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The main titles and the following foreword are superimposed over magnificent
action shots of furiously riding Apaches, to give an impresaion of the
savagery and desperation that set ths Apaches apart from all other Indian
tribes in the Southwest, There will be bands of Indians sweeplng past

"~ the camera in various directiong = -« groups of two and three riding
straight past the camera. This will be supplemented by music to set a
menace for our story which is not actually shown until mueh later in the
picturs,

FORIWORD

Until the Iron Horse cams, the Stagecoach was the only: meana of travel
on the untamed Amarican frontier, Braving all dangers, these Concord
c¢oaches = = = the "streamliners" of thelr day - « - spanned on scheduls
wild, desolate stretches of desert and mouvntainland in the Southwest,
where in 1875 the savage strusgle of the Indians to cust the white
invader was drawing to a closs, At the time no name struck mors terror
into the hearta of travelsrs than that of GFRONIMO &« « « leader of thoss
Apaches who preferrsd death rather than submit to the white man's will,

HHRHEREHERHERH

The U.S. cavalry encampment fades in against a tremendous vista of

desert and mountaing., It i3 early morning and the American colors are being
hauled up. A buglar somewhere in the forsground is tlowing the appropriate
call for the colors. In thae distancs ws sees riding rapidly toward the
encampment two frontier figures - - - typlcal scouts of the U.S. Army in
the year 1885; one white, the other an Indian,

This scene dissolves into the Bare Room with whitewashed adobe walls o
which 13 the headquarters of Captain Sickels commanding a troop of cavalry
stationed at the tawn of Tonto, Arizona. This headquarters building

¢an be near the end of the main street of Tonto for our purposss. We

sea the two flgures who came riding in across the desert so furiovsly.

The white scout wears buckskin, his hair long in the frontier fashion of
that day., The other scout is a full-blooded-Cheyenne, a powerful-l-oking
Indian who stands impassively. -Caph. Sickels and L&, Blanchard, the
latter a young officer just cut of "est Point, stand before a map on ons
wall which shows the Territories of Arizona and New Mexico as they were in
1885. An orderly stands near the door, A non-com of the Signal Corps is
also in tha room, near a pine table onwhich i3 a telegraph instrument,
Sickels also has a cruda desk made of pina wood which is littered with
maps and papers. The Indian stands watching but saying nothing as tha
white scout sweeps his finger down across ths map from the San Carles Rege
exrvation, There ia a fesling of tension in the room,



WHITE SCOUT
Apaches, Captain! The hills are swarmin!
with 'em, They've turned every ranch in
this section, (His finger sweeps the
map; now his head indicates the impaasive
Indian,) He had a brush with a raiding
party last night, Says Geronimo's behind
it.

The word has a atriking affect on Sickels and Blanchard, Even the
telegraph operator takes a step forward,

CAPl'. SICXFLS.
Ceronimo? '

WHITE SCnuT
~ Yes, sir. That's what he says,

CAPT. SICXTLS
(regarding the Indian narrowly),
If T thought ... (He breaks off and
turns to the white scout.) How do wa
know he's not lying?

WHITE SCOUT
He's a Cheyenne, They hate Apaches
worse than we do,

There is a moment of tension ag Sickels locks at the two men, comnvinced

now. The telegraph instrument begins to chatier, and Sickels turns %o
the Non~Com decisively.

CAPT. SICKTLS
Clear the wire to Lordsburg,

NON=-COM
(already sitting down to the telegraph
key). That's Lordsburg calling, They
seem to have gomething urgemt for you, sir,

The officers stand watching as the Non-Com clicks hig key in reply and
then takes up a pencil, writing as the instrument chatters. He has only
written a few words before the instrument abruptly stops. The NemeCom
tries his key, but the sounder is silemt., He tries it again, impotently,

CAPT, SICXTLS
(sharply). ‘Vhat's wrong?

NON=COM
(still trying his key). Line's gone
dead, sir, -



3

Sickels impatiently indicates the shadt of paper on which tha NoneCom
had begin to write,

CAFT. STCKXFLS,
What did you get?

NON=-COM,
Only the first word, sir, (Handing
ths paper to Capt, Sickels) "Geromime."

There is a silence that is hesvy with menace as the men look at sach
other.

The scene dissolves to the Tonto Strest where a few cow ponies and
buckboards ara hitched along the racks infront of the storss, %e hear
the clatter of horses and around the corner at the far end of tha gtreet
comes the stirring sight of a Concord ceach bounding along behind six
lathered horses, As the stage comes near, the vlew moves across the
street to the Oriental Saloon in front of which the Stigiecich is
pulling up. People are running out of the saloon and from stores to
sge the blggest daily event there is in town = = = the arrival of the
coach, Then the Stagecoach is seen closer, Buck Rickabaugh, the
driver, 13 an important and proud man, and loungers ¢all to him, eager
for rescogmition,

VOICES
Htya, Buck!
Howdy, Buck?
How's things in Blsbee, Buck?
Have a good trip?

During this the Shotgun Messenger, who has guarded the tressurs bex
from Bisbes, is jumping down to the sidewalk,

SHOTGUN GUARD
So leng, Buck,

The office of the Overland Stage Co, 13 at one side of the saloon and
from it emerge hostlers who begin unhitching ths horses, A couple of
other men begin wiping off the stagecosch and polishing its metal.
The stagecoach is a wonderful creation to this frontier town and the
pecple regard it much as people later would inspect a beautiful
foreign car. '



And new with the hostlers in charge of the horses, Buck, on the
driver's seat (with a part of the crowd appearing in the fore-
ground), can get rid of the lines. Through the crowd pushes the
Wells Fargo Agent in Tonto,

WELLS FARGO AGFNT
Howdy, Buck. Got that payroll for
the mining company?

BICK ‘
Shae's back in the Wells ¥argo box,

The Wells Fargo Agent climbs up to the top of the coach and

unlocks the box while Buck jumps down and opens the coach door,
Saveral passengers begin to get out « - - a big catileman with six-
guna at his hips, a well-dressed gentleman obtviously from the Fast,
and a tired-locking woman with a child in her arms,

A close view of the Wells Fargo Agent shows him taking out a heavy
package tightly corded in canvas and obviously comtaining paper currency
and very likely some gold., He slams the treasure box shut and starts
climbing down with the heavy package,

At the stage door the fourth passenger climbs out - - - a Tomto
business man, but two figures remain sitting in the coach. Through the
rear window Mrs, Lucy Mallory can be gseen, her cloak drawn about her;
she looks tired, yet there is great strength of character in her clear
face., Through the cther window, sitting on the froni seat, can bae
geen a meek littls man named Samiel Peacock. Themis something gloomy
and parsenical about his whole appearance, He looks thoroughly un-
comfortable and uneasy in this wild environmemt. Buck, with two or
three little boys tagging at his heels, proud of being close to such

a great man, sees that these last two are not getting out and he ad-
dresses them,

BUCK
You folks might as well streteh your
legs..,(He locks at Lucy, coughs and
corrects himself.)...your limbs, mafam.
We're changin' horses here.

He helps Lucy out and she holds her cloak about her, Her volce i3
crisp and well-bred with just a trace of Virginia in it,

LICY
Is there soms placs whers 1 c¢an have a
cup of tea?

Tea is not quite in Buck's lexicon, He scratches his head and speaks
poelitely.,



BXK
Well, ma'am, you can get a cup o'coffes
right there in the notel.

LIXY
Thank you, driver.

BICK
{who has a tender heart), You ain't
lcokin' very part, ma'am,

LUCY
(as she leaves), I'll be all right,
thank you.

Mr. Peacock is climbing out, a small black leather case in his hard,
He regards the Oriental Saloon gloomily and addresses Buck with extrems
politeness ard a slight nervous cough,

PFACOCK
Brother, i3 that s lieuor emporium?

Buck catches his srm protectively, lowering his volice,

BICK
Don't try to preach in there, Reveraend,
They'll shoot you full of holes,

Mr. Peacock i3 flattered, btut his honesty comes to the fore.

PEACOCK
Thank you = - - I'm not a preacher, brother,
(He coughs with slight embarrassment.)
I'm a whiskey salesman,

Buck is alightly "thrown" by this and he just looks at Paacock as the
little man goes toward the galoon door, In front of the Tonto Hotal,
which is at one sida of the Oriental Saloon, Lucy Mallory now appears
heading through tha throng for the hotel door when she is confromted
by a niceeloocking girl who is accompanied by a U.Se Army captain.

GIRL
Why Lucy Mallory!

LY
(gladly). Nancy! (To the officer)
How are you, Captain Whitney?

GIRL
What are you doing in Arizona?

LUCY
I'm joining Richard in Lordsburg. He's
there with nis troops,



CAPT. YHITNFY
He'a a lot nearer than that, Mrs,
Mallory. Hg's besn ordered %o Dry
Fork. That's the next stop for the
stagecoach, You'll be with your husband
in a few hours,

Lucy's face lights up with pleasure. But at that instant something
attracts her attention, ard we see what she sees, An immaculate
gentleman known only as Hatfield stops short in the doorwvay, ard gtares
for a split second at Lucy. Lucy reacts to his stare. Hatfield recovers
himself, lifts his hat politely, and walks %4oward ths galoon. The thres
who have seen Hatfleld are variously affected. The captain's wife loocks
after him indigngntly as he goes with easy grace toward the salocn door,

LUCY-
(euriocusly), Who is that gentleman?

The captain speaks quietly as his wife looks indignant.

CAFT, "HITNEY
Hardly a gentleman, Mrs, Mallery. A notorious
gambler, %He gives his arm to Lucy
and they go on into the hotel)

The U.S. Marshal's office is a one-story frame shack with 5 sign on the
window.Burk, the stagecoach driver, goes into tha offics. As Buck
comes in three men are present. "Curly" Wilcox, the U.S. Marshal,

sits behind a desk littered with papers,his feet propped cn one edge of
the desk, A couple of deputy marshals are lounging in the office. One
8its on the edge of the desk, casually picking up a prison photograph
from amongst the litter of paspers. Curly is lighting his pipe, as

Buck comes in importantly,

BUCK

Hello, Curly. T'm laockin' for my shotgwm guard.
He around?

CURLY _
(sucking at his pips under the lighted
mateh, and shaking his head). Out with
a posse, Buck = - « tryin' to ketch the
Ri.nga Kido

With the burming match he indicates the photograph which the deputy
is casually conning., He shakes out the match and throws it on the
floor as Buck locks swrprised. :

BUCK
I thought Ringo was in the pen.



—————

CURLY
Ha was,

BICK
Busted eut? (Curly nods, sucking his

pipe thoughtfully.)

FIRST DEPUTY
It's my guess the Kid's aimin’ to get
even with them Flurmsr boys,

SECOND DEPUTY
(tossing down Ring's picture). Yeah,
it was their testimony put him in the
ren,

BICK

(who likes his unofficial job of
carrying news from town to town). A1l
I can say i3 he better ksep away from
that Luke Plummer, Gosh, Luke's run
every friend o'Ringa's out of Lordse
burg, Last trip there I seen him hit
a rancher with his gun barrel an' lay
his head cpan like a butchered steer,

Curly's feet have dropped to the floor with such a bang that Buck locks
at him, wondering at the effect of his words,
CURLY
You seen Luke Plurmer? In Lordsburg?

BUCK
Yezh.

Curly gets up and reaches for a rifle which is lrarming sgainst the
wall, He addresses the deputies who are watching him curiously.

CURLYT
Tou boys take care of the office for a
¢oupla days, I'm goin' to Lordsburg with
Buck. (To buck in gruff explanation)
Goin' to ride shotgun.

In the Tonto Bank the Wells Fargo Agent is leaming on a counter behind
wnich gtands a prospercus-locking gentleman, Henry Gatewood, writing a
receipt, The package of money which the agent took from the Wells Fargo
bax lles on the counter. A big, old-fashioned iron safa is in a comer,
behind the counter. The bank is diagonally across from the Oriental



Salofsr and through the window behind Gatewoed the astagecoach can be
degeribed with a crowd of people around it as tha horses are being
taken out of the traces in preparation for the fresh horses.

Gatewoad seems to be a man who commands rsspect, and i3 certainly an
important man in this Arizona frontier town. At the front of tha
office thers 1s a wicket and an old cashier is doing some business with
a couple of ranchers.

CATTNOD
(smoothly, as he writes). Ever sincs I opened
this bank I've been trying to tell those people
to deposit their pay rolls here six months
in advance, It's good, govnd business.

AGENT
(pleasantly). Tt's good business for
you, Mr, Gatewood,

GATEMOOD
Hers's your receipt. Fifty thousand
dollars. {3miling affably) And
remember this = = = what's good business
for the banks is goed for the country.
(Resting his hand on the packet of
money sigmificantly) Money makes the
world go round, my friend. A business
man can't make money unless therdis
plenty of it in cirewlation. We're cut
off from the world in this slow-poke
toun. The placa to mske the big money
is in the Igst = = = in the big cities.

The agent has pocketed his recelpt as a frigid-locking termagant,
who has entered the bank, comes up t¢ the counter,

'MRS. GATRMNCD
I need five dollars, Henry.

QATEWCED

(reaching in his poecket, all smiles),
Why certsinly, my dear, certainly.
(To the agent as he spreads five silver
dollars on the counter) It takes the
ladies to put it in ¢irculation,
(Sweetly to his wife) What is it this
time, mg dear = = = a new dress or a
pair of shoss straight from Kansas City?

) MRS, GATEWQOD
(putting the money in her purse), I want
to pay the butcher, Now you'll be on time
for dinner, won't you Henry? I've invited
the ladies of the Law and Order lLaggue,



GATTCOD
Don't you worry, my dear. T'1l be
there,

Mrs, Catewocod goes on out, accomparied by the Wells Farge Agent, who
epens the door for her, Something not noticesble before appears in
Gatewood's face as he looks after them until the door shuts behind
them. He picks up the packet of money and starts for the safe,
scmething on his mind. He stops halfway and steps to the window and
‘looks ocut. Beyond him appears the stagecoach, a fresh gpan of horses
being packed into the rear traces. And now Gatewood makes up his mind.
Looking around to see that he ig not observed he pulls a black lagther
valise out from under his desk with one foot and begins putting the
meney into the valige,

On the Tomteo Street a group of sterm-faced women, all wearing badges,
march along almost in military order. In front of them, at a safs
distance, walks a girl named Dallas accompanied by a rathsr kindly,
middle-aged and embarrassed sheriff, And as they walk out and appear
closer it is obvious”$hat she is suffering inner distress, but

her mouth is set hard in an attempt not to reveal her feslings. And
then we see the ladies of the Law and Order League grimly marching
behind her.

The doorway of a house on the strset comes into view. WNailed beside
it i3 a sign which reads: Dr, Josiah Hoons, M.D, The door opens and
Dr, Boone hurriedly appears, a hard-faced landlady behind him, He is
somewhat unsteady on his feet but he hag not logt his optimism ad
gocd-nature, In his flight he hag hurriedly grabbed up an old blue
Union Army overcoat and a small bsg widch 1s his medicine case,

DOC BOONE
(placatingly). Now, my dear lady = = =

LANDIADY
(shrilly)}. Don't you "dear lady" me,
you old deadbeat! IL'm keeping your trunk
becauge you ain't paid your rent.

Doc gets himself balanced carefuily on his two feet, gets a better
grip on his overcoat and medicine case and 1ifts his hat jovially
t0 the angry woman,

DOC BOONE
nIs this the face that launched a
thousand aidps, And burned the topless
towers of Ilium? (He bows and almost
loses his balance,) TFarewell, fair Helen.
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Then Ids eys catches the sign and he leans over and wrenches at 1%,
determined %o take all of his stock in trade with Him.

LANDIADY
(tartly). Good riddance to bad rubbish]

The view expands as Doc is wrenching away at the sign, and oncs more

the marching procession comes into sight = - < Dallasg and the Sheriff

followed by the stern ladies, Dallas stops short at the sight of the

swaying figure of Doc Boone and, breaking awsy from the gheriff, runs

%o Boone just as he wrenches loose the sign and puts it under ons arm I ——
with dignity.

DALLAS
Joel Can thev maks me leave town?
When I don't want to go? Do I hava to go?

The women stop in shocked horror as the Sheriff goes forward, embarr;ssed,
and catches Dallas' arm, His volce is plaintive,

SHiRIFF
Now, Dallas, don't go makin’'’ no fuss,

Boone, Dallas and the Sheriff are now seen togethar, with the ladies
in the background., The sheriff is helplessly plucking at Dallas' arm
but she jerks free defiantly as she appeals to the amiable Boona,

DALLAS
Do I have to go, Joe? Just because they say so?
(She points at the ladiss, and a shocked
murmxr goes up from them.s

SHERIFF
Now, Dallas, I got my orders. Don't
blame these ladies, It gin't them,

DALLAS
It is them. (%o Boone,) What have I
dong, Joe? Haven't I ary right to live?

DCC BOONE
(patting her arm paternally, quite
unperturbed),  We have been struck down
by a foul disease called social prejudice,
my c¢hild., These dear l-dies of the Law
and Order League are scouring out the dregs
of the town. (Fxtending his arm gallantly)
Come, be a proud, glorified dreg like me,



SHERIFF
Tou shet up, Dec. You'ra drunk,

DCC BCONE
(with dignity), I'm glorified, sir,

LANDLADY

(spitafully from the doorway).
Two of 3 ldnd, Just two of a kind,
thats what they arei

DCC BOONE
(moving on as he gives his arm to
Dallas). Take my arm, my dear.
The tumbril is waiting. Allens,
Madams la Comtessa. To ths guillotine!

They mova on out of sight, with the Sheriff on the other side of Dallas
completely at a loss. Then the whola procession moves on, the landlady
locking at the platoon of her friends and calling out to them,

LANDLADY
*Wait #1121 I get my badgs. I'11l join you, girls,

Outside the Oriental Saloon, four of the horses of the stagecoach have
already been put in harness, and hostlers are now backing the leaders
into place and arranging the harmness, while an excited crowd of one
lockers is gathered around. Marshal Curly "lcox is on the box holding
the reins, his rifle shoved in the boot at his feet. Bueck Rickabaugh
is gtowing luggage on the top of the c¢oach and in the rear corpartment,
Along the sidewalk comes the strange procession, Dallas on Dr. Baone's
arm, the Sheriff self-consciously just behind, and the group of ladies
noew joined by the landlady, who is bringing up the rear.

