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OPENING CREDITS 

Show a photo of each western star with name, slowly at first 

then speeding up until the photos and credits are a blur.  Pop 

out the photo and name of a particular star – not necessarily 

stars known today, of course. 

 

Dedicated to the Hollywood Stars  

who cleaned up the Wild West ~ 

Alan Ladd 

Alex Carras 

Al Pacino 

Amanda Blake 

Andy Devine 

Antonio Banderas 

Audie Murphy 

Billy Crystal 

Bob Hope 

Bob Steele 

Bob “Tumbleweed” Baker 

Brad Pitt 

Bronco Billy Anderson 

Burt Lancaster 

Buster Keaton 

Buzz Barton 

Charles Bronson 

Charlton Heston 

Chill Wills 

Clayton Moore 

Clevon Little 

Clint Eastwood 

Dale Evans 

CONTINUED: 
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OPENING CREDITS, Con’t: 

Dean Martin 

Dennis Quaid 

Dick Foran 

Don Red Barry 

Doris Day 

Dorothy Page 

Duncan Renaldo 

Ed Harris 

Edith Fellows 

Edward G. Robinson 

Elaine Riley 

Eli Wallach 

Emilio Estevez 

Errol Flynn 

Evelyn Finley 

Fay McKenzie 

Fess Parker 

Forrest Tucker 

Frances Morris 

Fuzzy Knight 

Gabby Hayes 

Gail Davis 

Gene Autry 

Glenn Ford 

Grace Kelly 

Gregory Peck 

Guinn “Big Boy” Williams 

CONTINUED: 
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OPENING CREDITS, Con’t: 

Guy Madison 

Guy Williams 

Harry Carey 

Harry Carey, Jr. 

Henry Fonda 

Herb Jeffries 

Hoot Gibson 

Hugh O'Brian 

Humphrey Bogart 

Jack Elam 

Jack Kelly 

Jack Palance 

James Arness 

James Cagney 

James Coburn 

James Garner 

Jane Fonda 

Jane Frazee 

Jason Robards 

Jay Silverheels 

Jeff Bridges 

Jim Beaver 

Jimmy Stewart 

Joel McCrea 

Johnny Mack Brown 

John Wayne 

Kenny Rogers 

 CONTINUED: 
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OPENING CREDITS, Con’t: 

Kiefer Sutherland 

Keith Caradine 

Ken Maynard 

Kevin Cline 

Kevin Costner 

Kirk Douglas 

Kris Kristofferson 

Kurt Russell 

Al “Lash” LaRue 

Lee Marvin 

Lee Van Cleef 

Leo Carrillo 

Linda Darnell 

Linda Stirling 

Ken Curtis 

Marlon Brando 

Mary McDonnell 

Maureen O'Hara 

Monte Hale 

Monte Rawlins 

Oliver Hardy 

Paul Newman 

Randolph Scott 

Ray “Crash” Corrigan 

Reno Browne 

Rex Allen 

Richard Boone 

 CONTINUED: 
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OPENING CREDITS, Con’t: 

Richard Dix 

Robert Duvall 

Rock Hudson 

Rocky Lane 

Roy Rogers 

Sharon Stone 

Shirley Maclaine 

Slim Pickens 

Smiley Burnette 

Smith Ballew 

Spade Cooley 

Stan Laurel 

Steve McQueen 

Sunset Carson 

Terence Hill 

Tex Ritter 

Tom Cruise 

Tom Mix 

Tom Sellick 

Tim Holt 

Tim McCoy 

Val Kilmer 

Victor Mature 

Walter Brennan 

Walter Huston 

Ward Bond 

Warren Beatty 

CONTINUED: 
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OPENING CREDITS, Con’t: 

Wild Bill Elliott 

William Boyd 

William S. Hart 

Will Rogers 

Will Smith 

Woody Strode 

Yul Brynner 

SFX:  Car tires skidding on pavement 

 

Opening credits skid to a stop, and. . . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EXT. BUCOLIC WELLS - LATE AFTERNOON: 

Aerial shot of a peaceful high prairie town of the 19
th
 Century 

American West; an easy wind blows dust and tumbleweed down the 

street.  A farmer drives a buckboard wagon past a nicely dressed 

man escorting a woman in bonnet and shawl.   

 

ANNOUNCER VOICE OVER 

When Edwin Stanton Porter filmed the 

first Western movie featuring Justus 

Barnes and Bronco Billy Anderson in 

1903, little did he know that his film, 

The Great Train Robbery, would start an 

industry and change our lives.   

