
REDFIELD

"Pilot"

Written By

Alex Semanda



EXT. DALTON WOODS - REDFIELD COUNTY CIRCA 1899 - EARLY

EVENING

WILLIAM WEST, 13, tall boy for his age, is crouching low in

the bushes with a Winchester Rifle in his hands.

He is laying his sights on a wild elk about fifty yards in

front of him. The elk is feeding, totally oblivious. William

himself is still and calm. He steadies his breathing. He

places his finger on the trigger, ready to pull...

A slight breeze blows behind William. The elk raises its

head abruptly and spots him. Hurriedly, William shoots but

it’s too late, the elk has sprinted in the other direction,

disappearing into the woods.

WILLIAM

Goddammit!

William stands up and kicks the trunk of a tree next to him.

JOHN (O.S.)

What have I told you bout cursin’

boy?

William turns to face his father JOHN WEST, 34, tall and

wiry. He has a roll-up cigarette in his mouth and his own

Winchester Rifle in his hands.

WILLIAM

Sorry Pa.

JOHN

You know why that elk got away?

WILLIAM

No, sir. I ain’t make no sound or

nothin’.

John stubs his cigarette into the tree trunk and licks his

finger. He holds it up with his eyes closed.

JOHN

You was standin’ upwind. The big

fella caught your scent.

William pouts. John chuckles at him.

JOHN

You’ll get better next time. Let’s

get back to the horses.

William follows John through the woods.



2.

CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON FARM - EARLY EVENING

Dalton Farm. Small and modest. Has a master house, cow pen,

stables, silo and a barn.

A posse of a dozen men on horseback gallop onto the grounds

of the farm. A dog can be heard barking. One of the men on

horseback shoots it with his pistol. The dog whelps as it

falls to the ground dead.

The men dismount and storm the barn. The last one to

dismount, a tall and imposing man with a diagonal scar

across his mouth. This is GEORGE JENKINS, 37.

CUT TO:

INT. BARN - DALTON FARM - CONTINUOUS

Inside the barn are half a dozen ranch hands, snoozing in

haystacks. They are awoken by the sound of the barn doors

bursting open.

RANCH HAND #1

What in God’s name...?

RANCH HAND #1 stops mid-sentence as he sees Jenkins enter

the barn last, flanked by his men. Jenkins has his thumbs

tucked into his belt as he swaggers into the middle of the

barn. The other ranch hands stare in silence at the men.

JENKINS

Good evenin’ gents.

Jenkins draws his pistol and his men follow suit. Bloodshed

ensues. The ranch hands are gunned down mercilessly by the

posse of men.

Three of the men light up Molotov cocktails and set alight

the barn.

CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON FARM - CONTINUOUS

In a montage of mayhem, the men do the same to the silo and

the stables, each structure alighting instantly with flames.

(CONTINUED)
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There are five horses in the stable. Each of them whinny and

neigh in fear of the flames. The men shoot each of them with

their pistols to silence them.

CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON WOODS - EARLY EVENING

William and John are watering their horses near a river.

William’s eye wanders up to the sky.

WILLIAM

Look Pa, there’s smoke over yonder!

John follows William’s pointing hand and sees a large billow

of black smoke rising into the air. John looks stricken.

JOHN

Shit! Will, let’s go!

John mounts his horse and gallops toward where the smoke is

rising.

WILLIAM

Wait for me Pa!

Hastily, William mounts his horse and chases after his

father.

CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON FARM - EARLY EVENING

Jenkins is standing outside of the master house as two if

his men drag out a woman by her hair, as she screams and

curses in protest. This is CATHERINE WEST, 31.

CATHERINE

Let go of me you bastards!

The two men chuck Catherine on the floor in front of

Jenkins. He is squats down so that his eye level is closer

to hers.

JENKINS

You must be John’s lil’ ole miss.

CATHERINE

And who the fuck are you?

(CONTINUED)
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JENKINS

Now that ain’t no way for a lady to

speak. S’pose I ought to teach you

some manners.

CATHERINE

You think y’all can just come in

here and destroy our livelihood?

When John gets back, he’ll -

JENKINS

So he comin’ back is he?

Jenkins stands up and looks around. No one is in sight. He

looks back at Catherine.