Inside the Orlental Salconm, Hatfield, seen in profile, is dealing stud
to several rovgh-looking characters - - - a couple of couboys and a
prespector. Beyond this group in the foreground are the saloon windows,-
through which part of the stagecoach and tha surrouvnding throng are
vigible, Hatfield is dealing the cards around with dextarity when some-
thing catches his eys; from the right, whers the Tonto Hotel is, comes
Luey Mallory, accompanied by Capt. and Mrs, Whitney, moving toward

the staga, Hatfield stops dealing and his gaze follows Luey until she
has passed ths window. A cowboy waiting for his card, calls impatiently:
"Cardsi" Wheraupon Hatfield snaps out of his abserption and flips him

a card, His veolce, though cultivated, always seems to have a cold mocking
aedge to it.



HATFITLD
It's like seeing an angel in a jungls,
a very wild jungle,

COBOY
(as Hatfield flips the cards on around).
You talkin' to yourself, Hatiield?

Hatfield lays down the deck and inspects his cwn "devn card" as he
amiles mockingly.

HATFI' LD
You wouldn't understand. You've never
Seen an angel. Nor a great lady, a
gentlewoman, a thoroughbred,

CCWEQY
(disgustedly). Coms on, ace bets.

Through the window now Dallas is seen near the coach, the ladies standing
apart, staring at her and talking amongst themselves, whila Lucy and

the Whitneys wait at a 1little distance., But Boone has laft Dallas and

is entering the saloon, Halfway down the Bar, Mr. Peacock is writing

in an order book, the bartsender leaming on the bar opposite him. The
open sample case is on the bar at Peacock's elbow. Tha bartender haas
uncorked a bottle, sniffs 1%, recorks it and puta 1t back in the case

ag Peacock scribbles.

PEACCCK
If you ever go East, brother, come
out to my house for dinner. Nobedy
in St, Louis seta a better table than
my dear wifa,

And now Doc Boone comes to the bar in the foreground and motions politely
to the bartender, who comes to him suspiciously,

DOC BCONE
Jerry, in the past I will admit, as
one man %o another, that economically
L haven't been of much value to you,
But = - = (lowering his voice con-
fldentially)- - = you don't suppose you
could » « = gheme - - put one on credit?

BARTENDER
(shaking his head), If talk was money,
Dec, you'd be the best cusotmer I got.

DOC B"ONE
I'm leaving town, Jerry,
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BARTENDER
Honest?

DOC BOONE
Tes, my dear fellow, and I thought
you might, in memory of oure = =

BARTTNDER
(reaching for the bottls). Well, just
cne, Doc, )

He f1lls a glass and sets the bottls away again, and Boone turns the
glags in hisg hand, regarding the liguor with fond anticipation, The
bartender nods toward Peacock, who is ripping out the duplicata order
hlank.

. EART*NDFR
Here's a man goin' with you on the
stagecoach, Doe, He's an Fasterner,
from St. Iouis.

Boons 1ifts his glsss to Peacock bub his attention is on the glass rather
than on the stranger.

DCC BOONE
Tour health, Reverend!

FEACCCK
My nams is Peacock, doctor, I'm net
a maister « = - ahem = = (he coughs
hesitantly, )

BARTENDER
He's a whiskey drummer,

Boone coughs on his drink and sets down his glasa, a glow of friendship
coming into his red faca.

DOC BOOKE
What? Ch yes, yes. How are you, Mr, Haycockl

He has moved right over ard is shaking the 1little man's hand.

PEACCCK
Paacoclk!



DCC BOONE
Tou don't need to tell me, sir, A
familiar name, an honored name!l
I never forget a face or a friend.
(He peers at the open case,) Sa~nlea?
(He talkes out a bottle, regards it~
eritically as he uncorks it, and tAén
half drains i%,nodding sagelv,) Rys!
(At this Peacock hurriedly c¢loses his
case. )

Outside the Oriental Saloon now all is in readiness at tha Stagecoach,
the luggage plled on top. The throng 13 gathered around on the sidee
Wwalk« - = the characters we know and ths townspeopls and loungers,
Curly is on the box, holding the reins for Buck, who straps shut the
luggage compartment at the rear of the coach and comes arocund on the
sidewalk toward ths coach door as he calls out:

BUCK
ALl aboard, folks! Stage for Lordsburg!
All ahoard!

The saloon door cpens as he calls and Boone and Peacock come out,

Doc holding on firmly to the whiskey drummer who as firmly holds on to
his sampls case. A cloge view of Dallas shows her standing near the
coach door, the Sheriff keeping an eye on her. Her face is set amd
defiant now, her chin up, Dec comes to her with the whiskey drummer
and pats her arm, but she doesn't seem to notice him.

In the group of ladies, with Lucy and the Whitneys in the foreground,
Mrs. Whitney is now trying to keep Luey from getting into the stagscoach.

MRS, WHITMEY
Lucy dear, you can't travel with that
creature, ’

ANOTHER 1ADY

I wouldn't be cooped up with a thing
like that for anything.

NS, WHITNEY
She's right, dear. Besides, you're not
well enough to travel,

LucY
(determined), It's only a few hours,
Naney, I'm quite all right.

MRS. “HITNEY
-You'ra not, You shouldn't travel a
step without a doctor,
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LY
There i3 a dector, dear. The driver *
told ma,

A LADY

That awful man?

They leok off, and as they do Boone, Dallas and Peaccck coma into
view, forming a group near the coach door within hearing distanca,
Dr. Boone bows chivalrously in the direction of the ladizcs. « = =
Ard now Buck has ths door open,

BXCK
Get in, folks,

Lucy kisses Mrs, Whitney, and Capt. Whitney helps her into the coach

and then stands back. Lucy sits on the rear seat nearest the sidewalk
where she 1s visible through the windew., Doc Boone helps Dallas imto
the coach with no legs courtesy than Copt. Whitney showed to Mrs, Mallory,
the ladlies locking daggers at him. Before climbing in himself Doc

Boone turns and helps the whiskey drummer into the coach,

DCC ‘
(jovially), Hers we go, Peacock,
across the desert- - - gcarrying cur
ownt oagis, eh? Ha-ha-~hal

Buck slams the coach door bekind Doc and starts climbing to the driver's
geat beside Curly.

Dovm the street, with the stagecoach in the foreground at one side, a
detachment of ten cavalrymen led by yovng LT. Blanchard comss
galloping up the street, the crowd staring at them. The soldiers
pull in their horses alongside the stagecoach apd Blanchsrd whesls
his horse so that he is by the driver's seat.

Then Blanchard, seen nearer with Curly and Buck on the drivert's
geat, looks at Cirly, who leans down a trifle mystified, takes from
s pecket a bulky envelope, and extends it to Curly.

BLANCHARD
(erisply). Capt. Sickels asks if you
will deliver this dispatch in Lords-
burg the memant you arrive. The tale-
graph line has been cut,

CURLY
(taking it). Sure.
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BELANCHARD
Wedra going with you as far as the
noon station at Dry Forii. Therat's a
troop of cavalry thers. They!ll
take you on to Apache Wellg., TFrom
Apache Wells youfll have another
escort of soldiers into Lordsburg.,
You must warn your passengers that
they travel at their own risk.

Buck's eyes are bulging, and Curly looks puzzled,

CURLY
What's the trouble, Lisutenant?

BLANCHARD
Geronimol

The word has a dreadful effect on Buck, who half rises, trving to get
rid of the reins and speak at the same %tme, neither of which he
accomplishes. And on the sidewalk, the crowd loocks startled, and the
whisper runs amongst the peopls,"Geronimo!" making a menacing murmur,
It continues coming over as a close view of Hatfield shows him standing
at the saloon doorway nenchalantly. Then Curly and Buck on the box,
Blanchard on his horse alongside, are seen again.

BICK
(wheezily), I- - = I ain't goin',

CURLY
(gruffly), Set down!

Blanchard locks at Buck and his tone is cool with an edge of scorn.

BLANCHARD
Of course the Army has no authority over
you gentlemen., If you think it unsafas to
makka the tripe - =

BICK
(nervously). We have to think of the
passengers, lLieutenant,

Curly 1s stung by the tone of ths young officer, and he stares
Blanchard grimly in the eyes,

CURLY
This stage 1s going to Lordsburg. If
you think it ain't safe to rids alonmg
with us, I flgure we can get thers withe
out you soldier-boys.



17

There 18 a glint of admiration in the boy's eyes as he loocks gtraight
back at Curly.

BLANCHARD
I have orders, sir. I always ohey ardars,

Curly begins climbing down %o the sidswallk, Then the interior o tha
¢oach comes into view, the crowd on the sidswalk visibls through the
Windcwac

CURLY
(operdng the door and looking in).
Did you all hear what the ligutenant
gald?

LicY
Tes, we heard.

CURLY
Well, me and Buck are takin! this
coach through, whether they's any
passengers or not. Now whoever wants
to get out can get out,

Nobody makes a move but Peacock, who geizes his sample case and lunges
for the door. But Boone pulls him back into the seat. '

DCC BOONE
Courage, Reverend. Ladies first,

Peacock looks anxiously at the two women oppogite in the rear saat,

CURLY
Tou, Dallag?

DAILAS
(her voice harsh), What are you trving
t0 do « « - secare somebody? They put me
in here. Now let 'em try and put me out!

Curly turns to Lucy, his voice softened with respect.

CURLY
Guess you bettar get out, Mz'am.

LY
My husband is with his troops at
Dry Fork. If there's dangsr I want
%o be with him,
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DCC BOCNE
Bravoe!

Curly looks at Peacock questioningly, and the 1ittle man clearg his
throat and speaks meekly,

FEACOCK
Well, you ses, brother, I have a
wife and five children= = =

BOC B"ONE
(slapping him on the back). Then
you're a man. Bravol

Through the open door whare Curly stands Hatfield now pushes his way
through the crowd. Hatfield comes to the door and touches Curly on
the shovlder, his voice cold and cultured.

HATFIFLD
Room for one more, marshal?

Curly stares at him, astonished, while Lucy locks ovt the windew at
Hatfield curiously, )

HATFIEID
I'm offering mv protection to this
lady. I can shoot fairly straight if
there is need for it.

CURLY
That's been proved too many times,
Hatfleld. (Growling) Get in.

The gambler urbanely climbs in and seats himself next to the window on
the front seat which puts Peacock between him and Doc Bocne as Curly
slams shut the Coach door. Doc Boone locks at Dallas with a cheerful
amilﬂo

DOC BOONE
Waell, here wa go in the tumbril,cherie,
(He calls out the window as if he were a duka,)
Driver, the Placs da Greve!

The street comes into view, with the stagecozch, tha Cavalry and the
crowd as Buck, still very nervous about this trip, starts the horses.
The stage rolls down thae street, the soldiers wheeling into position
behind, leaving the crowd waving and calling to Mrs. Mallory. Then
the gstage and the soldiers turm az cormer as the scene dissolves to
the Edge of the Town with the stagecoach coming forward and the
soldiera at the rear raising a cloud of dust. A% this mement, however,
Buck in the driver's seat saws on the lines, The coach stops, and the
man who has {lagged the ccach comes inmto sight from the side, It is
%WWm,mam&w,unﬁ@chwwvﬂmm
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The banker then comss to the {ront wheel hub, gmlling ard pleazant,

GATETOD
Room for another passenger?

BICK
Sure, Mr. Gatewood, Goin' to Lordse
burg?

Gatewood notices the curiosity in the faces of Buck, Curly, and the
passengers, who are lookding out the windows.

GATEWNQOD
That's right, Just got a telegram. Had to
pack this bag and didn't hava tims to catch
you at tha Oriental. (Ha opens cocach doer,)
Well = = = I've made it anyway.

He ¢limbs into the coach ard slams shut the door, and Buck larrups his
horses again, yelling:

BICK
Hi, Susy! HL thera, Billy; Gitty ap!
Git alangl

The stageccach trundles on, and the scene dissolves %0 a picture of the
stage rolling dewn a winding road into Momument Vallsy, the horses
going at a good clip., Behind the staga the detachment of cavalry is
strung ocut. Dust rises behind them in a3 cloud, It is a hot, clear
morning. Young Blanchard comes into view, sitting straight in his
saddle, and then the ten cavalrymsn appear in formation behind him,

Now Buck and Curly on the driver's seat are seen close, behind them

the cavalry and ths vast stretch of desert. Curly, who has his rifle

in the boot and the muzzle between his knees, is svnk in thought, trying
to puzzle out something. Buck looks around nervously, meking surs the
cavalry is near. Then reflectively he reaches in his bulging pocket,
takes out a stone and throws it with sharp aim at one of the lead horses,
catching it on the rump.

BUCK
Git alang, Susy! (Nervously to Curly) If
they's amything I dontt like i%t's drivin!
a gtagecocach throvgh Apacha country.

CURLY
Sure funny, Gatewood keichin' us outside
town that way,
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BUCK
I took this job ten years ago so's
I could get enovgn money to marry
that Mexicsn girl, I been workint
hard gt it ever sinca,

CUHRLI
At marrigge?

BK
Yeg gir, I never sean so many relations
as my wife's got. VWhy I mugt be feedint
half the population of Chihuahual

CURLY
Don't it seem fumny to you? Acout _
Gatewood?

ETCK

And what do I get to eat when I'm
home in Lordsbturg? Fri;%clesl (He
ghrcws another pebble,) Gitty ap,
am!

In the Stagecomelh, Catewood is seated bastween Dallas and Lucy on the
rear seat, the vallse clarped between his boots, He exides importance
and respectability as he clears his throat and tries to break the ice.

GATE-OCD

Warm day, folks. (as nobody answers
he grows expansive.) Fine looking
bunch of secldier-boys back there. It
always gives me great pride in my
country when I sese such fiue young men
in the U.S. Ammy. Aayrbody know where
thay're going? ’

At this Paacock puts ids hands on his knees and leans toward Gatewood
with flutter in his voica.

FEACCCK
Brother, aren't you aware of..ee
«o{ coughing nervously)...wnat's happeqed?

CATEWCGOD
1 don't follow you, Reverend.

PEACCCK
I'mnot 8 sesasses
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DOC BAONZ
(cutting in) My friend is a whiskey
drummer. We're all going to be scalped,
Gatewood, Massacred in ons fell swoop.
That's why the soldiers are with usg.

GATEWOOD
(smiling patronizingly at Boone). You'rs
joking, doctor,

PEACCCK
(fluttery). Oh, no, he’s not. Oh,
dear ne. I wish he weras,

DOC BOONE
(cheerfully). It's that old Apacha
butcher, Geronime. Hae's on the
warpathe

GATTWOOD
(appalled). Geromims?

DOC BOONWE
Tou must have heard about it when
you got that message from Lordsburg,.

GATEWCOD
Oh, ye8= = = yes, -

Sweat springs ouf on his Iorehead and. he Takes out-hfs handkarchief
and meps his face, Speechless’ for thé moment,

On the driver's seat a close view of Bueck and Curly shows the latter
holding the rifle across his knees, deep in meditation, while Buck,
still grumbling, takes a stone from his pocket and tosses it with
unerring aim at one of the horses,

BUCK
Now, doggone i%, her grandfather's
comin' up from Maxico to live with
usd

CURLY
I can't figure out how he got
that messaga. ;

BUCK
Who, my grandfather?

CURLY
No, Gatewood, Sald he got a message.
Tha telegraph line ain't workin'.
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BLCK
Think of bringin' an old man up {rom
Chihushuas when he's minety-iwo years
Old-.

ClRLY
He can's 2§1p it.

BICEK
Yeah, but he's married a widow with
twalva children = - = bringin' 'em
along tool

The scene dissolving, ths stage and the follaring goldiers go down a
picturesque valley and ford a shallow strsam, and this is followed by
other scemss dissolving into each other:

The coach splashes through the water,duck yelling at the horses and
togsing pebbles at tha leaders. Blanchard rides into mid-gtream and
holds uvp his hamds to halt his men. He locses the reins, letting his
horse drinic, and the other soldiers break formation, doing likewise.
The stsgeccach has gone on ocut of sight,

The stagecoach appears lurching along through a canyon road. Tha
soldiers ars far benind.

Buck, on the box with Curly, is handling lis reins skillfully, malding
the six horses stream around a vertical wall of rock, Thare is the
sharp report of a rifle and Curly jerks up his gun as Buck saws wildly
at the ribbons,

The stagecoach comes to a lurching stop vefore a young man who stands
in the road beside his unsaddled horse. He has a saddls over one arm
and a3 rifle ¢arelessly swung in the other hand. Curly has btrought his
gun around in his lap, covering the boy, The passengers are leaning
out the windows on flrs with curiosity.

A close view of Buck and Curly on tha Bex shows that Buck's eyes ars
popplng with surprise as Curly speaks calmly to the boy,

CURLY
Hello, Kid.

It is Ringo, the boy of the prison photograph. His horse stands patiently
beside him, If Ringo is taken aback by Curly's rifle he doesn't show
it.

RTNGO
Hiya, Curly. Hello, Buck, how's
your family?
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BUCK AND CURLY ON THE BCX:

216814
Mne...(He clears the frog cut of
his throat.} Fine, Ringo, except
that my wife's grandfather...

_ CURIY
(gruffly). St up!

A close view of Ringo shows him grinnming,

RINGO
Didn't expect you to be ridin!
shotgun on this run, marshal. Goin!
to Lordsburg?

A larger scane now includes the coach,Buck, Curly, and Ringo beside
his horse. Curly is still covering Ringo who stands thera carslessly
holding his rifle by the lever.

CURLY
I figured you'd be there by this tima,

RINGO
Lame horse. (He gives the animal a
gpank and it hobbles off to one side.)
Looks llke you got another passenger,

CURLY
Yeah. (Ha stretches out his. hazmd.)
I'll take the Winchester.

Ringo makes no move to swrrender his gun through his manner is
friendly. His eyes smile up at Curly as ne drawls.

RINGO
You right need me and this Winchester.
I saw a coupla ranches burnin' last night.

CURLY
I guess you don't understand, Kid.
Tou're under arrest. '

RINGO
(with charm). I ain't arguing about
that, Curly. I just hate to part with
a2 gun like this,.

Holding it by the laver he gives it a jerk and i1t cocks with a click,
Curly's volce cracks like a whip.
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CURLY
Gimme that gun, Xid.

There i3 a clatter of horses on the hard road and Ringo looks arcund.
Then, past Ringe and the coach, the soldiers are seen coming around
the wall of rock at a canter, and the young lieutenant reins in begide
Ringo.

Ringo sizes up the situation and then with a good-humored shrug
bands hig rifle up to young Blanchard, who hands it over teo Curly,

CURLY
( gruffly to Blanchard), Thanks,

PINGO
Don'%t mention it, Curly,

Curly works the lever and ejects the shells frem Ringo's rifle,

then drops the gun into the boot, The boy opens the ¢each door and
climbs in. Curly neds to Buck, who yells at his horses and tosses a
gtone, and the ccach lurches forward again.

BUCK AND CURLY ON THE BOX: Buck is thinking, snd it 1S no easy matter
for Buck to think, He chucks ancther stons at a horse.

