tilted crazily in the earth.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
...among two hundred and twelve
officers and men...horse soldiers
of the regular army...empire
builders...guardians of a
continent... '

CLOSE SHOT - A TROOPER'S BACK, PIN-CUSHIONED WITH LANCES.

: - NARRATOR (cont'd)
...at thirteen dollars a month.

CLOSE SHOT - A CARBINE CIRCLED BY EMPTY CARTRIDGE
SHELLS, with a trooper's hand--palm up--resting nearby
with a loaded cartridge clutched in it.

NARRATOR (cont'd)
Two hundred and twelve men with
single-shot carbines....against
twventy-five hundred braves armed
with seventeen-shot Winchesters.

MED. SHOT - AN OFFICER SPRAWLED FORWARD ACROSS THE BODY
OF HIS HORSE, REVOLVER STILL IN HAND...TWO OR THREE
DEAD INDIANS AROUND HIM.

NARRATOR
General Crook with thirteen
hundred men had been fought to
a standstill on the Rosebud a
week before...and now, with
thlis annihilation of Custer's
command...

MED. SHOT MOVING TO CLOSEUP - BATTLE FIELD DETAIL.

The CAMERA moves past a cluster of the dead to find the
figure of a bugler, face down in the grass, and comes
to EXTREME CLOSE SHOT of a BUGLE, half-hidden beneath

(CONTINUED)



6 (CONTINUED)

his body. Only the bell of the bugle can be seen. On
it, brightly chased, is the legend:

Tth CAV. U. S. A.
As CAMERA holds:

NARRATOR
.+..the immortal 7th Cavalry ten
thousand red men are under arms
in the camps of Crazy Horse,
S8itting Bull, Gall and Crow King.

DISSOLVE

7 EXT. - LONG SHOT - PLAINS AND BUTTES.

In the distance, a smoke signal balloons into the sky.
Into the foreground, over a rise \dn the ground, come
six Indians--some in the trappings of medicine men,
others in the regalia of chiefs.

NARRATOR
And from the Canadian border
to the Rio Bravo, the word 1s
spread that no longer has the
vhite man any magic...

8 PORTRAIT STUDY - SIX INDIANS.

As they come to a stop, looking off,.their faces express
surprise, bewilderment, awe.

NARRATOR
For here 1s an omen of omens.
A great sign from the heavens...

9 EXT. - HERD OF BUFFALO - SERIES OF SHOTS (Allow 10 Shots)
It is hoped that the cinematographer may be fortunate

enough to find a herd of buffalo so disposed along the

landscape as to suggest the enormity of the herd which
once roamed the western plains.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

NARRATOR
The buffalo have come north
againl Here is fod and sinew
for war, Here is earth's great
plenty for hunters who now
become warriors again...

EXT. - FULL SHOT - 3IX INDIANS

While the chiefs look on with superstitious awe, two of
the medicine men stalk impressively to the top of the

rising ground, one raises both arms as if in benediction
of the distant herds. The other stoops for g handful of
earth ard tosses a little of the dust to the four winds.

NARRATOR
New Messiahs...new lesaders...
arose in every tribe...

EXT, - FULL SHOT - LANDSCAPES - INDIAN GOUNTRY.

Around the wide circle of the horizon, smoke signals
climb upward in long and short puffs, as though Indians

in a 360° circle are parlaying by their own telegraph
system., '

EXT. - A LITTLE STREAMLET - INDIANS ON EITHER SIDE.

The two parties of Indians across the stream will probably
be dressed in wide disparity, depending upon the director's
selection of topography and tribal haunts. Maybe they

are Plains Indians, naked am bronzed and bonneted sn the
one side, calling across to the dwellers of the pueblos.
They are obviously pantamiming, "Why should we fight our-
selves? TLet us fight the white man.,"

NARRATOR
.+« Preaching peace among the
Redmen... Let us cease fighting
one another... Let us make
common war on the long knives...

EXT. - FULL SHOT - GROUP OF INDIANS.

They are doing a War Dance to beat ing drums.
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EXT.— EXTREME CLOSE SHOT - DRUMS

Indians; hands beating against drums.

EXT. - STAGE COACH - RUNNING SHOT - MUSIC - DAY

The stage is rattling along at a furious pace, pulled
by crazed and lunging beasts, going hell for leather
under streaming reins.

EXT. - CLOSER VIEW - LUNGING STAGE.

The door on the CAMERA side is off the catch and flaps
open and close, open and close, as the stage tears by.
There 1s time to reidd the lettering on the door as it
intermittently comes into view and disappears again with
the movement of the door. So the effect is a monotony of
repetition.
-

"U. S. PAYMASTER...

U. S. PAYMASTER...

U. S. PAYMASTER..."

We see, but do not "spot" Indian arrows sticking in the
panels of the coach.

EXT. - STAGE COACH - GUNNING ON DOOR.

There 1s an unrecognizable figure huddled within the
otherwise abandoned stage.

EXT. - GUNNING UP ON BOX.

As the stage tears along, there is time to see that no
one is up on the box, but hanging from the sidestep are
a palr of legs, swinging back and forth with the
lurching movement of the stage. These legs are cased in
soldier pants, drawn over short boots and they dangle
loosely with the aimless motion of the dead.

EXT. - STAGE COACH - AS IT CONTINUES ITS CAREENING.
HEADLONG passage. In the B. G., riding towards it, come

two men, cavalrymen, on a picket patrol. As they react
to the approaching stage...
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EXT. - CAMERA STUDY - TWO TROOPERS MOUNTED.
They are Sergeant Major Tyree and Trooper Cliff.

Tyree 1s the fashion plate of the beau sabreur, with a
lance-straight figure and the air of the born horseman
in his dusty tlue, his broad hat, his scarf, his ease.
Cliff is obviously his man Fpiday. As Tyree instantly
reacts and starts riding forward...

EXT. - STAGE COACH - RUNNING SHOT.

In a series of acrobatic shots, it is Tyree who rides in
among the crazed beasts of the stage and with superb
horsemanship and effrontery, manages to bring the stage
under control and, after suitable footage, to pull the
contraption to a full stop. Tyree instantly flings off
his horse as Trooper Cliff grabs his reins...

EXT. - RAKING SHOT - STAGE COACH. =

Tyree runs into the door of the stage coach and pulls it
wldely open. Instantly there topples out upon the

ground a dead man, whose tunic bears a Major's leaves.

He 1s an elderly man, a sort of pappy guy with bald head
and whiskers, and he falls loose and quite dead upon the
ground. Meanwhlle, Cliff has come into the scene, leading
the two mounts...

EXT. - TABLEAU AROUND DEAD MAN.

Nothing is heard now for some moments, but the loud

SOBBING of the winded horses, as the two men, well used

to death in its most violent forms, look down upon the

dead paymaster. Cliff waits for Tyree to speak.

Presently, Tyree, in the manner of a man who might say that
it is going to rain shortly, now speaks, calmly.

CLIFF
It's Major Cheadle.

TYREE
Yeah, looks like we ain't goin'
to get paid for another three
months...

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. - LONG VIEW - FORT STARKE - DAWN EFFECT.

The little stockaded post nestles, a warm brown spot in
the emptiness of earth and sky. Thin smoke swings above
its chimney and over the landscape come the brazen notes
of a BUGLE blowing REVEILLE. After suitable mood,

EXT. - OFFICER'S CABIN - FORT STARKE.
It is a crude affair and a board by the door reads:

"NATHAN BRITTLES"
CAPT. CAV. U. S. A."

As horses are being led by in F. G., OVER SCENE the last
notes of REVEILLE, now ear-splittingly near, are being
blown away.

INT. - CABIN

On the wall a cap, sabre, and blue shirt. Near the door
an olla, or earthen water jug, with a gourd hanging by it.
In an angle by a littlec window, sunrise seeps through to
glld a battered field desk on which rest three tintypes in
leather cases secured into a sort of triptych by a faded
yellow ribbon. The tintypes are of e woman, and two small
girls. Near this group is a large old-fashioned calendar,
with a line drawn through every numeral on the page.

(NOTE TO PROPS: The name of the month should not be
visible.)

At opening, only the legs of the occupant of the alcove
are seen. They are clothed in yellow striped cavalry
pants, and the left foot is booted. The right leg is
having a boot drawn on it by the occupant of the bed
0.s. The right leg is rather stiff, and at first has
only a few degrees of motion. Through the ensuing
scene, this leg, through careful exercise will be
restored to full ninety degree action, in the midst of
intermittent GROANINGS and flexings.

Presently, the door is seen to open at opposite wall of
room and Sergeant Quincannon, half-horse, half-alligator,
dressed in first sergeant's chevrons, enters and comes

to an earth-shaking salute, at the same time eyeing the
water jar nearby.

(CONTINUED)



26

(CONTINUED)

QUINCANNON
Good morning, sir. Five forty-
two.

CAPT. BRITTLES (o.s.)
Five forty-one.

QUINCANNON
And a lovely day, sir.

Quincannon now drops the formality, and begins to edge
tovards the water jar while making his morning oral
report.

QUINCANNON

(briskly)
Mrs. Jameson's had her baby, sir.
Courier arrived from Department
Headquarters with the mailbag.
The stage coach run from here to
Sudro's VWells is discontinued.
And there's a dispatch rider in
from the Paradise River Patrol.
Private MacKenzie got hisself shot.

BRITTLES' VOICE (o.s.)
(instantly)
Boy or girl?

QUINCANNON
A trooper, sir.

Meanwhile, the sergeant under the pretext of ostenta-
tiously dipping himself a drink of water, has removed
from the olla a whiskey bottle, uncorking it with his
teeth, and palming it so that when presently he will
raise the gourd to his lips, it will mask the fact that
he is taking a four ounce slug of whiskey from the
watering place.

BRITTLES (o.s.)
When does the stage coach stop
running?

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

QUINCANNON
It stopped.
" (he drinks)
Finished.
(he drinks)
No more stagecoach.

As Quincannon begins to replace the bottle in the olla,
the owner of the legs now walks into the scene, breeched
and booted, and not noticing Quincannon, but going
tovards his accoutrements on the peg in the wall.

BRITTLES
MacKenzie dead?

QUINCANNON
Yes, sir.

As Quincannon now successfully conceals the bottle again
in the water jar. '

INT. - PORTRAIT STUDY - CAPTAIN BRITTLES.

The captain's face can be ncthing but that of a man of
war, some fifty-five years old, lines mark it strongly,
but they are the effects of weather and no interior
quarrel of the human spirit. His cavalryman's moustache

could strain a guart of coffee through its gray filaments.

BRITTLES
(he sighs)
MacKenzie was a good man. He'd
have made corporal in five or
six years.

FULL SHOT - NEAR DOOR - BRITTLES & QUINCANNON.

As Brittles stoops to put on his shirt, he puts his
head meaningfully close to Quincanncn and Quincannon
with a troubled, but dutiful &lr, reluctantly breathes
into the captain's face. Brittles recoils.

BRITTLES

You've got a breath on you like
a hot mince pie.

(CONTINUED)
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28  (CONTINUED)

QUINCANNON
(injured innocence)
Why captain dszlin'!

BRITTLES
Don't call me darlin'.
[ B
* QUINCANNON
As you well know, I took the
pledge after Chapultepec...

BRITTLES
And after Bull Run, Gettysburg,
and Appomattox... Beats me where
you hide the stuff,

29 INT. - FEATURING WALL CALENDAR.

Brittles strips off the facing page, revealing a new

sheet of numerals. (NOTE: The months on both calendar
pages are to be obscured so that we will not know

whether this is July or September.) With a piece of red
crayon or chalk--hanging by the calendar--Brittles circles
the numeral 7, and then draws a slant line through the
numeral 1.

BRITTLES

(grimly)
Six more days.

QUINCANNON
(disgustedly)
Ah, the army won't be the same
when we retire!

BRITTLES
The army's always the same...
The sun and mocn change, but the
army has no seasoas.

Brittles gives his leg a painful straightening, pulls him-
self erect, shoulders back. Quincannon, also with a
grimace, hauls back liis own brecad shoulders and takes
position a yard behind Brittles--both men facing the open
door. :

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

QUINCANNON
(during this)
Here we are in our prime, sir--and
they're turning us out to pasture!
'"Tis an abuse of the taxpayers'
money.

BRITTLES
Only tax you've ever pald is
the whisky tex!... Ready?

He cracks his hsels together, Quincannon wordlessly does
the same and both men stamp out through the . door, trying
to look 20 years yocunger than they are.

EXT. - BRITTLES' CABIN.

Two licutenants arc standing by. They are Lieutenant
Flintridge Cohill with the silver bar of a first
Lieutenant, who is lance straight, hard-bitten, nine
years out of Vest Pecint, and just about ready to teke

his master's degrzce in the profession of arms. The other
lieutenant, with the blank straps of the second lieutenant,
is Ross Fennell, fcur ycars out of West Point. He has
just reached that stage in life which must be hurdlsd by
all professionels, whether soldler or civilian, when a
man scee bafore him the awesome stretch of yecars which

he will need for perfection, the point wherz losers turn
back, and the winners doggadly go forward.

Standing five paces back of them, at the salute, is a giant
sergeant who wears the air of th2 crderly room and not of
the firing line. He carries beneath his left arm an order
board. He stands at rigid right-hand saluts. He is
Sergeant Hochbauer. As the men come up smartly.

PRITTLES
(throwing 1t away)
Good morning, Mister Cohill...
Gocd morniang, Mister Pennell...
Good morning, Scrgeant...

COAILL & PENNELL & HOCHBAUER

Good morning, sir... Good
moraing, sir...

(CONTINUED)
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30 {CONTINUED)

As Brittles moves on, the two tall lieutenants fall in
respectfully a pace behind him. The two sergeants,
Hochbauer and Quincannon, now follow a few paces back of
the officers, and CAMERA HOLDS long enough to "spot"

the natural animosity between the sergeant of the line
and the sergeant of thes orderly room. They eye one
another like two mutually hostile dogs, the contempt of
Quincannon for the plunging aspirant to a commission
being clear in every swagger of Quincannon's height.

21 EXT. - STREET IN FORT STARKE.

The five man group marchses at a brisk walk past whatever
detall or activity of the post which the director may
find suiteble at this point: there may be troopers
leading their horses to and from the stables; some

small boys walking past and saluting the Captain, who
acknowledges greeting, or we may see some women coming
from Sutler's store with groceries, and so forth...

Suddenly OVER SCENE, the air is shattered by the first
brazen NOTE of a BUGLE calling ATTENTION.

As every head instantly turns in direction of SOUND o.s....

32 EXT. - BIG HEAD - BUGLER.

He 1s a smert lad and he is blowing ATTENTION real good
on the little short cavalry BUGLE. As he finishes, his
eyes fix on some nearby object 0.8....

33 EXT. -~ FULL 3HOT - OPEN GATES FORT STARKE - SHOOTING
TOWARDS PLAINS.

The stage last seen with ths dead man is now being driven
at a walk through the gates, horses flecked with lather,

by Cliff. Secrgeant Tyrce, mounted, leads Cliff's horse

in. The stage halts as Tyrec instantny dismounts. At
once, the scene bagins to fill with soldiers coming forward
curiously at the double.

3%  EXT. - SERIES OF SHOTS - FORT STARKE (ALLOW 4 SHOTS)
thru

38 1. Captain Brittles and entourage have started forward
in direction of stage.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

2. Major Allsherd, the picture of a book soldier, comes
forvard hurriedly down thc steps ol post headquarters.
There is a suggestion which we sze but do not "spot" of
two well dressed women of officers' caste coming from
interior to doorway.

3. 1In the doorway of the guard house, the relief is
tumbling out past the posted sentries, sleeplly

buckling on duty belts as they go forward. Some of them
still have bread crusts in their mouths and hold tins of
coffee.

4., Sergeant Tvree is carc¢fully keeping all curious away
from the significant arrow sticking In the side of the
coach, and from the closzd door of the coach.

EXT. - TABLEAT AROUND COACH.

As Brittles and Allsherd ernter, a lane 1s made clear and
thare is a brief but pointed contretemps, as it 1s evident
that Allshard, th: major commanding the post, defers to
Captain Brittles, his junicr in rank, but senior in exper-
ience. Also, everyone automatically looks towards
Brittles, as he moves in by Tyree.

Tyrec salutes, Brittles returns it silently, and without
a word, Tyree opens the door of the coach. Brittles leans
in. '

TYREE
Gunshet wounds, sir. Dead when
I found hin. :

BRITTLES
Where?

TYREE
Near Red Butte, sir.

As Brittles locans out and looks towards horsses, o.s.

TYREE (cont'd)
The horscs vwzre Jjust about done in. >

As Brittles now looks back intec ths ccach, as if to ask why.

TYREE (cont'd)
Money box is gone, sir.

Brittles now turns to Allshard o.s., with rencwed interest.
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EXT. - ANCTHER PART OF DETAIL AROUND STAGE COACH -
FEATURING MAJOR ALLZHARD.

Ma jor Allshard, attempting tc draw cut the arrow, succeeds
in removing only the shaft, the head remaining in the trim
of the coach. As Britt1§s walks in...

LJLLSHARD
It's not Kiowe.

PRITTLES
Not Comanche, ror Arapaho, eilther,
with those coler bands...

TYREZ
(hesiteantiy)
Sir?

BRITTLZES
All right, Scrgeant, put in your
two cents worzh...

TIREE
Sir, these y21llow, white and red
bands are th: sigrn cf the
Southern Chsyenrss.,

BRITTLES
But I've seen Snaxe Indians use
the samec cclor.

TYREE
Yes, sir. That's true...

EXT. - BIG HEAD - TYREE HOLDING ARROW.

TYREE (cont'd)
But look at the clan mark on
this arrow... It 1s the sign
of the dog. And this arrow
cane from the bow of s
Southern Cheyennz dog-soldier.

EXT. - BACK TO SCEVE.
BRITTLES
(harassed and worried)
What in blazes would Cheyennes

be doing this far south, Sergeant?

(CONTINUED)
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" (CONTINUED)

TYREE
That ain't my department, sir.

Allshard suddenly wheels and speaks to someone 0.S.

~aLLSHARD
What do you make of the wound,
doctor?

EXT. - AROUND STAGE COACH DOOR.

A man in semi-military attirse, cbviously ths post surgeon,
with a scholastic manner, a2 sudden burning, scientific
intensity, is leaning into ths door, evidently examining
the death wcound. He leans out testily.

0'LOUGHLIN
I'll need en hour, Major.
(turning to nearby
troopars)
Fetch him to post headgquarters.

BRITTLES
Back to your duties, nen.

As they turn, Allshard szes something of which he dis-
approves.

EXT. - PORCH OF POST HEADQUARTERS.

Mrs. Abby Allshard and Olivia Dandridge stand on the porch.
Abby Allshard, a rzgulcr army wife, competent, simply
dressed, still beautiful. HMiss Dandrildgz is far more
fashionably attired and dressed at the moment in the
flounces and broadbrimmed hat of e woman about to go to a
party or a picnic. We must presume that neithsr knows the
nature or causc of the exeltement, but Mrs. Allshard's
manner is apprehensive, while Miss Dandridge's is mild
curlosity. Suddenly, :ibby turans to Olivia and starts to
lead her back indocrs.

OLIVIA
What's happened?

ABBY
It doesn't concern us... And 1if
you'rce going on a picnic this
moraning...

(CONTINUED)
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44 (CONTINUED)
45
46 OLIVIA
(starts asking)
Buta... ;

AEFEY
(teking her arm)
Come, decr, let's go pack the
lunch basket.

They both go inside...

47  EXT. - DETAIL AROUND COACKE :- ALLSHAKD, BRITTIES, QUINCANNON,

ALLSHARD
(reflectively)
Chervennes...
(sudden decision,
turning to lochbauer)
« Is the Indian Agent still on the
post?

HOCHBAUJER
I‘elieve he's over at the Sutler's
stors, sir.

ALLSHARD
(to Quincannon)
Then my complimests to Mr. Rynders.
Tell him T'11l see him in an hour.

As Quincarinon starts to go, Brittles pivots with him.

48 EXT. = BRITTLES AND GQUINCANNON.
Erittles is giving Quincannron an ironic warning.

BRITTI&S
Now, there'll be no drunkcn wake
for the paymaster at the Sutler's, -
You have no money coming in
anyway. You can deliver your
message tlirough the window...

QUINCANNON
Yes, Captain, darlin'...

DISSOLVE TO:



17
EXT. - STABLE QUARTIRS - A BUCKBOARD.

Lieutenant Pennell has clambered in and is taking the reins
from Corporal Wagner, a burly blecksmith of unmistakably
Teutonlic stock. Wagner vwears an apron, his sleeves rolled
back over dirty muscular arms. Pennell 1s appralsing his
seedy rig critically. Wagner's manner 1s apologetic.

WAGNER
Sorry, lieutenant, but she is
slicked up so good as I can do.

PENNELL
(crestfallen)
¥Well, thanks anyway, g orporal.

He drives awvay.

EXT. - ALLEHARD'S QUARTERS.

Abby 1s waiting on tlie parch--necr picnic basket--as
Pennell drive$&ur. He saiutes her with a wave of the
buggy whip.

PERNELL
My respccts, Mirs. Allshard...
Is Miss 0livia rcady?

ABBY
(the motchmaker)
Yes...yes she 1is.
(calling off,
musical chimes)
Olivia, Mister Fennell is here!

- Abby reeches for the lunch basket as Pennell jumps down,
cnd during the following they will procesd with the
buslness of stowing it in buggy, ete.

/\BBY
My! You childre¢n couldn't have
pickcd a better day...
(needling Ross
behind his back)
I'v: a mind to go with you!

PEMNMNELL
(miserably)
Why...why you'd be more than
wclcome, ma'am...uh...

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

ABRY
(sweetly)
Thenk you, Ross...

And now Ollvia appears--a sight to strike young Pennell
almost dumb with worship. 3he is radiant in a picture
hat, a flouncy picnic dress.

PENNELL
(2 little bolder)
But...of coursez this buggy isn't
very sturdy...and...

OLIVIA
(laughing at him)
Fiddlesticks, Ross Pennell! Can't
you see she's only pulling your
leg...or should I have sald "limb"
in deference to your Quaker
ancestors?

He helps her into the Ehggy.

PENNELL
(relieved - to Abby)
But I would be glad to have you..,

OLIVIA
(feigning anger)
Oh, you would!

PENNELL
Not horestly...no!

ABBY
(in mock
indignation)
WELL!

PENNELL
Pleasc, Mrs. Allshargd...

But she breackes into laughter, smacks the horse.

‘ ALBY
(ladghing)
Go on, the two of you!

A8 they drive off,
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EXT. - DETAIL OF MOUNTED TROOPERS - FEATURING COHILL.

Cohill, wearing the sash and sword of o.d., 1s inspecting
a mounted detail. He reacts to 3S0UND of buckboard
WHEELS o.s.

COHILL
(fast)
Take the detall, Sergeant!

He cuts his horse around and trots off.

EXT. - NEAR STOCKADZ PORT - BUCKBOARD.

The buckboard is tooling casily toward the gate. As Pennell
pulls up, the corporal of tha guard recognizes him with
a salute. DBefore the path is cleared, however, Cohill
rides into the scenec.,

COHILL
(over shoulder
to Corvoral)
Ls you werc, C:orporal.

The barrier drops agnin. Into the background comes a work
detail, led by srzeant Hochbauer, pulling a brass howitzer
vhich they ars about to set up at the gates.

COHILL (cont'd)
(to Pennell)
Licutenant, the post is closed!
(touching his cap
to 0Olivie)
Sorry to spoll your outing,
Hiss Dandridgs!

OLIVIA
Sorry, my foot! Mister Cohill,
haven't you anything better to do
than ride cround in that little red
sashh naking yourself obnoxious?