JENKINS

I guess we can entertain ourselves

while we wait...

Jenkins caresses the front of his breeches. Stepping

slightly closer to Catherine.

DOGGETT, 38, missing several teeth, steps forward and

without warning, shoots Catherine in the head with his

pistol. She drops to the floor, still.

Jenkins turns around on Doggett and aims his gun at him.

JENKINS

That was my kill Doggett.

DOGGETT

We ain’t no rapists George. Skip

done told you that many times. We

just here to kill these

sons-of-bitches and be gone.

Jenkins eyes Doggett dangerously. The rest of the men stare

at Jenkins warily.

JENKINS

(to the group at large)

Burn the house to the ground!

CUT TO:
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EXT. DALTON FARM - OUTSKIRTS - EARLY EVENING

John and William have arrived at Dalton Farm. They remain

hidden in the bramble of bushes leading into the woods

adjacent to the farm.

They both witness their farm encased in flames.

WILLIAM

Where’s Ma?

John kneels down and faces his son.

JOHN

Listen Will. I want you to stay

right here okay? You stay hidden no

matter what alright? You promise?

William doesn’t respond. His eyes are fixed on the flames.

JOHN

Will! Promise me!

William looks at his father and nods. John stands up and

draws his Winchester Rifle. He takes a few steps forward and

looks back at his son.

William has taken position hidden behind some bushes. John

faces forward and heads off toward the farm.

CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON FARM - EARLY EVENING

John approaches the group of men as they are hooting and

jeering around the burning house. One of the men notices

him.

OUTLAW #1

Hey lookie here! If it ain’t John

fuckin’ West!

Jenkins appears in front of the crowd to confront John,

revolver in hand.

JENKINS

Nice to see you again old friend.

JOHN

We was never friends Jenkins.

Jenkins smiles at John.
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CUT TO:

EXT. DALTON FARM - OUTSKIRTS - EARLY EVENING

William, from his position behind the bushes, sees John

confronting the group of men.

William sees his father raise his voice against the men,

though we can’t hear what he is saying. John tries to aim

with his rifle but is too late.

Jenkins points his revolver at John and unloads, emptying

his chamber into John’s chest. John drops his rifle and

falls backward onto the ground.

William stares in horror at his father’s corpse on the

ground. Even after John is on the floor, clearly dead, the

remaining men bombard John’s body with their bullets.

WILLIAM

Pa...

The horses behind William whinny in response to the sound of

the gunshots. William, fighting back tears, doesn’t notice.

Three of the men, Jenkins included, do notice and begin

making a beeline toward William’s direction.

William scoots himself back away from the bush he was hiding

in and jumps into a thicker one, successfully concealing his

whole body.

The three men arrive around the area where William was

previously hiding. Jenkins, moves close to where William is

currently hiding.

William looks up the man, taking in full view of his face

noting the diagonal scar on the man’s mouth. He covers his

mouth as he tries to control his breathing.

DOGGETT (O.S.)

Oi George! We found a pair of

horses!

Jenkins moves toward the sound of Doggett’s voice.

As soon as Jenkins is out of earshot, William turns around

and makes a dash for it.

Branches scratch against his clothes and his face, tears

stream down from his eyes as he runs desperately for his

life.

(CONTINUED)
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CUT TO BLACK:

OPENING TITLE CREDITS

EXT. GRASSY PLAINS - REDFIELD COUNTY CIRCA 1907 - EARLY

MORNING

Eight years later. William, now 21, is riding on a wagon

filled with sacks of corn. He’s a different person now, more

aloof and withdrawn in his disposition. Sitting shotgun next

to him is SETH MCKINLEY, 52, a gruff and weary old man.

It’s dawn and it’s barely light out. William yawns as his

whips the reins, the four horses leading the wagon neigh in

response and pick up the pace.

SETH

You alright there son?

WILLIAM

I’m fine.

(notices something ahead)

There’s something on the road.

Seth follows William’s eye line and they both see a body

lying on the path next to a dead horse. William halts the

wagon.

SETH

This could be a trap boy. Could be

rustlers hidin’ in wait.

William looks around. There in open country, no where for

anyone to hide.

WILLIAM

I doubt it Mr McKinley.