CUT TO: 

 

CLIP from The Great Train Robbery of JUSTUS BARNES firing his 

pistols into the camera then return to street scene. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. BUCOLIC WELLS - LATE AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

 

ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 

In the century since, hundreds of 

Hollywood actors from Tom Mix to Jeff 

Bridges cleaned up crime in the Old 

West, making it a safe place to live. 

But with this many Good Guys, how long 

would it take to rid the Wild West of 

crime? And what would these Good Guys 

do once all the bad guys were in jail 

or rotting peacefully on Boot Hill?    

 

The camera travels up Main Street surrounded by wooden frame one 

family homes along streets paralleling the main street.  At the 

end of the street, across a single rail line leading to infinity 

across the prairie past a sign reading 

  

 You are now leaving Bucolic Wells, 

 Please hurry back.  

  /s/ Bucolic Wells Tourist Bureau  

 

…is the largest, most ornate house of the town, a magnificent 

Victorian structure with a large veranda.  On the porch FOUR 

BAWDY HOUSE GIRLS lounge as a steady stream of FARMERS, COWBOYS 

and BUSINESSMEN enter and exit.  Men greet each with a handshake 

or a tip of the hat.   

 

FRONT WALK OF BAWDY HOUSE: An older man, the PADRE in 

ecclesiastical collar and black suit, exits past a YOUNGER MAN 

entering.  The Padre looks up… 

 

PADRE 

   Son? 

 

YOUNGER MAN 

   Father.    

 

They stare at each other wordlessly for a beat before the older 

man takes the younger man by the arm and accompanies him back 

into the house as they smile and talk intimately. 

PAN TO: 

 

EXT. THE LONG BRANCH SALOON – AFTERNOON: 

A sprawling building with a stable in the rear. Tied up at the 

rail in front are a dozen horses, with another seventy horses 

tied to trees, bushes or rein weights, and several that are 

hobbled.  Horses completely surround the building.  

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE LONG BRANCH SALOON – AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

Along a fence to the rear are double-long Conestoga wagons 

parked with a driver pulling a triple-long into the lot.  The 

building has the standard swinging doors and a large sign 

reading Gift Shop at one corner.  In front is an A-frame sign 

reading Valet Parking with a cowboy taking a parking tag from a 

VALET, who jumps aboard the cowboy’s horse and rides at a gallop 

to park the horse at a rail in the rear.  Ranch hands are 

schlepping water and hay for the horses. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON - AFTERNOON:   

Inside, this typical movie saloon is filled with hatless 

cowboys, each with extreme hat hair, drinking beer and chatting 

with those around them, though several harder nuts have a bottle 

of rye into which they stare with bitter eyes.  Most we’ve seen 

before on some movie or TV screen. 

 

There are a mix of the leading stars of 100 years of cowboy film 

from BRONCO BILLY ANDERSON and TOM MIX to ROOSTER COGBURN and 

JAKE LONERGAN (trying to pull off the device on his arm). THREE 

BARKEEPS fill drink orders at the bar or on the floor, while 

DANCE HALL GIRLS circulate. To right of the bar is a small kiosk 

with the sign Concierge, with said employee behind the counter 

checking in a cowboy’s saddle bags.  Next to the concierge is a 

sign reading: Take a number showing the number: 127 

 

As the camera pans we see a number of film and TV good guys such 

as THREE ZORROS and SEVEN WYATT EARPS, each with a subtitle 

showing their name, number of films &/or TV show episodes.  

Mixed in the crowd are BUFFALO BOB SMITH with HOWDY DOODY and 

WOODY (from Toy Story).  Howdy, moving without strings, has a 

mean look on his face, and is in his own chair drinking beer 

from a small stein, while Woody stands in his chair trying to 

get the attention of a Barkeep.  

CUT TO: 

SFX: Rossini’s William Tell Overture 

 

EXT. MOUNTAIN RIDGE SURROUNDED BY BOULDERS – AFTERNOON: 

The LONE RANGER on SILVER gallops up, SILVER rears causing the 

RANGER to flip off backwards and roll down the hill while the 

camera stays on Silver. 

 

STENTORIAN (Voice over) 

With a cloud of dust, a flash of light, 

it’s the LONE RANGER, who fights a 

never-ending battle against crime and 

poor grammar across the Old West.   