EXT. - VWORK DETAIL.

The men come to a pause, eyes and ears alert, with all the
happy expectancy cof Irishmen in the presence of a promising
scrap.
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%4  EXT. - COHILL AND BUCKBOARD.

The back of Cohill's neck is going red, but he preserves
a cold military front.

COHILL
I you have nny complaints
about my orders, Miss Dandridge,
you may submit them to Mejor
Allshard---preferably in
writing!

OLIVIA
(needling him -
with an ¢ye for her
gallery)

And shall I submit them in
duplicate or triplicate?

&%  EXT. - WORK DETAIL.

One trooper happily nudges another but goes back to a
pretense of work on the strongely-bogged down howitzer
under Hochbaucr's glare.

56 EXT. - COHILL AND BUCKBO.\RD - FEATURING PENNELL.

PENNELIL:
(man-to-man)
Ah, com2 on, Flint...don't be
a spoil-sport....

OL IVIJ'\.\.

(hotly)
That's ¢xactly what he 1s!

(to Cohill)
Becauss I wouldn't trust you
ennugh to go on a piecnic last
Sunday, now you're hazing Mr.
Pennell...

(irperiously)
Drive on, Ross...

(making move to

take reins)
If you dor't, I will!

Pennell holds the reins away from her, but Cohill spurs in
closer.

(CONTINUED)
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COHILL
You touch these rzins and I'1l
glep you in the gurardhous:z! '

OLIVIA
You wouldn't darc!

But it is noticeable shc doesn't try any further to take
the reins. BSuddcnly she looks off--and her face brightens
with deflance at what slic sees.

CLIVIA (cont'd)
(loudly)
Now, Marclcon, wc'll see who
3ocs to the guardhouse!

57 EXT. - BUCXBOARD CROUP - AS BRITTLES RIDES IN.

He doffs his hat courtecusly to 0livia as he nears. His

smile is easy, but he obviou:zly 1s aware something is
armiss.,

BRITTLES
(easy humer)
Is scmecns placing you under
arrzast, Miss Dandridge?

OLIVIA
(sweatly)
It's Lieutenant Cchill, sir...
He suddenly decided hs can
ordcer rme around, and...

COHILL
(overlanping)
Sir, I was morely...

PRITTLES
(overlapping)
You'rs at attention, iister
0757 o i 1 153 RN

There 1s a hoarsc CHEER and GUFFAW, o.s., from the work
detall. Brittlos Lurns and surveys it...sternly.
Quincannon has jolned them.
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ANGLE ON WORK TETAIL.

Sheeplshly they start hauling on the cannon, pulling it
through the dry dust.

ERITTLES
Why thz delay ner=sS

QUIUCANNON
It was thke mud, sir!

EXT. - FEATURING OLIVIA

The girl is manifesﬁly wvell-bred, and is beginning to wish
she'd never heard o2 a pienic.

BRITTLES
(poclitely)
Please prccesed, Mlss Dandridge.

OLIVIA
{apologetically, -
zeking it worse)

I don't want to make = scene,
Captain... I'm sure Mister
Cohill s a fine officer... T
know his f'athcr, General Cohill,
a lovely old gentleman... 3ut
Lieutenant Cohill has made up
his mind that Lieutcnant Pernell
hasn't got enough rank to be
seen in my company...

EXT. - QUINCANNON AND DETAIL.
As they savor the conversational spice...
QUINCANNON
(softly)
She has a point there!

A1l nod as they awcit the next riposte...

FEATURING BRITTLES

He 1s still professional and polite, though Olivia is
almost in tears. She has found herself in a situation
which she is anxious to relleve.

(CONTINUED)
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| PENNELL
Sir, if I can...

BRITTLES
You're &l attenticn, K. Pennell,..

It 1s evident that 9214 Brittles ig enjoying the discom-
fiture of the two offlecers a3 is tolerantly amused by
Olivia's mettle... Fe nov swirgs beck to her, deadpan.

BRITTLES
Do ycu wish further %o amplify
your comrlairnt, wigs Jandridge?

CLIVIA
(horrifisd)
Complaint? 0Oh, Captain Brittlss,
I'm not complalning. T love Fort
Starke. And I sluply sdore the
entire cavalry.

BRITTLES
(with & 1ittle bow)
That's a ver; nice thougnt,
Miss Dandridgec...
deadpan to Cohill)
You have the floor, Mister Cohill.

COHILL
(stirfly)
Sir, I heave denied Mister Penn=11
bermission to leave the post.

Brittles slowly turns to Pennell.

ANGLE - ON PINNELL

BRITTLES
And for what purpose did you
wish to leave tho post, Mister?

PENNELL
Ple-nick-ing, sir...

BRITTLES
(admiring Olivia's
flounces
Vhere? 1In St. Louis?

(CONTINUED)
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PENNELL
Just out by the waterfall, sir
. But I'm scrry if I ---

BRITTLES

(with the air of a man

habitually saying it)
Never apologize, mister... It's
a sign o weakness...

(to Cohill)
Mister Cohill, I see no reason
why Mister Pennell should not
g0 pic-nick-ing.

ANGLE - ON COHILL

He takes Brittles' words as a man takes a body blow, trying
not to show his hurt, but showing it in his eyes, in the
contraction of belly against spine.

COHILL
(saluting)
Very goced, sir.

He half-turns his-mount toeward the corporal. O0Olivia all
but sticks her tongue at him, but flashes a radiant smile
at Brittles.

OLIVIA
(triumphantly)
Thank you, Captain Brittles!

Brittles clamly dismounts and leads his horse to 0livia
and extends his hand toward her.

ERITTLES

But Miss Dandridge, Mister Cohill
was quite right in denying you
permission to leave the pest under
the present conditions...

(taking her hand)
May I cscort you back to your
quartzrs?- :

As Olivia hesitates, Brittles increases the pressure and

draws her out of the buckboard and starts avay-- still
lecading his mount.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES (cont'd)
(over shoulder, as
he goes)
You may procecd on your ple-nic,
Mister Penncll!

COHILI,
(briskly--concecaling
grin--to Corporal
cf Guard)

Pass Mister Pennell, corporal!

Cohill sidles his nount against the buckboard and casually
slides an explcring hand into thz lunch baskct-- coming

up with a sligitly crumplsd stuffed egg. Just before
biting into it:

COHILL (cont'd)
(chumily)
Where you figuring on holding
your pic-nic, Rc3s?

Then he bites into ths cgg.

PENNELL

(calling off,
disgustedly)

Never mind, Corporal!

He impatiently tucks the disarrangcd napkin back around
the lunch basket and glares defiantly up at Cohill.

PENNELL (cont'd)
I'11l tell you where... At
Delmonico's 1n New York --
about twe months from now!...
With 0livis on my arm...and
I wvon't be wearing any blue
suit, either!

He cuts the buckboard around and savagely whips off.
Cohill, with a zrin, shoves the balance of the egg into
his mouth.

EXT. - SUTLER'S STORE.

LA faded shingle reads "One-Arm John's -- Licensed Sutler,
USA." Quincannon emerges, wiping his lips with the back

(CONTINUED)
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of his sleeve, followed by Toucey Rynders, Indian agent.
Rynders is a tall, suave, urbanz, well-drsssed rascal--
with a fur ceollar around hils jacket, an immaculate white
silk shirt with a flowing tie, all topped with a light
Stctson.

Outside the store are tvo goons, dressed in modified
plains fashion, whe--as from lcng habit--casually follow
in after Rynders as he ucves. One is called Hench, the
other Badger.

RYNDELS .
Sure you haven't timz for one
more, Scrgeant...?

: CUINCANNOL
No, sir. I'm practically on the
- water wagon... Never more than
four or flve at a single sitting.

EXT. - POST IIEADQUARTZRS - TFULL SHOT.

Major Allshard sits upon the steps, pipe in hand, vaiting
informally. Across from him, Captain 2rittles waits

just as lazily. UWecr Brittles is Tyree. The men watch
as Quincannon and Ryndars--folloved at several paces

by Rynders' bodyguards--approsach.

RYNDERS
(easily)
You wish to see me, Major
"Allshard?

ALLSHARD
(vacantly, but
ironically)
Why, yes, Mr. Ryndecrs... You're
probably aware that the garrison
here at Fort Starke hasn't been
paid in over two months?

RYNDERS
(giving it o little
eyabrow)
My books at the store are eloquent
testimony to the fact, Major...
(pausc)
Do you wish to discuss your own
grocery bill at this time?

(CONTINUED)
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ALLSHARD
No.
(bluntly)
I went to discuss the paymaster
with you. Thought you might be
interssted in Dr. O'Loughlin's
autopsy.

BRITTLES
(casually)
Would you care to view the body,
Mr. Rynders?

He extends his hand in invitation toward the open door.
Rynders does nct recoil with guilt but stops at the top
of the third step. It is clear he has no intention of
going inside.

RYNDZRS
I'd prafer...vell, certalnly,
if you wish me to.es

AILSHARD
(cverlapping)
There's no need for you to go
in, Mr. Rynders...
(he stards)
«+.1f you've some porsonal
disineclination.

RYNDERS
(quickly)
But 1f I can be of any service...

The appearanc> of Dr. O'Lcughlin at the door interrupts
the scene. The doctor holds a bullet between tweezers,
with a gauze pad beneeth it. He is followed by the
ubiquitous Hochbauer with crderly board.

_ O'LOUGELIN
(as he comes)
Wzll, goentlemen...

He pauscs, noticing Rynders---noct knowing whether to
continue. Allshard motions him to proceed. Rynders is

eyeing the bullet with curiosity---and perhaps a little
apprehensicn.

JlaLLSH.{qRD
Gc ahead, doctor...
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ANGLE FEATURING O'L2UGHLIN.

The others coming clozer to pPeer at the bullet when he
holds it up.

Q'LOUGHLIN
Here's tie bullet that killed
our frleid Cheadle... A rifle
bullet.

Somehow all eyes tum on Rynders; he sees the battery
trained on him and ctands a bit defensively and defiantly
---returning the stere around the circle.

RYNDERS
Is there anything 30 odd about
that?

0'LOUGALIN

(very friendly)
Why, yes: There is - something
very odc, Mr. Rynders. It came
from a repeating rifle...a
Winchester rifle... It was a
Winchester rifle that killegd
Troopcr MacKenzie...

BRITTLES
(casually)
Two men kxilled within tventy-four
hours by the same type of firearm.
What does that suggest to you,
Mr. Rynders?

RYNDERS
Perhaps 1t is the same Winchester?

BRITTLES
The men were killed a hundred
miles apart... Try again,- Mr.
Rynders. .

RYNDERS
Then I confess, it puzzles me.
Have you o theory?

ANOTHER ANGLE - ON STEPS -- FEATURING BRITTLES AND ALLSHARD.

Again the courteous deference from the senior officer
toward the junior in rank. Allshard makes a small

(CONTINUED)
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gesture with hils pipe, bidding Brittles to put the questions.

BRITTLES
Yes, I have, Mr. Rynders... If
the Cheyenne Dog Scldlers have
shifted south, it is only to create
unrest among the local tribes...
.and I put it to you that a ring
of gun-runners has moved 1n to
clean up on the wartalk.

RYNDZERS
I dislike challengzing your
theory, Ceptain, but I cannot
bzlieve any Winchusters could
be sold in this territory with-
out my knowledge.

Brittles gets stiffly to hils ieet, works his knee.

BRITTLES
(f1at teones)
Parheps you are right, Mr.
Rynders.

Allshard also risss. It is noticeable that none of the
men look directly again ot Rynders; he has had his last
warning.

0 'LOUGHLIN
(to break tcnsion)
Shall I read you the clinical
rezport?

ALLSHARD
Anothzsr time, doctor...

RYNDERS
Then 1f you'ru through, gentlemen,
I'11 bec on wy way...

He breaks off and all turn at sudden CRIES from guard-
house o.s,.

68 FULL SHOT - STOCKADE GATES - A GALLOPING COURIER.

He comes through &n 2 foam-{lccked horse, riding low and
hard and com2s full up to the CAMARA with a plunging stop

and swings down exhousted---Tumbling in his shirt for
dispatches.
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EXT, - FRONT STEPS - ALLSHARD AND GROUP.

As Allshard steps down to return the courier's salute and
accept the dispatches. Brittles takes the exhausted man
by the arm and passes him on to Tyree.

BRITTLES
Sce to him, Seérguant...and have
someone cool ous his horsc.

As Tyree and the ccurler move out, all look to Allshard
who is skimming the pages with increasingly grim face.

EXT. PORTRAIT STUDY...ALLSHARD,

He hes the borr soldier's deliberative poise upon the
recelpt of the news: He talzes the pipe from his mouth
and paraphrases the gist of the news for the others:

ALLSHARD

(quictly)
Vell, gen:ienen, it's cuilte true
about Custar...and ever. worse than
we had heard... ind Sitving Bull
is rousing the Sioux Nction for a
holy war.. It promises to be a
hard and bloody winter.

He hands the dispateh to Brittles.

ALLSHARD
Here's ths list of the Custer
dead... two hundred end twelve
of the Seventh Cavalry....

BRITTLES
(reading the names)
George Armstrong Custer..Tom
Custer...Calhoun.,.Cook...
Crittendon...Harrington...
Kecgh....

Allshard begins tapping the dottle from his pipe.

The RAP after each name is called is like a funeral knell.
As all =1it...

FADE OUT.



2L
FADE IN:
EXT. - STOCKADE GATE - LATE AFTERNOON SUNLIGHT.

Captain Brittles is walking slowly towards the stockade
entrance. In b.g., the corporal of the guard, standing
in the guardhouse door, sees him and instantly ducks
back into his cubbyhole as if carrying out a long
accustomed service. DMeanvhile, a sentry turns and 1lifts
the gate bar, and faces outward at present. The sentry
at the other side of the gate does lilkewise,

As Brittles reaches the guardhouse, the corporal comes
out without any military formality whatsoever. This 1is
a friendly, family thing without the emoluments of rank,
as the corroral is now seen to be carrying a wooden
bucket filled with water, and a gourd which will later
prove to be pierced with hcles, like the spout of a
watering can. He pressnts thzse, with a collapsible
canvas-seated canp stcol, to the tall captain.

BRITTLES
Thank you, Corpcral. Thanl you.

CORPORAL
Iliy pleasure, sir.

Brittles 1is about to szlute the sentries with their
present arms when suddenly from rear and into scene comes
Vagner, the big Teuton last ssen slicking up Lieutenant
Pennell's buckboard. He 1s cluusy and bear-like, but

he too has the same tender solicitude of the corporal

of the guard.

WAGNER
(bashfully)
Captain Brittles...please, sir...

He produces fron behind his back a sheath of the summer's
best hollyhccks arranged with German precision in a
spray.

WAGNER

(st1ll stammering)
From mein frau...for...

He makes a head- jerking gesture out toward the open ground.

(CONTINUED)



T

T2

73

32
(CONTINUED)

ERITTLES
: (accepting flowers)
That!ls mighty nice, Corporal...
(inspecting flowers)
+..hollyhocks...
(to Wagner)
Ycu tell Mrs. Wagner I'm obliged.

WAGHNER
(overvhelmed)
Yes...yes, C.aptain...

As he continues, both arms now laden, the sentries go from
present to the rifle salute.

SENTRIES
(in unison)
Evening, sir...Good evening.

He continues on throush ths stcckade as a colcr guard
passes by the port.

ta

EXT. - OPEN FRAIRIE - LATE AFTERJOON - BRITTLES.
Walking slowly toward CAMERA, Brittlss has his eye fixed

on something rast and tc the right of the CAMERA., He is
urmindful of the beauty cf thse dyirg day, but its

serenity touches him a3 hz comes closer for his rendezvous.

EXT. ~ ANGLE ON BRITTLES AND NEARBY SECTION OF A PALING
OR PICKET FENCE.

As he comes to the fance--his eyes still fastened on
something unseen, the CAMERA PANS SLIGHTLY so that we see
that the fence is that of a small cemetery~--the fort's
Boot Hill--pathetically small in the immensity of the
Plain on which it stands. The cemetery is dominated by
one atrocity of a monument--dcoubtless erected by a St.
Louis brewer to the memory cf a wayward son--but most of
the "headstones" are of simple carved wood, with here and
there a plain stone.
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CLOSER ANGLE - CEMETERY.

Passing the monstrosity, moving slowly down the lane
between two lines of graves, Brlttles comes to a stand- -
st1ll befcore threz simple headstones so grouped that they
are unmistakably reminiscent cf the three tintypes of the
triptych on his desk. The larger and central stone bears
the inscription:

SACRED TO THE MEMORY
QOF
IMARY CUTTING BRITTLES
Selcved wife of
Mathan Cuttinz Brittles

Borr Septeumber 10, 1844
Died June 2, 1367

The stone to one side resads:
ELIZABETH BRITTIES

Born December 4, 1860 Died June 5, 1867

The last stecne rzads:
JANE BRITTLES

Born February 20, 1862 Died June 7, 1867
Brittles sets down the buckset, opens the campstool, lays -
the hollyhocks across the foot of the grave, then sits
wearily on the stool. He takes the dipper from the
bucket and carefully begins watering the running cover
of the grave---possibly periwirkle.
Ha begins to speak quite casually.

(CONTINUED)
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ERTYTLES

Well, Mery, only six more days to
go end then your old Nathan will
bs cut of ths army... Haven't
decid=d yet whet tc do... Just
can't dicture myself back there
on thz banks cf the Wabash,
rockin' on a front porch... No,
bzen thinkin' I might push on wast
to ths new settlsments in California...
We've had some bad nevs, Mary--
Georzgz Custer's bzen killed and
his whole coumand... Niles Keogh
amorg 'em... You remenber Miles?
That 9lg nappy-go-lucky Irishman
who waltzed sc wsll with you?

(sheepish srils)
Yes, I Incw... Guess I was jealous...
I never cculd waltz myself...

(brisk ezein)
.I'm takin' the troop out in the
morril’'... some Chuyennes around.
S50 I'm to pizk up ths patrols and
chase 'sm back north... Probably
my last rmission, dary... Hard to
believz, isa't 1it?

Brittles hes finished his watering and sits back--a man
of few words trying to think out his next thought in
ordered speech. At this moment the shadow of a woman
falls across ths plect. The effect, at first, is eerie,
but 1s not held long enough to be pointedly supernatural.
rittles leans forwvard, studying the shadow, then slowly
turns and looks up at the figure casting 1it.

EXT. - FULL LENGTH PORTRAIT STUDY - OLIVIA - FROM
BRITTLES' ANGLE.

Olivia is wearing a simple dress of some dark stuff with
a light scarf thrown over her head and shoulders. Not
nov the spirited filly of the picnic episode, she is a
figure of shy, gsntle, young-womanly besuty. She holds
a small pctted plant--dcoubtless embeddad in & tomato can
which is bravely wrapped in vaper and tied with a ribbon
and small bow. It is her pzacs offering--and something
more. OShe speaks hesitantly, fearful of hsr intrusion.

(CONTIKUED)
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OLIVIA

I...I hope I'm not intruding,
Captain... But...I've watched
you come out hers...

(glance at graves)
+.«+t0 your,...faaily...and.,..

(extzrding flovers)
.++30 I've brcught -this...

Brittles rises stiflly azd takes the flower pot in both
hands--1like a men receivinz a chalice.

ERITTLES
(havirg a little trouble
vith kis vcice)
I appreciste this...very much.

CLIVIA
(in quick relief)
They are cal_.ed cyclamer...it's
a Greek vord._ I think it means
Rahit's ears.

ARITTIES
(studring Tlowers)
My wife callel them "flaming
arrcvw"...She vas...she was
fond of gerdering.

LIVIA
(shy again--drawing
. her scarf)
Well...then...0a...I'm sorry I
made such a focl ot myself at
the gate this morning...

BRITTLES
(smiling)
I thcught you mads a fool of
two lieutenants...and that's
never agalnst army regulations.

Olivia smiles waraly back at him--and extends her hand
in frank frierdship and liking.

OLIVIA
Then I'm forgiven?

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)
BRITTLES
(taking hsr hand)
Forgiven.
She turns and leaves.
OLIVIA

Good night, Captain.

BRITTLES
Good night...Miss Dandridge.

Brittles stands a brief moment, looking after her,
conscious of her youth and beauty and freshness;
conscious, toc, of tho tenderness hs has lost in all
these years after his wife's death. Then, finally, he
rediscovers the flovers in his hand and turns back to
the graves.

CLOSER ANGLE - BRITTLES.

. ;
As he places thz pct at th: basez of his wife's head-
stone and carefully distributes the hollyhocks at the
base of the other two stcnes. Meanwhile hz resumes
his 'conversation'.

RRITTLES

She's a nice girl, Mary... Reminds
me a little of you. Guess it's no
wonder those young licutenants of
mine have been pawing the ground
like buck elks in the Spring...
Well, I'11l say good night, Mary.
Say goodnight to the children....

Brittlass stands, flexing his gimp leg, and reaches for
the camp chair and the cther equipment when o.s. is heard
the SOUND of a BUGLE blowing "TO THE COLORS". He
straightens and comes to a salute.

EXT. - FORT - FULL SHOT PAST BUGLZER.

Officzrs end men, scattered about the ground, are facing
the colors, saluting as the BUGLE continues.

EXT. - ILONG SHOT - CEMETERY.

Brittles stands, a lonsdy silhouette--and a small figure
against the night sky and the outlines of the graves.

FADE OUT.
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FADE IN:

20 EXT. - FORT STARKE - DAV - PORTRAIT STUDY - BUGLER.

thru :

36 He is blowing ASSEIBLY, or scme other appropriate call
as the troop is being readied for its patrol.

SERIES OF SHOTS ~- Suggesting intensaz activity of the
Fert. BUGLZ CALLS under all shots.

1. BLACKSMITH (Corporal Yazner). He is sweat-stained,
grimy, tired--2 Tulcan who has besn at his forge the
long night througi. Ilc pauses = moment, looking off at-
the SOUKD of ths 3UGLE ¢.s., th:n swings ageain to his
horseshoe pourding. Rshind him 1n the red glow and
sizoks smudge ar: Troopers mrning their horses out from
the stables.

2. ANOTHER ANGLE IN BLACXSMITH'S SHED. A wiry man is.
sharpening a sabre on a fosct-treadled whezl. He holds
its blade up--horizontally-- at head level, studying
the light beem along its cutting edge--then swings it
by the hilt in 1 flashing a:zec. .

3. A RACX OF CAPBINZ8. Az a dozen trooper hands reach
up and pluck thern down.

4., A ROW OF HORSES DRLWHN UP QUTSIDE THE STABLES. Each
horse with seddle blanket or its back, each with his
trooper standing besids hir--saddls poised. At g
Sergeant's COMMAI'D--or BUGLE CALL--the saddles swing
i1lke one onto the horses! backs.

5. UED. SHOT - SUDS ROW. Plump Mrs. Crumrein is saying
gcodbye to Corporal Crumrcin. She is unashamedly dabbing
& tear from her cye with a pudgy fist, while her husband
swings his infant son high in the air and holds him at
arin's lsngth--studying his face. The baby i1s laughing
delightedly,

CORFORAL
(hearsily)
There's iy corporal! Tale
carsz of moma!

MRS, CRUMREIN
(scoldingly)
YOU take care!
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6. CLOSZ SHOT - NEAR PICKET FENCED HOUSE OF THE BRIDE,
MRS. BROVN. She ard her handsome young husbard break
from an embrace. ©She 1s trying her best no: to cry.