William hops off the wagon and approaches the body. Flies

are buzzing around the carcass of the horse, it’s blood

still wet. Hasn’t been dead long.

William turns his attention toward the man laying face down

next to the horse. He sees a faded golden badge a few

centimetres away from him. William inspecting the badge sees

engraved onto it: Pinkerton National Detective Agent.

SETH

Is he alive?

William doesn’t answer. Putting the badge in his pocket he

makes to turn the man over but without warning, the man

grabs William’s arm.

(CONTINUED)
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William tries to struggle free but the man holds a firm

grip. Seth gets his rifle ready and points it at the man.

SETH

You let go of him!

The man looks up at William. This is JACKSON CARTER, 32.

JACKSON

Water...

Jackson relinquishes his grip on William’s arm and falls

unconscious again. William stands up and faces Seth who has

relaxed his aim.

WILLIAM

I’mma bring him back with us.

Seth places his rifle down, uncertain.

SETH

He looks dangerous Will.

William starts helping Jackson up.

WILLIAM

I ain’t leaving him here.

SETH

Fine.

Seth eases himself off the wagon gingerly and makes his way

toward William as he helps carry Jackson back to the wagon.

CUT TO:

EXT. MCKINLEY’S RANCH - MORNING

McKinley’s Ranch. It’s plentiful and vibrant with a large

barn, stables, cow pen, silo, a small church, a physician’s

office and a local general store. There are multiple huts on

the ranch as well. Housing for all of the ranch hands.

William and Seth enter the ranch with their wagon, Jackson

unconscious in the cargo hold with all of the corn sacks. As

they reach the main McKinley household, a young woman exits

the house. This is MAGGIE MCKINLEY, 22.

She approaches the wagon.

(CONTINUED)
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MAGGIE

You two done took longer than

usual.

WILLIAM

We stumbled across a new friend.

Maggie looks at William puzzled. He gestures toward the back

of the wagon. Maggie walks around the wagon and sees Jackson

unconscious among the corn.

MAGGIE

Who’s this?

William jumps off the wagon and carries Jackson off the

cargo hold. Seth takes his time getting off.

WILLIAM

Don’t know his name. He’s a

Pinkerton though.

Maggie notices the wound on Jackson’s abdomen.

MAGGIE

Has he been shot?

Seth finally manages to ease himself off the wagon, wincing

slightly as he lands.

SETH

Maggie, be a darlin’ and go fetch

the physician.

Maggie looks at her father uncertainly.

SETH

Now Maggie! This gentleman requires

our assistance.

Maggie turns to William as she makes off.

MAGGIE

You explainin’ everything to me

afterward.

William watches her leave briefly before Seth lifts

Jackson’s legs and they both carry him into the house.

CUT TO:
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INT. HONEY POT SALOON - NICKELWOOD TOWN, REDFIELD COUNTY -

MORNING

A large and stuffy saloon. The bartender, BUZZ, is washing

glasses behind the bar. A SCRAWNY YOUTH is sweeping the

floors. A few men are asleep at some of the tables of the

saloon, bottles of half-empty liquor in their hands.

The doors to the saloon open to reveal a woman, TESSA

TRAGER, 20. She’s small in stature but fierce in

disposition. She enters the saloon like she owns the place,

scanning the interior with her eyes.

BUZZ

Mornin’, Tess.

TESSA

Hey Buzz. Is there an Irishman

here?

BUZZ

(pointing to the far corner of

the saloon)

Yeah he over yonder. He ain’t

wakin’ up anytime soon I reckon.

TESSA

I’ll wake him up.

Tessa makes her way to the corner of the saloon and

approaches ANTHONY O’SHEA, 33 who is slumped ungracefully on

a table, snoring loudly.

TESSA

O’Shea!

O’Shea doesn’t respond. Tessa kicks hard underneath the

table.

TESSA

Wake up you stupid turd!

O’SHEA wakes up sluggishly and stares at Tessa with squinty

unfocused eyes. He smiles at her stupidly, speaking with a

distinctive Irish accent.

O’SHEA

(slurring)

You must be Tessa Trager. Aren’t

you fine sight on this lovely

morning?

Tessa takes a seat in front of O’Shea.

(CONTINUED)
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TESSA

When you sent me a telegram sayin’

you’ll be here this mornin’ I ain’t

think you’d be hungover to boot.