BUCK
Ciddap, Nellie, Git along, Susie,
(Glaneing at Curly) Doggone if you
aln't a smart huckleberry., You figured
the Kid was headin'! for Lordsburg all
the time, didn't you? (Curly just grumts,
scanming the horizen.) What'd he msan
he seen ranches burnin' last night?

CURLY
Apaches,

Buck chucks a stone and peers intently at the horses.
BICK N
(shaking his head with concern).
Don't Nellie seem a little lama? Musta
got a stomeiin. her shog.

CURLY
I ain't noticed it,

BUCK
Mueerde ain't galted right neither.
Must be something she et, Reckon we
bettar turn back?



25

Curly kmowing the reason-for Buck's desire %o turn back, doesn't even
deign to answer. He merely picks a stone out of Buck's pocket a1d
hurls it at 3 horse. Buck has to hang on to the reins with the added
speed.

Inside the stageccach, Ringo has seated himsalf on the floor with his

back against the door which is between Hatfield on the front seat and

Lucy on the rear seat., All the occupants, even Dallas, are openly or

covertly inspecting the new passenger, althopgh Ringo seems charmingly
unaware of the scrutiny he is undergoing. Gatewood clamps the valisse

more tightly betwesn his boots as he breaks the silence in a friendly

tona. ‘

GATEOCD
So you'ra the Ringo Kid,

RINGO
(lookdng straight at Gatewood, his
volcs casusl, drawling). My friends
just call me Ringe. (He smiles.)
Nicknama I had as a kid.

Doc Boone has been lighting a long stogle, He shakes out the match
ard chuckles at Ringo.

DOC BOONE
Seems to me I knew your family. Didn't
I set your arm once when you were, Oh =
- = (holds his hand knee-high off the
floor), Fell off a horse or something.

BRINGO
(sizing him up with keen eyes).
You Doc Hoona?

DOC ECONE |
I certainly am. Let's see, I d
just been honorably discharged from
the Union Army after the War of the
Rebellicn,

HATFIELD
( haughtily). You mean the war for
tha Scuthsrn Confederacy, suh.

DCC BOON®
(suddenly bristling). I mean nothing
of the ldlnd.

Ringo disregards the interruption, still locking at Boone with sharp
interesi.
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RINGO
That wag my kid brother hreka his arme
Tou did a goed job, Doc, even if
you was drunk,

DOC BOONE
Thank you, gson. Professional compliments
are always pleasing., (He flicks an ash
off his stoglie.,) “hat became of the
boy whoses arm I fixed?

The smile goes from Ringo's face and his voice is quiet as he locks
gtraight ahead of him.

RINGO
He was murdered.

The scene dissolves to moving views of the Stagecoach as it descends

into the dessrt country again, and then these dissolve to ancther

- pleturs of Buck and Curly on the box while Curly is scanning the

horizen vigilantly, his rifle acress his kmees, and Buck is busying
himgelf with the horses.

BICR
When you been arcvnd horses long as I hava,
Curly, you get to know 'em like they was
human beings. Take Susie there, Shs's
a doggone sight smarter than most pecple
I know, Lock at her put her ears wp when
I say her nama. Why, when I'm drivin! her
alone I can talk to Susie,

CURLY
Talk %o her then and stop talldn!
to me. I'm busy.

Buek locks hurt. He ignores Curly and flaps the reins.

BTCK
Giddap, Susie. Some folks ain't human, that's
all., Scme folks could learn from you to
be friendly-like.

In the Stagecoach as it lurchss and jolts heavily: Doc Boome is
puffing away at his stogle. Peacock sits with his hands on his
knees, an uneasy litile man, Hatfield covertly watches Lucy from
under the brim of nis hat, Lucy is leaning back, her eyes closed
wearily. Ringo leans back against the door and watches Dallas
with a curious interest, Smoke drifts from Boone's stogle past
Luwey I;nd she coughs and awakens, whereupon Hatfield locks at Boene
coldly.
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HATFIELD
Put out that cigar.

Doc locks at him astonished, and Hatfield indicates Lucy, who stifles
a second cough.

HATFIEID
You're annoying the lady.

Boone doesn't like Hatfield's tone but he is a kindly soul and he addresses
Iucy with digrity.

DCC BOGHE
Fxcuse mas, madam., (He tosses stogie oud
window,) Being so partial to the weed
myself I forget it disagrees with others.

Hatfield assumes Doc is cowed and fixes a cold eye on him.

HATFIELD
A gentleman doesn't smoka in tha
presence of a lady.

Boocne leans back and folds his hands over his plump belly, addressing
no one in particular in an amiaple tone.

DOC BOONE
Three weaks ago I took a bullet ocut
of a man who was shot by a gentleman,
The bullet was in his back.

Hatf4eld's eyes blaze as he stares at Bome, half rising.

HATTIELD
Are you insinuating.eeess

But Ringo has already, with quiet authority unusual in a man so
young, pushed Hatfield back in his seat,

RTNGO
Set down, mister. Doc don't mean any harm.

GATFOCD
(uneasily). Let's have no bickering,
gentlemen!

Dallas locks strangely at Ringo. There is no doubting the determined
character that lies concealed behind this boy's casual manner., But
the tensicn between Hatfield and Boone is only broken by Peaceck, who
unexpectedly leans forward, his volce meek.

PEACOCK
Excuse me, bubt doeS......{coughing)
anybedy knew a hymn?
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They all lock at Peacock and nobody even smiles, Peacock locks at
Ringo appsalingly, as a man who has shown strength, Ringo shakes
his head.

- RINGO
Not me, (He sees Dallas l-oking at him
and ha smiles.) I'1l bet you know
plenty of 'em, ma'am.

Dallas is speechless, and she can only lock at Ringo. Lucy looks out
the window seliconsciously. Hatifield regards the boy with faint
derision in his eyes. Peacock looks at Dallas appealingly, as if
expecting her to start a hymm. A dry smile curls about GCatewood's
meuth,.

DCC BOONE
Let us not be lugubrious, Mr, Hitchcock.
How many of you can join me in this?

He launches into "Ten Thousand Cattle Gone Astray,” that haunting old
song of the Texas ranges, in a booming voice that 13 not unpleasant,
though it has a husky whiskey sdge to it, For a moment the others
listen. Then one aftar another they join the song, hurming when they
don't know the words, until finally even the alcef Mrs. Mallery adds
her soprano. And now the stage seems to roll on more evenly and
cheeTfully,

On the bex ef the stage, Buck is driving and curly is scarming the
horizen ahead, the rifle across his knees., The singing grows louder
from within the coach, and Buck lapses into i% wheezily. Finally
even Curly joins, as the scene dissolves,

A station at Dry Fork: The road runs past a 'dobe wall about five faet
high, topped with cactus so that it can be used as a barricade if
necegsary. Behind the wall in which there i3z a wide gats made of poles,
is a wide yard and in thls a low adobe bullding, with corral attached.
There are fresh horses for the stage in this corral, together with
mistangs belonging to thosa at the station. A Mexican boy, who has
been standing on the gate holding on %o the high gate pole and peering
down the road, lets out a cry in Mexican and three or four Mexican
vaqueros, picturesqus, in their high peaked hats and colored shirts and
high boots, appear and hurriedly sing open the tig gate. Then thers
is a clatter and the Stagecoach comes into view at a good clip ard
Buck, yelling at his horses, steers the coach skillfully in through
the gate, the cavalry escort ¢antering up behind the stage.

Buck pulls his horses to a stop in front of the long low azdobe building
in the gtation yard, the Mexicans holding the gate open whilas the

soldiers trot in. Then the Mexicans swing the gate shut znd come on

the run to the stage horses, holding their bridles while Buck ard Curly
Jump down and Lt, Blanchard pulls his horse alengside. Buck opens the
door of ths coach and ths passengers begin getting out, their knees stirff,



2%

Billy Fickett, the manager, is coming cut of the doorway of the
station house, while putting on his vest. Behind him in the doore
way stands his wife, two children at her side. There is a surprised
lock on 21l their faces. Then the ianager comes from the doorway %o
the coach with the same surprised look. Hatfield has already helped
Mrs. Mailory, who looks weary as she holds her cloak about her.
Ringoe gives his arm to Dallas and helps her down the step. Flnally,
a1l the passengers are out of the coach in a little group with Buck,
Curly and young Blanchard, who swings off his mount, holding tks
bridle beside them, Gatewood has his heavy valise in hand.

cunLY
Hello, Billy. Where's the soldiers?

The Manager wipes his mouth with tha back of his hand and stares.
MANAGER | ;
Ain't no soldiers here= - = (looking at
Blanchard)= = = excspt you boys,

The group locks dumbfocunded now,

GATEOD
You mean there are no troops at this
station?

MANAGER

Ain't nobedy here but what you see.

LOCY
(anxiously). But my hvsbard, Capt. lallory.
I was told he was here,

MANAGER
He was, ma'am. Qot orders night
afors last to join the soldiers at
Apachs Wells.

Lucy, seen close, tries to be ccurageocus bubt the strain shews on
her faca.

Buck in the group, turns to Curly with a happy face.

_ BUCK
Well, I guess we got to turn back.

CATT FCOD
I can't go -« = - (But he catches
himself and blusters) See here, driver,
this gtage has started for Lordsburg and
it's your duty to get us there, .
(Loudly to Blanchard) And it's your
duty, my boy, to come along with us.
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BLANCHARD
(Politely). It's my duty Mr. Gatewood,
to obey orders. I'm sorry.

BICX
If you soldiers go back, Lieutenant, we
we all gotta go back.

PFACCCK
(meekly)., Yes, I think = - - that
is = = = (coughing)= = - I feel we
shovld all go back.

BLANCHARD
(to Curly) Capt. Sickels ordered ma
to return from here immediately. I
can't discbey orders.

RINGO
I think we ¢an get through all right,
c urly.

‘ BITK ——
(plaintively). Don't egz him on like
that, ¥id. I'm drivia' this outfit

and if the goldiers ars headin' back
50 am I.

DOC BOONE
How about a dxink, Billy?

MARAGER
Inside, Doc. (To Blamchard) T'm going
back with your soliers, Lieutenant.
I'1] hiteh up my buckboard soon as I
get fresh hosses for the stage.

CGatewood now turns on young Blanchard sternly.

GATFEI0QD
I call this dersertion of duty,
young man., L'll take it up with your
superior officers! T'1l tzke it up
with Waghington if necessary.

BLANCHARD
(quietly). Trat's your privilege,
sir, But if you make any trouble
here I'll put you under restraint,
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CGATZWOQD
Now don't lose your temper, don't:
lose your tempar.

CURLY
I'11 tell you how we'll settls it.
Wa'll taks a vote. Inside everybedy.
Billy, you get them horses changed.

Curly stalks toward the station doorway and the passengers stiraggle
after him. Gatewood lugs his wvalise, a frown on his face., Doe takes
care of the whiskey drummer, EHatfield goes with Lucy and Ringo falls
in behind with Dallas.

Tha scens dissclves to the Station lunch room where thersais a bar at
one gide. There are three pine tables in the room and Billy's wifa
is putiing focd on them, her twe children peering suyly from around
the end of the bar. Cuvrly has his six passengers and Buclk standing
around him near the tables. Gatewood still holds his valise, while
Hatfield has pullsd a deck of cards from his pecket and is idly
shufi‘ling them,

CURLY
New, folks, if we push on we can be
in Apache Wells by svndewn, Soldiers
there will glve us an escort as far
as the ferry, and then it's only a
hoot and a holler into Lordsburg.

BUCK
I - - = (He stops to clear the frog
out)af his threat and Curly poes right
CNe

CURLY
We got four men can handle firea:c'ms- - -
five with you, lingo. Doc can shoot, if
scher,

DOC BOONE

Foul slander, Curly. Uhy, when I was
traiming in '6le = - (his eyes fix on
Hatfield)e = - to put dewn the rebellionm
in the Southw « =

CURLY
We'll hear that later, Doc. (Ha looks
at Luey.) Now, Mrs. Malory, I ain't
goin' to0 put a lady in danger with
cut she votes for it,
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Hatfield stops shuffling his cards and locks st her.

LICY
I've traveled all the way here from
Virginia. I'm determined to get to
my husband., I won't te separated any
longer,

Curly looks past Dallag to Peacock.

CURLY
What's your vota, mister?

- RINGO
Whare's your manners, Curly? Ainft
you gonna ask the other lady first?

Thers i3 a moment of surprise as they all look at Ringo.

CURLY
Wh'y = = o Yo - o (TQ Dallas) Well,
what do you say?

DALLAS
What difference does it make? What
does it matter?

GATZEROQD
I vote that we go on! I demand it}
I'm standing on my legal rights!

CURLY
What do you say, Hatfield?

Hatfield doesn't say amything for a momemt, but cuts the cards in His
hard and locks to see what he has cubt, We see the Ace of Spadss In
Hatfield's Hand. Then Hatfleld looks from the card to Curly,

FIFIELD
Lordsburz!

CURLY
Four! You,Doc?

Doc realizes he is the center of attention and that it is an histoeric
moment, He regards the glasg in his hand.



a3

DCC BOMME
I am net only a philosopher, I am
also a fatalist, Somewhere, sometime,
there may bte the right bullet or the
wrong botile waiting for Josiah Doona.
Why warry when or where?

cunLY
(impatiently). Yes or no?

DOC BOOWE
Having this wisdom, sir, I have always
courted danger., During the late
war = « - (locking darkly at Hatfield)
= = « when I had the honer, sir, to
serve ths Union under our great President,
Abraham Lincoln, I fought midst shot
and ghell snd ths cannons'! roare = =

*  CURLY
Do you want to go back?

DCC BECONE
No! (He locks indigrantly at Curly and
turns back toward ths bar.) I want
another drink,

CURLY
That*s five (Looking at Peacock)
Heow about you, M. Hanceek?

FEACCCK
I «««T1would liks %o go on, Brother,
I want to reach the bosom of my dear
fardlly in St, Louis as gquick as possible
- = = but I may never reach that bosom
1f we go on. Under the circumstances
= - = I « - « you understand, go back
with the bosome ~ - (coughing)e= = « I
mean with the soldiers.

CURLY
One against! Well, Buek?

BUCK
I-uw

He clears his throat to try agaim, tut Curly cuts in promptly.
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CImLY
Buek says aye, That's sixi

Buek makes futile motions but Curly has already tuvrned to¢ Ringo.

CIRLY
I'm votin' your proxy, Kid, Tou go
with me, -

RINGO
Nothint' gonna keep me out of Lordse

burg, Curly.

CURLY
(looking at him grimly). Thers sure
ain't., (Then to all) Well, folks,
that settles it. We'rs goin' through.
Buck, you get them horses changed. Set
down, folks, Eat your grub.

Curly moves to the table at the left, Peacock moves to the table at
the right, Hatfield draws out a chair at the middle table for Lucy
and she seats herself, Gatewocod also sits down at the middle table.
Dallas stands where she is, uncertain whers to ait down. She knous
she is not expected to sit at the middle table, but Ringo is une-
aware of this. She starts to move toward Curly's table but Ringe
pulls out a chair opposite where Lucy has sat down.

RINGO
Set down here, ma'am.

Dallas hesitates for a split second. Then sha gets her coufgge up
and takes the chair,

DALLAS
Than% you, (And Ringc sits down beside
her,

At the middle table, Lucy laocks embarrassed, and Gatewoed looks
superior, but Ringo dcasn't notice, Dallas, trying to brave out
thedr hostile glances, reaches for her cup of coffee, and Ringo
passes her the sugar with a smile. Hatfield makss tha break:
Ha looks from Lucy to Dallas, then he pushes back his chair and
bows stiffly to Luey.

HATFIELD
May I £ind you antther place,
Mrs. Malory?

LUCY

(rising)., Thank you.



35

Ringe stares, he can't understand it. Dallas spills some of

her coffee and the cup rattles as she sets it back in the saucer,
whers upon she looks down at her plate. Gatewoed, not to be oute
done, rises pompously to prove his own respectability. At the

table, at the laft, Curly sits alone, walting for Buck but already
eating. Hatfield pulls out @ chair and seats Lucy. Then hae sits
dewn as Gatewood comes to the tabla, At the middle table, Ringo,
sitting alone with Dallas, is perplexad as he looks toward the threa
who have left his tabls, Then all at once hie thinks he understands
the situation and he glances apologetically at Dallas! dewrcast face.

RINGO
(sheepishly), Looks like I got the
plagus, don't it.

DALLAS
No = = = it's not you,

RINGO
Wgll, I guess you can't break out
of prison and into scciety in the
sama week, (As she deesn't 1lift her
face {rom her plate and he rises apolo-
getically) T'm pretty dumb for sittind

dowm with a lady like you, Thanks for
not movin' awsy like they did.

She catches his arm and suddenly there are tears in her eyes.

DALIAS
Please! Pleasa don't leazve me!

He sits down in his chair again, lodking at her with a straight
grateful gaza.

At the table at the right, Peaccck is trying to eat, but he has

no stomach for foecd, he is in the throes of a bad case of nerves.
Doc Boone comes from the bar with z botile and planks it down on the
table, humming t¢ himself, He pours a drink for himself ard starts
to pour same into Peacock's glass, but the drummer stops him
nervously.

PEACCCK
No, no, thank you, doctor. I...e.s
(coughing nervously)eeese. I naver
toueh it .
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Dec is flabbergasted and merely looks at Peacoclt as at some inereciil
freak of nature. Ths little drummer leans forward shyly, real distress
in his countenance.,

FEACCCK
I kmow what you're thinking, doctor.
I'm an unfortunate man, Thate......
(pointing at the bottla)ees....has
been my downfall,

DCC BOONE
Not if you den't drink it, Mr. Petccck.

PEACOCK
{politely correcting), Peacock.
_# DOC ROONZE
Sdmo

PEACCCK

You see, doctor, you called MBeessess
(coughing hesitantl¥)e...... Reverend,
Everyone deces, And why? Becausa that
was my true voeatien,

(he drops his voice.) In my youth I
lived a blamelsss life. I plamned to
becoms a man of the cloth., And thefe..
oonc(sj-ghing deeply).......x fall in
love with Agatha,

LCC BOCOME
Oh, I see. She married scmeone else
and in desperation yoUeseesss

PEACPCE
No, ne, doctor, she marrisd me. (Doc
looks at him blankly and he sighs again.)
She inherited this whiskey business. (He
coughs sadly and shakes his head.) It
changed my whole life.

ECC BOONE
I don't ses why, sir.

PEACCCE
(coughing). You don't know Agatha,
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A close view of Lucy and Eatfield at the table at the left shows her
suddely laying down her fork and resting ter head in her hand, looking
pale. Hatfield addresses her anxiousiy in a low polite tone,

HATFIZLD
Yourtre ill, Mrs. Mallory?