He steps back a pace, comes to attention, Snaps her g
salute. Vith an =2{7ort, she pulls herself erect, salutes
him. Without « word, he pivots and marches awvay--and

she takes an involuntary step after him, her hand going
to her mouth to stirle a ery ror hirm to return fop onz
more kiss.,

7. TIULL SHOT - COMFANY STREET. The troop is assembling,
men leading Ctheir horses. Jomen are crowding to the
sidelines. Little boys--and girls--their eyes bright
with Interest end cxcitiment are watching--ang getting

in the way. Decgs are BAPKING. The BUGLE =nds its series
of calls with LOOTS and SADDLES. :

INT. - BRITTLES' QUARTZRS - BRITTLES AND QUINCANNON.

We see them nov--31d warhorses, their blood quickening
to the martial sounds outside. There is no gayety in
them, but rathcr the 2aferness of men called %0 a task
they know thay are competent tc executs. Their uniforms
are bleachsd Dy the suns of othsr patrols. They wear
belts and susperidaue.

At the opening of the 3cenz, Brittles is loading his
rzvolver. He givez the chamber a whirl, expertly swings

it into place and holsters the revolvsr. Then he flexes his
gimp knee--c¢laborately. He STAMPS the floor a time or two.
Secing him ready, then, Cuincernon hands Brittles his
sabre. Britiles takes it forrnially beneath his left arm
and pulls back for the usual striding e¢xit---Quincannon

as usual taking a place behind him. But Brittles pauses

a moment--for a lock around. His eyes go briefly to the
triptych--and hold--thsn continuc around the rcom--the act
of a man making sure he¢ has forgotten nothing. He pulls
erect agein, but stops dead--se2ing that damned calendar
on the wall.

Slowly he eressas to it, with Quincannon--no less de jected
--at his shouldzr. Taking the bit cf pencil suspended by
i1t, Brittles slovwiy dravs a line through the second numeral.

BRITTIES
Flvzs nore.

QUINCANNON
Three mere.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
(anprily)
Flve! C(Cen't you ccunt?

CUINCANNON
{apologztically)
I was mcenin' weclks--Thres weeks,
sir, for roe.

ERTITLES
On.
{back to presszent -
engry witih himself)
Well, dars--weeks--what's the
dirfersnes... You going to
staud there all morning?

Quincanncn is atout %o let his Irish temper flarc--he
didn't go to the cualendar, d41d he?--but he quickly
realizes Brittless dcoesn't w2an 2 word of i1t. He quickly
steps behind thie Captain again.

te
GUINCATNON
(as he does)
I'a serry, captein derlin:'...

BPITTLES
And don't apolcgize...it's...

QUINCALMON-BRITTLES
(in unison)
...a sign of weakness.

And both men throw back thsir choulders and throw of'f
their yrars--and stride out into the sunlight.

EXT. - COMPAITY STRIET - MOVING WITH BRITTLES AND
QUINCANNOIL .

As thsy stride past the asssmbling troom., Masn are
throuving packs on their horses, taling up cinches. C(Cochill
is riding h2rd on tlie men--ad libbing instructions and
injunctions.

Suddenly Brittles faltsrs and comes to a stop in sheer
amazement as we sez Lt. Pennell riding besids a2 wagon
and ktringing it into position with the trcop.
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ANGLE ON BRITTLES.

BRITTLES
(calling off)
Wwhat's this, Mister?... We carry
no wagon on this patrol!

FULL SHOT.
As Pennell rides up, saluting.

PENNELL
Major Allshard's orfers, sir.

Angrily Brittles swings on his heel and moves off at right
angles toward Allshard's quarters, with the equally
puzzled Quincanncn trailing a yerd behind. As he goes,
troopers begin coming from Allshard's--struggling with
trunks, hatboxes, a few loos2 parasols and cther feminine
gear. Brittlcs sees this with mownting indignation while
Guincannon is finally brought to a full stop by the
carrying out of a dressmaker's forn, modelled on the slim
lines of 0Olivia Dandridge.

As Brittles hits the steps of Allsherd's quarters:

INT. - ORDERLY ROOM - FCRT STARKE.

It is the usual company layout with files, order boards,
pegs, rifle racks, fleld desks, etc. Major Allshard is
secated at his desk, finishing a directive which Sergeant
Hochbaucr is taking down.

ALLSHARD
(racing through)
...by order Allshard, major...et
so forth, so forth.

He looks up and rises sceing Brittles enter--recognizing
the blood in his friend's eye and knowing the cause of it.
Hochbzuer, an inztant later, stands--salutes.

BRITTLES
(enterinz--slovly
spacing his first
verds) g
#ajor All--shard--vhat in blazes...?

(CONTINWUED)
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ALLIFIATD
(& Lang up)

Hnld itti...I mew!...thz wagon!

BRITTLES

Yes, by thunder!...and that...

junk--parascls, trunks...heat
boxes--and--a--2a...
(his hands pantomime

the female curvss of

the duruny)
v..an indelicate drossmeXer!

s

vhatsis! I can't encumber my

troop with & wagon.

ALLSEARD .
(letting him havs it
--very quietly)

Mathan,...I'm sending Abby an

Miss Darndridgs with jou.

d

41

Brittles stands nunb--the wind momentarily gone out of

him.

LLLSEARD
(fast--taking advant
of the 1lull)

They'll accompany tae troop
Sudro's Wells...where they
will take the stagec east...
(emphaticzlly)
Thet's an order, Captain!

ERITTLES
(very stiffly)
Sir, I wish tc protest this

age

to

order.

Allshard shrugs, rcaches for a plece of papsr and a pen.
He dips the pen in an inkwell and slides the paper and
pen acreoss to & cornsr of the desk., Hochbausr vacates

his chalr.

ALLSHARD
(during this)
cted you to... You may
in writing.

e¥pe
ut 1t

'S

(CONTINUED)
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I
. BRITTLES
(bluntly)
I intend to.

He sits down and, with a glance at the vall clock to
establish the time, begins writing furiously. Allshard
locks down at him with full understanding and sympathy
and begins to pace the roomn.

ALLSHARD
(sympatheticeally) .
Sat up half the night with this,
Nathan... I can't keep the
Dandridge girl here... She's
not army...

BRITTLES

(as to himself, as

he writes)
For the following reasons: ---
Onel...

(he looks up)
A war party of Cheyenne Dog-
Soldiers is now ralding this
territeony...

Brittles resumes writing, as Allshard continues, néither
man apparently paying the slightest attention to what the
other is saying. ‘

ALLSHARD
I've a feeling every woman who
goes through life on this post
for the next five months has got
to be army to the core...

BRITTLES
TWO! They must be sought out and
driven back..,

- ALLSHARD
And with you going on the
retlred list, it's my last chance
to get rid of the gird...

BRITTLES
Three!  Failure to act at once
wlll give the Cheyennes time
to arouse the local Arapahoes
and Comanches...

(CONT INUED)
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ALLSHEARD
It's obviocus sh¢e cen't travel
alcne, sc I've got to send Abby
ee. But my wifs docasn'n lilze it
a bit...

BRITTLES
Four! The inclusicn of women
umong the mcmbsrs of this troop
vill delay the perforaance of
its duties...

L3:ARD
Sci1d eviryons wouid thirnk she
wos running awvay... Pocr Abby...
(so;t‘"
ens she'll be genoe all winter...

Brittles stands shoving ths scrzed toward Allsherd,
whe makes a slizht gesture towcrd Hechbausr.

L}‘_Q" P
(huW-.ru“ tanﬁ&r}
Flle ic, Sergeanc-iajor...

Brittles extends hishand to ’llshard, who
S -

T tales it
without surprisz. Both msn lock uharv, a bit

grim.
ERITTIES
A hagrd deelsicn, Mue... You'll

miss Abby.

.

ALLSHAED
Hots to hamstring jou this way,
Naothian. ..

'L-.

e two start toward “hs door.

'-‘]

(CONTINUED)
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ALLZTIARD (cont'd)
(husband sozing to
thie fore)
But...you ¥WILL take evsry
precaution?
Erlutlss stiffers slightly and Allshard, irmediately
sensing 1t, sailes his anolc5V~-;nd squeczcs Brittles!
arm,

ALLSHARD (cont'd)
(embarrecsed)
No...ferget I asked that.

Both men lock up--reolievzd st the interruption--as Abby
Allshard comes through the dcor.

ANGLE - FEATURIIIG ARIY.

Shz is wearing a campaign huat with a cavalry kerchiefl
over it a2ad knottad bouncisti: her chin. She has on a
simples riding outfit which ras seen much use. She
looks shrewdly from her huskend to Nathan, then back
again tc the Hajor.

ARy
(knoving grin)
How'd he take thz iden of 0ld
Iron Pants riding with him?

ATLSFARD
(thumb jerking
toward paper on
dasl)
Unidcr protcst, my cear.

BRITTLES
(slight bow to Abdy)
0fficial protest of course,
Abby... It will alvays be my
nleasure to cscort "0ld Iron
Pants"

Brittles moves out--with Abby end the HMajor smilin
. Zondly after him. Then she turns znd, for a nmoment,

they look at each other--a couple very much in love with

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

all the mutual concern and regret over a parting. Abby
suddenly smiles radiantly--if a little falsely--at her
husband and goes to him with arms extended.

ABBY
Now stop worrying!

EXT. - COMPANY STREET & FRONT OF ALLSHARD'S HEADQUARTERS.

The troop is now drawn up in a company front and Brittles,
mounted, moves along to a central position fronting
the men.

BRITTLES
(1loudly)
Men! Two ladies are going with
the column...Mrs. Allshard and
Mlss Dandridge!

CLOSE SHOT - ROSS PENNELL..

His eyes rolling slightly upward, the faintest trace of
a pleased smile.

CLOSE SHOT - FLINT COHILL.

Lips compressed, not liking the news a bit--thinking of
its effect on Ross.

. BRITTLES' VOICE (o0.s.)
I know you will be extra
vigilant...

FULL SHOT - BRITTLES

BRITTLES (cont'd)
And remember to watch your
language! Above all...WATCH
THAT WORD!

He swings his mount and Jogs slowly back toward Allshard's
headguarters.
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ETAIL OF COLUMN - QUINCANNON FRONTING SOME TROOPERS.

QUINCANNON
Ye heard the captain...so Z'll
expect ye to be on yer mos%
contumnacious behaviour...an'
that also mesans...

Quincannon loses the troopers attenticn-- thelr heads
are pivoting to the left as tho drawn by magnets--and
Quincannon automatically looks the sane way--and his
lips purse involuntarily.

ANGLE ON OLIVIA.

And a sight to justify any man's whistling. She is
cantering down ths company street, riding side-saddle,
wearing a fashionably cut facsinile (or reasonable one)
of a trooper's brass-buttoned shell jackst, & jaunty
kepi and a slim-walsted, form-rsvealing skirt. ©She
wears a yellow ribbon in her halxr,

Manfully cocllcctinz himself, he vhirls furiously back on
the troopers.

QUINCANNCN
(hoarsely)
No whistling! ©No whistling! Or
I'll be playin' marbles with the
teath of the man that does!

The troopers dutifully do an eyes front, but Quincannon

is not above temptation and he swings quickly for
another view--his lips again pursing of theilr own

volition.
SERIES OF SHOTS - OLIVIA RIDING ALONG.THE COLUMN.
1. AS SHE PAUSES BEFORE BRITTLES. She comes to a salute.
OLIVIA
Trooper Dandridgs reporting
for duty, sir.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
(stuldicusly)
A yellow riboon mzans a sweet-
hzart in ths cavalry... Who
is it for, Miss Dandridge?

OLIVIA
(coquettishly)
Why, for you, Captain Brittles...

She canters by.

2. SHE CORFRONTS COHILL.

OLIVIA
Eope the uniforrn mecets with
your aponrovel, hister Cohill.

CCHILL
So he's brandzd you with the
¥21llow ribbon?
OLIVIA
(teasingly)
How do you know 1t's not for
you, Mister?

She continues by.

5. PENNELL RIDES CLOSE.

PENNELL
(hardly daring to
hope)
Is it really for me, 0Olivia...?
OLIVIA
Need you ask that, Mister

Penncll?

4. OLIVIA AND QUINCAENOY. As she rides up.
OLIVIA
Ma jor Allshard says I'm to put
mysz21lf in your care, Sergeant.

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON
Well, Miss, 1if I'm to be your
maiden aunt, ye'll have to tell
me who the yellcy ribbon's for...

OLI{IA
(soulful look)
Why who could it be, but the
handsomest...ssrgetnt in the
troop! '

Quincannon's Irish map disintegrates and as she rides
on he involuntarily WHISTLES--then breaks it off as he
hears, o0.8.:
TROOPER'S VOICE
Baggaege wagon?...How'd you
like to g0, ..!
QUICK FLASH - QUINCANNON. As hs wheels on teamster.
QJINCANNON
(frantlcally)

Watch them words! Watch them
words!

CLOSE SHOT - LITTLE TROOPER.
Bent to tighten his cinch.
TROOPER
(covertly)

Watch them Grarmar!

And bsnds again to his task, all innocence as Quincannon
stemps into the shot--looking in vain for the offender.

BRITTLES' VOICE (o.s.)
Troop, attention...

BUGLE BLOWS ATTENTION.

FULL SHOT - COMPREHYNSIVE SHOT - THE TROOP.

Brittles giving cormends. 1In b.g. Allshard and colors
move to gate.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

3RITTLES
Prepars to mount!

BRITTLES
MOUNT !

BUGLE blows BOOTS and SADDLES.

- BRITTLES (cont'd)
Lead out from the right.
Twos--twos right! Wslk. Yo!

The column swings into action. We hear the BAND PLAYING
"She Wore a Yellow Ribbon".

SERIES OF SHOTS:

L
2.

(80

Women are trelling along beside the moving column.

Three small boys with paper nats and wooden sabres

<keep in step beslde their fathers!' mounts.

A Young woman runs in close to one trooper and
collars a hound puppy which has been trying to
follow 1ts master.

An old quartermastsr, grizzled and crippled, cups
his mouth with his hands.

QUARTERMASTER
Keep your hair on, boys!

A woman holding a baby high, so her husband can sece
him clearly.

ANGLE UPWARDS - scction of troop--men shooting side-
wilse glances at wives and children.

Small boy running alongside trooper, holding up a
rabbit's foot.

SMALL BOY
Your rabbit's foot, paw, your
rabbit's foot!

ABBY AND OLIVISA - riding along. 0livia is obviously
delighted. ABBY is yelling her last minute goodbyes.

(CONTINUED)
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to
120 _ ABBY
(calling off)
I won't forget the gingham and
the pattarns...
(to another)
.+.and the baby shirts... -

9 @ ST OUT MRS . CRUI\{REIN L]

MRS. CRUMREIN
(tc Abby)
And the testhing rings...

10. Dr. O'Loughlin--passing man seen earlier with arm
in a sling and broken ribs.

0 'LOUGHLIN
I know it itches...but you
lzave that cast on till we get
back!

11. BUCKBQARD - NEAR STCRE. Rynders and two goons iu
buckboard, complacently watching the column moving
out. Rynders sxchanges satisfied looks with men
end lightly whips up his team--moving in a direction
opposite that in which the column is going.

121 EXT. - NEAR STOCKADE GATES.

Now the troop 1s at the gates, moving smartly, with the
grim precision of a smoothly-running machine of war.
The BAND is PLAYING them out.

(NOTE: It is hoped that the location, terrain and light
may suggest the effect of a rising sun which will gild
the landscape onto which Brittles is leading his troupe.
But if the weather proves cloudy or rainy--and no changes
can be made in the shooting schedule---this and the pre-
ceding scenes preparatory to the troop's departure can be
construed as being made in the grey light of a false dawn.
No plot pcint would be affected by any such change.)

122 FULL SHOT - AT GATES.
Ma jor Allshard and the grouped colors sit their horses,
receiving the salutc of the passing troop. As Brittles
and thz lead column passes:

(CONTINUED)
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NARRATOR
So...here they are...the dog-
faced soldiers, the regulars,
the fifty-cent a day profession-
als--riding the outposts of a
nation.

As the troop begins to pass Allshard.

NARRATOR
From Fort Reno to Fort Apache,
from Fort Phil Kearney to Fort
Sheridan...they were all the
sand.

123 PORTRAIT STUDY - QUINCANNON - ON THE FLANK OF HIS
TROOP, SALUTING THE COLORS.

NARRATOR
In every troop, a Sergeant
Quincaknon--with his time run-
ning out against his hashmarks.

124 FULL SHOT - THREX GALLOPING FROM THE REAR TO THE FRONT
OF THE COLUMN OVERTAKING BRITTLES.

VARRATOR
..A Young Tyree--only three
stripes on his sleeve now--but
a captain to the men he
comrianded under Jubal Early
when Marse Reobert was a living
god.

125 MED. SHOT - HEAD OF COLUMN.

Brittles turns ingquiringly as Tyree comes up, gives him
a salute and starts to make a report. (Silent shot).
Brittles' jaw scts, he speaks (mutely) gestures and,
with another salute, Tyrce gallops off at a tangent to
the column. (Note: This is the order to tail Rynders.)

NARRATOR
And at the head of a column,
alvays o Captain Brittlcs--with
the wisdom of his trade drawn
from long years with the service...



be

126 TFULL SHOT.

0livia end Abby pass Allshard. Abby's hand Z0€S up--
half in salutc--but instecad of dropping it smartly,

she toucnes it to her lips and floats the major a kiss.
As she passes out of sight COHILL and PENNELL ride in--
end by.

NARRATOR
And down the 1line of file-closers,
the licutenants he tralned to
follow him---Flint Cohill, with
nine years of service...RosSs
Pennell with four...

As wagon and balance of column pass the colors:

NARRATOR
Allshard...Brown...Crurrelin...
Davis...cail the rcll for them
all...llzn ir dirty-shirt blue
ard orly a ccld pag:2 In the
history books to mark thelr
passing.

10 .

127 IEXT. - STOCKADE GATES.

Shocting into Fort as 4llshard and color detail turn
their backs and slowly ridc into the fort.

NARRATOR
But wherever they rode....

128 EXT. - STOCKADE GATES - REVERSE ON GARRISON.

They have all come to the center of the gates now--
and the gatecs are slowly closing. The remnant of the
garrison, the wives, the small boys--thelr swords now
trailing dejectedly,--the dogs now still and a little
yorried--they all stand, pezring out, through the
narrcving crack of the gates. ;

KARR.TCR
...and vhatever they fought for,
that place became...the...Unlted
e..ctntes!

And the stockade gates swing shut.

DISSOLVE.
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129 EXT. - WIDE ANGLE VIEW OPEN COUNTRY - TWO DUST WHIRLS.

Ul

Toward the north, a cloud of dust shows the movement of
A Trocp as it trots along on the three-day move to
Sudro's VWells. CAFERA PANS slowly to discover a
smaller dust cloud--kicked up by a buckboard--moving
tangent to it--or east by south.

130 EXT. - CLOSER SHOT - BUCKBOARD AS IT MOVES.

Rynders drives the buckboard. His two goons with him.
Presently he turns aside and from the protecting cover
of a butte, two men drive ovt in 2 wagon. They wave in
friendly fashion to Rynders, as they pull the buckboard
to a stop. As the mcn reach out to shaks hands...the
CAMERA WHIPS TO:

131 EXT. - RIDGE - ROCKY OR WITH PROTECTING SHRUBS - TYREE.

Tyree, on one knee and taking advantage of the availlable
cever, is peering grimly ofl at the distant group. His
herse is concealcd behind the crest. ESatisfied at what
he has sesn, hée runs--stooped--to where his horse stands,
steps onto saddle and gallops off toward the north. The
CAMERA holds on the study of the running horse until it
diminishes in the distant lundscape.

DISSOLVE.

132 EXT. - LONG SHOT - MOVING TROOP - MID-AFTERNOON.

The troop is moving along, boggage wagon at the rear,
at a steady ground-consuming pace. Clouds of dust
trail from the column and all but obscurs horses and
men -

Suddenly, from the flank, TYREE gallops in.’

133 EXT. - HEAD CF COLUKIl - FEATURING BRITTLES.

Brittles has turncd, observing Tyres's approach--and
then, sgquinting ot the sun, cwings high an arm.

RBRITTIES
(calling)
Treop...nalt!.,...Dismount and walk!

He spurs out to meet Tyres and swings off his horse.
So doss Tyrec as he comes up.
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AT. - BRITTLES AND TYRE

=

The salutss are periunct
misses no desocil of Tyre
his lathered horse.

crily exchangsd, but Brittles
¢'s marner, the appsarance of

TYREE
Tralled lister Rynders' buck-
board southeast, sir...'bout
a nile below the Painted Post
...he met two men in a wagon.

ERITTLES
Knhow who they wspa?

TYREZ
No, sir, Coantain...and it didn't
gz2en prudent to iaquire.

BRITTLES
(roddirg ~ovproval)
Hudh!...Wlat dc vou supnose
ther eould be doing down there,
Scrzeont? ~

TYREE
Tiat ola't my department, sir,

Brittles smiles =lightly, but Tyre: presses in.
TYREE (cont'd)
But now I've rcporicd as
ordered, sir, I'd bo pleased

to return cnd introduce mysslf
to these rascals...

BRITTLES
eke your pcint, Sergeant...

He looks oif--in the diroction Rynders has taken.
BRITTLES

I've got a sort cf fecling
neet 'em o the turn-

EXT. - NELR HEAD OF WALKIT'G COLUIMN.

Cohill wall:is nis horse 3ids by gide with 0livia, who is
leading hzrs. The girl, though pluclzty, is bone-tired,

(CONTINUED)
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hot, dirty, saddle-sore, thirsty-- and, nbove all,
annoyed. Cohill, cqually dust;, moves alonzg like n
tireless machine.

L gust of hot wind blcws a choking dust cloud against
them. O0livia coughs and rubs an impatient glove against
her sended lips.

COHILL

(in broad imitaticn

of' a tec-narty

convoraationalist)
RKomantliec, isnt't 1t, llss Dendrldgs?
.+ .Guidongs gaily fluttering,
bronzed men lustily singing,
Lorses prancing...

(hcavy crphasis)
...and bunicns aching!

OLIVIA

ust you always be so vulgar,

Mr. Cchilil? -
COHILL

Tha cavalry doosr't go in
fcr refinerients, Mlss
Dondridgs...

LIVIA
Cevalry? This ridliculous
business of having to dismournt
nnd walk every hour o2p» so...
You might as well be in the
infantry...

COHILL
Ve soon would be 1f we didn't
casz the mounts...,
(quict conteunt)
Why don't you ride in the wagon?

CLIVI.A
"o, thark you! Iy doesn't
the army vat sprirgs on 1ts
wagons?

COHILL
Chi, the men all said they'd
rather have fingerbewls...

(CONTINUED)
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ULIVIA
{iCil?)
'Have I your pcrmissicn to ride
back alorg tie 1line? 1I'd
rather take the duct with Mr.
Pennell.

COHILL -
Haven't you already thrown
enough dust in Pennell's eyes?
Why don't you give him a chance!

Cohill stiffens as he rzalizes Brittlex has drifted
back and probably overhoard his specch.

BRITILES
(mildly)
Mister Cohill, relieve Mister
Penncll with the »2ar guard.
CUEILL
Yes, =ir...

Ais Cohill rmounts and gollops down the line, Olivia looks
efter him with flashing fury...

BRITTLES
(enigumatically)
Everything undcr control, Miss

Dandridge...?

OLIVIA
(still lockirg back
after Cohill)
Everything's just fine, Captain.

Brittles' smile i1s still cnigmatic. Suddenly his
attentlion helds--leooking ahead with sharp concern.
Brittles thrcws up his hand and the column halts.

LONG SHOT - BRITTLZS' POINT OF VIEW - TYREE.