O’SHEA

What can I say? I’m a man who loves

his drink.

O’Shea makes to drink the remainder of the contents of his

half-empty bottle but Tessa stops him.

TESSA

I think you done had enough.

O’SHEA

You’re quite the spoil sport you

are.

TESSA

You said you have information on

where Jenkins is.

O’SHEA

Who?

TESSA

George Jenkins you good-for-nothin’

shyster.

O’SHEA

Oh right, Jenkins! Yeah, I know

where he is.

Tessa waits. O’Shea doesn’t say anything.

TESSA

Well? Where is he?

O’SHEA

Now now Miss Trager. You can’t

expect me to cough up information

without a wee something in return.

Tessa scowls at O’Shea.

TESSA

Name your price.

O’Shea grins stupidly at Tessa.

(CONTINUED)
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O’SHEA

One thousand dollars.

TESSA

You must be outta your damn mind.

O’SHEA

I never said I come cheap love.

Tessa leans across the table and seizes O’Shea by the

collar.

TESSA

You’d best tell me what I want to

hear Irishman. I ain’t got time for

your horseshit.

O’SHEA

You’re not a delicate little flower

are you?

TESSA

How do I even know your information

is for real?

O’SHEA

I hardly reckon you have any solid

leads as to where he is. Otherwise,

you wouldn’t be here.

Tessa relinquishes O’Shea and sits backwards. O’Shea fixes

his collar, smiling complacently at Tessa.

O’SHEA

I assume we have reached an

arrangement.

TESSA

Go fuck yourself O’Shea.

Tessa stands up and makes to leave. As she approaches the

bar she notices a DRUNKARD pull out his pistol, threatening

Buzz. Tessa halts.

DRUNKARD

(slurring)

Gimme all yer cash...

BUZZ

You lucky I ain’t got my shotgun.

Would have blown your fuckin’

brains out.

(CONTINUED)
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DRUNKARD

(slurring)

Cash! Now!

Tessa pulls out her pistol and points it at the Drunkard.

TESSA

Hey big boy. Why don’t you point

that gun at me?

The Drunkard turns abruptly to look at Tessa, his attention

focused on her. Buzz capitalises on his chance and whips out

his shotgun from underneath the bar and points it at the

Drunkard.

BUZZ

Drop the gun boy.

The Drunkard looks dumbly back and forth between Buzz and

Tessa. His grip on his gun slackens slightly, infused with

fear.

DRUNKARD

I... I...

Tessa moves forward and gun bucks the Drunkard on the head.

The Drunkard falls to the floor, unconscious.

BUZZ

Thanks Tess.

Tessa stows her gun away.

TESSA

No problem.

Tessa leans down and cuffs the Drunkard.

O’SHEA (O.S.)

Nice work there lass!

TESSA

(hoisting up the drunkard)

Go fuck yourself O’Shea.

CUT TO:
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INT. JAILHOUSE - NICKELWOOD TOWN - MORNING - MOMENTS LATER

Tessa throws the Drunkard into the cell, closing it as he

lands on his backside.

MICHAEL (O.S.)

I guess that’s another one.

Seated on his chair leisurely is Deputy MICHAEL TRAGER, 23.

He has feet up on his desk with no boots on whilst eating a

taco.

TESSA

Where’s Daddy?

MICHAEL

In his office.

Tessa looks at what he is eating.

TESSA

What is that?

MICHAEL

Taco. Some Mexican is sellin’ it

just round the corner. I tell ya,

this stuff is sweeter than stolen

honey.

TESSA

Whatever.

Tessa makes to leave the jailhouse but Michael stops her.

MICHAEL

Hey Tess.

Tessa stops in her tracks and turns to look at him.

MICHAEL

You know me and Pa don’t like you

gallivantin’ around tryin’ to play

deputy.

TESSA

It don’t concern me none what you

and Daddy don’t like. And I ain’t

playin’.

MICHAEL

You ain’t gonna get anywhere with

this.

(CONTINUED)
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TESSA

Fuck you Michael.

Tessa reaches the door and exits it. Michael stumbles out of

his seat.