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. MOUNTAIN RIDGE SURROUNDED BY BOULDERS – AFTERNOON –Con’t: 

 

LONE RANGER 

  Hi - Yo - Silver away… Wha-ha-ha-hooey!  

 

SFX: (Off screen) The RANGER falls noisily down the hill. 

CUT TO: 

 

Silver rolls his eyes 

 

LONE RANGER 

   (Off screen timed with SFX) 

  Oof, ow, ow, owie, oof, oof.  Oh, man. 

CUT TO:  

 

EXT. HITCHING RAIL LONG BRANCH - LATE AFTERNOON:   

The Ranger ties Silver off at a rail, followed by TONTO, who 

ties off his horse, SCOUT. The Ranger limps as they walk toward 

the door of the saloon, all the while trying to get his pants 

out of the crack of his ass. They enter… 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON: 

Tonto surveys the crowd while the Ranger looks for a spot to 

hang his hat on an enormous rack with a hundred or so hats.  At 

a table nearby are a selection of TV Good Guys including BAT 

MASTERSON, TENDERFOOT, THE VIRGINIAN, CHEYENNE BODY and other TV 

western heroes, all drunk.   

 

MASTERSON 

Hey, lookie, everybody.  It’s Side-

saddle Sal and his trusty Indian 

companion, Pronto. (Snorts laughter) 

Squanto?  No, no, no, tha’s not right. 

Bronto - (drunken snort) - saurus. 

 

Masterson laughs at his mot then pours whiskey everywhere but in 

his glass.  Encouraged by the nudges of the others at the table… 

 

TENDERFOOT 

  (Awkwardly)  

Hey, Ranger, them pants is so tight I 

can tell that dime in your pocket is 

heads —  

   (in surprise) 

I’ll be damned, you had a bris. You’re… 

Jewish?  

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

Everyone at the table laughs as much at the Ranger as at 

Tenderfoot‘s reaction.  Tonto turns to the Ranger. 

 

TONTO 

Uhm, Kimo Sabe.  Me gotta run, meet 

medicine man for root canal. 

 

LONE RANGER 

Don‘t be long. There could be trouble. 

 

TONTO  

  Uhm. 

   (to self as he exits) 

  No shit, white man. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SALOON – AFTERNOON:   

At the Free Lunch counter the Ranger loads a plate while talking 

with ANTONIO BANDERAS ZORRO. Nearby at a table are four trail-

weary cowboys, NORTH, SOUTH, EAST & WEST, drinking and playing… 

bridge?  Each seat has its own spittoon on the floor next to 

him, and each is chawing a big wad.  North deals, then each 

player sorts and contemplates their hand. 

 

NORTH 

Okay, gentleman.   

 (Spits into spittoon) 

Bridge is the name of the game.  Losers 

buy a round. Whose bid? 

 

WEST 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

One heart 

 

NORTH 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

   Spade 

 

EAST 

   Two hearts 

(Spits into spittoon – some gets 

on South) 

 

SOUTH 

Hey.  Watch it.  Lemme see here. 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

   Three Diamonds 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

WEST 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

Three hearts 

CUT TO: 

 

PIANO PLAYER surrounded in a chicken wire enclosure and banging 

out a popular rag on an old upright piano.   

 

SUBTITLE: Piano Player 

 

Occasional beer bottles shatter on the chicken wire splattering 

glass and beer.  He watches the room on a convex mirror mounted 

atop the piano.  He sees something in the mirror, stops playing 

and turns to stare at the top of the stairs. The tavern becomes 

deathly quiet as attention focuses on the head of the stairs.    

CUT TO: 

 

Head of staircase.  Camera starts low at the ankle then pans up 

to reveal AMAZIN’ GRACE. At the sight of her, all the cowboys 

sit up straight, some slick down their hair, others adjust the 

bandana around their throat or flick off a bit of dandruff from 

otherwise filthy clothing. Jake Lonergan and two unnamed cowboys 

are trying to pry his bracelet off with a screwdriver.  Behind 

Amazin’ Grace is a door with a sign reading Now Serving Number 

with a hook holding a beat up looking card reading 69.  As she 

descends the stairs she wipes at a wet spot on her bosom.  As 

she crosses the floor the hand of MISS KITTY of the Gunsmoke TV 

show stops her. 