Tyrec 1s #ignalling ~nd another point is peering off.
MUSIC changes to INDIAN THENME.
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137 FULL SHOT - HEAD OF COLUMN - BRITTLES.

hind
s he swings onto his horse, with the tr?oper be
ﬁim 2winzi§g into ready positlons. Britilles rides out,

followed by his bugler.

138 EXT. - A HILLTOP ON THE PLAIN.

Sergeant Tyree and the other troopgr sit taeir horses,
looking off into the distance. Brittles rldes in
briskly, pulling a collapsible telescope from its case
on the saddlebow.

BRITTLES
Can you make them out, Sergeant?

TYREE
Looks like Arapahoes, sir,

138A EXT. - LONG SHOT - BRITTLES' POINT OF VIEW.

Far away, a dustcloud forms. Nothing is visible to the
ordinary eye, but Tyree's volce 1s heard o.s.

TYREE'S VOICE (o.s.)
Moving their whole village--
wagons and all.

139 EXT. - BIG HEAD BRITTLES.

Blinking slightly, he is unable to see anything but dust.
He has the telescope to his eye, and his gloved hand is
turning the focus ring.

BRITTLES
I don't know where you got
your brains, Sergeant... But God
must have given you that palr
of eyes.

140 EXT. - EFFECT SHOT - DETAIL OF INDIAN VILLAGE ON THE
MARCH - AS SEEN THROUGH TELFSCOPE VIGNETTE.

Tyree has been correcct. It is an Indian Village moving
travois, mounted braves, women, children, dogs, tipils,
lodge poles, ecte. They are all moving laterally, and
paralleling C Troop, and in the Same direction...

(CONTINUED)
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ERITTLES' VOICE
Arapahoes, all right. And
heading the same way we are!

141 EXT. - STUDY OF TYREE, BRITTLES AND ORDERLIES.

Brittles is passing the scope to Tyree and at the same
time thinking aloud.

BRITTLES
Why should they be moving towards
Sudro's Wells?... Can you answer
that, Sergeant?

TYREER
Sir, my mother didn't raise
any Rebel sons to make guesscs
in front of a Yankece captain.

BRITTLES
(grinly)
314 soon PInd oubt.. if..s
(half to himself)
No, Sergcant...we can't risk
it...not wvith those women.

He turns as Olivia canters up--eyes bright with excite-
ment as she peers at the Indians off.

) OLIVIA
(breathlessly)
Arc they Indians, Captain?...
Are we geoing to fight them?

BRITTLES
(sternly)
Re join the column, Iiss
Dandri dgeo--

As she pauses, hardly crediting it he swings her bridle
and slaps her horsc's rump.

BRITTLES (cont'd)

Get back in line--und kcep
your intcrval.

(CONTINUED)
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As 0livia, somewhat chastened but also indignant, rides
- back, Cohill and Pennell ride in.

BRITTLES

(looking at Indians--
not at them)

I don't 1like 1t, Mister Cohill
..l don't 1like 1t at all.

Cohill looks inquiringly at Tyree.

TYREE
Arapahoes, sir...

BRITTLES
(facing lieutenants)
We're turning east, gentlemen--
to give them a wide berth...
we will approach Sudro's Wells
from Twin Forks.

COHILL
(thinking of work
to be done)
We'll lose half a day, sir.

Brittles starts away.

PENNELL
(thinking of
Olivia)
The ladies may miss the stage
- 5 b 8

BRITTLES
(turning on him)
Would you rather have them
miss their scalps, Mister?
(to bugler)
Boots and Saddles!

As the BUGLE BLOWS, Cohill looks at the sheepish Pennell,
and gives him a pitylng wag of the head.

142 FULL SHOT - WIDE ANGLE.

As the column moves off. It i1s hoped that the shot
obtalned may convey the impression of this small

(CONTINUED)
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142 (CONTINUED)

eolunn all but lost in the immensity of the plalns--
with lighting and SCORE combining to heighten the effect
of the menace which henceforth must overshadow the
movement of the troop.

DISSOLVE.

143 VWIDE ANGLE SHOT - LATE AFTERNOON - ROUGH COUNTRY -
TH= TROOP. .

A time lapse 1s indicated in the changed terrain, the
long shadows running out ahead of the troop as it
continues doggesdly on its eastvard course. After
suitable footage.

144  CLOSER STUDY - REAR OF TROOP.

As the end of the colurm passes on shcad, we see FLINT
COHILL riding five yards behind the troop. Hls eyes
are alcrt, but not apprehecnsive as he scans the country
,,,,, on both sildes.
Ross Pennell canters his mount from the head of the
column toward him, The men exchange perfunctory
salutes.

PENNELL
(riding in)
You're relicved, Mister Cohill
...1'm taking over the rear
guard.

145 MOVING ON PENNELL - COHILL.

PENNE
(grurmpily)
Glaé you're golng up there
...The 014 Man hasn't spoken
to mz in threc hours.

COEILL
(mimickinz Fennell)
"But the ladies may miss
he stage, sir!" Hah! You'll
be lucky if he talks to you
in three days!

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

PENNELL
It'1ll be his last chance to.
COEILL
Yeah?
(sarcastically)

So the Lisutenant Pennell is
'8t1l1ll goling to resign.

PENNELL
(emphatically)
Through channels!

COHILL
As adjutent I'1l tenr it up!
(tolerantly,
Look, bub, every second
lieutenant's entitlec to
three resignations during
his first tour of duty.

PENNELL
But you forget...bub...that
I don't have to depend on
cavalry pay!

COHILL
(bitterly)
That's right...I'd forgotten
your silver spoon... But
I'll bet Miss Olivia
Dandridge hasn't...not for a
minute!

He spurs his horse and canters off, leaving Pennell
burning--choking off his angry reply.

ANGLE NEAR HEAD OF COLUMN, PARALLELING FRONT OF BAGGAGE
WAGON.

OLIVIA 1is riding near the wagon as Cohill overtakes her
and pulls in beside her. BShe is acutely conscious of
his coming and, womanlike, appears elaborately
indifferent to it. But Cohill's first words shatter
that indifference into splinters.

(CONTINUED)
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146 (CONTINUED)

CCHILL
(leaning in--wvords
coming in a rush)
Take your hooks out of Ross
Pennell, do you hear! He's
got the makings of a good
officer!

She whirls on him in astonishment, then blazing anger.

OLIVIA
(angrily)

You're not his guardian...nor
mine, Mister Cchill!

COHILL
I'm telling you just the same!
It's bad encugh you've
hamstrung the captain on his
last patrol... But Ross!
Spoiled rich kid... The Army's
his only chance... And even
if you can't take the army...
leave him alone!

He spurs his horsc ahead, leeving her as angry and as
frustrated as Pennell. As the colwmn noves ahead, the
rcar of the baggage wogon comes into view.

147 ABBY and Dr. 0O'Loughlin are making themselves as com-

148 fortable as possible on the tallgate. Both of them
have their heads turned ahead--as though they had been
listening to the Cohill-0Olivia exchange. Now they turn
baclz, and, as the CAMEZERA moves, holding on the rear of
the baggage wagon, we see thelr reactions to what they
have heard. O'Loughlin is amused, Abby is frowning
and troubled.

O'LOUGHLIN
Ah d=ar, what a troublesome
thing 1t is to be young...
Aren't ye gled, Abby, that we
wvon't have to go through
that pnasc again.

(CONTINUED)
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147 (CONTINUED)
148 '
ABEY
(preoccupied with
her own thoughts)
Flint has no right to speak
to her that war!

0'LOUGHLIN
(chuclling)
He'd the best right...Poor
lnd,; he's In love with her
himself...
(wazzing head in
amus ement )
Such pious indignation and
concern for young Pennell!

ABBY

(briskly)
Nonsensée...she¢'s no woman for
Flint.

(complarently)
She'1l mer:»y Ross and have
a fine house in Philadziphia
...netll ianherit his father's
railrond...they'll have their
babiecs...and...

0 'LOUGHLIN
(triskly)
And live happy ever after?
(shaking his head)
Abby, if that was in the back
of that Machiavcllien mind
of yours when ye brought yer
nisce out here, ye can banish
the thought...Yer nlece is
going to be an army wife--
like yerself!

0'Loughlin isn't prepared for Lbby's reaction. She
whirls on him with something almost of terror in her
volce and manner.

ABBY
Don't say that, doctor,
don't say it! Because you
don't know what it means

L )

(CONTINUED)
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She sees O'Loughlin's surprise and ruefully acknowledges
it. And now Abby lowers her guard for perhaps the first
and last time in her life and lets her werds rush out

in a burst

of self-disclosure which at first stuns,

then touches her old friend.

O'Loughlin
reaches to

ABBY

An Army wife!... Oh yes, you knovw
some of it! The gallant smile
when your man rides out...

(bitterly)
+..but not the terror of the
long nights when he's gone...
nor the sorrow of seeing your
baby sicken and die for want of
fresh greens and milk...You've
been to our little formal
dinners, with the two silver
candlesticks and the one good
tablecloth...

(wvhirls on him)
But shall I tell you, doctor,
how often I've mended that
cloth...how carefully I must s=t
the table so wine stains won't
show... Yes, you lmow the army
wlle...a ten-dollar bill in
her stocking, a black evening
govn in her saddlebag and a
soft hand on the reins...

(slowly)
But I planted twenty-four gardens
in the first ten years of our
marriage...and we never stayed
long enough to see a s8ingle
bloom.

- sympathetic and embarrassed - awkwardly
touch her hand.

O'LOUGHLIN
But... but you and Mac...

(CONTINUED)
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148

ABBY"
(quickly)
But mark you, I wouldn't change
my lifs for any vwoman's. .. nor
would I wish it on any woman...
Olivia least of ell...

Abby now groans and shifts her posterior gingecrly.

ABBY
(continuing)
Though there have been times
when I wish Mac had chosen
Coast Artillery...

0'LOUGHLIN
(quickly)
I can give you a little horse
linament...

- ' ABEY
(after an
indignant glance)
I would prefer a drop of the
medical whisky, doctor...

They break off, as o.s. we hzar a distant call from
Tyree.

TYREE'S VOICE-
(faint in distance
- words possibley
not distinguishable)
Buffelc! Buffalo!

149 EXT. - HEAD OF COLUMN

In the distance Tyrce, on the rim of a2 mesa or plateau,
ig waving his arm c¢xcitedly while another trooper

is peering off. Brittles, Cohill and bugler spur out
ahead of the column toward Tyrce.

TYREE
(words possibly
indistinguishable)
Buffalo ahead... Buffalo!
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150 EXT. - CLOSER ON TYREE AS BRITTLES AND COHILL RIDE IN.

TYREE
(pointing)
Buffalo, sir!

151 LONG SHOT - VAST STRETDH OF PLAINS.

152

The plains have now become a sea of dusty brown bodies
kicking up immense dust clouds. Other clouds on the
horizon suggest the presence of still greater herds.
(Note: If this shot can be tricked to simulate a
continuous pan shot, it will -- 1t is hoped--convey
the impression of herds as vast as those which once
roamed the western plains.): Far avay, windborne, can
be heard thc ceaseless BELLOWING and STAMPING of the
bison. :

TYREE'S VOICE (o.s.)
Must be six full herds, sir...
and by the dust clouds in the
~ south mere z-comin'.

REVERSE ANGLE - BRITTLES AND OFFICER GROUP IN F.G.

As the troop comes forward, men rising in their stirrups
for a better look, 0livia curbing her desire to leave
the troop for a closer view, Quincannon--followed by
Pennell--spurring out to join the officer group.

QUINCANNON
(to Brittles as he
rides up--looking
of'f)
Will ye look at them, Captain!
It's like the o0ld days! When
whiskey was fifty cents a gallon.

BRITTLES
(half-incredulously
--almost to himself)
It's the first time the herds
have comc north since the
sumner of...'69,
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153 MED., SHOT - DETAIL OF TROOP.
A young trooper, licking his lips, turns to a saddlemate.

FIRST+«TROOPER
Sure hanker for a taste of
buffalo meat.

SECOND TROOPER
(wisely)
Begans 1s safer...Injuns'll be
thick as flies 'round that
herd.

FIRST TROOPER
(peering off)
Ain't seen none, yet...

154 FULL SHOT - THE HERD.

Moving slowly but relentlessly north--cutting off the

troop's line of march.
h -

155 MED. SHOT - BRITTLES.

Peering off, reaching back for his spy glass. Suddenly
he observes 0livia, dutifully maintaining her place in
the column, but manifestly eager to be nearer the bluff.

BRITTLES
(calling)
Come forward, Miss Dandridge...
This is a sight you may
never see agaln...

0livia has darted out of the column at his first
invitation. As she nears him, Brittles proffers the
glass.

BRITTLES (cont'd)
(hint of melancholy)
And ons I never cxpected to.

156 ANGLE - FEATURING OLIVIA.

As she eagerly puts the glass to her eyes and turns it
on the distant herd. The men stand around watching her,
all a little proudly as though this had been a miracle
of their devising-=-just far her.

(CONTINUED)
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156 (CONTINUED)

OLIVIA
(after a moment--
breathlessly)
You don't expect me to believe
all this real, Captain...

BRITTLES
(reflectively)
When I first rode out here as
a young lieutenant--thirty
years ago--the whole territory
was grazed by herds like this...

157 EXT. - EFFECT SHOT - AS THROUGH SPY GLASS VIGNETTE.

The buffalo herd--in cross sectlion and close-up--
showing the shaggy-maned bulls, the cows with their
calves moving across§ the range of vision.

BRITTLES' VOICE (o.s.)
So many of 'em, there was no
way of counting... Maybe sixty
or seventy million...

158 PORTRAIT STUDY - BRITTLES.
He speaks with a little bitterness,
BRITTLES
The Indians couldn't make a

dent 1in their number...but the
whlte man could--and did...

159 EXT. - EFFECT SHOT - THRU TELESCOPE VIGNETTE - DETAIL
HERD.

A big bull, pawing the ground dumbly, moving his shaggy
head from side to side--then ambling off.
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€9
MED. SHOT - BRITTLES AND OLIVIA.

BRITTLES
Look while you can, Miss
Dandridge--You won't see
the likes of it again.

Brittles turns and moves away toward his officers, who
have been standing a bit withdrawn. They continue a

. few yards--to take them well apart from Olivia. In the

scene are Brittles, Cuincannon, Tyree, Cohill, Pennell
--possibly bugler.

BRITTLES
Well, Mister Cchill, would
you lead the troop through
that herd?

COHILL
Not unless ordered, sir, and
then under written protest.

Brittles gives a satisfied Mod -and turns to Pennell.

BRITTLES
(reflectively)

Only wish I knew what the
Indians were thinking.

PENNELL
A big hunt might make them
forget war, sir...

BRITTLES
(doubtfully)
Yes, there's that possibility
I.Obut..-

He turns to Tyree.
BRITTLES
What's your thinking,
Sergecant?...and don't tell
me 1t ain't your department.
ANGLE FEATURING TYREE.

Tyree clears his throat before beginning--at first shyly,
then with increasing assurance and dignity.

(CONTINUED)
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TYREE
Ain't paid for thinkin', Captain,
but I rede it thisaway:---if I
was a young hotblood like Red.
Shirt, anxious to show off before
them Cheyenne Dog Soldiers, I'd
be standing by a council fire
out there tonight tellin' the
bucks that it was My medicine
brought the buffalo back.

Tyree now begins to think--and speak--and even look
like an Indlan as he unconsciously begins to speak with

the cadence and gesture of a young chief addressing his
tribe...

TYREE
I'd say it was a sign from the
Great Spirit...for us Injuns to
forget our old quarrels...and
band together...with our
Cheyenne brothers who whupped
General Custer n' General Crook
...and WIPE OUT the REST of the
Yankee cavelry!...

162 FULL SHOT - STUDY OF THE GROUP..

There 1s a moment's hush--impressed and impressive.
Tyree slumps apologetically.

TYREE
(embarrassesdly)
Course, I'm just guessin’',
you understand, Captain.

BRITTLES
Course you understand, Sergeant,
that I'm just guessing, too...
But if I were an Indian agent--
maybc mamed Mister Rynders...
and had met a couple of men--who
might be gun runners--I'm guess-
ing T'd be mighty close to
that council fire of Red Shirt
--ready to do a landoffice
business in repeating rifles.

(CONTINUED)
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PENNELL
(impetuously)
But if that's so, sir, then
why don't we move out and...
(regretting rashness)
Sorry, sir!

BRITTLES
Never apologize, Mister Penncll
.+» We can't...BECAUSE!
(indicates women)

Brittles lets the bitter fact sink in, then turns back
to Tyree--no indeeision in his manner now.

BRITTLES

Sergeant, you're well-mounted
...Make for the Paradise
River...pick up our patrol
and proceed at your best pace
to Sudro's Wells...Have them
hold the stagecoach for the
ladies...

(understatement)
Tell them I've been delayed.

TTYREE
Yes sir, Captaln.

163; Tyree wheels his mount and spurs off. The CAMERA follows
164) his ride as he gallops down slope and along the dusty
(For fringe of the buffalo herds.

Buffalo

shots) After sufficient footage on Tyree's ride.
165 FULL SHOT - BRITTLES.
Stralghtening his shoulders, he swings his mount back
toward the troop and his arm signal is taken up by
Cohlll who gives the familiar command:

COHILL
Forward---Yo--oh!

And as the troop moves again in a slightly altered
direction...

DISSOLVE.



T

166+ EXT. - PLAINS - LATE AFTERNOON - SERGEANT TYREE.

167

168

(We may presume this is an hour after Tyree has left
the troop.)

He 1is a solitary figure in blue as he moves at a tire-
less gallop across the wide expanse of the valley. Tough
ground is nearby--possibly foothills, boulders, an
arroyo. As he comes closer to the CAMERA he observes
some object on the ground, or caught in a clump of
chapparal. He pulls his horse in and circles back to 1it.

EXT. - PLAINS - CLOSER ON TYREE.

He dismounts to pick up the object. It 1s a forage cap
with eagle feathers attached to it.

INSERT - THE CAP AS HELD BY TYREE.

Now we see that it is ornamented with the familiar

crossed sabres of the cavalry and the legend:
e

"Tth CAV. U. S. A."

EXT. - PLAINS - BACK ON TYREE.

His expression is grim, thoughtful. He talks--as from
long habit--to his horse. Matter-of-factly, not
sentimentally.

TYREE
Cheyennes, Lady... The ones
that killed those Yankee
boys with General Custer...

He stuffs the ornament into his shirt front and begins
peering at the ground...

TYREE
and a mighty fresh. trail...

But hc breaks off at a dlstant CHORUS of YIPPING CRIES,
turns and looks as the CAMERA WHIPS TO:
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thru
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75
EXT. = KISING GROUND - CEEYENNES AGAINST SKYLINE,

It is a small war-party of ten or twelve Cheyenne Dog
Soldiers, breech-clouted, feathered, painted--on paint
ponies zlso paint-striped for war. Having spotted Tyree,
they charge aver the hillock-- YIPPING filercely-- and

come hell=bent for Tyree. (NOTE TO CREW: THIS IS OUR
FIRST REAL CLOSE SHOT OF THE INDIANS, IT MUST BE DRAMATIC
AS AN EXCLAMATION POINT., STRONG COLOR, STRONG FACES TO
LIFT EVERY KID IN THE AUDIENCE A FULL TEN INCHEHES QUT OF
HIS SEAT).

The leader of the Cheyennes carries a light blanket
draped over his rifle«~carrying arm and which he uses

as a gonfalon in directing the movements of his bucks.
(NOTE TO PROPS: This vividly colored--probably red--
"Blanket" should be of silk or some lightweight material
to permit its easy handling and flowing movement).

EXT. = THE CHASE - SERIES OF SHQTS.

l. Tyree mounts and stresks away, making for the “
rougher ground.

2. YELLING Indians veering to try to cut him off.

3. aNGILE FEATURING CHEYENNE LEADBR, as he swings rifle,
with blanket draped over arm, making his braves fan
out to encircle Tyree.

4., Tyree snakes his mount between two boulders--barely
wide enough to permit his passage.

5. INDIAKS having to follow in single file,

6. Tyree leaping his mount over a shallow coules or
arroyo.

7. Indians losing ground as they follow, some circling
the obstacle.

8. Tyree swinging to right, then having to pull up.

9. Shot-=from his viewpolnt--two Indians racing toward
him from that direction. 0.S8., triumphant, excited
CRIES of Indians.

10. Tyree veering off, forced to urge his horse up
rising ground.

(CONTINUED)
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178

(CONTINUED)

11. Blur of Indians--WIOOPING eagerly--—as they whip past

CAVERA.

12, HEAD ON SEOT ~ Tyree looking back over shoulder,
as he races toward and past CAMERA, with Indians
in hot pursuit but still some distance back.

13, Tyree riding to hillcrest and suddenly pulling in.
0.S., again the exultant YELPS of Indians.

14. We see that Tyree has been forced to the edge of
a chasm. The drop is sheer, precipitous...with
perhaps 18 feet to the far ledge, somewhat lower.
Tyree looks helplessly left and right, seeking an
alternative. °

15, 1Indians racing‘up the slope, YIPPING triumphantly.

EXT. - PROFILE SHOT NEAR ELGE OF CHASM.,

Tyree past his horse's necl, speeking softly, reassuringly.

TYREE
See it, Lady?,,, Take a good
look, girl...you can o it!

EXT. - FULL ON SLOPE AN EDGE OF CHASM,

Tyree quickly guides his mount a dozen strides back
toward the advancing Indians, then pulls LADY around
and mekes his approach to the jump.

EXT. - EFFECT SHOT - PROFILE CHASM AND OPPOSITE LEDGES.,

As Lady makes her superb leap aml carries safely over.
0.S., Indian YIPPING takes an ANGRY TOMNE.

EXT. « EDGL.QI' CHASM - CLOSE OK INDI&NS.,

Their mowmits rear up almost on top of the CAMERA,
sugieting they are being pulled to a stop on the very

vrink of the chasm. (NOTE TO SOUND CUTTER: Put in
Eerr%fic YEIGH of o frightened, protesting horse over
hisg).
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179 EXT. = FAL: SIDE CHASH.
Tyree, recover ing from the jump, looks backe~-then slaps
Lady's neck encouragingly--swerves his course slightly
and continues away at a slightly slower pace.

180 EXT. - CHaSM EDGE.
Indians on their panting horses, gesturing threateningly
but obviously abandoning the pursuit.

181 EXT. - LONG SHOT - LATE AFTEKNOON.
Tyree once again is loping across open country, swinging

in a wide arc as though to suggest hce is regaining his
originsal course,

DISSOLVE.
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76
EXT. - COMPREHENSIVE SHOT ON TROOP - BRIGHT MORNiING EFFECT.

(NOTE: 1If possible, shoot this against rising sun).
The troop again is on the march, clear of the buffalo
herds, moving along at a good trot.

EXT. - HEAD OF COLUMN,

Brittles in the lead, tralled by Quincannon and bugler...
Cohill flanking...0livia and Abby riding with high heads.

Suddenly, o0.s5. We hear the faint REPORT of a SHOT. Heads
swing up attentively. Brittles starts to raise his arm.
Two more SHOTS--clearer and unmistakable--come through.
Brittles completes the arm signal. Quincannon and Cohill
at once ride in close.

BRITTLES

(to Quincannon)
Sergeant---the ledies to the
rear...ilister Cohill, take the
troop! Advance at the trot!

(louder--to troop)
First two squecds!... At the
gellop! Eol

gUINCANNON
(bellowing)
Horseholders!

Brittles digs in and with the first squads amd two
horseholders following, gallops out from the column,
leaving Cohill to swing into the column's lead.

COHILL
(arm signal as he does)
Column of deuces--wagon centre! Ho!