Lucy straightens up, fighting off navsea.

Lucx
o = = = it's just- « « I'll be all

right.

Hatfield pours her a glass of water and she drinks some of it, a3
he regards her anxicusly.

LITY ‘
Toutre very kind.......Why? L e

HATFIFID
In-the world I live in one doesn't
often see 3 lady, Mrs. Malleory. I'm
only doing my duty as a Southernm
Gentleman.

She looks at him curiously,

1Y
Have you ever been in Virginia?

He hesitates as if %o evade the question or shape a lie, But shs
waits, locking at him with her clear direct gaza, and he ‘drops
bis voica.

HATFTELD
I was in your father's regiment.

Lucy locks at him wonderingly.

LY
I should rezmember your name. You'rs
Mr, = = = Hatfield?

HATFITLD
That's what I'm called, yes.

At the middle fable, Dallas and Ringo, seen close, have finished
their lunch. Ringo can't help watching her and she sets dewn her
coffas cup sell-consciously, '



DALLAS
Why do you look at me like that?

RFINGO
Just tryin' to remember. Ain't I
see you somewhers before?

A frightened lock comes into her eyes.

DALLAS
No! No, you haven't!

FINGO
Oh, sure, you're right. (He smiles
shyly.) I wish I had though.

Nervouély'sha toys with her spoon, not looking at him,

. DALIAS
I know you- ='= I mean I know who you are.
guess everybody in the Territory does.

RINGO
I used to be a good cowhand, few years
back. But= « = things happened.

DALLAS
{thinking of herself). Tese - -
things happen. That's it. (She looks
at him.,) Now they'll take you back to
prison.

A thin, titter smile touches his lips and his voice is law.

NGO
Net +411 I finish 2 job though- - -
in Lordsburg,

DALLAS
Zut you can't You're going there as
a prisoner. (Ringo looks a%t her and
grins as if to say, "Ive figursd out
tougher things than that.” But he makes
no reply.)

Finally, the entire Lunch room comes into view, taking in the thrae
tables and the bar. The door opens and Billy Picketi appears.
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Hosses changed, Buck! i1l ready, Curly!

There is a scraping of chairs as they 2ll get up, then the scene
dissolves to the Station yard: Fresh horses are harnessed to the
coach, and the soldiers are re-mounting, Billy Pickett hzs tha
buckboard hitched, his wife ard children are in it, the woman
holding the reins, The passengers are getting into the Stagecoach.,
Hatfield helps Mrs. Mallory inside. Ringo helps Dallas in. Dec
Boone ¢limbs in after Peacock. Buck picks up Gatewsed's valise ard
starts to put it up on top with ths other luggage, but Gatewocd
strides in and grabs at it angrily.

GATT™O0D
Here = = = can't I turn my back?

BUCK
(meekly). I was jest goin! %o put it
on top, Mr, Gatewood. (He lets go of
valise.} Mighty heavy, ain't it?

CGATTWOOD
Mind your cwn business!

Curly is watching Gatewood as he climbs in the coack with His
precious valise. DBuck climbs up on the driver's seat and Curly shuts
the door,

Curly climbs up besids Buck. The gate is starding open. The
Mexican viaqueros have the six horses which brought the stagecoach
s far., Each rides a horse, leading a second. Buck chucks a
stone and the coach turnms out through the gate. Blanchard follous,
his men behind him, Behind the soldiers Billy Pickett, in the
buckboard, flaps the reins and follows,

Now the stagecoach turns right on the road in front of Dry Fark
Station., Blanchard leads nhis men left. The buckboard and the
mounted Mexicans follow close bednd the cavalrymen. The two
groups draw apart. Then the scene dissolves to a moving view

of tha Stagecoach in desolate country, an hour or two later. Thera
is no soldier escort now. The people are alone and on their own.

Then we ses Buck ard Curly on the Box. Curly, the rifle aeross his
knees, scans the horizon vigilantly. Buck chucks a stone at Nellie,
and clears his throat, inviting conversation. But Curly pays him no
heed. Finally, Buck can't stand the silence and tvrms as if Curly had
spoken,

BUCK
What'd you say?
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CIRLY
(looking at him as if he wers crazy).
Nothin?,

2ICK
(meekly). Oh excuse me. (He pops a
stoepe at a horse; then bursts out
indiznantly.) Wall why don't you say
somethin'? A man gets nervous settint
here like a mummy, thinkia' about Indians!

 CUmLY
You say somethin'., TYou been talkin!
all day without makin' any sense.

BUCK
(belligerently). All right here's
somethin' that makes sense! If I was
you I'd let 'em shoot it out!l.

CURLY
Lat whe?

BUCK
Luke Plurmer and the Xid. (as Curly
merely locks straight ahsad) They'd
be a lot more peace on the frontier
if Luke Plummer wzs too full o'lead
to hold his whiskey.

CURLY
I ain't sayin' I don't share your
sentiments, Buek, tut you're a tom
fool. First place Luke would kill
the Kid in a gunfight. Second place
if Luke did get shot ha's got two
brothers jest as ornery as he is,
and if Ike Plummer didn't kill the
Kid then Hank Plummer would, (He
spits off disgustzdly.) Nope, safest
place for Ringo is in the pen and I
aim to get him there all in one Piece,
Time he gets out Luke Plumer will of
picked a fight with the wrong man and
it'1l all blew over.

BICK
{looking at Curly with astonishment).
Well I'11 be doggoned! I dome you an
injury, Curly,., I thought you was after
the reward.



CURLY :
(reproachiully). Why the ild's o1d
man and me was frierds. (He stares
off at the horizon.) Besides I can :
use that five hundred in gold. _ s

In the stagecoach the passengers are seated in the same positions as
during the morming. The heat isstifling, and dust drifts in through
the open wWindows, The ccachl jolts and jounces as it whirls along at
fourteen miles an hour. Gatewood is plaving the indignant man-ofs
affairs while Doc¢ searches for a bottle in Peaceck's sample casa.

GATEWOOD
I can't get over the impertinence of
that young lieutenaptl TI'll maks it
warm for that shavetail! I'll report
him to Washington! We pay taxes to
the government and what do we get?
Not even protection from ths Army!

Dec pulls a bottle from the sample-case and holds it up to
Peacock ingratiatingly.

DOC EOONE
Mind, Reverend?

PEACOCK
I.eesess(coughing mournfully) It's
not your fault, doctor, you'rs addicted
to the vice, It's the fault of men like
ne .

Gatewcod disregards the interruption and continues blowing off.

, GATF00D
L don 't know what the government's
coring to! Instead of protecting
business men, i%'s poking its nosa
into business., Why they're talking
now svout having bank examiners....
(snorting)....as if we didn't know
hoaw to run ocur own banks. I actually
had a letter, doctor, from some popinjay
official saying they were going to
inspect my books!

DOC BOONE
( lowering the bottle from his
mouth with delight)., Aaaahh!l

Gatewood directs his attention to Hatfield and Peacock as being the
only resvensible gentlemsn.



Fingo grins and

GATEVOCD
I have a program, geniliemen, that
should bs -lazoned on every newsw

paper in the covntry. simerics for

Americans! Don't let the government
meddle with business! Reduce taxesi
Our pational debt is shockinge - =
over a billion dollars! What the
country nees is a business man for
Pregident!

DCC BOONE
(amizbly holding uwp thae bottle).
Yhat tha country nees is more of
this.

Gatewoed regards Boone frostily.

GATTWOOD
Tou'ra drurk, sir.

DCC BOONE
I'm happy, Gatewood. (3erensly.) In
ry youth 1 was an uphappy man, oppressed
by ths sorrows of the world. I locked
about me and saw that life was a hopelaess
tragedy.But I found a way out. (Tapping
tha bottle) Fuddle!

Peacock twists his hands ard his voice quivers with feeling,

PEACOCK
Ch doctor, dector, I can't bear to
hear you going on like that, You're
a fine man, besotted by that poison.
It's on my conscience!

DCC SOONE
(kindly). WWhat you need, my friend,
is a little fuddle,

PraCCCK
(execitedly). I'1Ll never sell it
again! o matter what Agaths says,
I'1l never sell it again! Let ma save
you, dector!

Eefors Boone can realize what is going on,Pescock has seized the

bottle and flung it out the window.

Then Peacock grabs tp his

sampla case to fling it out, but Doc grabs it. There is a momentary
turmeil in the stazgecosch as the o¢ther men try to quiet them.
Finally Doc gets possession of the sampls case and Paacock is

pushed back into his seat by Ringo and Hatfield,
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The scene dissolves to views of the Stsgeccach winding through
different country, of the horses struggling up a mountain grads

as the dise of the sun is riding the summit of the hills beyond;

of the horses struggling as they pull the coach, Buck chucking stones
at them and yelling, wrging them on.

In the stagecoach, the passengers look weary and their shoulders are
covered with dust. Lucy is in obvious distress, locking very ill ard
worn out, Hatfield sits back, his hat shading his eyes, his gaze on
Luecy. Doc Boona is blissfully ssleep and snoring. Peacock sits stiff
and miserablee - - a wispy little man. Catewocd peers out anxiously.
A terrific lurch of the stage wakes ths sleepers and throws Luey over
on Catewood's shoulder. She stifles a sound of pain and straightens
up with difficulty, Gatewoed helping her.

' HATFIZLD
(argrily). Blast that driver! Why
doesn't ks watceh whers he's going?

Dallas leans across Gatewood sympathetically and ventures for ths first
time to address Lucy.

DALLAS
Wouldn't you like me to sit beside
you? You cculd lsan on my shoulder,
Tou leck so tired,

Lucy pulls herself together and her coel tene rebuffs ths girl.

LICT
No, thank you.

Dallas shrinks back into her seat, flushing., A closeup of Ringe
shows him looking puzzled in Lucy's direction, and a closewp

of Lucy shows her biting her lip and turning her face away {rom
Ringe, locking out the window at nothing.

Hatfield, seen with the group, locks at Lucy anxiocusly.

HATFTIID
How are you feeling Mrs. Mallory?

LicyY
Is thers any water?

RTNGO
I got a canteen, ma'am,

"Mmile he i3 getting out his canteen Peaccek speaks with a shy,
nervous cough.



PEACCCK
Ahem= = - when do we reach Apache Wells?

GATEVOOD
Sundown, the driver said.

' DOC BOONE
We'll soon be there.

Ringo offers the canteen to Lucy, but Hatfield reaches out and takas
it.
HATFITLD
One moment, Mrs. Mallory.

He produces a small silver cup from s closk and £fills it from the
canteen, then offers it to Lucy. She drains it gratefully, end

loocks at the cup, following which a clese view of the cup discleses ~

a crest on it and a Latin inscription: "Ad astra per aspera.” Then
a clese view of Lucy reveals her locking at the cup and trying to
recall somsthing from her remory. Finmally, she locks at Hatfield,

LY ”
T'm trying to remember whers I saw
that inscrintion. Wasn't it Ashbrrn
Manor?

Hatfisld's face i3 masked as he replies.

HATTLITLD
I wovldn't know, Mrs. Mallory. You
see, I - - = L won that cup on a wager,

The group comes into view, and now Ringo is holding the canteen and
waiting for the cup, tut Lucy hands it across to Hatfield instead
of to Ringe, and Hatfield is pockating the cup as Ringo spesks.

RINGO
How about the other lady?

Hatfield says nothing and Ringo extends the canteen to Dallas.

RNGO
Sorry I haven't got a silver cup.

DALLAS
(quickly). I like it better this
way. {She puts the canteento her
Iips.)
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Tha seene dissolves te the Apache Wells Statien st sundown as the
stzge comes lurching through the gate and stops in the wide ysrd.
The coach is covered with dust and the horses are lathered. Several
Mexican vaqueros come ruring from the corral and take the bridles
of tha lead horses, speaking in Mexican amongst themselves, From
the doorway of the main building comes the station manager, a pot-
bellied Mexican named Chris, Buck and Curly jump dowm fram the box,
and Buck is full of that joy which follows averted danger. Curly
opens the door to let the passengers cut and Buck greets Chris
gleafully.

BICK
Howdy, Chris, Seven hovrs from Dry
Fork. That's fast driving, amigel .

Buck doesn't notice that Chris is standing with his mouth open,
t00 amazed to speak.

CURLY
(as the pagsengers climb out). Get
tha folks a bite to eat, Chris, while
we changs horses, Wa're pushin' right
on to Lordshurgz.

But Chris just stands there staring as the passengers get out in a
cheerful huddls.

CHRIS
(finding his tongue at last). Yeu
come without soldiers?

BUCK
(a2 hero). Sure, we wasn't scarsd.
Never seen an Apache, did we, Surly?

CURLY
(ignoring Buck). Where's the cavalry,
Chris?

BUCK

Yeah, where is the soldiers?

Buck, Curly and Chris are seen together now, forming a group.

Buck's jubilant expression is rapidly fading as he looks more

closely at Chris! unessy face, and then Chris makes a helpless
gesturs with his nands.

CURLS
Ain't no soldiers.
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BUCK
Huh?

CH®IS
Soldiers gone,

The group now consists of the passengers, Chris, Curly and Buck,
Ringo glances at Dallas but her expression shows nothing,
Gatewood blanches, Peaccck lets out a moan, Doc Boone is
philosophical, and Lucy pushes forward, her face taut. Then sha
is seen closer with Chris as she confronts the littla Mexican,
and for the first tims she shows signs of cracking up.

LTCY
Whera's Captain Mallory? WVhere's my
hustand? Where is he?

CHRIS
You s wife= « « I think?

LUCY
(frantically). Yes, where is he?
Did he go with his men?

. CHRIS .
Si, senora. (He motions toward the
hills,) Leetle~ - - what you call it
~ = w gkirmish - ~ =« with Apaches last
rmight. (Hesitantly) Soldiers taks
Captain Mallory to Lordsburg= « = I
think., He get = = = hurt, maybe.

LICcY
(standing very still). Badly?

CHRIS
Well.easssay€S, SENOTa.

The grovp shot now forms 2 tableau for a moment, and Lucy's sheck
overshadcowsz for the time their cwn disaster. 3Suck is speechless
anyway. Dallas, her heart going out to Lucy, steps forward and
puts a hand on her arm,

DALLAS
Mrs. Mallory, et Meeeeesse

LICY
(pulling her arm free, her voice
firm), I'm all right, thank you.
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Hatfield staps to her side gallantly and she takes his arm to
steady herself. Ringo seesthe look in Dallas' eyes and steps
to her side, putting his arm over her shoulder, The others
just stand there helplessly until Curly takes command.

CURLY
Inside, evervbedy! Inside!

The scene dissolves to the Lunch Room as the group enters. It is a
fairly large room with bare whitewashed walls, a bar at one sidas,
several tables and chairs, Lucy comes forward, through the door that
leads to the yard, on Hatfield's arm. She looks terribly sick but is
fighting for strength and self-control. Behind them coms Peacceck, Doe
gripping his arm and carrying the sampla case; Dallasg and dingo,
follewed by Gatewood lugging his heavy valise; and finally Buck ard
Cirly., Doc geoes straight to the bar, while Hatfield brings Lwey to
a table, and pulls out a chair, full of concern for her.
HATFIELD
Sit down, Mrs. Mallory. I'11 get youa
a glasg of water.

He turne away to tha bar, disappearing Irom view. Luwcy gropes for tha
chair, fighting for self-control, and then putting her hand to her
head collapses in a dead faint, The group sitands petrified for 2
moment, Doc with a drink in his hand, Dallas goes straight to the
fallen girl and drops on her knees beside her, Hatfield hurries

from the bar and stoops down with a glass of water, The othsrs
converge on tha unconsciocus girl.

Leey is now concealed from view by the huddle of bodies, all peering
down. Curly pushes through and stoops, pleking up Lucy in his arms
as though she were a child while Deoc, talancing his drink carefully,
peers at her. Curly jerks his head at Doc a8 he starts for the door
at the far side which leads into a passage off which are bedrooms.

CURLY
Come on, Dce,

The scere moves with them to the passage door as Curly carries Lucy
through it, followed by Dallas and Doc Boone, the latier still
carefully balancing his drink and waliing none too steadily.

Catewood, Hatfield, Ringo, Buck and Peacock all stand in an awkward
huddle, not knowing what to do. But Peacock, father of fiva, knows
the signs and he breaks the tense silence with a shy little cougn.

PEACCCK
Poor woman, I wonder if ....



GATEWDCD
A sick woman op our nandgl! That's
all we naeded!

Hatfield gives him a savage look but says nothing., Buck clears a frog,

out of his throst.

rUcK
I == =1 fael kinda sick ryself.

GATENOOD
(raging). We're in a fine fix, my
friends., It's a fine country we'we
living in, The Army has no right to.

leave a public place like this undafénded!

PINGO
Locks to me like the Army's got its
hands preftity full, mister,

L8

The passage door opens and Dallas cames out follewed by Curly.
Curly locks strnned and for the first time unequal to a situatien.
A close view of the others shows them all looking at Curly and Dsllas.

Chris joins the group of men.
HATFIELD

(breald.ng the tension sharply as Dallas
approaches them, Curly following her).

How is she?

Dallas doesn't amswer him, but turns to Chris.

DALLAS
Have you 3 wife?

CHRIS
Si, senora.

DALLAS

Call her. (Turrizg to Ringe) Go into
the kitchen, plsase. izke some water
hot,

RINGO
Tes, ma'am.

DALLAS
We'll need lots of Water seee
clean water.
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She goes toward the passage door again, leaving the men standing in
sturned silence. Caly Chris moves, and he goes toward the yard door.

At the passage door, as Dallas goes through the door, Doc Bocone comes
out, walking with concentration on his balance and care not to spill
the drink vhich he still has in his glass. Se heads forward and past
the thunderstruck group of men - - - Gatewoed, Peacock, Hatfield, Buck
and Curly. As he passes them toward ths bar, Hatfield looks gfier him
with a kind of repressed fury,

EATTWIFLD
A fine menmber of the mgdieal profession!
Drunken swinal

At the bar, a close view shows Doc carefuvlly pouring his drink
back into the bottle, driving in the corlt and setting ths bottle
asids. Only then does he turn, steadying himself on the bar, and
his face appears full of purposa.

DOC BOONE
Get ma coffea = - = lots of coffee = « =
and black!

At the yard door Chris is now standing in the doorway, yelling out
for his wifg: "Valdma! Yaldma! ... Frontol® and then the view
dissolves into the kitchan whers Ringo, his sleeves rolled up, is
shoving sticks of wocd into the glowing range, and kettles and a
dishpan £illed with water are already beginning to steam. On ona
corner of the range is a huge coffes pot, Curly has Doc in a
kitchen chair near this corner, Doc drains a tin cup and Curly ra=
f£ills it from the coffes pot,

CURLY
That makes four, Doc,

Dec drains the tin cup, his face purpling with the effort, but he
holds cut the cup manfully again,

DCC EBQONE
Mere, and blacker!