 

SUBTITLE: Amanda Blake as Miss Kitty, Gunsmoke, 20 Seasons, 635 

Episodes 

 

MISS KITTY 

One working girl to another, dearie, 

wear a bib. 

 

AMAZIN’ GRACE  

(like she has a mouth full of 

marshmallow) 

  Uhm.  Thanks. 

 

She crosses to the bar and stops in front of a BARKEEP.  

 

BARKEEP 

  What can I git fer ye, Miss Grace? 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

AMAZIN’ GRACE  

  Brandy neat. 

 

BARKEEP 

   Brandy?  Yes’m. 

 

The bartender pours and Grace tosses it off, rinses her mouth, 

gargles and swallows.  Turning to the bar she coyly asks…  

 

AMAZIN’ GRACE 

  Number seventy? 

 

Two cowboys, an INTERLOPER and NUMBER SEVENTY, stand and walk 

toward her, one holding a card reading 70, the other pouring 

gold dust into his hand from a pouch.  They meet in front of 

Mary. 

 

INTERLOPER 

  I feel pert as a ruttin' buck. 

 

NUMBER SEVENTY 

Get in line, before I kick you so hard 

you’ll be wearin' your ass for a hat. 

The interloper skulks away while NUMBER SEVENTY takes Amazin’ 

Grace’s arm and they walk toward the stairs, Amazin’ Grace 

holding Number Seventy’s arm.   

 

CAMERA following them stops on the LONE RANGER and ANTONIO 

ZORRO. Zorro glances around the room then unties his mask and 

spreads it on the table.   

 

ANTONIO ZORRO 

See, I wear a, a full kerchief mask so 

my head she is protected if I lose my 

hat. Male pattern baldness runs in my 

family, especially here in back. 

PAN TO:  

 

Another table where brothers BRET MAVERICK & BART MAVERICK and 

Kenny Rogers’ GAMBLER, play poker. 

 

SUBTITLE: James Garner as Bret Maverick, 6 Seasons plus 1 Movie 

 

SUBTITLE: Jack Kelley as Bart Maverick, 5 Seasons 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

The Maverick Cousins and The Gambler Poker Game 

 

SUBTITLE: Kenny Rogers as The Gambler, 5 Films 

 

BRET M 

Feel sort of naked without my hat. 

 

BART M 

Now, cousin Bret.  See that sign? 

CUT TO: 

 

A sign over the swinging door of the entry. 

 

 He who wears his hat in here, 

 Buys the house a round of beer. 

 

CUT TO:  

 

The poker game between the Maverick cousins and the Gambler. 

 

BRET M 

Yeah, but I keep my best derringer in 

the crown…  

 

BART M 

Along with the aces from about ten 

decks of cards… 

 

BRET M 

…along with… now stop that.  You what I 

mean.  I feel unprotected. 

 

BART M 

Want to play for real money? 

 

BRET M  

Not without my hat. 

 

THE GAMBLER 

Like I always says, son.  You gotta 

know when to hold ‘em,  

 

SFX: Music to “The Gambler” 

 

THE GAMBLER (sings) 

know when to fold ‘em, know when to 

walk away, know when to run… 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

Handguns from those sitting at surrounding tables are drawn, 

cocked and pointed at The Gambler’s head.   

 

THE GAMBLER 

Your deal?  Penny ante? 

 

A shadow darkens the windows and doors causes a stillness in the 

room as Good Guys turn toward the swinging doors.   

 

SFX: Opening bars of theme music of The Good, The Bad & The Ugly 

 

INT. VIEW TOWARD SWINGING DOOR OF SALOON - EARLY EVENING:  

Over the swinging doors peers the MWNN (Man With No Name), a 

cheroot in his mouth in a dirty Mexican serape. He enters… 

 

SFX:  Spurs and the soft clanking of cast-iron stove parts. 

 

EVERYONE 

He’s wearing his hat, he’s wearing his 

hat. 

 

Cowboys rush past the MWNN to the bar, empty schooners in hand.   

 

MWNN 

(a la Lurch from the Addam’s 

Family) 

Uh, huh, huh, huh. 

 

MWNN sighs deeply, and flips his hat over his shoulder without 

looking.  It settles on the one open hook as if it has eyes.  As 

the MWNN passes the bar, men clamor for beer as a barkeep sweeps 

around with a tray full of mugs.  The MWNN sees HEDLEY LAMARR 

watching with a knowing smile and approaches him. 

 

MWNN 

You from here abouts? 