EXT. - RUNNING SHOT,

Brittles leading first squads out as o.s. the nearer
PLOP of scattered SHOTS. Now as the angle widens we
may see in the distance two dust clouds--one relatively
small, the other larger.

(NOTE: 1If ths terrain permits, there may be soms
intervening bluff or section of bouldered ground at a
midway point between Brittles' squad and the distant
patrol under attack. We would assume that this may screen
Brittles' unit from the eyes of the attackers and give

him the needful cover and element of ambush strategy).
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185 EXT. - LONG SHOT - PATROL AND DIST "URSUERS - AS
FROM BRITTIES' VILWPOINT.

Ahead of the first dust cloud we now see Corporal Quayne's
patrol--five or six men, two of them mounted.on Bingle
horse. They are making heavy.progress, their horses
almost spent... Behind them there is dust. Riding in it
the spaced vanguard of twenty to twenty-five Arapahoes.
The troopers OCCASIONALLY FIRE back but there is no
firing from the Indians.

186 EXT. - RUNNING SEOT - BRITTIES' SGUAD.

BRITTIES
It's Quayne's patrol, men!

He gives an erm signal. The squad spreads into a line
of skirmishers.,

187 EXT. - QUAYNE'S PATROL.

We now see that one horse is carrying double, a wounded
man exhaustedly hanging to his companion. The other
troopers ride at the flanks of the double-burdened horse
with one deliberately shielding it from the rear... They
are throwing OCCASIONAL SHOTS back. As the troopers move
ahead, we now see their pursuers--featuring above all the
heroically savage RED SHIRT, fiercest of the Arapahoes.
He 1s riding a blue-gray stallion and carries a bow,

Most of the Indians carry lances--none has a rifle.

188 EXT. - NEAR BROKEN GROUND.

As Brittles' squad approaches. The wise o0ld campaigner has
judged his terrain perfectly and knows too much to throw
hls eight men against two dozen Indians. He flings up

his arm and the patrol pulls in for a concerted running
dismount. Like a precisioned machine, the men turn their
horses over to two trocpers who act as horse-holders and
lead the mounts into cover. The troopers then take cover
-=-1in units of threes--behind the rocks, carbines ready.

Brittles alone stands éxposed and draws his sabre.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
(during above)
Dismount!...Take cover!...
Hold your fire!

He tekes a few paces out onto the plain--raising his
sabre overhead so it will cetch the sunlight as he
brandishes it,

BRITTLES
(yelling off)
Patrol ho! Patrol! Here!
This Wa'y'.

18¢ EXT. - WIDE ANGLE - PLAINS.

'The petrol comes into foreground with Brittles starding--
a distent figure, signelling with the silver blade of his
sabre, alone in front of the cluster of boulders.
Obedient to his commamd, tle patrol swerves and makes

for him,

A moment later the van of the Indian ettackers sweeps in,
riding thru the dust churned up by the patrol. As other

Indiens fill the screen and the dust cloud becomes too
thick to picrecc.

190 EXT., - REVEKSE AlIGLE - BRITTIES' VIEWPOINT AS TEE PATROL

COMES CLOSE, ° '
181 CLOSE ON BRITTIES,

He brings the sabre down, pointing it to right.

BRITTIES
Ready on the right! FIRE!

192 CLOSE ON THRZE TROOPERS.

Celmly they have been sighting slong their carbines--

their feces exprsssionless, intent. The CARRINES BARK
in unison.

BRITTLZS' VOICE (o.s.)
Ready on the left! Fire!
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79
FULL SHOT.
Brittles--sabre to left--~ard including three other
troopers who have risen from behind boulder and FIHKE
simultaneously.

EXT, - FULL ON INDIANS.

As REVERBEEATION of second volley SOUNDS, Ked Shirt pulls
his horse buack on its heunches as two Indisns near him

€0 3own-w+ind the chdrgse lg broken.

Another FUSILLADE cracks out. EKed Shirt yells for his
men to turn and tre Indisns whsel their mounts an
ride off.

As he ridss off, Ked Shirt psuses long enough to pick
up one Indian whose mount hes been lost. The Indien dees
a running veault up beside Ked Shirt and is cerried away.

EXT. - NEAR EQULDARS.

The patrol---having swept pret the sguad--has circled
back and Brittles snd the troopers converge on the
exhausted ren and the ir sonhbing norses. Brittles is the
firat to rsech tke mount carrying double and stsrdies
the wounded man--=Corporsl Queyns--as he all but falls to
the ground.

EXT, - DETAIL AKOUND BFITTILES AND QUAXNE.

Quayne is a rough-tongued veteran, now bled almost white-=-
and with a2 "roken-shafted arrow imbedded over his heart.
Brittles end others help him to the ground.

BEITTLES
(during this)
Steedy Corporel, steady...

Queyne refusss to lie, but struggles to a sitting position
meking & fuehls attzmpt a2t a sealute, His breath comes
in gesps...

(CONTINUED)
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QUAYNE
Corporal Quayne, sir...reporting
with Paradise River Patrol...
Arapchoes...junped us...at...
Sundown. ..

Private McCarthy, the trooper whose mount carried Quayne,
breaks in--hating to see Quayne's suffering, and with
anger in him for what has caused it.

McCARTHY
It was Red Shirt hisself,
cap'n--the black-hesarted, gut-
e¢atin', son o'.., Belial!

QUAYNE

(stronger voice)
SHUT UP, MC CARTHY...

(not so streng)
Silence in the ranks...I'm
makin',..,this report...

(to Brittles)
They had us ringed...but at
night we...got away... Made
for the relizf point...

(not looking at

Brittles)
But you weren't there, sir.

BRITTLES
(vetting his lips)
I wanted to be there!...
Proceed, Corporal.

QUAYNE
They flushed us at dawn...
(indicating arrow)
..2nd I got this!...

Quayne suffers himself to be placed prone now. The
clatter of the approaching troop comes over as Cohill
leads it forward. Quincannon rides in and dismounts
and approaches the group around Quayne.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
(during this)
A good clear report, Corporal...
This dey will show on your record
when you come up for that extra
stripe in two or three years...

Se

(]

ing Quincannon, Brittles jerks his head at him.

BRITTLES
I think a drink of vhisky is in
order here, Sergeart.

Quincannon beams and reaches happily into his blouse, his
dalnty paw brushing the sond off his lips expectantly.

JUINCANNIN
I éen't mind if I do, sir...

He raises the flnsk. Britties hes arisen. He gives
Qulncannon an impatient glancs.

BRITTLES
Net for you, you jughead!

Leaving Quincannen hurt and crestfallen, Brittles stalks
avay.

ANCLE INCLUDING VANGUARD OF TROOP AS IT RIDES IN, COHILL
LEADING.

Cchill brings his arm to the signal for halt and prepares
to dismount the troop. Dr. 0'Loughlin is out of the
wvazon like a shot and hurries toward the knot of troopers
around Quayne, followed by Abby. Brittles moves quickly
towvard Cohill, :

BRITTLES
(calling sharply)
There will be no halt, Mister
Cohill!
(calling off to Doctor)
Placc Corporal Quayna in the
wagon, Doctor!

(CONTINUED)
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Brittles' course has brought him close to Cohill, who
has sensed but does not fully understand the urgency
in his manner. Brittles' next words explain it.

BRITTLES
(grimly to Cohill)
Red Shirt has made his move!
. Sergeant Tyree was right.

Cohill's jaw hardens. This is the news both men have
been fearing.

. BRITTLES
- (bitterly)
I have been too lata!

A trooper leads Brittles!' horsc to him. He mounts his
horse and walks out into the lszed, with Cohlill following.

DISSOLVE.

EXT. - TROOP ON THE MOVE AGAIN - TROTTING.

Brittles leads the column. O0livia and Cohill are packed
in close with the first sguad. The wagon brings up the
rear. Its flaps are down, but there is no other sign

as 1t rattles and bounces along that a desperately
wounded man lies within 1t. An orderly leads the
docter's ‘horse at the flanks of the wagon.

CLOSE ON TAILGATE OF THE WAGON - MOVING.

Dr. O'Loughlin, his manner anxious, comes from within the
wagon and beckens to the orderly.

0'LOUGHLIN
My horse, Grady...

As the trcoper leads it forward...

EXT. - HEAD OF COLUMN - MOVING.

Brittles, his face gray with dust and concern, barely
turns as Dr. 0'Loughlin gallops up and reins in besida

(CONTINUED)
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O 'LOUGELIN
The arrowhesd's right over
Quayne's heart, Nathan...
It's got to come out...

BRITTIL=S
: (not looking at him)
Viell?

O'LOUGHLIN
It's a chancey operatione...
at best.ee
(hesitantly)
Can you halt?

BRITTILES
You know I can't.

O'LOTGLLIN
(wheedling)
Give me thirty mirmtes, Nathan...
twenty?...for the man's 1life,

BRITTLES
Doctor, I couldn't glve you five
-=-1:0t if he was my OWNn SON...
Guatne's a soldier. He'll have
to take a soldier's risk.

O'LOUGELIN
He knows that... I was the one
that was begging, sir.
He swings his mount, prepares %o ride,
ERITTLES
I'1l give you all I can...
Pass the word... At & walk, yol

The colurn SloVWSe.s

BRITTIES
Dismount...and lesd!l

O'Loughlin's dour face is illumined with a smile.

(CONTINUED)
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O'LOUGHLIN
Thank you, MWathan!

And he gallops the length of the column as we see the
men throwing off their horses and beginning to walk,

DISSOLVE

SERIES OF SHOTS - THE WALKING TRKOOF.

This is a procession, a funeral march, not the romantically-
caparisoned movement of a cavalry troop. The scene shrieks
with silence=--a suspenceful silence like that in a quiet
room with a nolsy clock. Here the clock is the SCUFFING

of booted feet, the PLOP-PLOF of horses' feet in soft
ground, the monotonous CLINK of canteens, the agonizing
SQUEEK of one whecl in an axle that needs grease.

l. COMPREHENSIVE ON COILTUMN, moving in an almost
serpentin® fashion to follow a level course.

2. SHOOTING out along head of column, showlng that
Brittles is weaving his course rather than taking
a straight line.

3. ANGLE ON WAGON - featuring driver, his mouth tight
with concentration, his reins taut--almost as
though he were carrying the horses over the
uncertain terrain.

4, DOWN, from wagon seat--on ftroopers proceeding in
front of it. They are kicking stones out of the
path--stooping occasionally to roll out a larger
boulder--gtamping or scuffing earth to fill
depressions. We must sense this is not a matter
of orders, but of desire. (NOTE: It may be deemed
desirable=-and for fuller clarity here-=that these
men are not leading their horses, but have turned
them over to horseholders who stride parallel with
the work group).

5. As the wagon passes, we briefly see ABBY ALLSHARD,

her hair bound with & kerchief--nurse-fashion-=lean
out and toss Guayne's blood-stalned shirt with its

(CONTINUED)
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yallow chevrons, to the groind. The eyes of the
passing troopers flick to it as they stolcally
trudgz along.

6. CLOSE ON WAGON WHEELS at ground level, rolling
through the dirt, cutting a deep double-track. A
grease pall beneath the wagon swings like a pendulum
--CREAKING sharply in a dissonant cadence.

7. PORTRAIT STUDIES -- BRITTLES, QUINCANNON, possibly
Trooper McCarthy (the man who brought Quayne in.)

8. TAILGATE OF WAGON, ns Dr. O'Loughlin appears with
a pall or basin of bloodied water end flings 1ts
grim contents off to the side cof the trall.

9. COLUMN OF MARCHING TROOPERS...some of them loock
quickly, almost stealthily at the ruddy stain
clrecdy being absorbed intc the parched earth...
this, their frielxd's 1lifc blood. Others with
dzliberate stcicism do not,look down.

10. HEAD OF COLUMN - BRITTLES. There is a DISTANT HAIL
from tall cf cclumn.

TROCPER'S VOICE
Captein Brittles...yo!...Captain
Brittles...yo!

At the first SOUND, Brittles flinches. His face shows
his foreboding; he falters--turns, looks down the column
where--in the far distance by the wagon--0'Loughlin's
orderly is waving.

Brittles mounts and spurs his horse down the column,
passing COHILL and OLIVIA who have been walking almost
directly behind him. They look after him.

EXT. - WAGON - REAR.

As Brittles reins in and walks a pace behind it.
O'!'Loughlin presentiy pulls back the flap from the canvas
bows, lcoks up at Brittles. He has an cbject in his
hand which we may not see but can assume is the arrow-
head. He tosses it lightly. in his palm as he speaks.

(CONTINUED)
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0 'LOUGHLIT
(simply)
Well--here it 1is, Hathan...
(professionalily)

Had to go in bekiad the shoulder
blade to get it....

BRITTLES
(impatiently)
Blast the details! Is he...?

0'I,CUGHI.IN
I think I can safely say ha'll
live to make sergeant!

The doctor's anncuncement i1s greeted with a hoarse
CHORUS of JUBILANT YELLS from the troopers irmediately
around.

e
Brittles' smile is as relicsved as thelrs as he yells.

BRITTLES
Pass the word!... The Corpcral's
-dcing fine!

FULL SHOT ALONG TROOP.

As we hear the word being carried from squad to squad
like a2 stcone skipping the water.

VOICES
He's doing fines...
Fine...
Yeah, Doc got 1t cut...
Quayne's fine...

Men pound saddlemates' backs--wcariness forgotten, broad
smiles...

But Brittles reverts almecst at oncs to duty and as he
spurs forward again, we hcar his orders:

BERITTLES
Mount and walk...pass the
word...mount!
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EXT. - NEAR EEAD OF COLUMN, -

Cohill stard s ready to give Olivia a hand-up. The good
news about Quayne has had its natural effect on her sand
is malzing her forget her hostility toward Cohill,.

OLIVIA

(heppily)
I'm so gled about Corporal Quayne!

Cohill cups his hands to receive her boot.

COHILL
(bluntly)
Why%?... Ee's just another dogface
soljer in dirty-shirt blue...

He has lifted her into the saddls. She looks down on
him angrily, but he meets her stere--challenging her.

COHILL
Wthat's it mean to wvou if he
lives--or dizs?... Did you
ever dance with him st the
fort?,..speek to him%.,. Did
you ever even LOOK at him?

Olivia's anger fades...turns to a little self-searching
and possibly some contrition. Cohill meanwhile has gone

to his horse and mounts. Brittles passes them and takes
the head of the column.

COHILL
(answering his
question)
Nos...you didn't... No of ficer's
bars...not a gentleman.

They put their horses in motion, close behind Brittles.
OLIVIa
I've been firding thet some

lieutensnt 's pars are no
guarantee of that!

(CONTINUED)
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COHILL

You're glad about Quayne--certain!
But only because it puts the hLappy
ending to the story you're taking
back east to your tea parties...
Well, now you can tell 'em you've
seen 1t all...a real Indian fight,
2 man with an arrow in his chest...
That should make your tour just
about perfect.

Brittles reins in and drcps back beside Olivia.

BRITTLES

Abby...Mrs. Allshzard...has had a

rough time back there, Miss

Dandridge...heat, choloroform and

all... Would you care to spell

her for a while?

b .

A little tc Cohill's surpriss, 0Olivia doesn't hesitate
a moment--in fact seems--and 1s--truly grateful for a
chance to be of service.

OLIVIA
Certalnly, Captain...thank you!

As she turns and rides out, Brittles moves closer to
Cochill, who has been loocking back, frowning, after
Olivia. '

BRITTLES
Has anyone ever taken down your
little britches and tanned your
hide, Mister Cohill?

COHILL
(somewhat startled)
Why...no sir!...that 1Is yessir,
my father...with a razor strop,
sir.

(CONTINUED)



208 (CONTINUED) g9
209
BKITTLES
(pointedly)
Viell, Mister Cohill, I'm old
enough to be your father...
Take the point, Mister.

As Cohill spurs out.

210 EXT. - WAGON - OLIVIA,

Olivia is being help=d into the moving wagon by

Sergeant Quincanncn, who is leading her horse. She

goes forward branvely, trying not to recoil at the sickly
sweetness of the chloroforrm, the reck of iodoform, and
so forth..., As she dlsappears, Abby comes forward

into view.

211 EXT. - ABBY O# TAILGATE,

She is unwirding the kerchief or white band which,
nurse-fashion, hes been covering her hair. As she
mops her face with it, she spealks to Quincannon.

ABBY
Sergeant Quincennon...

QUINCANNON
Yes, m'um...

ABRBY
Do you still hide your whiskey
bottle in the Captain's saddle
bagsTes.

QUINCANNON
?i‘hy, MAUls e o The 1des. . e
(gargles the rest of it)
ABEY
(plaintively)
(Give seo

(CONTINUED)
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Quincannon now knows that she really needs one and, still
gargling whatever dialogue the director decides te
pertinent, at the moment of shooting...Quincannon reaches
into his breast pocket and produces a flat pint which

he seems to cerry ior the road. As Abby gives him a
grateful look and begins to unscrew the cap, over scene
comes Brittles' voice.

BRITTIES' VOICE (o.s.)
At the trot... Fass the word...
At the trote.. YOOOOWWWW,. e uo

The wagon comes to life and the troop begins once agein
to JINGLE alonge.. ;

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT, = PLAINS = LATE AFTERNOON = COMPREHENSIVE ON
TROOP. : ~
It is nearing Sudro's, which is still hidden from sight
by a rising ground or butte. Brittles riding at the
point, with his bugler.
CLOSER ON BRITTILS,
Suddenly he pulls in, looks off-=his face tenss.,
BRITTLES
( to the bugler)

Sound the charge!
Brittles spurs ashead--at the gallop. The bugler stands
his mount a moment, blowing the STRIDENT NOTES.
COMPREHENSIVE ON Tk TROOP.
At the charge, BUGLE BLOVWING o.s. As it crests the rise,

or rounds the butte--whichever terrain permits.

AVGLE FROM BEHIND AWD s«LONGSIDE THE ROCKETTING COLUMN
MOVING UPON THE BURNING RUIM OF SUDRQ'S STAGE STATION =
MOVI¥G SHOT .

(CONTINUED)
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We see the burning buildings, the corral in whose gate
the stagecoach--one wheel broken--is almost cmsumsd by
the fire, Atop a high corner of a 'dobe wall a trooper
stands, frantically waving a guidon. There 1s a well
at Sudro's ard, grouped around it, a tight little bard
of four troopers and Sergeant Tyree, holding a six-year-
0old tow-headed girl in his arms. Near them is the girl's
brother--a nine-year-old, with a rifle two feet lomger
than himself. 8%till in the defensive positions the had
been holding until the troop brought rclief. Possibly
far in the distance--and receding as tle troop approaches
--we may see the dust cloud created by the retreating
Indians,

EXT, - NEAR WELL AND COPRsL.

As the column thunders in and at & signel from Brittles,
comes to a panting holt. Tyrse, the bssieged troopers
eand the boy stagger towerd Zrittles., The men are powder-
srmudged, smoke-stained. Perhaps a torn sleeve and bloody
smsar here end there among them attest to the close
fighting. The little girl's syes are wide with terror.

Brittles dismounts--grim-faced, turning to Tyree.

TYREE
I'm right glad to see you,
Captain.
BRITTIES

Sorry I'm late... Make your
report, Sergeant.

TYREE
Cheyenne Dog party-=-
(pauss, then with
emphasis)
eseand thirty Arapshoes with 'em.

BRITTLES
Well thet blows th= 1id off,
doesn't 1it?

TYREE
We rode in on'em...but...
(gesturing off)
Me and Pa Sudpro...

(CONTINUED)
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Brittles looks off, then, with foreboding, at the 1little
girl, who all during this period has had one chubby fist
at hsr mouth.
BRITTIES
She...see 1t?

TYREE
(shaking head)

Found 'em crouched in tls smoke

house.
Abby enters the scene in a maternal rush and takes the
child from Tyree's arms.

ABEY
( with great
tenderness)
Why, Emmy Sue!....You remember

me, haney...?

GIKL
You're the major's wife...

The child now begins to cry. Abby's arms enfold her and
sshe pats the youngster, taking her away,

ABBY
There, there;j...Cry on your
Aunt Abby's brcast...
The men look after her the briefest moment, then Brittles
returns to facts...and Tyree.
BEITTIES
Men 211 right?
_ TYREE
Trooper Smith's down, sir.

Brittles comss to attention like a pointer., The name

has special meaning to him.

BRITTILES
You means..Smith?
(CONTINUET)
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Tyree nods significantly--he knows about Smith too--and

leads to where Trooper Smith lies, half-propped on the
ground .

SMITH
(faint smile) ,
Don't bother about me, Ceptain...
Trust you'll forgive my presumption
v..like to comrend the boy here...
for the way he handled this action
...Best tradition of the cavalry, sir...

TYREE
Sir, I take that most kindly...

But the words are hardly out of his mouth when Brittles
stends and starts away.

BRITTIES
He doesn't hear you, Sergeant...

ANGIE ON TEOOP.

The men are dismounted, solemnly looking arcund at the
scene of desolstion.

sNGIE KEAR STaGECOACH

This may be an interesting'fableau. Olivia stands close
to it. The coach is now a gutted ruin, almost burned to
s charred skeleton. Somewhat apart from her stand COHILL
and PENNELL. A study of the cross=-currents of their
minds would be interesting. To Cohill, her attitude 1s
merely the personally-disappointed onse of the traveller
who has missed a train. To Pennell, this means Olivia
will spend the winter at the post-=to give him time for
his resignation to be acted on. To the girl herself, thils
is & moment of selferevelation; she has seen horror; she
feels herself accountable for it; had it not be=n for

this trip to catch the stage there might have been no
messacre at Sudro's...Beyond that she may be thinking of
o maen nemed Flint Cohill and beginning to understand

his bitterness and the reasnrs far his low opinicn of her.

Brittles enters the scene, speaks sternly to his dawdling
lieutenants.

(CONTINUED)
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ERITTLES
See to the troop, Mister Cohill!
Mister Pennell...the picket lines!

He continues in to Olivia as the lieutenants leave. She
turns to him and we see that her eyes are tear-wet, her
mouth trembling. But her courage makes her stand up to
him,

OLIVIA
You dou't have to say it,Captain
ee.sl krow that ell this 1s becauss
of me...Beceuse I wantsd to see
the West...bcceuse I wasn't army
enough.to...s8tay thes winter...

BRITTLES
You're not quite army yet, miss,
or you'd know never to apologize
eveit's a sign of weekness,

OLIVIA
But this was your last patrol!
and I'm to blame for...

BRITTIES
(sternly)
Only the man who commands can
be blamed...It rests on me!l..o.
Mission a failure!

He kicks the coach and it falls shudderingly apart.

DISSOLVE

EXT, = WAGON GATE - NIGHT ELFECT

Olivia is sitting in the baclkt of the wagon in b.g.,
and is just closing the 1id of some sort of small
portmanteeun or box. Mszerwhile, in foreground, Abby,
with Tyree, 1s biting off the thread on ths

edge of & small Confederate flag which she has
fashioned out of somz dress material, but which we
do rnot immediately identify =as being a flag.

She hands the flag to Tyree who takes it reverently.

(CONTINUED)
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ABBY
It's the hest that I could do,
Ssrgeant.

TYREE

It's mighty kind of you, ma'am.

As Tyree turns away, CAMERA SLOWLY PxNS him over to
where three crude hastily knockesd together wooden
coffins are side by side, awaiting buriasl. He kneels
on one knee, takes his revolver and nails the

now identifiable Confederate flag on one of the
coffins.