MICHAEL

Wait, Tess! You can’t -

CUT TO:

EXT. NICKELWOOD TOWN - MORNING - MOMENTS LATER

Nickelwood Town. A large and bustling town full of traders,

merchants, farmers, ranchers and regular townsfolk.

Tessa is walking down the road when she spots a large wagon

near her father’s office. She notices four men guarding the

door. These are TEXAS RANGERS.

As she approaches the office one of the rangers moves

forward and approaches her.

TEXAS RANGER

Sorry darlin’. Can’t let you

through.

TESSA

I need to see my Daddy.

TEXAS RANGER

Your daddy?

TESSA

Donald Trager.

TEXAS RANGER

The sheriff?

TESSA

No, the outlaw. Of course the

fuckin’ sheriff! Move aside now.

The ranger glares at Tessa. Tessa makes to move past him but

the ranger threatens to pull out his pistol. The other three

rangers behind him slowly start forward, their hands

hovering over their holsters.

TESSA

It won’t be the first time someone

pointed a gun at me this mornin’.

Michael catches up to Tessa with the Texas Rangers.

(CONTINUED)
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MICHAEL

I told ya to wait!

The rangers are still tense. Michael picks up on the

atmosphere.

MICHAEL

(showing his deputy badge)

It’s okay boys. She’s my kid

sister.

The rangers relax. Tessa barges past the ranger she was

talking to and makes her way into the sheriff’s office.

MICHAEL

(following her inside)

No need to thank me.

CUT TO:

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - NICKELWOOD TOWN - MORNING

Tessa enters the office with Michael right behind her.

Inside the office we see Redfield County Sheriff DONALD

TRAGER, 48 is seated behind his desk. Across from Donald is

seated the Governor of Texas, THOMAS O’MALLEY, 56, a big and

imposing man.

DONALD

What’re you two doin’ here?

TESSA

Hey Daddy.

O’Malley stands up and greets Tessa cordially.

O’MALLEY

Pleasure to meet you darlin’.

O’Malley takes Tessa’s hand and kisses it. Tessa looks at

him in restrained revulsion.

O’MALLEY

Deputy Trager.

O’Malley lifts his hat slightly to Michael. Michael does the

same. O’Malley then turns to face Donald.

O’MALLEY

I suppose I’ll take my leave now Mr

Trager. Remember, I want the both

of them by the end of summer.

(CONTINUED)
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O’Malley exits the office. Tessa looks at her father and

notices he has a very foul expression on his face.

TESSA

Who was that?

MICHAEL

That was Thomas O’Malley. Governor

of Texas. You had no business

buttin’ in here.

Tessa ignores Michael.

TESSA

What did he want?

DONALD

He wants us to find the Mercer

Twins. Thousand dollar reward for

each of them.

TESSA

The Mercer Twins? But what about

Skip Walters?

DONALD

O’Malley has the Pinkertons chasin’

him. Says we ain’t up to scratch

with dealin’ with Walters.

MICHAEL

Fuckin’ ingrate.

DONALD

Watch your tongue boy.

TESSA

Ain’t the Pinkertons crooked?

MICHAEL

Damn right. They more crooked than

a dog’s hind leg.

Donald stands up.

DONALD

That’s enough. The governor gave us

his mandate. It’s our job to carry

it out.

Donald walks around the room slowly, arms behind his back.

(CONTINUED)
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MICHAEL

I don’t think I can Pa. We should

be chasin’ Walters. You know why.

Donald stops walking and closes his eyes. He takes a deep

breath and then opens them.

DONALD

I don’t like it anymore than you

do, but we ain’t got much choice.

TESSA

We shouldn’t even be huntin’ for

Walters anyhow. We should be after

George Jenkins.

MICHAEL

They run in the same gang. We find

Walters, we find Jenkins.

There’s a silence. Donald turns and looks at Michael

curiously. Michael notices.

MICHAEL

(to Donald, awkwardly)

Er, when I say "we" I mean you and

me.

(gestures to Tessa)

Not "we" as in, with her.

TESSA

I got as much right chasin’ Jenkins

as you and Michael.

DONALD

The hell you do. As a

matter-of-fact, what are you doin’

here Tess?

TESSA

To tell you about a lead I got on

Jenkins from a source of mine.

MICHAEL

What source?

TESSA

Some Irish fella from the Honey

Pot.