 

HEDLEY LAMARR 

I must say I am.  Been here since the 

railroad ran through this charming 

hamlet.  Ah, good times.    

 

LAMARR gets a wistful smile and humps the air with his hips.  

MWNN gives Local Man an uncomfortable look. 

 

MWNN 

Who are they?  

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

LAMARR comes back to the moment with a start. 

 

LAMARR 

Perhaps you could move downwind a 

little.  You’re, well, a little whiffy. 

 

MWNN 

Sorry.  I would have taken a shower but 

a raccoon ate my shampoo. 

 

LAMARR 

These are…  

(Take)  

. . .unemployed law men and women, bounty 

hunters and chronic do-gooders drawn like 

flies by the rumor that Bruce Dern is making 

a comeback.  Best bad guy ever. Better than 

Richard Boone, Jack Elam or Jack Palance.   

 

MWNN 

I got me one a them telegrams. 

 

A yellow telegram form magically appears in MWNN’s dirty hand. 

 

LAMARR 

How’d you. . .  Anyway, these so-called 

Good Guys cleaned up the West so well 

that every last bad guy is dead or in 

jail.  Mostly dead.  Leaving us with a 

bunch of adrenaline junkies and hang 

gliding hasn‘t been invented yet. 

 

MWNN 

You mean hang gliding ain’t been 

invented yet. 

 

LAMARR 

Right.  . . .ain’t been invented yet. 

 

Camera follows as LAMARR points out various incarnations of 

Wyatt Earp.  Mixed in with the cowboys is a young woman in pig 

tails and school girl outfit. 

 

LAMARR 

Say, isn’t that Wyatt Earp?  There, 

that’s him, isn’t it, with the 

mustache?   

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

MWNN and Lamarr converse. 

 

LAMARR 

And one there.  And there, there, 

there, there and there. That’s five, no 

make it six different Earps.  No, 

seven, one more in the corner.  And is 

that Annie Oakley?  There, the cute 

girl in pigtails?  

 

MWNN 

No, she’s a hooker.  That heap of rags 

holdin’ the Winchester is Annie.  

PAN TO:   

 

Heap of dirty rags wearing a slouch hat barely identifiable as 

human.  Camera continues to pan the room. 

 

LAMARR 

And is that Marshall Dillon?  With 

Chester and Festus on either side of 

him, next to Miss Kitty?  And that has 

to be, why, it is, that fat, profane, 

one-eyed US Marshall… 

CUT TO: 

 

A drunken ROOSTER COGBURN sprawled in a corner and return. 

 

LAMARR 

…you know, from that movie, now don’t 

tell me, I know this.  The one where a 

drunk U.S. Marshall helps a little girl 

catch her father’s killer. 

 

MWNN 

  True Grit? 

 

LAMARR  

  No… no, that’s not it.  

 

MWNN 

That is Rooster Cogburn.  Both John 

Wayne and Jeff Bridges won Academy 

Awards off’n ‘im…   

 

MWNN displays a dog-eared paperback copy of the novel TRUE GRIT 

from under his serape. 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

MWNN and Lamarr converse. 

 

MWNN 

…from the novel True Grit by Charles 

Portis. 

 

LAMARR 

No, doesn‘t sound right. I’m thinking 

of the flick where that feisty little 

girl, Mattie, loses her arm. 

   (Beat) 

  Oh, it’ll come to me.  

 

MWNN gives an exasperated camera stare. 

 

LAMARR 

Look, there’s the Duncan Renaldo CISCO 

KID.  And the Gilbert Roland CISCO KID 

there. And Bronco Billy next to WILLIAM 

S. HART.  And there, the Maverick 

brothers, Bret and Bart, just about 

everyone since Tom Mix.  Isn’t, uh, 

ain’t that TOM SELLICK? Never the big 

thing they hoped he’d be. 

   (Drains his beer.) 

Well, opportunity waits for no one. 

 

Hands the MWNN a calling card  

 

CLOSE UP OF CALLING CARD that reads: Hedley (Not Hedy) Lamarr, 

Attorney General with Attorney General crossed off and: 

Financial Planner, See me about Amway penciled in. 

 

MWNN reads the card, mouths the word Amway and shudders, puts 

the card under his serape.   

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SALOON – DAY: 

A very pretty bar girl walks past the Bridge game, pinches one 

nostril, snorts a luggie which she spits into a spittoon to the 

absolute disgust of the cowboys. . . 