DISSOLVE TO:

221 EXT, - NIGHT BIVOUAC AT SUDRO'S - BURIAL

In the foreground are the three open graves, marked
by rough headbosrds or crosses. Standing beside them
is Brittles, bareheaded and with a prayerbook in his
hand, Grouped about are troopers, Abby and Olivia,
the two small children. In the background are the
aquad fires, the wagon with a light burning dimly 1n
it. Brittles has been speaking snd we pick up the
continuation of his words.,

. BRITTIES
¢+s¢850 I commend to Four keeping,
Sir, the souls of John Sudro ard
his wife, Mertha...and I commend
also to Your keeping the souluiof
Rome Clay, *late brigadier-gensral,
Confederate States Army...known
to his comrades here, Sir, as
Troopsr John Smith, Number 4465,
United States Cavelry--a gallant
soldier and a Christian gen tleman.

He pivots,

BRITTLES
(to firing detail)
Front Rank...reedy, aim; FIRE]

Four CARBINES BILAZE into the night sky.
BRITTLES
Rear Rank!
(again the CARBINES)

(CONTINUED)
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Olivie blindly turns and moves away from the burial scene.

BRITTLES
Fire!

The THIRD VOLLEY has not eceased its reverberations when
the BUGLEEK softly begins to play TAPS.

222 EXT, - SUDRQ'S - NIGHT - DETAIL NEAR CORRALS AND

223 OUTSKIRTS OF THE BIVOUAC.

224
Olivia is moving thoughtlessly out toward the black
border of prairie. 0,S. the SCORE is musicsal ly echoing
the SOUND OF TAPS., Cohill comes up and stands several
yards behind her, In her aelstraction, she does not
nnds his coming.

COHILL
(softly)
I wouldn't go any further if
I were you..,

Olivia turns, startled.

COHILL
(without sarcasm)
You're almost across the foot-
lights now!

There 1s the faraway CRY of a WHIPPOORWILL,

OLIVIA
Leave me alone!

COHILL
There are probably & hundred
hostlles out thers--watching
every move you're making,

Agein there 1is ths faint CRY of a WHIPPOORWILL-w«from a
different direction. Cbhill moves close to her.

COHILL
Think that's a whippoorwill?%

A4s she stends hesitant--convinced but reluctant to show
1t--Cohill firmly takes her arm and starts to lead her
back. She angrily jerks her arm away,

(CONTINUED)
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224

, OLIVIA
I can walk without your support,
thank you! .

PENNEIL'S VOICE (o0.s.)
(angrily)
411 right, Flint...

He comes riding into the scene, starting to undo his
blousse.

PENNELL
..elet's get it over with...Pull
your blouse!

COEILL
Have you gone crazy, Mister
Pennell?®?

PEMNELL

(still unbuttoning)
Dorn't pull rank on mel...You've
been greene=cyed ever since she
put on that yellow ribbon!

COHILL
Button that shirt, Mister!

OLIVIA
Yes, Ross...pleass!

PENNELL
You can sulk end sneer all you
want...but you're woing to ksep
your paws off her!

COEILL
411l right, Mister...I'1l
accomodate yous..let's
stcp over to the corral.

He starts to lead the way, unbuttoning his shirt.
Pennell moves to folluw,

(CONTINUED)
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224 PENHELL
(stiffly to Olivia)
Excuse us, Olivial

OLIVIa
(trying to block him)
Don't,Ross!...It isn't anything
to fight about.

Brittles has entered the b.y. in time to heer her and to
take in the scene.

BRITTIES
(commandingly)
I agree, Miss Dandridge.

The two officers turn and stand stiffly at attention as
he moves closecr,

BRIVTIES

Button your shirt, Mister
Pennell!l,..I thought better of
youe... Forr ycars out here and
8t11l behaving like a wet-eared
cadet on the Hudson...

(whirls on Cohill)
What's this all about, Mister
Cohill?

COHILL
Sir, I must decline to answer=-
respectfully.

PRITTLES
Mister Cohill, it is a bitter
thing to lsarn that an officer
with nine yeers in the cavalry...
theo of'ticer to whom I am surrender-
ing command of this troop in two
deys,..should have so little gresp
of lecadership!...For you to be
chivvied into a o at fisticuffs
while taps still sounds over a
brave man's gravel...God help
this troop when I am gdne!

(CONTIHUED)
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224 PENNELL
(wanting to accept
the blame)
Sir, it was my fault...

BRITTLES
(overriding)
You are at attention, Mister
Pennelll

Pennell subsides, but Olivia steps forward.

OLIVIA
Captain, it was a misunderstanding,
but if I am at all responsible...

BRITTIES
Hold your tongue, Miss, and go
back to the troop srea...

She goese..

BRITTIES (Cont.)

Mister Cohill, have the men build
the squad fires higher and make
the fullest show of bedding down
for the night... Have them stuff
their blanket rolls with straw...
and silhouette them around the

" fires... ie are moving out within
the quarter-hour.

DISSOLVE
225 EXT. - BUDRO'S - NIGHT - COMPREHENSIVE.

The troop appears to be bedded down for the night.

Squad fires burning, huddled blanket-shrouded figures
prone or outlined against some of the fires which are
now purned much lower than they were when seen at the

time of the burial. Prominent is one sentry-like figure,
caped and hatted.

226 CLOSE = DLTAIL QOF ROCKS - NIGHT,

A painted Cheyenne carefully pulls back on his war bow
and releases an arrow with a sinister TWANG.
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227 EXT. - DETAIL SUDRO'S - NIGHT.

The sentry-like figure in cape and hat shudders with
the impact of an arrow that buries itself almost to
feathers--and then topples forward onto a fire. It
catches fire at once--revealed as Olivia's dressmaker's
dummy-~-and as 1t blazes brilliantly.

228 CLOSE ON CHEYEMNE.

His face a mask of surprise, then chagrin. Two other
Indians come up behind him.

CHEYENNE
(in Indian)
They've gonel

,As they angrily run forward toward the deserted camp.

DISSOLVE
-

229 EXT. - EOUGH COUNTRY - NIGET EFFECT.

(NOTE TO CKEW: This and following shots leading to the
Rynders massacre sequence maey be made on some of the
rainy or cloudy days to be expected on location).

The column pesses the CAMERA tightly drawn up at close
intervals at a dogged horse-walking pace. Nothing is
heard but the WIFFIED TREAD of the horses, the guickly=-
silenced CLANKING of a CANTELN or SAEKE, the RUMELE of
the WAGON,

Brittles leads the column--the grim man-of-war, eternally
vigilant; squired by his bdugler.

After him, the first squad with giant Quincannon tenderly
carrying the six-year-old Sudro girl on the pommel of his
saddle., Near him rides the boy, still valiantly clutching
his long rifle.

Next Olivia, her seyes roving thoughtfully to the tight-
lipped Cohill riding grimly nearby.

Then the wagon. Abby parts the canvas covers as a trooper,
riding close, hands in his canteen--for wounded Quayne.

She accepts it with a nod, the covers swing shut and the
wagon moves.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

Finally the resr guard--snd Ross Pennell, his face as
black and angry as Flint Cohill's, Suddenly he stiffens
and whirls to one side, defensively, as we hear the
DRUMMING of a horse's HOOVES, a shouted CHALIENGE and
quick REPLY,

TEOOPER ( o.s.)
{flanker in distance)
who'!s thet?

TYREE'S VOICE (o0.s.)
Scrgeant Tyrec...

FULL SEOT - HEAD OF COLUMN.

Brittles ami troop vsn ss Tyree approaches from angle to
dolumn., Brittles spurs out to meet hirl, The two men
put their heads together as Tyree makes his report--
which we cannot overhesr except as a BUZZ over the steady
forward movement of the troop.

te
Brittles and bugler pull out of column with Tyree and
let the column go past.

ANGIE - BRITTIES AND PASSING TROOP.
BEITTIES
(softly)
Pass the word for Mr. Pennell...

Wie hear the vhispered word carry back. Then as Cohill
moves abreeast.

BRITTIES
Take the troop, Mister Cohill...

COEILL
Yes Sir.n'

Cohill rides out,.. Brittles begins unhooking his sabre
and Tyree and bugler follow suit. Pennell rides in.

BRITTILS
Sabre, Mister...and come along...

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

Pennell quickly unhooks his sabre and the four men ride
in file el ongside tke wagon, drop their sabres on the
floor beside the driver. 4aboy sses them--with some
appr<hension. Thcn they ride off in the direction from
which Tyree had come. The troopers! heads turn appre-
hensivsly as they o past.

Olivia makes e smell gesture-~thecfaintest reise of a
hond--as Pennell pessss hier, but he doss not szem to see
her.

LONG SEOT - FRQM TKROOP ANIGLE.

On the four riders--Brittles, Tyree, bugler and Pennell,
picking their wey up rising ground, rough country.

CLOSER SHOT,

The fow ne:sring the top of a ridge. Tyrse raises his
Bend and dismounts. The others follow. They turn thelr
reins over to the omgler %Who acts as horse-holder, and
warily continue their climb afoot. Now, faintly--then
with increasing clarity--we hear tle sound of MEN'S
VOICES--one, suthoritutive, others angry, Jjebbering.

CLOSE aliGLE - ACRKROSS A RIDGE TOP.

a8 the heads of Tyrse, Brittles, Pennell peer over the
crest. The reflection of dancing flames dapple their
interested facss.

EXT, - A Shi..LL HIDDEW VALLEY - NIGHT,

(NOTE TO PROLVCTION CREW: Director suggests thls scene
be shoét at niiht at a site near the permenent camp
location, génerator liphts Yo be augmented with f lares.)

In the red glare of campfires, Red Shirt with a score
or more of his .Arapahoes stiand in a rough semi-circle
around the pun-runners' wagon. It is the typical
frontier freight wegon with its canvas now pulled back
to reveal its contents. Withix it may be seen bolts of
trade poods, some whiskey kegs, but predominantly rifle
and emmunition boxes. A whisksy keg has been set out

on the tailgate snd noar 1t, possibly on tre ground, is
an opened case ol rifles.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

Toucey Rynders stands negligently against the wagon, his
silver -headed bugey whip in his hand. Acting as his
spokesman end interpreter is LEE BRADLEY. Hench, one of
Rynders' goons, holds his carbine ready--eyes roving

over the Indians. The other goon is handing out tin cups
of whiskey to some of the Indians--a group of others
jockeying far position near the keg. Other Indians sare
stering greedily at the rifles in the box.

Bradley 1s talking to Red Shirt -- words not distinguish-
able &b this distence. But his attitude and that of
Red Shirt indicate that they are arguing or bargeining.

In the b.g. of the scene are the Indian horses--a few of
the youngest bucks guarding them.

EXT. - CLOSER STUDY AROUND WAGON.
Red Shirt is concluding an angry spsech to Bradley.

RED SHIRT
(in Indian)
«estnoo mach,..too much...

BRADLEY
{to Rynders)
He says fifty dollars is too
riuch, ..

Rynders plucke one of the shiny Winchesters from its

cese, pushing back a few young Indians who have been
bending over it.

RYIIDERS
«votoo much, eh...? Tell 'em

it shoots seventeen times at one load...
Show 'em!

He passes the rifle to Bradley, who begins to load the

magazine 2t the same time explaining--in Indian--sbout
the shots.

BEADLEY
(in Indian)
Seel...Seventean shots...
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227 STUDIES OF FASCINATED INDIsN FACES...as they come
" covetously nearer,

RYNDERS'!' VOICE
Tell 'em with that rifle they
can loasd on Sunday--and shoot
all weelk!

Red Shirt agsin steps forward, shaking his head and
repeating his refrain.

HED SHIKT
(in Indian)
No...1t is too much!

228 TFULL ON WAGON

RYNDERS
(engrily)
Tell that grendson of a horsse-
thief I know he's got the
money from the paymaster's box!

Red Shirt shoots Kynders a look of savage hatred--as
though he understood him but was trying not to betray 1it.

BRaDLLY
(in Indian)
You heve the money.

Suddenly Rynders wheels and discovers a young Indian
reaching tentetivsly for one of the carbines in the case.
With a teemster's skill, he slashes out with the whip
and lays & red wslt across his face. As he does, there
is a startled cry from one of the goons and a yell from
the Indians.

RYNDERS
(as he strikes)
Get out of thut, you dog-e2ting
thicf!

239 EXT, - RED SLIWT - STUDY OF SYMMETRY - NIGHET (FLARES)

VWiith poised skill, the giant Indian raises the bow,
feathered shaft and string to his ear, and with brawny
forearm in powerful end graceful pull, extends the bow

to its full pull. 4As he lets fly, there 1is a terrific
“TWJ“N“'“ .
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EXT. - RYNDERS - EFFECT SHOT - NIGHT (FLARES).

He has turned just in time to teke the arrow full’into
the breast. It transfixes him, and the feathsred shaft
is at once "spotted" in a target of blood widening upon
the white silk shirt. Even as he falls, bending,
already dead, a2t the foot of the rifles, there is a
terrific SHOUT.

EXT, - PANDEMONIUM AND LOOTING - NIGHT (FLARES).

SCREaMS, YELLS, demoniacal LAUGHTER, as frenzied Indians
rash in to fight with the guerds and loot. The bucks
are transformed into crazy msn. Even though there are
plenty of rifles for all, they fight among themselves

in their crazed eagerness to secure Winchesters and
cartridges.

EXT. - BRITTIES AND PENNELL - NIGHT EFFECT.

Brittles is watching tle scene without a change of
expression, but Pennell hes the eye of one who is
lesrning something, his eyes begin to travel, as if
following a moving ob ject.

EXT. - GENERaL VIEW OF LOOTING - NIGHT (FLARES).

Hench, a bully earlier identified as Rynders' right hand
men, 1s running like a deer, broken arm flapping behind
him. As he dodges, rabbit-fashion, behind him two boys
on ponies are trying to cut him dovn. After breathless
games of tag, suddenly a giant warrior rides into the
scene, ralses in his saddle, ard pins Hench into the
ground (with a telescope lance), as the two youths rush
by to count coup on him,

EXT. - BRITTILS AND PENNELL - NIGHT EFFECT.

Pennell's eyes havec csesed roving, as he has followed
the chase to tre kill, and hs looks anxiously at Brittles,
who continues to stare deadpan.

EXT, - INDIAN REVLL - WIGHT {FLARES).

The rifles are 2ll spportioned now. Twenty-five or thir ty
bow-and-arrow fighters now heave two or thrse Winchesters
apiece. They gallop about in a sort of Indian gymkhanea,
or horse carnivael, around thes figure of the ir chief,

Fed Shirt., Their CRIES, in Indian language, are -evidently

(CONTINUGED)
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n to veunting and boasting, Some cof them are malzirg

iv s
%he 31FPicult off=gide , under-the-nec% shot, Some others
are sirply firing at random, emptying their magazines at
the sters Others ars plling high the wooden cases for
a honfire Still othe heve btroksn-out bolts of
scarlet Fnﬁ blue cnttcns, and are tralling them like
carlands, round and round the scene,.. A¢ter many feats
of wilé horsemanship, crazed exultation, all composed
into a general rattern of a devil's ritusl....

EXT. = FEATURING BONFIRE « NIGHT (FLARES),

The Indians have caught one of the bullies and are
c2rrying him spread-esagle, as he fights and shouts.

They fling him high in the air and he lands smack in

the fire, as they roar with laughter, As the man bounds
out, stlaze, they seize him and 1ift him acain,

EYT, -~ TROOP IX CCLTIY « COHILL - NIGHFT EFFECT.
troop 1s zoving along at the trot, Cohill 1s keepiwng
closed upe He hears the SOUND of DISTALT FIRINGZ,

rs is amprehension and anxliety for the missing captain
every frce 23 the troop goes bye.

4] "1

EXT, = INDIAY PANDEMONIUN - NIGHET (FLARES),
1irt sits his horse, brandishing a rifle and calling
tuns of the CEANT, like scme sataniec dance-caller
uvere dance in hell, The Indians ears at the ritch
in their antic delirium, and the NRTULIS boom war,

m

c.’.

o
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EYT, = BRITTLES AND PEIMELL - NIGHT EFFLCT.

Tyree is shadowy behind them., Brittles, still watching
the sight be*an& hix extends his hand back.
=] J
BRITTLES
(fumbling)

Give me.-.. .
8 Trree leans in to pass him a carbine,.,

v

(CONTINUED)



107
249 (CONTINUED)

BRITTLES
No, no, your knife, Sergeant...

Brittles reaches into shirt pocket and produces his

cut-plug of tobacco, as Tyree quickly hands him a
clasp-knife.

BRITTLES
Join me in a chew of tobacco?...

TYREE
(apologetically)
No, sir... I don't chew and I
don't play cards...

BRITTLES
(overlapping)
A nasty habit, chewing tobacco
. Been known to turn a man's
stomach...

As he rises and begins to cheﬁ his quid, he returns
Tyree the knife. Pennell, cstricken dumb, follows after

them, to where the bugler holds the horses. As Brilttles
preparcs to step on...

BRITTLES
Still thinking of resigning,
Mr. Pennell?
As he steps on and rides away, followed by the others...

DISSOLVE TO:

250) "-OMITTED
251)
252)
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253 EXT. - TEE RIVER - DAY.

(NOTE TO CKEW: The director hopes to use the same
location which provided the river crossing scene in
FORT APACHE).

The troop stands silhouetted--a profiled column of
twos-- against the skyline on the steep bluff over-
looking the river. A faintly-heard COMMAND CRY
echoes serily.

BRITTIES! VOICE
Officers and non-commissioned
officers...front!

And now the silhouette 1s broken as the officer
group turns out of line and rides to the head of
the column.

264 EXT. - RIVER BLUFF - DAY - BRITTIES AND STAFF,

Brittles sits his horse, surrounded by Cohill,
Pennell, Quincannon, Tyree and bugler. Ve sse
upon them all the strain, the dust and the
weariness of their night-long march.

Brittles'! expression is grave--the air of a man

facing a hard task, having to make a hard
decision.

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

BRITTLES
We leave a rear guard here,
gentlemen...under one officer!

The sergeants elaboratecly stare ahead, not wanting to
single out either officer by so much as.a glance. Cohill
at once begins to scan the terrain--picking out his
defensive positions. But Pennell leans forvard eagerly.
He speaks with a stiff formality unusual to him.

PENNELL
Sir, I would consider it a
privilege....

BRITTLES

Thark you, Mister Pennell.
Your cffer to volunteer will
g0 on your record...

(slight smile)
+¢.1f you still wish to make
a record, sir,

(to Cchill)
Mister Cohill, you will
command the rear guard.
Take two squads, cover our
crossing... and deny the
hostiles the use of this
ford.

COHILL
Yes sir...

He swings and calls out to .troop.

COHILL
First squad! Second squad!

BRITTLES
(quickly)
Too many married men in the
Second squad, Mister Cohill...

COHILL
First squad...fifth squad...
wheel out and form on the
right!
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255 EXT. - DETAIL AROUND WAGON - OLIVIA, ABBY AND THE
LITTLE GIRL.

The women have dismounted and are seated on rocks or
other imprcvised perches, feeding the little orphan on
army biscult soaked irn water. Olivia is looking con-
cernedly toward the -detall Cohill is forming.

OLIVIA
What's Histsr Cohill doing?

Abby knows what a rearguard action means and what 1t may
entail, so hor reply is casual and disarming.

ABBY
Just choosing a rear guard,
dear...
(quickly chengin
subject to child
I've got two jars of Damson
plums on my pantry shelf.

LITTLE GIRL
(solemnly)
You have?

LBBY
{nodding)
They're just waiting to be
eaten up by a little girl I
know...

Olivia meanvhile hes eyzs for nothing but Cohill in the
b.g.

256 EXT. - COHILL AND HIS TWO SQUADS.

The men are dismounted, stripping their gear to
essentlals. They are checking carbines and opening up
ammo boxes. Cchill is welking among them, watching and
supervising svery dstail.

COHILL
Two hundred rounds carbine
amminition per man..thirty
for revolving pistols...

Bradley, some extra canteens...

As Brittles rides in, Cohill notes him at once.

(CONTINUED)
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256 (CONTINUED)

COHILL
Detail! Attention!

AS the men stiffen, Brittles takes center position.

BRITTLES
Men, they call this stream
the Paradise... But in an hour...
(looking off toward
the east)

257 LONG SHOT - HIS ANGLE.

We see signal smokes rising from the distant hills, small
advancing dust clouds with hers and there, perhaps, the
flash of sun on lance or carbine barrel.

BRITTLES' VOICE (over)
...0r perhaps something less,
I knowv the opposite name will
be more apprcovriate.

258 STUDY - BRITTLES AND REARGUARD DETAIL.

BRITTLES
I would stay with you, if I
could... Mister Cohill...

QUAYNE'S VOICE
Captain Brittles, sir...

259 ANGLE - INCLUDING QUAYNE, LEANING CUT OF THE WAGON'S
TAILGATE. :

QUAYNE
I request permission to remain
behind with the rear guard, sir.

BRITTLES
Permission refused... Mister
Cohill, start the troop over
whilst I choose your defense
positions...
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260 WIDE ANGLE - BLUFFS AND RIVER.

201
262
263
264
265

As Brittles and the rearguard detail move one vay while
Cohill and Pennell start the troop down the bluff to the
river.

COHILL
Troop attention! Forward!
Yo!

BRITTLES

(to detail)
First and fifth squads!

SERIES OF SHOTS - THE CROSSING.

These must, of course, be dictated by the terrain, but

the

Il'

2.

following are suggested:
Pennell leading the troop down the declivity.

The wagon, ropes tied to its side, and the men and
horses anchored to the stay-ropes, steadying it and
holding it back as it bsgins its perilous descent.

There is a brief flash inside wagon of Abby bracing
Quayne agailnst shock.

0livia is no longer looking at Pennell, but for the
first time begins to understand the professional
competence of an officer like Cohill, who does not
give one command to haze the men in their travail,
but rather with an observant eye is always in and

out of the clustered mass of men around the side of
the wagon, glving 2 straining trooper a new purchase,
or taking a hand where ones man is getting too much
resultant force.

Pennell arriving at the river's edge with the van,
is looking at the current, trying to pick his best
course. As he leads off into the water, locking
back from time to time.

The young lad with the long rifle, looking forward
with the thrill and excitement of swimming a river
with a force of cavalry, himself suddenly planked
into a world of romance and danger from the 1life of
a little chore-boy at a stage stop.

Cohill arriving with Tyree and the wagon at the
river, and prepvaring to cross.
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266 EXT. - RIVER'S EDGE - BIG HEAD - QUINCANNON WITH CHILD.

Quincannon, with his peasant's sagacity, has halted his
horse to give the child reassurance before he plunges
with her into the »1iver. He has produced a worn, bull-
cod pocketbook, and 1is extracting from it a faded roll
of yellow ribbon.

QUINCANNON

(with a croaking

tendesrness)
'Twas glven me by a very great
lady...when us sergeants named
hzr gu=sen of the non-com's
ball...

(as he begins to tie

it around her hailr)
And from now 6n, ye have a
sveethzart in the cavalry...
S50 water can't hurt you now.

As he continues...

267 EXT. - SPECTACULAR ON RIVER CROSSING.

The trecop is strung out crossing the river, the wagon
breasting the stream and barging across.

(NOTE TO CREW: It is the director's intention actually
to ford the river with the troop as spectacularly as
possible, making full use of all the various talents of
the company, featuring small, unsung bits of strength
and prowess which the occasion would provide.)

268 EXT. - BRITTLES AND REAR GUARD - NEAR BLUFFS.

¥We see th2 men In their various defense positions, behind
boulders, in scocped out depressions--on a ridge command-
ing the approaching ground. Brittles is riding--or
valking--among them...ordering the last few men to
designatzd spots.

BRITTLES
(throwaway lines)
Over there, Swenscn...s0 you
can cover Finney's flank...
Bxczllent Corporal... Johnson
dig in deeper!