MICHAEL

Hellfire. From a whorehouse?

(CONTINUED)
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DONALD

Tessa how many times I have done

told you to stay outta this? You

ain’t no officer.

TESSA

I ain’t tryin’ to be. I just want

justice for Ma.

A knock is heard on the door. Donald makes to go and answer

it. He opens the door to see a bearded man (roughly early

40s and dressed in tatters). This is PATRICK WELLS.

PATRICK

’Scuse me Sheriff. Sorry to bother

you an’ all but me and my wife done

seen some suspicious activity out

near Broken Tooth Ridge when we was

on our way into town. We suspect it

be outlaws.

DONALD

What’s your name sir?

PATRICK

Patrick sir. Patrick Wells.

DONALD

What were these men doin’ Mr Wells?

PATRICK

We saw them steal a stagecoach. I

suspect they may have killed the

stagecoach driver.

DONALD

Thank you for the tip Mr Wells.

We’ll check it out immediately.

PATRICK

Just doin’ my civic duty sir. You

have a nice day.

Donald shuts the door and turns to Michael.

DONALD

Round up all the other deputies in

Nickelwood. We set out as soon as

we all ready.

MICHAEL

Got it Pa.

(CONTINUED)
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Michael exits the office. Donald makes his way back behind

his desk and picks up his rifle and his ten-gallon hat and

makes his way to leave.

TESSA

I’m comin’ with you.

Donald turns back to look at his daughter.

DONALD

The hell you are. Your ass stays

here in Nickelwood. We’ll be back

soon.

Donald leaves Tessa alone in the office. She glares at the

shut door in front of her before turning her gaze to a

taxidermy bull head on the wall behind her father’s desk.

It’s eyes are eerily staring at Tessa.

TESSA

The hell are you lookin’ at?

CUT TO:

INT. WILLIAM’S ROOM - MCKINLEY’S RANCH - AFTERNOON

Jackson wakes up in bed. We see Maggie sitting next to him

on a wooden chair reading a book. Jackson attempts to sit up

but winces in pain, he notices bandages wrapped around his

abdomen.

MAGGIE

I see you’re awake.

JACKSON

Where am I?

MAGGIE

My father’s house.

Jackson studies Maggie, eyes suspicious.

JACKSON

How did I get here?

MAGGIE

My father and fiancé found you out

near Finnigan’s Reach. They brought

you back and our good old Dr Potter

patched you up. Cost us fifteen

dollars.

(CONTINUED)
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JACKSON

I suppose my thanks are in order,

Miss...?

MAGGIE

McKinley. Maggie McKinley.

Seth and William enter the room.

SETH

Glad to see you awake son. How are

you feeling?

JACKSON

I’ve been better. You must be Miss

McKinley’s father.

(looks to William)

And you the fiancé.

(looks back at Seth)

Listen, I’ll pay you back for the

doctor’s bill. But I also need a

horse. Perhaps I can purchase one

from you?

William interjects before Seth can respond -

WILLIAM

You can. If you take me along with

you.

Seth and Maggie stare at William, taken aback. Jackson turns

his gaze to him and studies him, a shrewd expression on his

face.

JACKSON

My request isn’t yours to decide

terms on.

WILLIAM

You got nothin’ to lose by takin’

me along.

SETH

William, a word please?

Seth makes to leave the room, William slowly follows him,

not taking his eyes off Jackson who is still watching

William curiously.

CUT TO:



22.

INT. UPSTAIRS LANDING - MCKINLEY HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

William shuts the door behind him and follows Seth to the

end of the landing where the staircase is.

SETH

What in God’s name is goin’ on in

your brain boy? You wanna be a

Pinkerton?

WILLIAM

Yeah.

Maggie exits William’s room and strides to the both of them.

SETH

Maggie, go back inside.

MAGGIE

No.

(looks at William)

What was that all about?

SETH

Maggie!

Maggie glares at her father. She does as she is told, albeit

very reluctantly.

After Maggie goes back inside, William speaks.

WILLIAM

This ain’t no coincidence Mr

McKinley. This a sign from God.

SETH

You think it’s a sign? For you to

put on a shiny badge and kill

people?

WILLIAM

Not people. Outlaws.

SETH

We are all equal in the eyes of the

Lord, William. Killing is killing.