CURLY
(looking apprehensive). Ain't that
enovgh? You'll busi,

DOC BOONE
Keep 'er comin', Curly!
(Curly splashes the cup to the brim
again and Doc puts it to his lips heroically,
gasping with tha effort.)
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In the lunch room, the other men are ncw seated around a large pine
table, Haifield is nervously cutting his deck of cards, testing his
luck by some scheme of his own, Feacoeck is {fwiddling his thumbsg
helplessly., 3Suek is mowrnfully rattling his pocketful of stene,
locking extremely uneasy. Gatewoed is angrily biting at a sandwich.
Chris is coming to the table with another plate of sandwiches. All at
once Peacock, who 1s almest facing the open yard door locks up from
his thumb=-twiddling and leaps to his feet with a blood=-curdling yell.

PTACCCK
Savages!

The men all look up startled. Suck nearly jumps out of his skin,
spilling soma stones from his pocket. The others get to their feet.

In the Tard Deorway stands a full-blocded fpache girl,not without a
trace of savage beauty. She stands there like an evil shadaw, her
eyes darting arcund at the strangers. At the table Peacock tries te
get betrind Buck and Buck tries to get behind Peacock, and neithar
succeeds, Chris tries to calm them,

CHRIS
That's my wife = = « my SQUEW = = =
Takima,

Peacock's voice is in a high key as he guavers t¢ Chris,

PEACCCK
But she =« « - she's 3 savage.

CHRIS
51, senor, she's lesetle bit savage - -
"----Ithink.

The Apache girl slips into the room with the grace of a snmake. Chris
makes a motion teoward the bedroom door snd addrasses her as though she

were a chattel, speaking in Mexican., The men all watch her wmiil she
gas vanished through the passage door. Then Gatewcod Surns sternly on
hrise

GATEYCCD
There'!s something sbout tids., That
girl's an Apache! .

BCK
Teah., (He clears a frog out of his
throat.)

CHRIS

Sure, she's one of Ceromimo’s pecple
= « = I think, (Crinning) Maybe not
g0 bad to have Apache wife. Apaches
don't bother me - -~ = I thirk,
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Buck and Pescock have sunk down into their chairs again, and Buck's
voice is wheezy as he clears his threat.

BUCK
I hope her family don't come.

CHRIS
I buy Yakima for two horses. Of
course shs don’t like me ruch = « =
T think. She like big Apache buck,
mavte.

Suddenly they 21l look toward the kitchen door as it 1s heard opening.
- - - Doc Boone enters, followed by Curly. Doc Boone is different
man mew, a good professional man, sober as a judge. Thay cress to
the passage door and Curly opens the door for Doc.

CURLY
Co on in there, Decc, and save them
two lives. {He shuts the door behind
Doc, )

They are all looking atthe door where Dcc vanished. Then Curly
approaches them slowly and sits down heavily in the only umocccupied
cheir. They all sit there waiting for what is going to happen as
the scene fades out,

PART TWO

The kitchen fades in. It is night, hours later, and an oil lamp on the
wall near the stove lights the room dimly. Yakima, the squaw, enters
from the passage on mcccasined feet and crosses to the stove. She dips
a gourdful of water from a pail on the fleor and pours it into a kettle
on the stove. Suddenly she lifts her head listening, and lookding toward
tha rear door, the upper half of which stands open to the moonlit anight.
Then she softly glides to the half door-and stands locking out and
listening. The lamplight behind her, the mooniight on her face, Yakima,
now seen close, seems to hear something significant although nothing

but the stamp and shuffle of horses in the corral can be heard,

Threes slinking figures emerge from the shadcws at the corral. It is
the vaqueros. They 1ift a bar and lead three horses out, dropping the
bar soundlessly into place again. Noiselessly they climb into the
saddles. A closeup of Yakima at the Kitchen Door shows her listening,
a curicus smile glinting in her black eyes.

In the luzch room, sitiing around the “able, are curly, Buck, Peaccck,
Ringo, Gatewood, Hatfield and Chris, and Hatfield is dealing cards
around. All at once there is a thudding of horses past the window and
out through the gate. They all jump w except Feacock and rm to the
two windows, Curly grabbing up his rifle. Buck's voice rises above the
excitzment as they peer out intec the night.
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BUCK
It's them vaqueros! They've run away!

The scene dissolves to a beautiful view of the full moon rising over
dountains - - - a long, lonely vista, the silence of which is broken
by the long~drawn-out nowl of a coyota, Then twe Coyotes are seen
gilhouetted against the moon on 2 rise of ground; they lift their
muzzles and tha mournful c¢ry is heard again. .

In the lunch room the men are now sitting around with their hands shoved
into their pcckets in various postures, too worried gven to play cards
now. There is a candle stuck in a bottle on the table. The cards lie
strewm about., Chris enters from the bar and seis a bottle on the table,
Eatfield pours himself a drirk, Cirly sucks gloomily at his pipe. Buck
nervously ratiles the stones in his pocket., Peacaock clasps and wclasps
his hands, sweat standing out on his psle forehead. Ringo is rolling

a cigarette, The howl of 2 coycts is heard agein. Then the sound
merges into a high thin wail much louder than the coyotal's and they all
hunch up listening.

BICK
Them coyotes girme the creeps. They
sound jest like....(again She high
wail, louder)....jest like a btaby.

Tnis time the wail is unmistakably a newbornlaby®s squall of greeting
to life and they all get uwp as if on sirings, turning to watch the
ragsage door.

And now Dallas stands at the Passage Doorway, the little bundle of
wziling life wrzpped in a bigger bundle of blanket. The last tracs of
nurdrness has vanished from Dallas as she holds the infant in her arms,
ani there is 3 glow of wonder in her face. She shands a moment in ths
deTway, a smile in her eyes, then comgs into the Mg room. Then the
seenz draws back to inelude the men who crowd around Dallas in awe, all
wrying to peer into the bundle. 3Buck is completely overcome and he
gues on like a wheezy phonograph.

BICT
Well T'1l be doggoned! Well T'1l be doggored!

Dallas' voice is @proud as if the child were her own, her smile tendsr
and maternmal.

DAZLAS
It's a little girl.

EUCK
Well I'll be doggoned!
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Curly puts out a careful finger and touches the baby as if he weren’t
sure it was real. Then he throws back his head in a shout of laughter,
the only way he can relieve his feelings, and he claps Buck on the
back hilariously.

CURLY
You got another passenger, Zuck!

Again he roars with laughter, and everyone is smiling now excepb
Hatfield, who touches Dallas' arm, his eyes intense with amxiety,

HATFIELD
How is she? How is Mrs. Mallory?

DALIAS
She's going to ke all right. -
A closeup of Ringo shows him looking at her; and Dallas, seen close with
the baby in her arms, is beautiful with the lamplight glowing on her
face.

The men are then seen crowded around Dallas and the baby ag through
the passage door behind her comes Doc Boons, weary with the strain
and terribly scber, He seems unaware of all the excitement and
enthusissm as he heads past the men for the bar but Curly slaps him
on the back boisterocusly as he passes.

CURLY’
Thres cheers for old Doc Hoonel

Buck grabs Curly's arm and indicates ithe passage door,

EWCX
Sssssh) Quiet!

Doc comes to the bar, and methodically, as if he had just been
interrupted a2 minuts ago instead of many hours, he tskes down nis
bottle, uncorks it and pours out the drink which he poured back when
all this began. His face is gray and lined. EHe downs the drink and
refills his glass. Curly, Buck, Hatfield and Feaccck approach jubllantly
and line up at the tar bteyond Dee. Doc silently pushes the bottle toward
them, and Chris goes behind the bar and sets out glasses. Curly and
Buck are hilarious., Hatfield is pleased and aloof, Peacock is excited
ard flutiery., Doc Boone disregards them ard sesms unaware of anything
gxcept his own weariness., 4s Chris fills the glasses Peacock leans on
the var politely.



PEACCCK
Water, please. Just water,

Chris shoves a water pitcher toward hinm.

CHRIS
Here you are, padre...

Chris fills a glass for himself and Curly raises his cwn glass
exuberantly.

CTRLY
Well, boys, here's to the new traveler]

BICK
What 'l we christen her?

PEACCCK
(beaming as he lifts his glass of
water). My wife's nams is Agatha =
« = (Ha coughs shyly.) I adways
thought it was a pretty nams,

CURLY
She's vorn at Apache Walls. Lat's
call her Little Apache,

BUCE
(lavgidng). She ain's no Indian.
CURLY
(laughing). YTou thought she was a
coyote,
3CCK
(triwmphantly). Let's ¢all her Little
Coyote.

Curly lets out a roar of laughter and slaps Buck on tha tack. They
all 1ift their glasses.

) CURLY
Come on, toys, here's to Little Coyote!

The scene disselves to the Kitchen where Gatewcod has set dovm his
valise and stepped over to the pail of spring water on the floor.

He takes up s ladleful of water for a drink. The Apache girl, whe
has been standing in the shadows, glides over and picks wp his
valise, Qatewood sees her amd dashes the ladleful of water hard
into her face. She drops the bag with a thump and looks at him with
murder in her eyes as he grouls.



GATENOOD
Keeps your hands ofifl

The scene dissolves to the station yard affording a close view of

Ringo, who lecans against a wagon wheel or a ferce or a tree,

smoking a cigarette and lecking thoughtil as the rmoonlight falling
through branches of the tree makes a pattern of light and shadcw across
him. But something catches his eye, A% the station house a shaft of
lamplight pours out on the ground as the dcor is opened and Dallas

steps out, closing the door tehind her. She too is caught up in 3 mocd,
and comgs walking forward.

Ringo shields the glow of nis cigarette in the palm of his hand and
his gaze follews Dallas. OShe walks psst Ringo within a few paces,
not seeing him, her figure bright in the moonlight. She vanishes
through the gate,

With a guick motion Ringo flings away his cigarette and sfarts to
follcw her, but stops short as his rame is whispered from close at
hand. Chris steps out of the shadows and comes closeg to him, his
manner secretive. The boy looks at Chris, wondering what is up,
CARIS
(in a low, warning voice). I know
why you go to Lordsburg, Kid. I liks
you. If you know who's there you
stay avay = = - I think.

RINGO
(guardedly). You mean Luka Flummer?

CHRIS
(nolding up “hrree fingers warningly).
Like = = = Tkag = = = Hank = - = 3ll
there together,

A wild shine comes into Ringo's syes and he grips Caris' arm eagerly.

RIKGO
You sure of that? (As Chiis nods, Ringo's
eyes laugh,) Thanks, Chxis. That's
all I wanted to know.

CHRIS
You crazy il you go - - - I think,
You stay away, Kid. Three against
oneg no good,
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From the house Curly's voice is now calling, "Hey, Chris! Chris!™ and
the pot-bellied Mexican slips out of sight toward the yard door. =Ringo
turns and looks again at the gate whers Dallas vanished and then steps
off lightly to follew her.

The scene dissolves to a beautiful view of a Hillsids, some distance
from the station. Dallas emerges from the shadows and comes out into
the moonlight, looking out over the desert, ghostly in its vast
expanse., Her experience of the last few hours has deeply affected her,
taken all the defiance out of her face, and softened it into beauty.
Thoughts of what she might have been seem to bhe crowding into her heart
as sha stares off at the scene. And now behind her appears Ringo; he
camea around z rock and approaches her. She turns, startled, btut his
veice is casual,

FLNGO
You cughtn't go too far, Miss Dallas,
Apaches like to sneak up and pick off
strayse.

Ag she deesn't answer, he comes abreast of her and they stand looking
off %o the far, moonlit mountain ranges.

RINGO
I watched you with that baby = = -
that other woman's baby. Tou locked
- = = (he can™ find the words)= = -
well, nica.

She sits deown on a reck without replying and he sitc deown beside her
and takes off his hait, swinging it idly between his knees. Neither
locks at the other,

RINGO
Yeu visiting in Lordsburg?

She gives him a quick glance and then looks awsy again.

DALLAS
No, I = =~ » I nave friends there,.

Ha plcks up a handful of pebbles and idly chucks one away. S
Dallas twms to him and her pent-up thoughts comz out with a ru

DALLAS
Why don't you escape, Kid? Yhay don't
you escape?
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RINGO
(chucldng another stone). I aim to
Miss Dallas - - « in Lordsburg,

DALIAS
"My Lordsburg? Yhy don't you gat
over the Bordar?

Ringo weighs a pebble in his hand, not looking at her, and his voice
is full of unshakeable purpose.

RINGO
My father and brother was shot doun
by the Plummers. I guess you don't
lmow hew it feels to lose your cun
folks that way. (He chucks a stone.)

Dallas looks off over the meoonlit plains and her voice is dull and flat,

DALLAS
¥y people wers killed by the Indians.
I was just a kid., There was a massacre
in the Superstition Mountains,

-

He locks at her in swprise, but she is lockdng off at her own dismal
childheed,

RIXGO
That's tough, on a girl. Tt!s 3 hard
country,.
‘ DALIAS
You have to live, no matter what happens,
RINGO
(chucking a stme somberly), Yaah,

that's it,

They lock off for a moment, deep in their cim vhoughts, Ringe trving
Lo muster ¢courage to express what he fesls. Finzlly he turns to her

ard his voice, at first awkward and nalting, grows in emotion.

RINGO
Lock, Miss Dallas = - = you got no
folks = = - neither have I, Maybe
I'm crazy to ask youU « = « DUt = = =
welle - « I still got a ranch ascross tha
Border. Ii's 2 ulce place= - - treese -
~gTass~ = « a house half buili. Ycu sze I'm
aSking = - = %ell, what I mean is = - = a
man could live there - - - 2nd 2 weman.
{He looks at her helplessly, exhausted ty
the effort, and mistakes har Scar-bright
eyes for rebuka.) Oh, I gvess I'm erazye
- = bein' closs o you like this,
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Dallags looks at him as if she can't believe her own ears,

DALLAS
You don't know mel You don't
know who I amd

RINGO
T knew all I want to know., Youlre
the kind of girl a man wants to marry.

Dallas tries to resist the rush of fzeling that possesses her, bub
he takes her hand in his., Suddenly there is a crashing sound and
Ringo springs up and faces back., Curly is seen striding toward
Ringo, his volce gruff with suspicion.

CTRLY
What you doin' out here, Kid? (He
sees Dallas.) Oh it's yeu, Dallas.
(He steps up to Ringo, his voice
stern.) You come aleng. Stick clese
to the reservation, ‘

The scena fades ocut,
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PART THREE

A room at Apache wells fades in. It is early next morning and all the
men are bunked down on the floor in various positions. Gatewcoed has
appropriated the bunk. Doc Boone has his head on the drummer's sample
case., Peacock is curled wp in a corner, completely swathed in a quilt.,
Curly and Ringo sleep side by side and we are not yet awars that the
marshal has menacled his ankle to Ringo's. EHatfield looks elegant even

in sleep. Buck is snoring. The door pushes open violently and Chris
shakes Curly.

CaERIS
Curly!

Curly, sits up, half swake, and locks at Chris' round eyes as he grunts.

CURLY
What's wrong, Chris?

CHRIS
(excitedly). My wife, Yakima. She
run away. When I wake up she's = = =
(making a wide gesturs with his hand)
- = e FOTIE,

Curly grewls at him reassuringly as Peaccck sits up nervously with the
quilt draped around his shoulders, and ths cther men ara getiing te
their fast,

CURLY
The way you bust in here you'd think
we was bein! atiackeds You can find
another wife, Chris.

CHRIS
Sure I find another wife; Bui she
take my rifle and my horse! I never
sell her, T love her so much. She
carry me all day and never get tired!

BUCH
Your wife?

CHRIS
My horse! Find wife easy, yes, but
fot horse like that!

GATZT00D
I knew that woman was a thief,
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Ye has been sitting up in his bunk and the words are no sconer out of
his mouth than an awful thought hits nim. He leaps from the bunk with
a ¢ry and stumbles about the room, flinging off blankeis,

CltRLY
What's the matter with you, Gatewoed?

GATEWOCD
My valisel Whera's my valise?

Buck pull a blanket off his pillow, uncovering the va ise,

BUCK
Here. I been usin® it for a pillow,
Thought you wouldn't mind,

Gatewood grabs it with a shaking hand and glarss ai Suck,.

GATEWCQD
Didn't I tell you to keep your hands
aff my things?

During this we see why Ringe has not risen, for Curly has thrown off
the blankets and is unleocking the manacls that unites their anltles.
Ringe gets to his feet and stretches. 4An awful thought ldts Buck,
and he turns on Cwrly nervously.

BUCK
Say, if that Yakima finds a bunch of
Apaches sha'll bring ‘em right back
here,

BATFIELD
(quietly). That's what I'm thinking,

CHRIS
My wifle's peopls thev won't bother
me= = - I think,

BICK
(wheezily) Thery tother ma.

DCC ECOHE
(who has got stiffly to his feet).
Bar open, Chris?

GATZHO0D
(impatiently). Whai are wa wasting
time for? Let's make a bresk for it.
HATFIIOID
(staring at him coldly). We got a
delicate woman to consider.
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GATEWCOD
Well, do you want her to stay here
and be butchered, witlh the rest of
us?

CURILY
Now quiet dowm, boys, we ain't
butchered yet., Eut you're righte -~ -
we'd better get goin' for Lordsburg
soon as we can. (He turms to Dec
whe is at the door headed barwgrds.)
- Dee, take a lock at the patient.

BUCK
Zeah, and Little Coyote.

In the bedrcoem: Lucy Mallery is propped up on pillows, helding her
baby to her breast while Dallas is brushing Lusy's hair., The door
opens and Bocne comes in and addresses Mrs., Mallory cheerily.

DCC BONKE
Gocd morming, TYou're locking chipper
today. (He locks at Dallas.) You're
up early, Dallas.

Dallas smiles and ifrs. Mallory locks at her; Dallss seems transfigured,

LUCcY
Sha didn't go to bed, Dector. I'm afraid
she sat up all night, while I slept.

DALLAS
Ch I slept in the chair a lat,

Lwey locks at her, kncwing betier, and Boone chuckles.

DCC BCONE
I11l bet you did.

DALLAS
Wall it was nice to stay awake and
hold the baby. (She pulls back the
coverlet to show the taby.)} Look,
Doctor- « « isn't she a dear?

pGC EOQUE
(poking the bakty). We've got o get
you to Lordsturg, Little Coyote.
(He chuckles as Lucy locks a% him,
puzzled.,) That's what the boys
ciristened her last night from the way
she squalled, Little Coyots. (He
takes Lucy's wrist, feeling her
pulsa.) Hew do you feel?
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Fine, Doctor. 4 bit tired. (Then
amciously) Do you think my husband...