269

270

271

114
EXT. - FAR SIDE OF RIVER.

The crossing is almost accomplished. Dripping men and
beasts emerge onto the far ground.

1. The wagon pulls out of the stream and onto dry ground.

2., OUINCANNON, appropristely wet, is emerging from the
river, the child dry and safe, clinging to him.

With a sigh and a grimace, he reaches into hls blouse.

QUINCANNON

And now it's time for me to
take my riedlcine...

(he drinks a great

gulp ard makes a

face)
Agh! It tastes somethin’
horrible.

The little girl looks up in sympathy. Quincannon steels

himself for another go at the bottle.

EXT. - FAR SIDE OF RIVER

The troop is out of the river now, men dismounted,
wringing out their clothes, seeling to thelr weapons,
Pennell and Cohill are riding the line seelng that all
is well.

EXT. - FAR SIDE OF RIVER

Behind some boulders can be seen the heads of Abby and
Olivia. Quincannon elaborately stands at vigil, still
holding the little girl on his saddle. The suggestion
is that the women are wringing out their wet skirts.
Quincannon does an elaborate "takum", and averts the
little child's face from the scene, shielding her eyes
with a broad hand, as Abby and 0livia step from bchind
the boulder, carrying thelr wet skirts on theilr arms.
They are now revealed in breeches and boots.

ABBY
(harshly)
WVhat arce you staring at, you
blg wpe? Haven't you ever
seen a woman in pants before?

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON
(with puritanical
intolerance)
No, I haven't. And I hope to
eaven I never see such an
Indecent sight again...

272 EXT. - RIVER'S EDGE - PENNELL, COHILL AND BUGLER.

Cohill is ready to recross the river. He and Pennell
face each other a brief moment. This is, perhaps, the
first time th2y have looked at each other since the .
night of the fight.

COHILL
(to bugler)
Officer's call for the Captain,
bugler!

As the bugler placss the instrument to his 1lips and

-~ SOUNDS the CALL, Pennell suddenly reaches out a hand--
which Cohill takes. They shake warmly--and Cohill spurs
out and off.

273 EXT. - DETAIL NEAR BLUFFS - BRITTLES AND DETAIL.
They 211 turn. The SOUND of the BUGLE is faint but
demending. Brittles hates to leave. He looks back at
the distant plains.

274 EXT. - LONG SHOT - HIS ANGLE - THE PLAINS.
The dust clouds are closer now. We may see Indians on
horses in three converging bands, sprinting like hell
toward the bluff.

275 EXT. - DETAIL NEAR BLUFFS - BRITTLES AND REAR GUARD.

BRITTLES
(with scmz emotion)

I'll be back, nen...I'll be
back! Good luck!

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTIKNUED)

MEN
Doncha worry about us, Captain!
Yes, sir, we know you will.
Good luck to you, Captain!
Luck, sir!

He spurs out and off.

EXT. - COMPREHENSIVE ON TROOP.

The men are drawn in a column of twos, resolutely facing
vestward, away from the river. Pennell comes riding to

the front of the troop. Cohill passes him on his way to
the river's edge. Brittles can be seen splashing up and
out of the river. Every head is turning as Cohill rides
the column.

MEN

(calling)

e Luck, Lieutenant!
Hang on, sir... we'll be back.

Luck, sir!
SERGEANT TYREE
Good shooting, sir.
EXT. - FEATURING OLIVIA AS COHILL PASSES HER.

Her foce 1s suddenly furrowed with apprehension,
intelligence. Abby stands horse near her.

QLIVIA
But...why I didn't know...I
didn't understand...

EXT. - RIVER'S EDGE.

Cohill and Brittles converge and throw off. Brittles
has no time to waste.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
There are three parties of
'em, Mister Cohill...but this
is the only cressing in twenty
miles... So you've got to buy
me some time. You've got to
buy mes a long day!

COHILL
I will do it, sir.

, BRITTLES
Then I know you will...Flint.

He extends his hard.

COHILL
1518 e £ % i PR
(smiles)
It took you nine ycars to call
me that, sir... It was worth
Wwaiting for!

BRITTLES
Hang on, son. I'll be back
to get you out of this pocket
by noon tomorrow.

Cohill salutss and turns when Olivia runs up to him.

OLIVIA
Flint, wait!

BRITTLES
(sharply)
We'lve no time to lose, Miss.

OLIVIA
(just os sharply)
I'm well aware of that...

Without another word she walks into Flint's arms and
kisses him hard. Then she steps back, looking into his
face--walting. Cohill doesn't know what to do. He
looks almost cbashédly at Brittles.

BRITTLES
(impatiently)
Well, haul off and kiss her
back, blast you!...

(CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED)

And as Flint does, he rides out--YELLING his marching
orders as he goes. ‘

BRITTLES
Troop...attention! Forward...
Yol

Flint has kissed her back just as thoroughly. But breaks
at the SOUND, o.s., of two or three rifle SHOTS and the
faint WHOOPING of the first Indian party and the

drumming of their HOOVES,

He breaks away and mounts his horse and without a word
cr backward glance, starts to recross the stream. The
VWHOOPING and DRUMMING becomes louder and there are a few
more SHOTS.

EXT. - FULL SHOT - TROOP AND RIVER.

Cohill fording the strecam, the troop moving off--but
every eye in the cdlumn back on the man crossing the
Stream alone. The CUNFIRE 1s more insistsiat now.

DISSOLVE.,

EXT. - FORT STARKE - TWILIGHT EFFECT.

The weary troop is approaching the gates--a spent little
force with none of the smartness it possessed short days
before when 1t so proudly started out.

Brittles is in the lead--walking his horse like everyone
else; too tired to concecal the gimp of his one bad knee.

We may sez Quincannon, steadying the sleeping Sudro girl,
holding her on his saddle.

Abby and Olivia--no longsr the sharp contrasts of
dashingly-dressed Eastern girl and drably-practical
veteran army wife, but alike as two dusty peas in a pod.

A grim, silent, spent cavalcade, 1t plods through the
gates of the fort. No cheers, o welcoming cries for
its receptinon. Only a HMURMUR, perhaps, of shock and
sympathy. The children themselves stare with open
mouths. The very dogs hang back.

(CONTINUED)
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The troop moves in--with Pennell bringing up the rear
guard--and the stockade doors slowly come shut and wve
hear, muffled and distant:

BRITTLES' VOICE
(a dry croak)
Troop...halt!...

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - POST HEADQUARTERS - TWILIGHT.

Brittles, tightening his belt, dusting himself, trying
to force back his shoulders, is making for the post
headquarters--moving blindly through the slowly walking
men leading off thelr horses, wives coming up to give

what comfort they can to their spent husbands.

Brittles reésolutely mounts the steps and enters head-
quarters.
-

INT. - ALLSHARD'S QUARTERS - LAMPLIGHT.

He sits at his desk as Brittles, entering the roocm, comes
to a crashing attention at the desk, salutes, and begins
forcefully.

BRITTLES
Sir, it is my duty to report
the fallure of the mission.

Coming through the door, Abby, followed by Olivia,
creeps palnfully, wearily, towards a pegged bench in
the corner of the room.

ABBY
Oh, fiddlesticks, Nathan
Brittles...

BRITTLES

(stubbornly)
I've never worn a coat of whits-
wash and I won't start now. I
failed ot Sudro's Wells, I failed
to keep Rynders' rifles from the
tribes... I failed...at everything
...I leave the army a failure!

(CONTINUED)
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233

284 ALLSHARD
You're just running yourself
down b2cause you're tired,
Nathan.

BRITTLES
(with spirit)
Blast you, Mac... Hasn't she
told you I 1left Flint Cohill
end two squads back thers on the
Paradisz?

ALLSHARD
(soothing)
And a sound military move,
Nathan.

BRITTLES
(wearily)
I'd like to rest the troop
three hours. With your approval,
sir. By noocn tomorrowysI'll
have Cohill out of that pocket.

ALLSHARD
(shaking head)
No, Nathen...

The way he begins to nag with his pipe is a warning.

ALLSHARD (Cont'd)
Troop can't leave here till
dawn. '

BRITTLES
(shocked)
Dawn? Troop should be out of
here by midnight.

ALLSHARD
(evenly)
I agres, Nathan... If you were
lzading it. But young Pennell
will need all the daylight he
can find.

To Brittles, this is a clap of doom.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
Pennell? That babe-in-the-
woods? Fording a river agalnst
a swarm of hostiles with
Winchesters?

ALLSHARD
(gently)
Aren't you forgetting, Captailn,
that you retire from the army
tomorrow?

BRITTLES
Tomorrow's all I need. Look,
Mac, forty years a good soldier,
I can't leave Cohill out there
facling those devils...

ALLSHARD
It's no one day's mission,
Nathan. Aftecr the troop picks
up Cohill... ~

BRITTLES
If he's still alive.

ALLSH/RD

I'm instructing them to dog the
flanks of the tribe untll rein-
forcements are sent us.

(quickly)
Strictly defensive action, mind
yiu. Don't dare risk anything
else.

BRITTLES
(licked)
All right, Major. I now
volunteer to go with the troop
as a cilvilian scout... Cohill's
that to ne...

ALLSH .-"ILRD :

(vearily)
Now, Nathan, you know your
applicatlon for the civilian scouts
wvasn't even acted on back in
Washington.

(bitterly)
That's gratitude to an officer
with your record!

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
Then I'll go as a...
(grasp at last straw)
I'll go as an interpreter.

ALLSHARD
(reproachfully)
And I thought you were fond of
young Cohill...

BRITTLES
Fond of him! )

ALLSHARD

(smoothly)
Every time Cohill gave an order,
men would turn right around and
look at you. Men would wonder
if he was doing the right thing.

(shakes head)
You want to ruin him?

BRITTLES
I know...but...

ALLSHLRD
And young Pennell's got to
learn to cross a river under
fire. So d4id we. Cohill's
got to run his chances. We ran
tem, Nathan.

BRITTLES .
(giving up)
Yes... I know... but...
(he bows)
Sir, I request to leave the
post tomorrow.

ALLSHARD
Permission granted, Captain.

ABBY
Where will you go, Nathan?

BRITTLES
West... I think, ; bby... Yes,
maybe to the newv scettlements
in California.

(CONTINUED)
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283

284 Brittles slowly goes to the door. He has full reslization
now that for him, the race is over. There is nothing
left but the little finishing canter after the tape
has been broken.

BRITTLES

(wvith a frosty

smile)
gld soldiers, Miss Dandridge...

ome day you'll learn how they

hatc to givs up. Captain of
a trocp one day, and every man's
face 1s turned towards me.
Sergcants jump when I growl...

(pause)
And now, tomorrow I'd be glad
if the blacksmith asked me to
help him shoe a horse.

Brittles turns and welks out of the room. There is no
sound for a moment, then Allshard whirls on Abby, and
begins to we=p. B

ALLSHARD
Blast your eyes, Iron Pants...
If you start sniffling now...
(to Olivia)
And &s for you...

OLIVIA
I'm not crying. I'd like to
stand up and cheep...

As she begins to weep...

DISSOLVE TO:
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285 EXT. - FORT STARKE - EARLY MORNING - CLOSE BUGLER

286
287

BLOWING REVEILLE.

INT. - CAPTAIN BRITTLES' QUARTERS

Once agaln we see, thru the door into his sleeplng
quarters, the booted leg of Brittles being flexed,
painfully, as its owner faces his last day in the Army.’

But there 1is something new in his bleak quarters--an
old-fashioned sultbox lying on the plank table.

Draped over its opened cover is a claw-hammer pepper-
and-salt mixture of pre-Civil War vintage and nearby a
high-crowned, flat-tcpped hard hat. There may be other
evidences that Brittles has spent much of the night
getting his belongings in order--his military gear

piled on one side, his few personal things on the other.

The door 1s flung open and Quincannon enters and comes
to a thundering attention.

GUINCANNON
Good morning, sir...Flve-thirty-
one.

BRITTLES (o.s.)
Five thirty-two.

QUINCANNON
(spots the civvies--
makes for them wonderingly)
And 2 black day for the Army.

Brittles comes out, completing his dressing. If he sees

Quincannon staring and fingering the civvies, he ignores
1%.

BRITTLES
Have the quarters cleaned up
after I've gone...Give the firewood
to Mrs. Crumrein...my extra saddle
to Mister Pennell...yocu can sell
the pall and the wash-basin...

QUINCANNON
(a sudden thought)
...and the olla, Captain darlin'?

BRITTLES
Oh yes...the olla!

(CONTINUED)
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He goes to 1t and under Quincannon's astonlshed stare
reaches In and plucks out the bottle--and holds it to
the light.

QUINCANNON
...now how did that ever get
there...?

Brittles merely gives him a look. Quincannon turns
accuser.
QUINCANNON
How long have ye known about 1t?

BRITTLES
Ever since the sezxond battle of
Bzll Run, you thickhead!

QUINCANNON
(hurt--touching
his hzart)
It hurts to think of ye deceivin’
me all these years, sir.

Brittles almost casually shoves the bottle to Quincannon
and goes tc the calendar. Vic now see that this 1is the
ringed day. Brittles carefully draws a line through
it--and then, after a moment's bitter reflection--

with two sweeping strokes slashes an X across the whole
page.

BRITTLES
There's that! Well, Sergeant,
I think this is an occasion
for a drink. Help yoursslf.

QUINCANNON
No, I'd %ake no pleasure in it...
quickly)
But as it's an order, sir...
Yer health.

He 1ifts the bottle and gulps thirstily. Brittles

moves to the hated clvvies. OQuincannon follows him,
vwiping hls 1lips.

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON
Only fourteen days for meself,
sir, and then, no doubt, I'll be
havin' to buy one of these monkey
suits, too.

BRITTLES
It's the only one I ever owned...
I was a lad in jeans when I left
my father's farm to join the
army... I'd drink to your
retirement, Sergeant, 1f I were
a drinking man...

QUINCANNON
Sir, I'll do the honors for ye.

He raises the bottle. A BUGLE CALL--probably ASSEMBLY--
sounds. Brittles vhirls at it, facing the door.

Quincannon lowers the bottle. Brittles makes a quick
decision.

BRITTLES
Sergeant, I'll review the troop
alone this morning... Try on
that suit for ne!

QUINCANNON
(puzzled)
The suit, sir...?

BRITTLES
(firmly)
Want to see how it looks.

Quincannon sets down the bottle--  gives a quick darting
look about the room--1%oking for the Captain's dress
coat. Brittles meanvwhllc does his familiar leg-Tlexing
routine and steps bravely out the door.

288 EXT. -- BRITTLES' QUARTERS.

As Brittles emergss--then comes to a stunned stop,
looking off.
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EXT. - FORT STARKE COMPANY STREET.

The troop stands ready at horse, Pennell and Allshard
among them. They stand as for a regimental review,
every man shined and polished, with overcoats and forage
caps.

ALLSHARD :
Corute. (as Brittles appears)
aue!

The sabres flash up--every eye on Brittles.

EXT. - BRITTLES' QUARTERS

He 1s manifestly stunned by the honor they are paying
him. Quincannon comes up behind him with his dress coat,
to which 1s pinned his Medal of Honor. Brittles unhooks
his sabre belt to receive the coat, then hooks it back
on, mounts and ridss away.

EXT. - COMPANY STREET.

The troop remains at the salute as Brittles rides to
the front center position. Pennell rides up to him.

PENNELL
"A" Troop, all present op
accounted for, sir.

BRITTLES

Thank you Mister...
(firmly)

Men...I'1ll not be riding out with
you...I'll not be here when you
return...I...I wish I could...
But I know your performance under
your nev commander...will make
me proud of you...as I have
always becen....

He whips up his sabre and salutes the troop.
PENNELL
One moment, Captain...Sergeant
Tyrese--front and center.
Tyree rides out. Brittles looks at him in some surprise.

(CONTINUED)
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TYREE
Sir, a small token from the
troop... they all put 1n the
hat for 1it, sir... even
Sergeant Hochbauer.

He hands Brittles a case in which there 1is a silver watch.
As Brittles looks at 1t.
TYREE (cont'd)

It's solid silver...brought

on from Kansas City...there's

a sentiment writ on the back

of it.
As Brittles turns it over--and somewhat sheepishly takes
out hils spectacles to pser closer.

292 INSERT - WATCH

It is engraved as follows:

To Capt. Brittles, From A
Troop. "Lest We Forget'.

Brittles may haltingly read some of this.

293 EXT. - PORTRAIT STUDY BRITTLES

He takes off his glasses, puts them away while he gropes
for words. Finally--winding the watch.

BRITTLES
Thank you...3ergeant Tyree...
(to troop)

Thank vou. Thank you one and
all...Take the troop, Mister
Pennell--proceed on your
mission!

294 FULL SHOT

Brittles spurs and wheels in a straight line back to his
quarters as we hear and see the troop move out.

PENNELL
Right by twos--Forward--yo!
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EXT. - BRITTLES QUARTERS.

He 1s tying up his horse, looking off, toward troop which
is now meoving out of the gates. '

INT. - BRITTLES' QUARTERS - QUINCANNON

The big ape is stuffed bursting into Brittles' sult and
is now trying the hat at different angles on his head--
using the back of Brittles tin washbasin as his mirror.
He becnds down for a closcer glimpse but a pre-warning
SOUND of STRAIN makes him straighten promptly. He tries
the gilver-headed cans at various jaunty angles--all

the while indulging in a little half-wistful monologue.

QUINCANNON
(soto voce)
Ah now, me darling Missus
Callchan 'stoo good of ye to say
that...besides, Callahan's me
friend...

He whirls guiltily as Brittles entecrs.

QUINCANNON (cont.d)
(guiltily)
Excuse me, Ceoptaln, I was just
practicin' to be a civilian.

BRITTLES
Let's sece the side view.

Quincannon turns--like a fashionplate.

BRITTLES (cont'd)
Perfect. Made for you. I'd
like to have the Sutler see it
on-you, and ordcr 2 duplicate...

He reaches in his pocket for a couple. of silver dollars.
BRITTLES (cont'd)
Here...30o see him, Sergeant...

and have a fev drinks on me,
vhile you're waiting.

QUINCANNON
Now, sir?

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
At onecs, Sergeant.

QUINCANNON
Since ye insist, sir...

He starts to salute, awkwardly comes in contact with the
derby, tips it and practically stumbles out. Brittles
follows him to the door and watches after.

EXT. - COMPANY STREET

Quincannon strutting self-consciously but proudly across
the street toward the Sutler's--ignoring the amazed
glances of some troopers who turn to stare after him.
Among these is Sergecant Hochbauer.

BRITTLES
(calling)
Sergeant Hochbauer!

Hochbauer at once ccmes over to the door of Brittles!
quarters.

BRITTLES (cont.d)
(deadpan)
Sergeant Quincannon is improperly
dressed vhile on duty, and is
under the influence... Throw him
in the guardhouse...

_ HOCHBAUER
Alone, sir?

BRITTLES
Take what men you'll nced...

As he starts...CAMERA HOLDS as Brittles smiles faintly,
and starts in oppositec direction towards Allshard's
quarters,

EXT. - FRAGMENTARY DETAIL NEAR BLACKSMITH'S SHOP.

Hochbauer heos entered the scene and is calling in:

(CONTINUED)
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HOCHBAUER
Corporal Wagner...

Wagner, the big-bearded Teuton, bare-armed and in leather
apron, comes to the doorway empty-handed.

W/I.GNER
Me, Sergeant?
HOCHBAUER
I want you to help me arrest a
man' L
VI..GNER
(starting forward
cagerly)
Yeah, who?
HOCHBAUER
Quincannon...
WiLGNER

(stops dcad)
Just =2 minute...

Wagner rushes back in through the doorway and quickly
reappears vith a sledge hammer, as at that moment,
through scene appear two glant trcopers, cach carrying
on his shoulder a barrel of salted pork.

HOCHBAUER
Cut out the gold-bricking, men
. I'vec got a real job for you...

299 INT. - SUTLER'S - AT BAiR.
Sergeant Quincannon 1s rapping impatiently on the bar
as a sleepy Sutler comes from the rear hastily putting
on the rest of his clothing.
QUINCANNON
(rapping and shouting)
Lively, lively...There's a gentle-
man here wants his breakfast...

As the bartender looks astonlished at the apparition...

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON (cont'd)
Whiskey, me gocd man...Irish
whiskey...And I'll pour me OWn...

As he starts to pour and drink--he 1s suddenly checked
by the fall of Hochbauer's hand upon his shoulder, and
he vhirls in angry astonishment at this familiarity.

300 INT. - PORTRAIT STUDY - HOCHBAUER AND DETAIL.

They loom enormously, big, brawny men, as Hochbauer
speeks with authority.

HOCHB.\UER
You're under arrest, Quincannon...
QUINCANNON
: Who says so?
HOCHBAUER
~ By order of Captain Brittles.
QUINCANNON
(snorting)

Ye lie in yer teseth...I am here
by the Captain's orders.

The bartender is just about to take back the bottle, eas
Quincanncn wrenches 1t from him.

QUINCANNON
Leave 1t be!

HOCHBAUER
All right men...Let's take him.

CQUINCANNON
(unbelieving at
Tirst)
'Tis no time for joking, men
«.+Lt's the Captain's treat...
(reachzs for glass
again)

HOCHBAUER
(teking his coat lapcl)
Now, are you going peaccably?

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON
(knocks off his hand)
I've never gone anyvhere peace-
ably in my life...
(seeing lapel torn)
Look what you've dcne to the .
Captaint's suit!

He swings knocking Hochbauer flat on hls back, and the
battle is on...

The whole house shakes from the struggle, as men go up
and down like jumping jacks...

QUINC,NNON

(shouting)
'Tis treachery... 'Tis black
treachery...I was ordered here...
I could prove it by Ceptain
Brittles...

(2s he throws one

- assallant out the
door)

301 EXT. - SUTLER'S DOORWAY ~ SHOOTING FROM THE SIDE.

Through the doorway, four men in rapid succession are
shot out like cannon balls, head first, feet first,
sideways... Wz recognize the blacksmith, Wagner, among
those, who immediately rise and start rushing back in..

302 INT., - SUTLER'S - QUINCANNON.

The remaining four men are now crawling up from the floor,
but Quincannon has returned to his rapping on the bar.

He now has the blacksmith's sledge hammer in his hand

and iIs using 1t as a gavel...The bartender 1is cowcring.

QUINCANNON
(shouting)
Someons upset me drink...I won't
pay for 1it. Pour me another--

He suddenly looks of'f to see Hochbauer and the other
threec men returning grimly set on duty...

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON (cont'd)
(points at them with
" sledge hammer and
speaks angrily, as the
frightened bartender
begins to pour a fresh
drink)
Now I've given you a polite warning,
you Dutch baboon...
(as they come on)
Let's have no unpleasantness...

He is still trying to drink as they all spring again and
he BELLOWS--

EXT. - SUTLER'S

" The BELLOWING and the DIN is heard throughout the post,

and people are beginning to run forward towards the
doorvay, when out of the doorway a huge pot-bellied iron
stove suddenly falls with a CLANG, followed by a man
whoss entire head has becen rammed into the elbow of a
stovepipe, like a chicken with 1its head cut off, swinging
rights and lefts.

QUINCANNON'S VOICE (o.s.)
You'vs ripped the Captain's
pontsS...

Suddenly out of the doorway, there emerges a mass of
knotted and rioting men, with Quincannon the center of
the group. It staggers in a collective whirl like a
demented octopus, until with a mighty gesture, Quincannon
swings himseclf frec, scattering the men like nine pins
in a circle about him. He nmanagss to hold his grasp on
only one, Wagner himself if possible, and swings him
aloft with his two brawny arms. Quincannon, at this
moment, has not a scam left intact, the hat has lost 1ts
brim, but the crown is still proudly on his head. With
a final triumphant ROAR...