 

NORTH, EAST, SOUTH & WEST 

Ee-you. 

 

. . . then she continues on her way. 

CUT TO: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

A BARKEEP walks up with a bill on a tray and presents it to the 

MWNN.  MWNN reads it with little interest, produces a heavy 

dirty white cloth sack from under his serape, drops it on the 

waiter’s tray. 

 

SFX: Chunk. 

 

The Waiter staggers away under the weight. 

 

MWNN 

   Keep the change. 

 

The MWNN crosses the room past Jake Lonergan in the middle of a 

GROUP OF COWBOYS watching while a cowboy holds a cold chisel and 

AMOS JOHNSON, the blacksmith, readies to hit it with an eight 

pound sledge.  Camera follows MWNN to an empty table near to the 

bridge game.  As he passes the bridge game… 

CUT TO:  

 

INT. SALOON - AFTERNOON: 

The bridge continues - 

 

NORTH 

Now, where was we?  

 (Spits into spittoon) 

Three hearts?   

 

North looks at his partner, South, with great meaning. 

 

NORTH 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

  Pass. 

 

EAST 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

   Pass. 

 

SOUTH 

   Uh, four no. 

 

North gives South, the dirtiest of dirty looks. 

 

WEST 

   Ha.  Double. 

 (Spits into spittoon) 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

The MWNN looks away as the game continues next to him, scanning 

the room.  He reaches for a beer off a passing tray which seems 

to leap into his hand of its own accord.  MWNN takes a long draw 

without removing the cheroot from his mouth when… 

 

YOUNG COWBOY 

   Never!  Not ever! 

 

The bar becomes deathly still and everyone looks toward the bar 

where a bartender cocks and points a double barrel shotgun at a 

YOUNG COWBOY who’s looking sheepish. 

 

BARKEEP 

   What’d you say?   Out with it. 

 

YOUNG COWBOY 

  Uh.  Never?  Not ever?   

 

BARKEEP 

   You know the rules. 

 

YOUNG COWBOY 

  Sorry, sir.  I forgot.   

 

The barkeep gestures toward a huge jar half full of coins and 

bills at the end of the bar. The downcast cowboy shuffles to it, 

takes out a handful of bills and coins and drops a coin into a 

jar reading Discouraging Words.  The barkeep motions again and 

the Young Cowboy drops several bills in then departs. 

 

EAST 

Down four, doubled. Hot, damn, pard, we 

skunked 'em but good. 

CUT TO: 

   

INT. SALOON – AFTERNOON: 

At the Bridge game, North stands and draws his six shooter 

pointing it at his partner, South. 

 

NORTH 

How many times have I tole you when I 

pass like that I’s a biddin’ Blackwood 

Convention?  

 (Spits into spittoon) 

You cain't overbid that’n’a way. 

 

SFX:  BLAM 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH – AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

North shoots South, splattering the TWO COWBOYS and TWO DANCE 

HALL GIRLS at the table behind him with brains and blood as  

South falls backwards onto the floor.   

 

AT TABLE BEHIND 

   (Ad lib)  

Yuucch.  Jeez, mister.  Have a care, 

sir, etc. 

 

At the Bridge game table: 

NORTH 

Sorry folks.  Bid four no trump on my 

one Spade, pass, pass.  

 (Spits into spittoon) 

Went set doubled. 

   (to the barkeeps) 

Get that wuthless skunk out'n here.   

CUT TO: 

 

As two Barkeeps drag South away, one of the men at the table 

behind looks outraged, draws and fires two more shots into South 

as the others at the table behind clean up, mumbling. 

 

AT TABLE BEHIND 

   (Ad lib) 

Some people never learn. Four no after 

partner stops at one.  The nerve! Etc. 

 

SFX: Bam, bam 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SALOON – AFTERNOON: 

At the bridge game, North holsters his gun and sits. 

 

NORTH 

   Okay, boys.   

    (loudly to the room) 

We needs a fourth fer bridge.   

 (Spits into spittoon) 

And new cards what hain’t got blood on 

‘em.   