DCC BOONE
(cheerily). Now you're not to think
about that. The best medicing he
can have is to see you two safe and
sound, You make up your mind to
get there.

’ 1ucY
(quietly). I have, Doctor.

DOC EBOONE
That's the talk. (He lays her wrist
doun and pats her pillows back.} You need
mors strength. Hast all you can.
Dallss, maybe you can fix up some broth.

LY
(indicating a plate and cup on a
chair). She has already,

LCC DOONE
Good! (%o Dallas) That Indian girl
isn't around, How about soma coifes
for ths boys?

DALLAS
I've got water on the stove.

She goues to the door, hesitating as if she wished to spezk with the
doctor further. Pubt he is patting the pillows ard fixing the coverlet
as Dallas goes out,

DOC BOONE
Try and sleep {or a while, 1little lady.
(He beams at her teasingly.) And
don't lock so proud. I've brough
hundreds of 'em into the world and
each new one is always thes pretviest,

In the Passage Oubside Luey's Bedroom, Dallas is waiting as Dec
Boene cames out and shuts the deoor. Zs comes to Ger and she stops
him, her voice low and intense,
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DALLAS
Aingo asked me to marry him. Is it
wrong, for a girl like me? (He stares
astonished and she catches his srm.)
If a man and woman are in love i%'s
all right, isn't it, Joe? Tell me it's
all right.

BCC BMONE

Tou're going to get hurt, child, worss
than you've ever been hurt. Don'i you
know that boy's headed back Lo prison?
(she is silent and ha goes on.) 3Second
place, if you two go into Lordsburg
together he's going to find out all
about you, ”

DALLAS
(quietly). He's not going into Lordse
burg. (After a pause) A1l I wanb is
for you to tell me I'm right,

Qld Boone looks at her with a depth of understanding. There is soma-
thing regretful in his eyes which sea that Dallas is on ice that is
too thin,

DOC BCONE
Who am I %o tell you what's right or
wrong, c¢hild? Go ahead iI you can
do it.

Tears are almost in her eyes as she squeezes his hand and whispers,

DALIAS
Thanks, Jce.

She hurries away from him down the passageway. He looks after her a
moment and then goes through the Passage door into the lunchroom,

In the lunchroom, Gurly, Buck, fingo,Catewood, Peaceck, Hatfield and
Chris are gathered around the bar in a tensely waiting grovp, Thay
all watch Boone as he comes across %o Shem.

CURLY
W2ll, Doe?

DCC BQONE
Eoth doing fize. She's a real soldier's
wife, that young lady.



GAT RICOD
(eagerly to Curly). That mears we
can go.

Chris has slid a bottle to Doc and Boore is pouring a drink.

DCC BOONE
Not for a day or so, if you want
my professional opinion.

GATFICOD
Vhat do you me2n a day?

0oC BCONE
A stagecoach is hard traveling. Cive
her a Jitile time to gain strength.

BICX
(plaintively). Gosh, we oughta get
going.

PrACOCK

(clasping his hands nervovsly). I've
had five children~ - = (coughing)e=-
I mean my dear wife has = « - and

- = = much ag I dislike to say it in
this hour of our trial, I = = =
ahem= « -« I believe the doctor is
right.

DCC BCONE
Spoken lilke a man, Reverend.(Then
to Curly) OFf course if you say we've
got to start I can't nold out against
you.

GAT=I0CD
I say we'lve got to get out of here
before the Apaches find us, That's
common sérse! '

. EATSTE
(looking at him icily). Nobody is
going to endanger that lady and child,

GATEYOCD
(irritably). "hat do you mean danger?
Aren't we in worse danger hers?
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CURLY
If we argue this thing out right
wa'll get somswhere. Mow let's 31l
sit down and talk sensitle,

DOC BOONE
(tapping Curly‘'s arm as they start
pulling out chairs). Do you need
Ringo in this confab?

CURLY
(gruffly). THe kid does as I de,

DCC BOONE
(te Ringo). In that case you better
make yourself useful, my boy. There!s
a young woman out in the kitchen needs
help. Sha's maldng coffee.

RINGO
Thanks, Dec. (Ringo zoes out as they
3ll draw up chairs and hegin site
ting down for their council.)

Dallas is at the range in the Kitchen making coffee in the big pot.
Beyond her is the door to the lunch room. Sha takes up a paper sack
and is spooning coffee into the pot as Ringo enters from the lunch
room. He comss over and stops a little behind her. She pretends not

%0 notice him. He stands thers awkwardly for a moment and thea speaks,
gelf-consciously polits.

RINGO
Mormdn! ’

DALIAS
Good morming. (Sks goes on measuring
the coffee into the pot.)

RINGO
(shifting his weight hesitantiy).
T laid awaks most the might wondering
what you'da said if (urly hadn't
tusted in, (3he spoons the coffee
into the pot without turning and he
tries to make conversation.) Guess
you was up too., I could hear you
movin'arcund. “

Coffee sack in hand, she turns to go back in to ths kitchen cupbeard,
but he blecks her way,
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{ a little awkwardly as they lock at
each other), You didn't answer what
I asked you last might.

DALLAS
(her voice growing urgent ac the
words pour out), Why don't you
escape, Kid? Thers's a horse out
there in the corral. Curly won't go
after you= = « he can't lsave the
passengers in this fixl

RINGO
But I got to go to Lordsburg. Won't
you go to my ranch and walt for me?

DALIAS
(bittarly). Wait for a dead man?
(With intensity) I talked with Chris
- = = you haven't got a chance and
you know it. It was thres against
one when the Plummers swore you
¥illed their foreman and got you
sent up, IB'll be thrse against cne
in Lordsburg.

RINGO
(He can't think of anything to say
and sha moves past him into the
cupboard, His perplexad gaze follcws
her.) Thera's soma things a man just
can't »wn awvay from,

Dallaa‘puts the coffee sack on a shelf and turns, désperats to find
soms way t¢ change his purpese.

DALLAS
How can you talk about your life and
my life when you'rs throwing 'em away?
(Vehemently as he comas to her) Yass,
mine too! That's what youtre throwin!?
away if you go to Lordsburg!

RIHGO
(helplessly). What do you want me to
do?



&7

DALLAS
(Plaadingly). Wouvld i% make us any
happier if Luke Flummer was dead?
One of his brothers would bg after
you with 3 gun. We'd never be safs.
I don't want that kind of a 1ifs,

Kid.

RINGO
(slowly). I don't see what else I
can do.

DALLAS

Go now = = = get gway- - = forget
Lordsburg- - - forget the Plumers.,
Make for the Border and I'll comsl

A closa~up of the two of them shows him looking at her intense pleading
face for a long moment, ‘

RINGO

You mean that? -
DALLAS

I da, I do!
RINGO

Won't you come along with me?

DALLAS
I can't leave ifrs, Mallory and her
baby. I'll coms to you from Lordsburg.
I gwear it.

Rirgo tries to adjust his mind to this tremendous change. He looks
around the room at the half door at the raar which leads out to the
corral. Then hg locks at Dallas again.

RINGO
I oughta have my rifle.

DALLAS
(eagerly). I got it for you last night,
while you were all aslzep,

Ha stares at her in wonderment as she reaches behind the cupboard and
gets his rifle,

RINGO
(as he takes it), You thought of this
last night?
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DALLAS
Tes, don't ask any more questions, not
now! There'll be time for that!

Hurriadly she gets a box of cartridges from the cupbeard whaere she has
secretad them. Ringo can't take hisz eyes from ner sxcited face., Sha
is a complete astonishment to him, this strange girl.

Curly is new in the Lunch room holding council around a large pins
tabla, facing Gatewood, Buck, Hatfield, Boone and Peacock, who sits
with Iis hands meekly clasped, Doc Boone iz humming pleasurably whila
he takes sbtock of Peaceck's sampls case, which i1s open on the table
tefora him, Chris stands by listening, still in a bad humer about iis
wifel's thievaery. Buck raises nis voice plaintively,

BUCK
There ain't no Apaches behind us,
Curly. We can still go back.

GATEWCOD
(kitting the table with his fist),
Nol
_ CURLY
What do you think, Chris?
CHRIS
Gerormime betwean hers aad Lordsbwrg
DCC BNONE

(raising his voice in song.) "Ten
thousand cattle gone asiray- - "

BITK
Doc, for heaven's sake! {Doc stops
and looks at him inguiringly.) This
is a serious matter, ain't 1t?

DCC BOQNE

(patting the sampls case).

My dear Buck, if I had but one hour
mora to liva I would try to enjoy it.
Now leave me oub of your council of
war. I'm taking inventory and don't
wish to be disturbed. (Pulling out a
bottla) Aha= = - Bourbon!

PEACCCK
(meekly). That's twenty years old,
Dector, bottled in bond, very good
stuff, But= = =« gheme « = it hurts
my conscience to think that I'm
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contributing to youwr inscbriety.
Not that I begrudge you ry sampleS..e

BOCK
Aw shut up! (To all, guaveringly)
Wa got a problem on our hands and
nobody's talking any sense except me.

CURLY
You shut up! (To the others) Once we
¢ross that ferry we'll be all right.
Don't you trink so, Chris?

: CHRIS
(nodding)e Si= = - I think,

. CURLY
The question i3, what we gonna do
about the lady and her baby.

HATFIFLD
Doctor Boone hag settled that for
us, suh. I demand respect for his
professiacal opinion,

LOC BOONE
(looking up in surprise at Hahfield).
Well, well, That coming from you,
Hatfield, is a genvine compliment.

At the corral, Ringo has already saddled a horse. Dallas holds the gata
open and he leads the horse oub by the bridle. She shuts the gate and
comes to him,

#ag slides his rifle into the saddle~boot ard stands rezady to mount.
They lock at each other for a moment. They have no words for ths
things they feel, It is all in their eyes, Dallas is fighting
back tsars ard a tightness in her throat.

RINGO
(finally). I'11l be waitin?,
DALLAS
Watch out for Apaches.
RINGO

I'm all right on horseback,
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He looks at her tongue-iied, and a powerful current flews between
them. He reaches out and takes her hand and pulls her to nim, then
slips his arm around her as if to kiss her. But Dallas pushes herself
off and her voice chokes as she speaks,

DALLAS
No, no, wait %ill I come to you= = -
when all this is behind us. (Her hand
sweeps the country as though it were
her past which still clung to her.)
I3'1) be a new life then.

Without a word he swings his leg over the saddle ard Jorks the reins,
She catches the stirrup and walks along for a few faet; she almest
leans on the stirrup for support.,

DALLAS
They're all in the front room, Xeep
going this way till you'rs ocut of
sight. (She lets go of stirrup and har
voice chokes,) Ride hard, Kide = =
and take care of yourself for me.

Ha takes one last lock at her, then digs his spurs into the mustang and
the horse leaps forward,

Dallag gtands leoking off in his direction, 1lifting her arm in a little
gesture, and then Ringo i3 seen galloping hard to the top of a rise a
hundred feet away, But as he tops the rise, galloping straight forward,
he suddenly sees something thab makes him saw on the bit, and the horse
rears %o a dead stop as if it had four-wheel brakes,

Dallas is still standing with her arm half up in an uncomplated
gesture, Terror comes into her face,and she eries out.

DALLAS
Don't stop! Go on, go on}

Then she starts rumning wildly forward, the scens digsolving to Ringo
sitting on his horse, staring off past the rise as Dallas comes tearing
up, still crylng out to him wildly,

DALLAS
Ride, ride! Don't stop new! They've
heard you! Go on! Go on, Kid}
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She has caught the stirrup again and begins {lailing at the horse to
make it move. But Ringo holds the bridle firm, quisting the horse
with one hand, and with the other arm reaching dewn and pulling her
up so she can sea what he is looking at. She stops struggling, a
closeup showing them looking off, and %hen we see what they see:

From a distant summit a thin white spiral of smcke is rising inte the
still air. It is interruped sharply. Then another puff rises, like
a telegraphic flash. Thereupon ths scena moves swiftly %o another
Point, and an answering puff of smoke floats up; tnen another. Following
tidls the scene moves to the plain where, far off, a column of smcks
shoots up into the air, as if relessed from a blanket. Then another
pufl rises,

A close view of Ringo and Dallas shows their heads turning as they
scan the horizon. A look of despair comes into Dallas' eyes, Ringo's
Jaw tightens, and he lets her down to the ground. She stands thers,
beyond speech, beyond all hope now,

RINGO
(looking dowm at her). I can't leave
you now, Dallas,

CURLY 'S VOICE
Get 'em up, Kidl

Dallas turns as if a knife had touched her heart. Ringo doesn't turm
or move in the saddle; he lifts nis handa,

Curly comes striding in behind the horses, his gun drawn from its
holster. Hes is hopping mad.

CURLY
Now get off that horsel

Ringo gets off, indifferent to Curly's anger. Curly slides his gun
into its holster and takes out the handeuffs with which he had
manacled Ringo during the night, Curly is se mad he is rough as he
goes Lo put them om, but Ringo holds out his wrists calmly,

-

RTNGO
Tou don't need to, Curly. I'm not
runming away. .
SURLY

(an angry scowl)., I'1l say you ain't]
{and he snaps the cuffs.)

RINGO
(nodding past Curly)., Lock at thosa
hills
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Curly, suspicious, steps back a pace so he can still keep an eye
on Ringo, and then locks off, An expression of consternstion comes

over his face as he grunts,

CURLY
Apaches?

RINGO
Yeah, war signals,

Curly grabs the bridle of the horse and gestures toward the statien

- QURLY
Get goingl

Thay start back, Ringo, manacled, walking beside Dallas, who sSeems
bereft of all life, as the scene dissolves.

The Stageccach appears careening along, Buck driving to get all he
can out of the horses, Curly alert with the rifls acress his knees,
Then we sea Buek and Curly, and as the marshal is scanning the
horizen, Buck without turming his attention from the horses calls
to him,

BICK
Don't you think you cughta takas them
cuffs off the Kid? He’s mlghty handy
with a gun,

CURLY
{growling back lowdly without turnming
hig attention from the dangerous horizen),
You drive them hosses!

In the Stageccach the positions ars now slightly changed, Lucy sits

in the rear seat next to the window as befors, but Dallas sits next

to her, the bundled baby tight to her breast. Lucy leans on Dallas
gratefully, Catewood sits next to Dallas at the other rear window, and
i3 watching out anxiously. In the front seat the thres men are seated
as befare = - = Boone and Hatflield at the windows, with Peacock
between them, Ringo has the sams position on the floor, leant back
against the door, his cuffed hands carelessly across his knees.,
Gatewood lsans out the window and yells up at Buck,

GATEWOOD
Can't you drive any faster?
(He pulls in his head and addresses
the group.) We've got to make that

ferry!

DCC BOONE
Drink, Gatewood?
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GATERCOD
(bitterly). 4 man works all his
. life to get hold of gome money SO
he can enijoy life and then runs into
a trap liks thisi

PRACOCK
(starting and leaning toward Gatewood
nervously). Are we in a trap, Brother?
Do you see any savages coming?

CATEWOOD
(yelping at him), No I don't see any
savages coming. You don't see them
coming. They're on top of you befors
you know it.

PFACCCK
Ch dear.

Gatewood, hls fear making him belligeremt, glares at Hatfield, who is )
sitting quletly in the cormer diagonally oppesite.

GATEWOCD
If you hadn't insisted on waiting for
her = = « {indicating Lucy)e « = wa'd
have been across the ferry by this
tims.

BATFIZLD
(his eyes burning). Tou talk teo
much, Gatewood,

GATTICOD
(with a snap). Your threats don'%
faza me, Hatfield. Tou're nothing
but a tinhorn gambler,

HATFIELD
(leaning forward, murder in his eya),
How would you like to get out and

wallk?

GATBCOD
You can't put ma out of a public
conveyancel

DCC EQONE

(placatingly). Gentleman!

RINGO
Take it easy, Hatfield. (To Gatae
wood) Save your fighting, we may
need it.
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GATEIOOD
(angered by the boy's tons, lecking
at the handecuffs), You wouldn't
be much goad in a fight, jallbird.
(Ringo just looks at him with a thin
emila and says nothing.)

HATFITLD
(staring at Gatewood, his voica harsh).
Lay off the Kid. I'm your potato if you
want a serap.

‘ DCC BOONE
(lodkdng admiringly at Hatfield as
Catewood glowers silently). During
the late war, Hatfield, I set tha
leg of a Confederate and I learned to
like him mighty well. I'm beginming
to feel the same way about you.

GATIWOOD
You keep out of thisi

DOC TOONE
{folding his hands on his plump
belly and addressing the banker
amiably). I'm also beginning to
diagnose a bad disposition in you,
my friend. Or mgyba it's only dyspepsia.
Or yet again you may have been an only
child,.

CATEWOOD
Shut up!

 HATFIFID
(staring at Gatewood)., I'1l stand
just about so much of this.

PEACOCK
(meekly). Please, gentleman, let us
have a little= « = aheme = « Christian
charity for one another.

The scene disgolves to a view of the Stagecoach toiling up a
rmountainous road; then %o the Coach topping the rise snd halting.
Then we see Buck and Curly staring down toward the river with
dismay. There is no ferry thers. Only the thin cabla across the
water ard the smoking ruins of the ferry wharf and beat are visibla.
A chimney stands among the ruins of the ferry house.

Buck, seen close with Curly, can hardly speak for fright.
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BUCK
Is that « =« « (clearing frog out of
his throat) = - = the farry?

CURLY
Go ahead!

The coach starts with a lurch as
Gatewood, who i3 looking out the
window, pulls in his head excitadly.

GATEWQQOD
The farry's burned!

All tha men begin loocking out, Ringo getting to his knees, looking
over Boona's shoulder. They stare in stupsfaction until Gatewood
breaks the tense silence with his harsh outburst.

GATTWCOD
What's the Army doing? Where's the
soldiers? Are they going to lst Geronimo
pillage and burn the whols country?

Tha scene dissclves to the watar's edge as the stagscoach rolls in
and the horses are pulled to a halt. Curly jumps down and opens the
coach door while Buck holds the reins. Beyond the coach wa sea a pile
of smoking timbers strewn to the water's edge,

As the passengers get out, laaving Dallas and Lucy inside, Gatewced,
Boona, Ringo, Hatfield and Peacock gather around Curly. Gatewcod's
tona makes Curly responsible for the whola predicament,

GATEWOOD
What are we going to do now?

CURLY
Wa're gonna get across. (He takes out
tha cuff key and looks at Ringo.) We
need them hands of yours, Kid. Will you
give ma your word you won't try to escape
no more?