WILLIAM

I have to find him Mr McKinley.

SETH

And what about Maggie? You’re to be

married in the New Year. You gonna

just leave her behind?

(CONTINUED)
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WILLIAM

I’ll be back.

SETH

If you’re still alive.

WILLIAM

I ain’t gonna die. Not until that

man pays for what he did.

William heads downstairs leaving Seth alone. Seth looks at

William leave, concern on his expression as we -

CUT TO:

EXT. GRASSY PLAINS NEAR BROKEN TOOTH RIDGE - LATE AFTERNOON

Through the POV of a spyglass we see Donald Trager, Michael

Trager and two other deputies on horses trotting through a

prairie surrounded by small cliffs.

It’s then revealed that we are seeing this through Tessa’s

point-of-view who is spying on her father from a far away

vantage point. She is on top of a jagged cliff with her

horse next to her. Behind her is her friend SALLY HARDING,

21, blonde and ungraceful, smoking a roll-up cigarette.

Sally is dressed in the same tomboyish get-up like Tessa.

They are both mirror images of each other.

SALLY

How long are we gonna just spy on

’em?

TESSA

My brother ain’t the sharpest tool

in the box. But my pa got the sense

of a horse. He spots us, he’ll make

one of his deputies send us home.

Tessa puts the spyglass up to her eye again and we see

Donald Trager and his men dismount their horses to inspect a

campfire.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRASSY PLAINS - LATE AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

Down on the ground with Donald and his men. Michael squats

down and inspects the mound of charred wood that was once

the campfire. He touches the wood with two fingers.

(CONTINUED)
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MICHAEL

Firewood’s still warm. Whoever was

here, probably ain’t gone too

far...

DONALD

We still don’t know if it were

outlaws or not. Stay vigilant.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLIFFTOP - LATE AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

Tessa, still spying her father and his deputies with her

spyglass, hears the faint sound of galloping hooves. She

turns around to Sally.

TESSA

You hear that?

SALLY

Hear what?

Sally focuses her hearing and she hears the same thing,

evident in her expression. Tessa scans the surrounding area

with her spyglass and sees a posse of around eight men

gallop toward where her father is.

TESSA

Shit...

CUT TO:

EXT. GRASSY PLAINS - LATE AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

Donald, Michael and the two other deputies notice the

galloping of hooves and see the posse of men come toward

them. From where they are coming from, it’s clear that they

were hiding in a cave nearby (that’s directly under where

Tessa and Sally are).

Donald and his men draw their pistols, ready for a fight.

The eight men surround the four lawmen on their horses. They

laugh and hoot as they circle them. Eventually they stop and

one of the men dismounts his horse.

This is TIM MERCER, 39. He is an intense man with dirt on

his face and an equal amount of dirt on his clothes. He also

has a manic expression on his face, that looks even more

manic as he grins triumphantly at Donald.

(CONTINUED)
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DONALD

Tim Mercer.

TIM

’Afternoon Sheriff. You ready to

die?

Donald stares down Tim defiantly.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLIFFTOP - LATE AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

Tessa is still staring through the spyglass at the scene

before her. Sally is right beside her.

SALLY

What do we do Tess?

Tessa puts down the spyglass and looks at Sally.

TESSA

We back them up.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH - MCKINLEY’S RANCH - EARLY EVENING

Jackson is sitting alone on the porch smoking a cigar in

peace. William approaches the house, wiping sweat off his

face with a towel.

Both William and Jackson’s eye meet. William decides to

approach Jackson as he takes a seat next to him.

WILLIAM

Your gut feelin’ better?

JACKSON

I’ll live.

A short silence.

JACKSON

You serious about becoming a

detective?

WILLIAM

Yeah.

(CONTINUED)
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JACKSON

Why?

WILLIAM

Why do you care?

Jackson looks around the scenery of the ranch in front of

him.

JACKSON

You got a good thing going here.

You soon to be a married man too.

That type of shit won’t stay the

same in my line of work.

WILLIAM

I got my reasons.

JACKSON

Let me guess. You got fucked over

years ago by an outlaw or a corrupt

official. Now you want to become a

Pinkerton so you can hunt those

fuckers that did you wrong.

William looks at Jackson, stunned momentarily.

WILLIAM

How did you...?