QUINC,ANNON
Now stand back, or I'll brain
you with this midget...

This tablesu of stunned men 2nd spellbound onlookers is
broken by Mrs. Allshard's entrance on the scene.

(CONTINUED)
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ABBY
(in passing, to
Quincannon)
Put 1t down, Sergcant...

Then with angry eyes, she turns upon the battered group...

ABBY (cont'd)
(angrily)
Aren't you ashamed...Eight of
you picking on one man...

Quincannon's featurcs begin to dissolve 1n self-pity, as
Mrs. Allshard turns to Hochbauer. s

QUINCANNON
(weeping)
Only seven, Ma'anm,

HOCHBAUER
Captain Brittles ordered him
rlaced under arrsst, ma'am...

QUINCANNON
(furiously)
Tt's 2 black falsehood!

ABBY
(ignoring him; to
Hochbauer)
Didhe, Sergeant...?

HOCHBAUER
He did, ma'am...

CQuincannon looks like & man bereft of hls last friend.
¥Mrs. Allshard very quietly takes him by the ear.

ABBY
Now off you come to the guard-
house, CQuincannon.

QUINCANNON
It's treachery, that's what 1t
is...treachery...
As she starts leading him away...

CUT TO:
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304 EXT. - ALLSHARD'S QUARTERS.

Allshard and Brittles stand on the small porch lcoking
off to whers Abhy is marzhing Quincannon to the guard-
house. Brittlecs' wourse stands saddlod end walting, the
Captain's meagre belongings in 1ts saddlebags and blnankot
roll. Both men ere grinning.

ALLSHARD
A1l right, Nathan, I get it--
ten days in the guardhouse
and no chargcs!

BRITTLES
Make it two weeks--till he
retlires...
(apologaticelly)
A mon with a thirst like that
couldn't get 2long on lcss than
a sergeant's pension.

ALLSHARD
You'!ve my hond on it--we'll keep
him from temptat$on on beans and
watsr.,

BRITTLES
Specially on weter... VWell,
goodbye, Mac... Tell Abby good-
bye for nmec.

LBBY'S VOICE (o.s.)
He'll tell me no such thing,
Nathan Brittles!

Both men turn as Abby comes in--followed by Olivia, who
hangs back a little.

ABBY
Goodbye 1s a word we con't use
in the Cavalry...
She takes him by both arms.

LBBY (cont'd)
Until our next pest, Nathan!

And she kisses him. Brittles can't find a word to say,
nor does he necd onc. Olivia now rather timidly comes
forwvard. Her yecllow ribben is on.

(CONTINUED)
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OLIVIA
(wistful smile)
May I...haul off...and kiss you,
too, Captain?

And she does. Brittles wordlcssly then goes to his
horse and prepares to mount...O0livia suddenly follows
him and catches his knee restrainingly after he swings
up into the saddle.

OLIVIA
(she has to ask it)
Do you think he's all right?
Will they get there in time?

If Brittles had not already'changed his mind about
California, the girl's entreaty tips the scales to
his decision,.

BRITTLES
I don't know...but hold on to
that yellow ribbon! -~

Olivia's face 1s transfigured with fresh hope as she
steps back between Abby and Allshard and Brittles rides
awvay, briskly and with no backward glance.

AS he goes there is an anguished cry (o.s.) from
Quincannon.

QUINCANNON'S VOICE
Captain - Captain darlin'!

505 3aARRED GUARDHOUSE WINDOWS - CLOSEUP QUINCANNON

QUINCANNON
(a men bersft)
Captain darlin' - it's mutiny,
sir--treason! Th' blackest
kind o' treachery - Oh Captain!---

306 EXT. - THE FORT AT GATES

Brittles rides out, turns, salutes the colors-- then
spurs off again--slowing just a trifle as he passes the
little cemetery. We expect him to stop, but he maintalns
his slackzned pace until he has passed it, then spurs

to a gallop agailn.

DISSOLVE.
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EXT. - INDIAN ENCAMPMENT - NIGHT EFFECT.

SERIES OF SHOTS.

It is a scene of wildsst excitement and savagery. Around
the sccres of circularly-grouped tepees, war dances are
in progress, war councils besing held.

From two or three quarters, small bands of mounted
Indians are dashing into the camp, to alight and be
greeted by those already assembled.

Horses are led into the pony herd »icketsd nearby.

The fact that this is an alliance of the tribes will be
suggested by the varied clothing worn by the different
bands--some in the hanging clouts and shirts of the
Southern tribes, some in the ornate porcupine-quilled
leggings and chest pnlates of the Plains Indians, some
war--bonneted,; some in bison-horned caps.

Masked dancers are RATTLING GOURDS and DRUMS. Individual
Indians are racing their ponies up and down--firing SHOTS
wildly into the sky. Groups are dancing and chopping at
the paintsd war posts. Red Shirt and some of the band
seen at the Rynders messacre greet a new arriving band

of savages--and as the chief alights, Red Shirt ceremon-

iously presents nhim with ons of the stolen rifles. As this

chief now raises it and pledges himself to war, the
SOUNDS of PANDEMONIUM rise to a new CRESCENDO.

EXT. - ALONG RIDGE SLOPE - NIGHT EFFECT.

"A" Troop is spread out on a long line just beneath the
ridge crest. The ftroopers are dismounted, sprawled out.
Horseholders guard the picket lines. FAINTLY can be
heard the ECHOES of the Indlian REVEL and possibly a glow
in the sky indicates the approximate position of the
Indian camp.

Cohill, Tyrece and Pennell are looking off, over the
ridge--thelr faces grave.
ANGLE FEATURING THT THREE.
COHILL
(to Tyree)
Care to estimate their number,

Sergeant?

(CONTINUED)
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TYREE
Well, sir, I wouldn't feel any
better if they was only half
as many...

Suddenly they stiffen, turn rapidly--at the SOUND of a
HORSE'S DRUMMING HOOVES growing nearer.

BRITTLES (o.s.)
Hold your fire--"A" Troop--

EXT. - NEAR RIDGE SLCPE - TROOP.

As Brittles rides in, dismounts and is at once met by
Cohill, Pennsll, Tyree, who come on the run. The
troopers pass the news in murnurs of "it's the Captain'
++e"The Captain.¥

COATLL
(gladly)
Captain Brittles! Glad to see ~
you, 8sir.

BRITTLES
And I you... Maks your report,
Mister Pennell.

PENNELL
I effected the relief after
sundcwn, sir, ©No casualties...

BRITTLES
My compliments, Mister Pennell.

PENNELL
(he's been
knighted)
Thank you, sir.

BRITTLES
Make your report, Mister Conill.

COHILL
We've been trailing them all
day, sir. It's a big
conecentration...
Cohill leads way to ridge top.

(CONTINUED)



215
514
315

316

141
(CONTINUED)

BRITTLES
I'm ordering ycu to volunteer
again! Fetch a guidon.

TYREE
Yes, sir.

As Tyree goes, to feappear with his horse a moment later,
Brittles hands his order to Cohill.

BRITTLES
Remain here...take no action
until I return...i1f I do nct
return, these are vour orders.

Tyree 1s back. Brittles swings into his saddle.

BRITTLES
Follow on, Sergesnt!

And he and Tyree rides tovard the direction of the Indian
camp. -

DISSOLVE

EXT. - INDIAN CAMP - NIGHT EFFZCT.

The excitement has r=zached a fever pitch. Dancers are
orancing, waving scelps, brandishing rifles. Red Shirt
is riding in short galloping bursts back and forth
through the camp, followed by scre of his braves.
Perhaps a few of them still are waving the yard goods
and ribbon taken from Rynders.

Somewhat apart from the turbulent scene is a wagon
belonging to old Pony-That-¥alks. In it are his squaws.
We may ses--but not spot--the old chisftain and a few

of the elder members of the tribal council sgquatted before
a fire near the wagon.

Suddenly out of the darlkness and into the red glare of
the fires ride two figures--like blue apparitions:
Brittles and Tyree. They ride, eyes straight ahead, into
the middle of the camp and towards Pony-That-Walks.

There is a moment's hush as they appear, succeedsd by
SOREAMS of anger and astonishment and the braves begin
to converge on them and follow them. Some cf the riders

(CONTINUED)
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515 COHILL
; Every tribe in the territory...

elight, nine hundred...and

they're getting ready to strike

... We'lve got to strike first.

I'm glad the Major sent you out,

- 5 [

BRITTLES
He didn't send me...I came.
I'm not on duty.

COHILL
(incredulously)
Then, there's no change in the
crders?,..We still can't attack?

BRITTLES
An order's an ordcr, Mister.

He stands and locks at his watch.

BRITTLES
Mr. Cohill, my retirement does
not beconic effective until mid-
night. Until then I am an
officer in the Unlted States
Arriy. If I give you a written
order will you obey 1it?

COHILL
I don't need a written order
from you, sir.

BRITTLES
Nevertheless you'll get it...

He whips a stubby pencil and small pad from his pocket
and writes rfuriously.

BRITTLES
(during this)
It will prove helpful at the
court-martial...Sergeant Tyree!

TYREE
Yes, sir?

(CONT INUED)
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dash their horses up to them and rear up-~-challengingly.
With methodical calm, Brittles reins in and dismounts--
as does Tyree. He throws the reins to Tyree, who back-
stands him as he takes a few steps forward toward the
council fire of Pony-That-Walks.

As Brittles takes a step, there is the TWANG of a bow
and an arrow drives into the ground inches from his
boot-tips. Brittles looks up.

317 CLOSE ANGLE. RED SHIRT.

He holds his bow ready for another shot, a look of
malignant hatred on his face. The Indians HOWL thelr
approval at his challenge.

318 * FULL SHOT.

319
Brittles quickly stoops, pulls out the arrow, breaks 1it,
spits on it and flings 1t into Red Shirt's face. Red
Shipt has lost much face by this..but we must sense from
his expression, his convulsive grasp of his bow that it
will be but a matter of seconds befere he releases another
shaft. But in this split second old Pony-That-Walks hurries
into the scene, parhaps deliberately intervening his body
between that of Brittles and Red Shirt. A few other
elders follow him.

Pony-That-Walks is a magnificent old patriarch whose
dignity is in no way lessened by his reservation-Indian
speech.

PONY-THAT-WALKS
Nathonn! ©Nathonn! I am a Christilan,
hallelujah...Hah!
(he indicates Brittles'
knee--then pulls an
imaginary bow)
01d frisnd! Me! Long time.
Long time!

roudly he touches his chest--thus indicating to the
.others that it was he who gave Brittles his ¢ld leg wound.

BRITTLES
I have come 1n peace!

(CONTINUED)
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319
PONY-THAT-WALKS
(quickly)
Take salt, Na-~thonn, take salt!

He reaches a hand into a pouch at his belt and extends
the salt to Brittles and Tyree...as they dip up a pinch
and swallow it there is a disappointed HOWL from the
young bucks crowding around.

PONY-THAT-WALKS
Smoke pipe!...Good! Good!

The old Indian strips the cover from his pipe, takes a
brand from one of the other elders, puffs the pipe into
life and qulckly passes it to Brittles and Tyree. And
now the Indians crowding around step back, GROWLING
angrily but momentarily at least respecting the peace
pipe and salt.

BRITTLES
Pony-That-Walks rny heart is sad
at vhat I see...Your jyoung men
painted for war--their scalp
knives red--the medicine drums
talking..This is & bad thing.

PONY-THAT-WALKS
(nodding soberly)
A bad thing, Na-thonn...Many
will die...My young men....
your young men...No good, no good.

BRITTLES
We must stop this war, Pony-
That-Walks.

PONY-THAT-WALKS

(shaking his head sadly)
Toc late, Na-thonn...The young
men de not listen to me. They
listen to big medicine...Yellow
Hair Custer dead...buffalo come
back...Great sign....Too late,
Nathoni:.

(eagerly)
But you come with me. We hunt
buffalo together. Smoke many
pipes. 0ld friends, Nathonn...
We are too old for war.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
(rnodding)
Yes, we are too old for war.
But old men should stop wars!

PONY-THAT-WALKS

Too late, too late!...Soon many
squaws willl sing the death
songs, many lodges will be
erpty...

(eagerly again)
Come vwith me, Na-thonn...
hunt buffalo, get drunk
together, hallelujah!

BRITTLES
No, I must go, old friend...
I go far awvay.

The o0ld man locks at him a long moment and his eyes dim
and his shoulders droop in grief and resignation. Then,
with great dignity, he takes his peace pipe in both hands
and holds it out chest-high and offers it to Brittles.

PONY-THAT-WALKS
Then Na-thonn, my brother...go
in peace!

Brittles takes the pipe with equal dignity, turns and
remounts. The o0ld chilef raises his hand in farewell and
benediction as Brittles and Tyree turn and ride slowly
back through the camp. Brittles holds the pipe high,
for all to scse.

CLOSY STUDIES BRITTLES AND TYREE.

New, as they slowly ride through the camp, the Indians
begin to crowd menacingly again, with a note of rising
anger. We must fzel that any moment all hell will break
locse.

BRITTLES
Walk!...and unless you want
te loolk like a porcupine...
pray I don't drop this pipe!

(CONTINUED)
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As the CRIES grow sharper and we see some of the Indians
notching arrows to thelr bows, Tyree starts to squirm
as for a backward look.

BRITTLES
Don't look back!....How many
ponies in that herd?

TYREE
Six-seven hundred, sir...
along the creek bank.. It
ain't my departmsnt, Captain..
but I'd sure apprecclate an
order tc go faster.

BRITTLES
Easy...ea8y...
(then giving his
mount the spurs)
NOW !

And as both men spur thelr horses, there is a final tumult
of SCREAMS of rage and frustration from the hostiles; and
as they disappear into the derkness outside of the c¢amp,
there 1s a WHISTLE cf arrows behind them and the savage
CRACK of many rifles.

DISSOLVE :

£2XT., - CCHILL'S POSITION.
As Brittles and Tyree ride in and pull up.
BRITTLES
(calling)
Ready, Mister Cohill?

COHILL
Yes, sir...

BRITTLES
Men know their assignments?

COHILL
Yes, S8iv...

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
We'll lead down the draw and
nount at the crsek bottom...
Pass the word...

As the troop starts out, shadcwy and MUFFLED.

EXT. - ANOTHER FEATURE OF TERRAIN.

The troop silertly noving in ghostly fashion through the
night, the SOUND of ths Indian CAMP growing nearer.

BRITTLES
(softly)
‘Pass the word to mount!...
Get the brands ready
Guide on me... Forward...
at the trct...¥YO!

EXT. - INDIAN CAMP.

Willd dances still in progress, suddenly a BUGLE sounds
the CHARGE. The dancers are frozen in astonishment,
then all turn tc race toward the pony herd. (o.s.)

EXT. - FULL SHOT - TROOR.

The men are racing at the gallop, many carrying lighted
brands and torches, FIRING their carbilne=z or revolvers
in the air, some BEATING on their metal canteens with
thelr skillets...in eall, a panic-rousing cavalcade.

ANOTEER ANGLE.

As the troop reaches the vony herd. The beasts rear 1In
fright. Their few surprised picket-holders are helpless
to hold them back. NEIGHING and SQUEALING the animals
breal loose and arc driven through the encampment with

the troop in pursuit, Indian horse-holders running away
in terror.
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%26 EXT. - SERIES OF SHOTS - THE PONY STAMPEDE.

327

328

The nature of the ground and the number of the herd will
determine the exact shots. But 1t is the director's
intention to show the herd wildly racing through the
village, toppling tepees, scattering the warring braves.
The troops will follow at a mad gallop--not SHOOTING at
the Indians themselves, but IKTO the AIR and continuing
to make the maximum amount of NOISE and CONFUSION. As

a final gesture, some of the troopers will throw their
fire-brands into the tepees--causing them to go up in
flames. And any attempt at resistance by the Indians is
prevented, not so much ty the trocp, but by the wilad
disorder of the scenes which end with the Indians scattered
to the four winds--crouched behind rocks and in gullles--
while the troop continues to drive the herd away and

into the darkness.

EXT. - FINAL SCENE - PONY STAMPEDE.

The BUGLER is sounding RECALL and then ASSEMBLY at the
far side of the village as the troopers turn and wheel
in,

EXT. - FEATURING BRITTLES
as in b.g. the troop 1s gathering.

BRITTLES
Anyone wounded?

COHILL
No casualties, sir!

BRITTLES
That's what I c¢211 the luck of
o dog-doctor's assistant!...
Mister Cohill, have the troop
follow the tribes tomorrow--
riding a mile tzshind them all
the way... Walking hurts their
prids and your watching will
hurt it werse... And 1f they
court-martial you, remind them
your orders forbade you to
attack the Indians--they said
nothing about attaching their
pony herds.

(CONTINUED)
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He consults his watch.

BRITTLES (cont'd)
It is past midnight...I have
been a cilvilian for twe minutes...

He replaces his watch and unhooks his sabre.
BRITTLES (cont'd)

It is your sabre, Mister
Cohill--

COHILL
(accepting it)
Thank you, sir... .

BRITTLES
...And your Army!

He salutes, wheels his mount and rides off.

148

DISSOLVE.

329 EXT. - LONG SHOT - WIDE ANGLE - MORNING.

The troop 1s riding along, grinning broadly.

Ahead of

them--by twos, sixes and twenties, the scuffling braves

limping alcng.

Riding by Tyree is Fony-That-Walks, smiling very

contentadly.

TYREE
Well, Gencral, how you
standin' that leClellan
533ddle?

PONNY-THAT-WALKS
Hallelujah!

DISSOLVE.

330 EXT. - SERIES OF SHOTS.

BRITTLES RIDING westward, silhouetted, on varying terrain
to be chosen by the director...riding somewhat slumped,

unmilitary, dogged.

(CONTINUED)
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COMMENTATOR'S VOICE
And so Nathan Brittles, ex-Captain
of Cavalry, U.S.A., moved westward
then...westward along the Santa
Fe traill...toward the setting sun,
which is the timeless beacon for
all men... and he might have
reached the new sgettlements in
California, except...

EXT., - FULL SHOT - TYREE GALLOPING.
He begins to call out =--
TYREE
(calling out)
Cap'n -- Cap'n --
EXT. - FULL SHOT - BRITTLES.
He turns -- warily -- hearing a distant HAIL.
TYREE'S VOICE
(faint)
Captain! Captain Brittles!
WIDE ANGLE - COMPREHENSIVE ON TWO.

As Tyree spurs his horse towards Brittles...

CLOSE ON TwO.
As Tyree pulls in in a stop.

TYREE
(fumbling in blouse)
It's for the Captailn, sir!
.+.FOr you, sir! From the
Yankee Var Department!

(CONTINUED)
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' BRITTLES

‘takirg and

reading it)
Why, Sergeant...look...It's my
appointment as Chief of
Civilian Scouts... And will you
look at these endorsements...
Phil Sheridan... William T.
Shesrman...third endorsement,
U. S. Grant, President of the
United States...

(musingly)
Sergeant, I've drawn three aces.

TYREE
Yes sir... Just one ace missing,
BIXriaes

Brittles gives him a curious look.

TYREE
Robert E. Lee.

.
With o laugh, both men turn and start the journey back.
DISSOLVE.

335 EXT. - FORT STARKE - NIGHT EFFECT - COMPANY STREET
OUTSIDE ASSEMBLY HALL.

As Brittles and Tyree--dusty with travel--ride down
the main street, paced by an orderly.

ORDERLY
In here, sir...

As Brittles and Tyree dismount--somewhat curiously--
Sergeant Quincennon, in formal dress and wearing a sword
knot, opens the door and emergses.

QUINCANNON
The Major's in here, sir...

BRITTLES
(wonderingly)
Quincannon...?

(CONTINUED)
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Brittles looks hesitantly at Tyree, but Tyree backs away.

TYREE
Ain't my department, sir.

Brittles proceeds alone, and as he passes Quincannon, the
sergeant blows gustily in Brittlcs' face, then steps back
a pace within the lighted doorway of the assembly hall,
to stand like a major domo.

ANGLE ON DOOR - FROM INSIDE THE ASSEMBLY HALL.

As Brittles enters, Quincannon is facing the unseen
assembly, making his announcement.

QUINCANNON
(proud as hell)
Brevet Lieutenant-Colonel Nathan
Brittles! Chief of Scouts!

Brittles' head turns down the length of the room and he
comes to a stunned stop. And now the BAND LETS GO with
a series of RUFFLES and FLOURISHES.

FULL SHOT - THE ASSEMBLY ROOM.

The troop is drawn up in its formal best in a double
facing line, with the ladies of the troop standing with
the men. ZEvery sye is turned with happy expectation
toward Brittles as he stands travel-stained and
bewildered in the doorway. Slovwly then he makes hils
way down the lane between the ranks to where Allshard
and Abby, the two lleutenants and Olivia stand walting
for hinm.

ANGLE ON ALLSHARD GROUP.

With a broad smile, Allshard extends his hand to the still
overwvhelmed Brittles.

ALLSHARD
(smiling)
You're two days overduec---Colonel.

(CONTINUED)
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BRITTLES
I...I'm sorry...I...got here as
fast as...
ALLSHARD
(grinning)

Don't apologize...It's a mark
of weakness....

Abby now comes forward with a buckskin jacket, on which
are a ccionel's silver lesaves.

ABBY
We hope it fits, Nathan...

As she helps him on with it.

ABBY (cont'd)
There .0 .DCW . e .turn El.round - 8
Oh, you look fine...doesn't he?

-~ BRITTLES

You look pretty fine yourself,
Abby...

ABBY
(blushing)
How can I?...with that big ape
cf a Quincanrnon losing my best
corsets!

Cchill now comes forward--leading Olivia with a possessive
hand on her hand.

COHILL
Sir, perhaps you'll be surprised
to know that Miss Dandridge and
Il.l

BRITTLES
I knew that all along, Mister...

He looks at Pennell and smiles.

BRITTLES
Anyone above the rank of second
lieuterant could have seen that,
eh, Mister Pennell.

(CONTINUED)
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PENNELL
(with a grin)
There'll come a time when I'll
be the first lieutenant, sir.

BRITTLES - COHILL
(in unison)
In ten or twelve years!

And now the BAND STRIKES UP "She Wore a Yellow Ribbon"
and there is a general movement to choose partners and
begin dancing. Cohill reaches for 0Olivia, but she backs
away and comes closer to Brittles instead.

OLIVIA
Vill you stay for the dance....
Colonel?

BRITTLES

No...if you'll excuse me...

0livia knows he has a rendezvous and, with swvift under-
standing, takes the small ncsegay of flowers she has
been wearing and puts it in his hands--and then dances
off with Cohill.

Brittles looks at the flowers, then starts from the room.

ANGLE NEAR DOOR - QUINCANNON AND HOCHBAUER, TWO TROOPERS
IN BACKGROUND, SUGGESTING QUINCANNON'S GUARDHOUSE ESCORT.

Quincannon elaborately unsheaths his sword and passes 1t
hilt first to Hochbauer.

Hochbauer, with equal dignity and ceremony, refuses to
accept it.

HOCHBAUER
(to troopers)
Escort thes sergeant back to the
guardhouse!

And cautiously he slips a pint bottle into Quincannon's

Eaistband. Quincannon smiles his surprise and pats his
elt.

(CONTINUED)
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QUINCANNON
Hochbauer, I've hopes ye'll
meke a soldler yet!

And with great dignity, he marches out.

340 EXT. - FORT GATES.
Brittles slowly walking towards the gate. Again the
femiliar gesture of the corporal of the guard as he
comes out with a collapsible stool.
Brittles takes it and our last sight of him is

valking up the line--toward the cemetery silhouetted
in the evening sky.

FADE OQUT.

THE END