Ringo holds cut his manacled wrists, locking straight into Cuﬂ:f's
gyese

: RINGO
I give you my word = = = to Leordsburg.

Curly, in the act of unlocking the euffs, puts the key back in his
pockat, Hls vaice is curt, . '

CURLY
Cet back in the stage with them women!
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Ringo doesn't turm, his wrists still out. Curly is staring at him
scornfvlly. For a momemt they fight each other with their eyes.

RINGO
I give you my word.

A close view at the window shows Dallas looking out at Ringo with
wida eyas. Then the group appears, as geen from her angle: Curly
has taken off the cuffd, and he tosses them up in the boot as he
addresgses the men tersaly.

CURLY
Roll a couple of them logs into the
water. (Looking up at Buck) Drive
in the river till she's up %o the hubs,

The scene dissolves to a view of a coupla of big burning logs rolling
down with a hisg of gteam into the river. The coach wheels are next
seen rippling int® the water; then the horses struggling intc belly-
deep water; then Buvek, tossing stones and yelling at the horses;
folleowing which the stagecoach is seen in hub-deep water- - - a big
log having been lashed to each side of the coach to flecat it across.
Curly is climbing back to the driver's seat beside Buck and the elsgant
Hatfield is wading to the coach door. Ringo is perched on top of the
coach.

In a2 cloger view, the passengers are visible through the windows, Dallas
and Leey are naturally still inside and they have besn joined by
Gatewood, Boone and Psacock. Hatfleld 1s at the coach door which is
¢closed,

CURLY"
(calling te Ringe). Make her light
as you can, Kid, Throw off that
luggage. (Then down to Hatfield)
Throw out that stuff inside, Hatfield.

Ringo 1s already tossing heavy bags from the top of the coach, and they
splash into the water., Through the opposite windows we can see the bags
which Ringo 1s tossing off into the water. Doc Boone has heard Curly's
command and he already has Peacock's sample case open and is stowing
bhottles in his pockets and behind him and everywhere he hurriedly can.
As Hatfield opens the cocach door Doc thrusts the sampls cage into his
hands, and Hatfield tosses it into the water with a splashj it floats
dewnestream, Hatfield next takes hold of Gatewood's valise but before
ha can get it out of the coach Gatewood jerks out his Colt and covers
the gamblar. '

~ GATEWOOD
Lat 1%t alone!

The banker's finger is on the trigger and Hatfield has no recourse
but to obey. 4 cold smile curls his lips and there is polite murder
in his drawling voice.



7

HATTFIELD
That's another thing we must take
up in Lordsburg:

And he c¢limbs 4in and pulls the coach door shut behind him a8 he
drops inte a seat,

The stageccsch once mors appears in hub-deep water, Buck yelling

at the horses and chucking stones., They advanca into deeper water;
in a moment they leave bottom and begin swimming, Midwsy in the
stream the horses become panicly and for all Buck's efforts they try
to turn back to shallow water. Ringo, who has been standing on tha
lurching top, agilely climbs across Curly, Jumps down on the wagone
pole, works his way out and climbs on the near lsader, turning the
horses toward the opposite bhank again and working them across tha
river.

The stageccach is afloat on the logs but it is so heavy that it sinks
well into the water, which risss ankle-deep on the floor, Dallas
holds the baby tightly to her boscem, ona arm around Mrs., Mallory.
Gatewcod hag his valise on his kneea., Doc is serounging about in the
middy water and he triumphiantly pulls up a logt botile. Paacock sits
stiffly with his hands on his knees, unsble to say anything. Hatfield
alone seems unconcerned.

And now at last, as the scene dissolves, the stagecoach appears in

fairly shallow water on the oppesite side. Curly and Ringo have cut

away the lashings which held the logs to the sides of the coach and

they are flecating away downstream., Then this scene dissolves to a

view of the stagecosch moving up from the river and topping a rise

of .ground ahead, and now the stage is entering 3 new kind of country,
desolate, with giant cactl like gaunt fingers pointing up at the cloudlass
sky. ‘

The road winds through the canyon, and the stagecoach comes around a
distant turn into view and rolls slowly toward the mouth of the
canyon, Then the view moves up and around %o the rim of the canyon
wall, and we sea a band of savage-lcoldng Apaches, their foreheads
smeared with white warpaint, lurking in ambush, waiting for the
stagecoach to enter the canyon below, At thelr center stands the most
dreaded figurs in the Southwest, Geronimo, powerful of frame, with a
craggy face that seems carved out of rad rock.

On the box, Buck is relaxed, his attention concentrated on the horses,
while Curly has his rifle slung in the crook of his arm, Vigllantly

he scans the road ahsad and the rims of the canyon they are approaching.
Then in the stagecoach, Doec is cheerfully humming his Texas song, and
gveryone seems happy again except Gatewoed.

GATIENOCD
Well, we're past the worst of it.
Sorry I flaw off the handle, datfield.
Just nervous, you know how it is. '
(Hatfield eyass him sardonically ard
says nothing,) No hard faelings I hope,
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_ HATFTELD
(deliberately ignoring him and
addressing Nrs. Mallory opposite
him}, It won't ba long now, Mrs,
Mallory, before you'rs with your
husband= -« « (Then a sardonic smile
touches his lips; and he glances at
Catewood almost gaily.)= = - and
wa'll all be in Lordsburg.

DCC BOCHNE
(breaking off his humming and
looking at Dallas). How's the
baby, Dallas? How's Littls Coyote?

DALLAS
(Looking down at the bundle which she
hugs in her arms). She's aslaesp, Jeee

PEACCCK -
(sitting up, rather proud of himself).
Well, all in all, it's been an exciting
- = = (coughing)= < = but very in-
terssting trip, now hasn't it? If've
really- = = ghem= = - enjoyed it.
(A proud smile touches his solemm
face for the first time during the
trip.) I'll have acme thrilling
stories for Agatha and the children,

A cleose view of Doc Boons shows him uncoricing a sampla bottle with
satisfaction,

DCC BOONE
Wall, now that we'ra out of danger,
friend Peacock= = =

As he s3ys tiis he turns to look at Peacack, but at the same instant
theres is a whistling sound and a startled expression comes over Doc's
facs,

The view draws back quickly 4o take in Peacock. The little man is
sitting bolt upright with a look of unbelief on his face and an arrow
projecting from his left shoulder. Peacock utters no sovnd, just
sits there incredulously as his right hand gropes to the arrew.

Then the group comes into view, everyone staring at the little drummer.
Lucy sereams, and Dallas slips her arm around her. Their trance of
astonishment is broken by the boom of Curly's rifle just above them, The
baby wakes and begins crying at the top of its lungs,

Buek is yelling at the horses and chucking stones, while Curly raises
his rifle again to the canyon rim and it explodes with a shattering
report.
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At the canyon rim an Apache falls from a ledge and goes slipping
down amongst boulders. Thare is the rattle of gunfire frem along
the rim.

Curly reloads and fires again, and Buck is urging the horsss to
greater speed, yslling at the top of his wheezy voice,

In the coach, Gatewood has drawn his Colt and watehing out the rear
window at which he sits, he fires upward. Doc Boone has pulled the
arrcw from Peaceck'’s shoulder and is bandaging it with several largs
white handkerchiefs, evidently borrowed from Hatfield and Gatewced,
Hatfield fires out the window, then locks at Lucy as a rattle of
gunfire is heard from the canyon walls. Ringo has no gun, and locks

upward, figuring how to get hold of his rifle which he knows is in
the boct,

HATFIELD
Gat down, Mrs, Mallory~ - - way down!i
Keep her down, Dallas!

As arrocw whigtles through the window and plants itself in the front
panel of the coach near ks head, vibrating there., Hatfield raises
his six-gun carefully ard fires, The baby squalls and Dallas,
crouching low beside Lucy, tries %o comfort it,

The stage is tearing out of the canyon and away over the plain that
leads toward Lordsburg, But as it goes careening past two score
Indlans on horses coms tearing down ths slope from both canyon walls,
riding wildly in pursuit,

The stagecoach 1s now going full speed, Buck yeliing at the horses,
Curly is shooting back, and Catawood and Doc Boone ars shooting out tha
windows from their side., Ringo is ¢rswling through the door window.
He gets hold of the top and hangs thers precariocusly for a moment,
Then he begins to pull himself to the exnosed top, He makes it, crawls
forward, and reaches imto tha boot, getting his rifle, Curly hands
him a bex of cartridges wlthout ever taking his attention from the
pursuing Apachas,

This dissolves to a view of the stagecoach and the pursvit as thixty or
forty Indians,some of them with old rifles, some with bows and arrows,
and a few with lances and tuifalo bide tucklers on their arms, are riding
furiously, gaining ground on toth sides of the cosch, They are still
behind bub their intention is plain- - = to come alongside on both sidas
and rake the passengers with their firs.

Ringo lies flat, picking off Apaches with his rifle. Buck is driving
for all he is worth, while Curly fires back methodically, Buck's hat
flies off and he ducks his head.
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In tha coach: The plain seems to 17 by. - - = Dec Boone has finished
bandaging Peacock's shouldar and has pulled ocut an old Civil War horse
plstol the size of a cannon, He aimg carefully out tha front window at
which he sits and fires, Powder smoke drifts in the stagecoach new.
Hatfleld is crouched at the window besida irs. Mallory, gun in hard.
Getewood is at the window beside Dallas. He fires and then yells up
furiously at Buck,

GATEVCCD
Faster! They're gainming! Faster, you fooll

Ha ducks his head in as a bullet splinters the pansl over his head,
then drops on his Imee by the door and fires again, 4n Indian

comes taearing along about fifty feet away, but Doc Boons aims his big
gun and it expledes with a rear, The Indian flops from his saddls
ard is dragged slong by the slackening horsa.

DOC BOOWE
(letting out a whoop). Got ya, Johnny
Reb!l

Now the moving view of the pursuit shows the Apaches gaiming. Thera are
shots from Curly, and fram Ringo behind him on the top and from the
windows = = = little puffs of white smoka. One Indian en a fast
calico pory begins pulling away from the horde, rapidly gaining.

The interior of the coach i3 thick with powder smoke and the panel
splinters between the two windows, Lucy crouches low in the seat,
Dallas trying to shelter her and protact ths baby, which is still
erying. The Apache who was forging ahead comes abreast of the window
= = = a weaving figure reeling nakedly on a calico pony, rifle raised
and poainted in his bomy elbaws., Hatfield, who has been ¢rouching at
the window, fires and the Apache goes {flying from his pony like a
shot rabbit, The coach is bouncing and swaying with tha rush of its
speed,

On the bex Ringo is erouched and firing on the flat top behind Buck
and Curly, and as the latter turns and raises his rifle, thare is the
crack of a gun and Buck almost pitches off the box as a bullst hits
his rifla arm. He makes a wild grab at the lines but two of them have
fallen from his hands. Ringo sees wkat has happened; he turns and
crawls forward, The thres man look down helplessly toward the horses.
Buck has only four reins in his hands and it is torture o hold on to
them with that right arm.

The reins of the lsaders are seen dragging on the ground. - - < Ringo
¢limbs down from the boot between the galloping wheelers., Then he
works his way forward carefully on the wagon pole, trying to reach the
leaders, balancing himself on the wheelers and swingers. From ths end
of the pole he springs to the back of a leader and crouches low on its
back, gulding it, still clingihg to his rifle with one hand, « = = Cn
the box, Buck hangs on to tha four lines grimly but it ig really Ringo
who is doing the driving now,
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(yelling encouragingly). Stick with
'em, Kid!

Then his pipe flies from his mouth and ha swings and raises his
rifla to one sida and fires. An Apache brava collapas in his
gaddle but still hangs on, one foot in the stirrup; hls rifls siips
from his hands,

datewood, Boone and Hatfield are firing carefully from within the
coach, which is full of powder smoka.

~ Ringo is bent low over the near leadar, urging it om. A savage-looking

Irdian, lance in hand, buckler over his left arm, comes galloping in,
gaining on the leaders and working in close to drive his lance

through Ringo. = - - Ringo, hanging %o the horse with ons hand, Jjerks
his rifle by the loading lever, swings 1% up and fires pointblank,- - =
The Indfan tumbles from his saddle and his lance Jabs into the esrth
with the full force of his weight. The riderlsss peny gallops on,
while the Apache lies therd one arm on the lance, as if pinned to the
plain,

Inside the smoke~filled ¢oach, Boone and Gatewood are shooting out of
the windcws on cne side, Doc whoeping like an Indian when he makes a
hit. The baby wails and Dallas hugs it to her breast desperately,
trying to shield it from bullets, The panels splinter over their
heads. Hatfield kneals at the door window next to Lucy. Beyond him
We see Apaches riding and shooting but keeping a fair distance now,
Hatfleld suddenly ceases firing and leans against the door, his hand
gripping the sill, He locks at Lucy in a way that is desperats and
forlorn, and then his head drops to the w'ndow sill and he slumps to
the floor, Lucy, with some sudden gtrength, suddenly pushes up in
her seat, a wild light in her eyes, and her voice is wild,

LICcY
You hear 147? Zbu hear 14?

DALLAS
(desperatsly). Please, Mrs,
Mallory = = « keep down!

LITY
Listen, it's a bugle! They're blowing the
charge! Can't you Hear it?

For a moment they look at her, thinking her insanely hysterical.
Then they too (as we do )} hear the sound of a hugla blowing.

DOC BCONE
(with an exultant whoop).
Glory!{ Glory!
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He pokes his old cannon out the window and it expledes with a
shattering roar, after which the bugle grows loud, A troop of

U.S. Cavalry comes pouring over a rise of ground, - - - The Apachas
pull their horses to thelr haunches and begin turning in flight.
Cavalry comes sweaping in.from two sides and the Indians flail their
ponies with their moccasined feat as they head back the way they have
coma, the cavalry clesing in.

The stagecoach slows down, Buck pulls the lathered amimals to a
panting stop, and Ringo drops from the lead horse he has been riding
and rung to the stagecocach deor,

In the stagecoach: Ringo jerks open the door and lecks In, 4 close
view shows Dallas clinging to the baby. She looks as if seeing
semeone who has coms back from the dead., Her heart ls in the one
word: "Kidi" A close view of Ringo shows him locking in at the
doer, but his axpression changes as he shifts his gaza dowruward.

RINGO
Hatfield?

Hatfield sits slumped, his back against ths opposite door. He lifis
his head with an effort and tries to smile, He locks up at Lucy and
she leans down closa to him pityingly. They are seen close together
as Lucy bends over his gaunt face. It is an effeort for him to speak,
but he manages it.

HATEIFID
If you ever see Judga Ashburn = - - {(fighting
for breath) = = = tall him ks
son died = - = (attempting his old
sardonic smile as he whispers) - = =
ghall we say, bettar than he lived?

And as he slumps forward, the scene fades out,

PART FOUR
A Lordsburg strest, curving to the left so that one cannct sge its
full length, fades in. 011 lamps light tha store and saloen fronts,
creating the usval Western atmosphers with an eerie effect of
shadows from starik points of light. Thers are several buckboards and
a number of ccw ponies hitched to the racks that line the strest on
gither side., It is Saturday might and Lordsburg is full of ranchers
and miners, cowboys, business men and diverse iown characters, Theres
is 3 thudding of hooves and arocund the %urn in the distance coma
galleping four or five cavalrymsn, their horses lathersd and their
uniforms covered with dust as they sweep past at full gallop. Then
a quartermaster's wagon comes around the turn at a sharp trot,
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AS the gquartermaster's wagen draws near, the uniformed driver pulls
the horses %o a halt in front of ths Army building which is opposite
the biggest and brightest saloon in towm, EL Dorads. S3everal hrmy
officers and four or five ladiss have been wsiting on ths sidewalk

in front of the Army office, amd they flock tao the wagon. A stalwart
captain lifts Lucy Mallery out in his arms and the ladies crowd around
anxiously.

CAPTAIN
Thank heawven you'reusifa, lMrs. Mallopy.

LY
(her volce trembling with the agony
of her suspense)., How is my husband?

CAPTAIN
Doing fine, den't you warry.

| A LADY -
It wasn't 3 bad wound, dear.

CAFIAIN
Wa'll take you to him immediately.

SECOND LADY
Whera'as the baby?

Dallas is climbing out with the bundled baby in her arms. She brings
the baby to tha group of ladies suwrrounding Lucy., The first lady takes
the baby frem Dallas and they all go into the Army offics, followed by
the captain who ig carrying Lucy. Dallas stands thers looking after
the group as they vanish into tha office, the ladies all cooing ever tha
b&b?o

VOICES
It's a 1ittle girl, What a2 dear she
isl You're a brave woman, lrs., Mallery.
It's a miracle you'rs both alive.
What a darling baby!

Az the quartermaster wagon which brought Lucy and Dallas into town
moves out, a second quartermaster wagon moves in to fake its placs.
Dallas starts walking slowly up the street and out of sight.

At the second quartermaster wagon, none other than Buck is helped
out of the wagon by a sergeant., His right arm is bandaged and in

a gling. As he gets to the sidewalk an enormcus Mexican family,

led by a buxom girl, swoops wpon him and hails him as a hero in a
flood of staccato Spanish, There ars about ten children, aunts,
uncles and the old grandfather from Chihuahua; and with them all
praising Buck as a great Indian fighter it sounds like a bunch of
parrots trying to cut-shrill each other. They move Buck out of
view so that the quartermaster wagon c¢an sgain be seen, Ths ser-
geant is now helping Peacock, nis shoulder well bandsged now, out of
the wagon, Peacock is in the mosit benign state he has ever experienced,
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Self-confidence has flowed into the meek litile man from some
mysteriocus source. The sergeant helps him toward the Army offica
and as Peacock passes somewhat unstesdily he addresses the sergeant
in a dreamy volca.

FEACCCK
that was that medicine Dr, Boons gave me
after I fainted?

And neow the stagecocach comes into view around the bend, the tired
horgses walking, as people fleck out of stores and saloons to watch
its arrival, = - = Ringo i3 drivipg, looking straight ahead; Curly
gits beside him; and within the cocach are visible Doc Boone and
GCatewood, Then thers is a moving view of the faces of the men
standing motionless along the wooden sidewalk and gazing on Ringe,.
The view rests on the faces of two men. Cne man i3 thin with a
drooping moustache, a cigar clamped in his teeth; the other is a
short, fat little man whoge eyebrows are raised in childish age
tonishment,

FAT MAN
(with a wheezy gasp). Lock, it's
the Kidl

Ringo is driving slowiy, Curly sitting silently next to Mim.

Dallas is standing between two men on the sidewalk, leocking in His
direction. .