JACKSON

I’ve seen many greenhorns like you.

Y’all got the same look in your

eye. That sense of

self-righteousness that will

probably lead you to an early

grave.

WILLIAM

I ain’t dyin’.

JACKSON

Weaklings don’t get to decide when

or how they die.

WILLIAM

I ain’t weak.

JACKSON

So what makes you strong?

William pauses for a second. He looks out straight in front

of him, but his gaze drifts back to the past.

(CONTINUED)
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WILLIAM

I was thirteen when it happened. My

home got burned down and my folks

got killed. Somehow I managed to

get away. Mr McKinley found me and

took me in. Any other kid would

have been fucked up in the head

from that kinda thing. But not me.

(beat)

I’d never forget the face of the

man who did it. These past eight

years I’d kill him a hundred times

in my dreams. But I never knew his

name. At least, not until a few

weeks ago when I saw his wanted

poster.

JACKSON

Who was the man?

WILLIAM

George Jenkins.

Jackson stares at William for a while. William feels

Jackson’s gaze and looks at him, startled by Jackson’s

surprised look.

WILLIAM

What?

JACKSON

Ain’t that a coincidence. Jenkins

used to work for the man I’m after.

WILLIAM

He did? Shit fire, it must be fate

come a-callin’ after all.

JACKSON

And why’s that?

WILLIAM

What d’you mean why’s that? We got

a common interest.

JACKSON

I wouldn’t be so skipper about it.

WILLIAM

How come?

(CONTINUED)
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JACKSON

Because the man I’m after is

someone far worse than George

Jenkins.

CUT TO:

EXT. ABANDONED BARN - EVENING

An abandoned barn in the middle of a desolate farm. Inside

the barn we hear the screams of a man. We move inside the

slightly open doors of the barn.

CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED BARN - EVENING

In the centre of the barn is a BEARDED MAN, barechested and

barefoot with nothing but his breeches on. There are

lacerations all over his body as blood trickles down from

each of them.

Both his hands are tied in rope and he is being hung from

the wooden beams at the top of the barn. His feet are

hanging a few inches from the ground.

Surrounding the man are a large group of men, all outlaws as

is evident by their rough attire aggressive expressions. The

one circling the Bearded Man however is different from the

rest.

This is EARVIN "SKIP" WALTERS, 47. Walters is a tall, wiry

and hard man with a sense of superiority and grace in the

way he carries himself. He is carrying a sharpy bloody knife

that he digs into the left armpit of the Bearded Man.

The Bearded Man yelps in pain.

WALTERS

I’m gonna ask you again. Where is

George Jenkins?

The Bearded Man doesn’t respond, his breathing is extremely

labored as he struggles to scream. The position he is

hanging in makes it difficult to breathe.

WALTERS

We know he was here. You’ll make

things easier for yourself if you

just tell us where he went.

(CONTINUED)
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BEARDED MAN

(panting)

I... I don’t know... please...

Walters yanks the blade out from the man’s armpit and

circles him again. This time he craves a small laceration

right in the front of his chest. The man yells in pain.

WALTERS

If you don’t tell us where he is,

I’ll cut off your legs and feed the

to your pigs.

Walters pulls out the blade in the Bearded Man’s chest.

BEARDED MAN

(panting)

I don’t know... a man called

Jenkins.

WALTERS

But a man was here.

BEARDED MAN

Yes. He had a scar... on his mouth.

Walters leans closer and puts his hand on the Bearded Man’s

face.

WALTERS

Where did he go!?

BEARDED MAN

He... he...

WALTERS

Where!?

BEARDED MAN

Tombstone...

The Bearded Man passes out. Skip Walters backs away from the

Bearded Man. He sticks out his hand and one of his men gives

him a bottle of liquor. Walters opens it and takes a swig.

WALTERS

It’s a shame to waste good liquor.

Walters smashes the bottle against the Bearded Man’s head,

causing him to be drenched in liquor.
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Walters then lights a cigar with a match then flicks the

still-lit match onto the Bearded Man’s body as it erupts in

flames. The Bearded Man awakes and his screams echo

throughout the barn.

Walters turns his back on the the burning man and heads for

the door.

WALTERS

Let’s move out!

CUT TO BLACK

END CREDITS