In.the El Dorado saloon: A planc is banging, a Mexican woman singing,
amid tha usual racket of a frontier saloen on Saturday nighte = = =

Five men are playing pokar at 3 tablae, one of them a broad-shouldersd
man whosa face we do not see. Tha last chip has been throwm into the

pot,

FIRST COJPUNCHER
Call you, Luke,

LURKE PLUMMER
(the cwner of that broad back). Aces
and eightas,

FIRST CCWPUNCHER
(disgustedly). Wins.

SECOND COWFUNCHER
(with a laugh as Luke reaches for the
pot). Dead man's hand, Luke.

The two rabbily men who wers watching Ringo in the stréet sidle in
beside Luke. The tall, thin man with the cigar taps his shoulder,

THIN MAN
Luka,
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Plurmer turns and for the first time we ses his face in profils o w o
hard, unpleasant, dangerous. He looks up at the two men irritably.
The fat man with the childish face speaks in a wheszy whisper.

FAT MAN
Ringo Kid's in toun.

THIN MAN
Drivin' the stage.

Flummer locks at the aces and eights in has hand and then throws the
cards down on the table and rises gbruptly, his chair scraping. He
strides past the two lnformers toward the bar, all the poker players
locking after him, fergetting their game.

Ringo and Curly, on the box of ths coach, are seen close as Ringe
docks straight ahead.

RINGO

“hat'll they give me for breakint! out?
CURLY

(gruffly). ‘'Nother year.
RINGO

(after a pause). You know my ranch?
CURLY

Yeah.
RINGO

¥ill you see she gets thers all right?
Curly turms and stares at the boy with astonisiment,.

CURLY
Who, Dallas?

RINGO
{looking straight shead). Yeah. This
ain't no town for a nice girl.

Curly is staring at him as if he couldn’t believs his earg, but Ringe
i3 still looking straight ahead.

RTNGO
Will you do it for ma?

CURLY
Yesh,
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As the stagecoach drives wp in front of the FE1 Dorado saloon ard
halts, men ¢rowd oult of the saloon to see the arrival, Then a man
with a sheriff's badge pushes through the crowd to the front wagen
wheel and calls up to Curly as Doc Boona climbs out of the coach
followed by Catewced, who carries his valise,

SHFRITF
Hlya, Curly.

CTRLY
Howdy, sheriff.

SHFRLFF
Hear you fellers had a hot time,
Get my man through all right?

Gatewood, still rankling, taps the sheriff's arm-importantl? ard

peints wp at Ringo, as they form part of a group which includas
a portion of tha crowd, : '

GATEWQOGD .
If you don't want to lose your prisensr,
sheriff, you'd bettar taks him yourself,

The sheriff, puzzled by having the driver peinted out, turns and
looks at Gatewood.

SHERIFF
Whe are you, mister?

Curly's long suspicion suddenly takes form as Gatewoed hesitates,

CURLY
Why den't you tell 'im, Gatewood?

Gatewood's free right hand reaches toward his holster but the sheriff
Jerks out his gun and covers him,

. SHERTFF
Get 'em UP! (And the heavy bag clunks
to tha ground as Gatewood's arms go w to
his shovlders galvanically.)} You're
pretiy smart out you didn't figure

they'd get the telegraph line fixed, did
you? '

GATEWOOD
(indignantly), I don't know what
you're talking about!

The sheriff picks up the valise with his left hand and prods
Gatewaod through the erowd with his gun barrel.
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SHERTFF
I'm talking about youv cleaning out
your own bank, Gatewood, Just keep
goint,

Gatewood is protesting loudly as he goes through the crowd with
the mmizzle of the sheriff's Colt im his back.

GATEVICCD
I want a lawyer! I demand a Lawyer!
Tou'rs making a mistake and you'lra
going to regrst ity

The crowd, eager for excitement, swrges after the sheriff and his
prisoner,

Dallas now walks slowly along toward the stagecoach, coming from
the cpposite direction in which the sheriff snd the erowd have gone.
She looks as if she didn't know where she was going or for what
purpese. She comes alengside the stagecoach, stops and locks up at
Curly and Ringo on the box, both men loclkdng down at her.

RINGO
(turning to Curly). Can I meet you
kere in ten minutes? (Curly dossn't
answer., He just sits looking devm at
Dallas,) I gave you my word, Curly.
I ain't goin!' back on it,

CIRLY
(lifting his gaze from Dallas ard
looking sternly in Ringo's face).
ALl right, Xid,,.I'1l get a buck-
board nitched up,

Dallas stands locking uwp at Ringo as the Kid climbs down with her
battered little suitcasa. Bucle, who has been celebrating his
prowess as an Indian fighier, hurriedly comas out of ths saloon
ard confronts Ringo, his arm in the sling. Buck's veoice is
wheezy with excitemsnt.

BUCK
Watch out, Kid. The Plummers ars
waltin' for you!

A% thig Curly reaches into the boot and silently hands down Ringo's
rifle.

RINGO
Thanks .
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BUCK
(wheezily). Got encugh ca'4ridges?

Ringo pulls them out of his pocket, and we next sse thres bright shells
in Rizgo's hand.

In the group including Dallas, Ringo, Buck and Curly who leans down
rom the box, Ringe weighs the three shells in his harzd.

RINGO
Yeah. (Dropping shells back in his pocket)
Iill-vevback this way in ten minutes
to give myself up to Gurly. You ecan
tell the Plummers.,

With the rifle in his left hand he stoops to pick up Dallag!' suitcase
with his right hand, hesitates, shifts his rifle to the right hand
and picks up the suitcase with his left hand., Then he starts of £
down the sidewalk abreast of the girl., Buck and Curly look after
them sympathetically.

Lallas and Ringo coma to a street corner a bleck away., He starts %o

turn the corner with her but she stops him, looking at him with terrer
in her eyes,

DALLAS
Goed might, Kid.
HINGO
This where you live?
DALTAS
Nol
RINGO
I got to know where you live, don't
I?
DALLAS

(white-faced). Don't come any
further. (As he looks at her
wcorprehendingly) It's all been
a crazy dream!{ I was out of my
mind, just hoping! (Desperately)
Say goodbye here, Kid, say goodbye!

Ringo shifts the suitcase to his right hand with the rifla and takass
her arm firmly with his left hand,

RINGO
We ain't never gonna say goodbye.
(Ha leads her along, and she walks
ke a girl going %o her death.)
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Inside the El Dorsdo saloem, Dee Boene is at the bar, the plano is
still. banging away, the Mexican woman singing. Luke Plwrmer steps

up to the bar and rakes a sign with nis hand to the bartender, who
reaches under the bar and pulls out a gawed-of? shotgun, Doc Boone
observing him witihcub comment, Three or four of the long lins of

men at the bar beyond Doc slap down payment for their drinks and slide
out,

A group of man at a Faro table look off at the deorwsy wheds' wo harde
looking men come striding in togethsr, sveryvcdy making way for them.
The players at ths Faro table pick up their chips and slids ocut for

C WEJ.".

AT the plano at the rear, the "proafessor' is pounding away wihlle the
Mexican woman sings, She suddenly stops. The "professor" goes on for
3 few bars and then looks over kis shouldey,still pounding. The two
hard-faced men approach Luke Plummer at the bar, They lock at him ard
hs neds. (Dcc Boone is just beyond them at the bar.)

The "professor" stops pounding and hurriedly gets up, not Lergetiing
iz mug of beer as he follews the Maxican woman, The men in the lins
beyond the trio are paying off and getting out, bubt Doc Boene drinks
unconcernedly, The players at a card table are picking up their chips
and getting up, keeping an eye on tha door. = « = Two bartendars are
taking down the mirrors. Only Doc Boone and the Plummers remain.

The three Plurmers finish a drinmk, then Luke swings around sharply to
lock at the door. The others do likewise, their hands dropping
toward their holstered guns., 3Boones doesn't tuvrn. The door opens and
Buck steps in, his arm in the sling, He stops short, a frightened
1look on his face as he locks at: The three Flummers standing with
their backs to the bar, formidahlse-looking.,

BUCK
I - - - (clearing a frog out of Mis
threat) The Kid says he's comin!
back this way in ten minutes.

New Ringo and Dallas are seen moving down the street, Rirgo carrying
her suitcase in his left hand, his rifle swung carelessly in his
right, UNeither looks at the other. Neither says anything, Her
feet seem to drag as she walks, as if she wanted never to come to
fer destination, The low adobe shacks along the sidewalk seem mean
and squalid. The lighting is different. Even the shadows begin
to assume evil forms. More and more shadows bagin to envelop then.
After a few paces we hear, almost inaudibly, a cheap piano banging
out ragtime, a half-note off tune. Ringo looks around quesrly at
the plainly disreputable background, which is 30 different from his
naive picturs of Dallas' soclal station, and he stops.

RINGO
Ain't we goin' the wrong way?

She dcesn't answer, just kesps on walidng, and he has to take a coupls
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of quick strides to catch up with her. Ths sour piano grows louder
with each step., The shadows seem to crouch around them. They comaz

to crooked steps that lead down into a gully, and Fingo starts to go
past them, but Dallas turns and sitarts down. Ha turns and follows her.
The syncopated off-tune piano grows louder.

Dallag comes down the gteps, almost at a run, but Ringo cemes down
three steps at a time, overtakes her, drops the suitcase, and catches
her arm.

RINGO
Dallas!

She turns and faces him as the pianc bangs loud and raucously,
making the night hideous. Two girls and a man coms down the staps
vast them tipsily and one of the girls laughs shrilly,

A close view of Ringe and Dallas as they face esch other shows
bewilderment covering his face, while her face is hard and bitter with
despair, She tries to get away as if to fling herself into the

dapth below.

DAILAS
Let go, let ma gol I told you not to
follow mal

He just hangs on to her arm, too bewildered for a moment to say
arnything., He locks down past her into the gully, trying to undere
stand. Shs too looks down, mistaking his thoughts, and her veics is
harsh,

DALLAS
Yaes, that's where I'm going.

The steps are seen to lead to 3 rickety bridge which crosses a
thread of dirty water. The three figures, the two zirls and the
man, are unsteadily crossing this bridge toward a shantytowm where
the sour piano is banging, Oil flares flicksr in narrow alleys bae
tween the shacks, and figures lwrch about,

Ringo, standing close with her, looks down for an instant as if
fascinated., Dallas trias %o fight back her tears but she can't.
Hs locks at her and his voice is firm.

RINGO
I asked you to marry me.

DALLAS
(choking), I'll never forzet you
asked ms, Kid, That's something.

RINGO
(holding out his wrists, his voice
calm), "See them scar:t? HandeuffS...
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Scars wear off, Dallas. (He puts his hands on her shaking
shoulders.) I ain't gomna give you a chance to forget me. You
wait here,

Abruptly he picks up his rifle and starts climbing swiftly up the
steps. She stands looking after him as if she can't believe what
site has heard,

Now up a street, cowboys are unlooping the reins of their mustangs

frem the hitehing posis arnd leading them into corrals., The street

is rapidly erptying. 4 Chinaman is immocently scanning a Chinesa
news-board zosted on an adobe wall. Two other Chinese enter excitedly,
jatber a couple of words, and tha three of “hem dash into a dosrway for
cover, 4 rancher is piling his wife and threse children into a bucke
board. He fumps in and whips the horses, tearing down the street out

¢ tovm. 4 couple of children are playing in front of a small adebe
house. A woman dashes out, grabs one vp in her arms, dragging the

other by the hand as she flees back into tha house,

In front of a grocery store, the proprietor is hurriedly closing
wocden shutters over the glass windews.

Throvgh the window of a print shop we gee an old type-setter in shirt
sleeves, a green eye-shada on his trow, tent over a type-box beside
an old-fashioned printing press. The proprietor, also in shirt
sle¢ves, 1s hurriedly entering the shop from the street., On the
window is lettered in the foreground: "Lordsburg Sentinel."” Then

W8 see the interior of the print shop, the old typg-setier straightening
up as the proprietor bustles in.

EDITOR
Kill that story about those anare
chist laber ricts in Chicago, 2illy.
Take this down. (He lights lis stih © -
cigar and dictates as the old man
scribbles.) "The Ringo Kid was killed
on Main Street in Lordsburg tonight.
Among the additional dead werg = = "
(He shakes out the match.) Laave that
blank for a speli,

TYPESETTER
(stil1 scribbling)., I didn't hear
no shooting, Ed,

EDITOR
You will, Billy, you will.

Next the E1 Dorado saloon comes into view. Zveryone stards as in

a tablesu, waiting in silence. The three Plummers stand with 4hair
backs zgainst %he bar, not far from the door, while Dcc Soone is
still leaning on the bar, precccupled with his bottle. Two bar=
tenders lean on the bar, ready to duck under it at the first shot,
There isn't a sound., The door, hewever, bursts open and the fat
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little man with the childish face catapulis in and calls out to the
Plummers as he scurries for cover behind %the end of the bar.

FAT MAN
{id jest turned the corner!

Luke Plummer is now seen in the forsground with Ike and Hank next
o him. Next to Hank is Doc. Luke swings the sawed-off shotgun
into the crook of his arm and jerks his head to his brothers.

They are just about to start for the door as Doc, who seems to have
been absorbed in his bottle, comes over and confronts Luke, and Luks
stops short., Doc's tong is amiable bub firm.

DCC EQONE
I'11 take that shotgun, Luke,

LIXE
You'll take it in the belly if you
don't get ocuta my way,

_ DOC BCONE

If it can stand the kind of whiskey

they gell here it can stand lead.

I'1l swear out a warrant for murder if °
you step outside with that shotgun.

Likas staras at him for a moment., Doc holds out his hand as if he were
only asking for the wrist of a patient. Luke passss him the gun, his
voica low,

LUKE
Welll take care of you later,

Ard he strides past Doc toward the door, followed by his two brothers.
As the door bangs Doc swallows feebly and drops the shotgun on the bar
from nerveless fingers, He gasps to the two bartanders who have bsen
watching in the background with bulging eyes.

DCC BOONE
Hmma 5 drink.

EARTTNDER
(simultaneously as they dive 4o serve
him). Yes, sir! (Admiringly) You
betchal

In the street now, the thres Plummers are walking shovlder to shouldsr
along the voard sidewalk toward the turn in the street, A woman's
voice calls Luke's nams, whereupon he stops short and looks tp, and
the view moves up %o a window where a Mexican girl leans out and

drops a rifle, then the vliew moves dovm as Luke caiches it,

LTXKE
(calling up), Thanks,

’,
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And the three brothers move forward again, scanning the empty street
ahead of them,

At the corner of the opposite end of the street, PRinge comes around
into the lamplight, shoving the three shells into nis rifle as he
passes, Then he is seen walldng away, his loaded rifle swung in his
hand, his boots echoing on the board sidewalik. The Plummers have
passed the other way around the turn in the street, and 2s far as can
be seen beyond Ringo the street is absolutely deserted.

A% the other end of the street, the Plimmers, retracing their steps on
the opposite side, come around the corner together. Luke gets a
glirpse of the boy at the far end evidently, for he swings his riflas
to ready and calls to his brothers: "Spread out!" Luke keeps to the
wall, advancing, while Ike and Hank step out into the street, also
advancing at an angle. A%t the opposite end, Ringo is then seen walking

- steadily ahead, his footbeats loud on tha boards in the empty night.

There is the crack of a rifle and ha mzkes a dive for cover. -

LDallas stands on the steps to the gully as a rifle cracks loudly, then
another, then a volley of four or five shots in quick succession. Tha
moving scene bringing her very close, we see her reacting with anguishj
it is almost as if the bullets had been aimed at her. Then thare is
absolute silence. The sour piano, which had been silent in the dive
toward which she hag been heading ag her only destination, begins banging
again, and Dallas! shoulders droop and there is a loock of death in her
face.

The view drawing back, shows Dallas standing thers humbly with the
patience that life has beaten into her. Then she turns and locks down
inte the gully, the light from the flares flickering in her fsce., She
stoops, picks up her battered suitcase and begins climbing the steps,
hardly sble to find the strength, so that she has %o ¢ling to the
railing.

The scene dissolves to the corner at the end of the street « =« «

the scene stretching from the main street down into the dark side street
that leads toward the steps. Dallas emergzes slowly from the black
shadows and comes forward, She stops short and drops her sultcase and
her heart seems to tear out of her throat in her cry, "Kid!" But

as ghe ¢ries oul, the scene draws back and moves around revealing
Ringo, who has coms around the corner, his left arm hanging limp st his
side. He strides to her and his rifle ratiles to the sidewalk as he
puts his good right arm around her and holds her e¢lose to him. Dallas
is e¢rying now in earnest, her throat too full of fesling for a word

%o pass.

As they stand thers together a window blind is pulled uwp from within
the one-story adobs houss on the corner, 4 woman holds wp a larp,
peering out, and the lamplight streams across their faces with a
touching effect, There is a grating of wheels onm gravel and shadows
fall on the adcbe wall beside which they stand in each other's arms.
The woman inside the roem quickly pulls down the blind again.
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They ars next seen on the sidawalk as a buckbosrd has driven alengside
them, 4 lamp post leans at the cormer and the zlow of this lamp
illuminates the pair of horses and the buckboard., The figures of
Curly asnd Doc Boone are climbing ouk,

izd now, in a closer view, Doc appears holding the reins, standing in
the street while Curly turns to Ringo.

CURLT
Ready, Kid?

RINGO
Kin she come along?

CURLY
(gruffly). Get in Dallas, Hight as
well stick with the Xid long as you
can.

Curly helps Dallas up on the driver's seat, She starts to move to the
other sids but Curly hands her the lines which he hasg taken from the
silent Doc Boona, his volee still gruff.

CURLY
Set thers, Dallas, (He growls to
Ringo.) Other side, Kid.

Ringo ¢limbs in, waiting for Curly to follow, but Curly doesn't.
Instead he stoops amd picks up 3 stone and then suddenly seems to go
insane, for he lets out a bellow that booms through the street as

ha socks the stone at the rump of the near horse,

’ CURLY
Hiya, hiya, giddap}

The horses leap away and Dallas nearly spills from the seat as she
hangs on %0 the reins, In a few seconds the buckbeard with Ringo and
Dallas is out of sight and even the sournd of the runaway horses is
growing faint. Then the scene starts drawing close to Curly and Dec
Boone, and the latter grabs Curly's arm and shakes him angrily.

DOC BCONE
Tou dad~blamed fool, wihy didn't you
tall 'em Luke confessed to killing his
foreman?

CURLY
(laughing). If you had the brains of
a tadpcls, Doec, you'd figger oul why
they're betiter off without knowin! « = =
headin' over the Bordsr!

The scene dissolves to a viaw of the moving buckboard. Darkness still
lies over the land but sunrise whitens the clouds on the horizon as the
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buckboard comes up in silhouette against it. Then the vehlcls
wheels away into the sunrise, carrying Ringo and Dallas to their
new life, and the picture fades out.