FADE TO BLACK 
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EXT. MONUMENT VALLEY – LATE AFTERNOON:  

A cowboy rides tall in the saddle profiled by the setting sun 

through the scenic wonders of the Monument Valley, with a clean 

shirt and vest despite the dirt of the trail, single pistol high 

on his right buttock.  It’s, oh my God, it’s DUKE. His posture 

and demeanor on his majestic steed create an illusion of size 

and power. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. THE MAIN STREET OF BUCOLIC WELLS – LATE AFTERNOON: 

Duke rides into town to the admiring glances of LOCALS who are 

out enjoying an evening stroll. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. FRONT OF LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON: 

Duke stops in front of the Long Branch and looks for an open 

spot at the rail.  He sees one and maneuvers into it.  From a 

SIDE VIEW all we see is the peak of his hat over the saddles to 

either side. As he dismounts – 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. THE LINE OF HORSES TIED UP AT THE RAIL – LATE AFTERNOON: 

One horse looks toward Duke then throws his weight against the 

next horse, causing a chain reaction that crushes Duke. 

 

DUKE 

Whoooooooof.   

 (beat – then a la John Wayne) 

Git off’n me, mule.  Con sarn idjit 

mules. 

 

He ties up his pony, walks up to the swinging doors and peers in 

between the doors to judge when best to make his entrance.   

CUT TO: 

 

INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON: 

From inside all that can be seen of Duke are short legs and an 

eye peeking in between the swinging doors. He throws the doors 

open and steps in, gun in each hand. (Yes, I know, he only has 

one holster. Live with it.) 

 

DUKE 

Any one of you lily-livered bow-legged 

varmints care ter slap leather with me? 

 

Duke fires a number of shots into the ceiling 

 

SFX: Six guns firing 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

 

SFX:  Muffled male voice from off-stage upstairs: “Ya got me”.  

Heavy thud on the floor as a woman screams. 

 

FX: The body falling sends down a cascade of plaster dust and 

debris that showers Duke. 

 

DUKE 

   (Spits plaster) 

In case ya got any idears, ya better 

know who yer dealin with.  

   (Eyes the crowd) 

I'm tha' rootiness, tootiness, 

shootiness bob-tailed wild-cat in the 

west.  I'm tha' fastest gun north, 

south, east, and west of tha' Pecos.  

If ‘n there’s any pilgrim here who says 

I tain’t, let him speak now or forever 

keep his peace. 

 

All look at Duke then go back to what they’re doing. 

 

OFF CAMERA MALE VOICE 

Hey, Duke - free beer.  Grab a samich 

‘n join us. 

 

Duke holsters his gun then tosses his hat up on the hat rack 

where it catches a top hook. He looks at it in disgust. 

 

DUKE 

   (mutters) 

Con sarn idjit hat rack.  Con sarn 

idjit hat.   

  (Brushing off plaster dust) 

D’jou say free beer?  Great horny 

toads, don’t mind if’n I do.  

   (mutters) 

Con sarn idjit plaster. Con sarn idjit 

chair.  Con sarn idjit movie. 

 

Duke grabs a chair, and jams it back first between a cowboy and 

THE RIFLEMAN at the bar and elbows his way up to bar.  

 

SUBTITLE:  Chuck Conners as The Rifleman, 6 Seasons 

 

DUKE 

Make a hole, varmints. 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

Duke intercepts a beer in a stein proportioned to his size from 

a stream of full beer steins sliding past on the bar. 

 

DUKE 

Evening, varmints. To whom do we owe 

the brewskis? 

 

RIFLEMAN 

The character in the serape and cast 

iron.   

 

Duke pushes the Rifleman to make more room. 

 

DUKE 

Move over, Pilgrim, or’ I’ll a blast 

yer knee caps clean off’n yer carcass. 

 

The Rifleman moves starting a wave down the bar.  

 

RIFLEMAN 

Hey, Duke.   

 (Beat – returns to conversation)   

Ain’t like the old days. We’ve run out 

of bad guys, 

 

Two sots over is PALADIN, his black outfit covered with dust. 

 

SUBTITLE: Richard Boone as Paladin, 7 Seasons, 225 Episodes 

 

PALADIN 

Heard Bruce Dern is coming back.   

 

RIFLEMAN 

‘n we get here to find no bad guy.  Not 

even Laura. 

 

Paladin checks his pockets for cash and finding none, tries to 

pry the chess piece off his holster. 

 

PALADIN 

Anyone want to trade a shot for this 

genuine chess piece memento of a great 

TV show?  On TV seven years, top five 

in the ratings four straight. 

 

Having no takers, Paladin stumbles to the back of the saloon as 

a soused AUDIE MURPHY jumps on the bar. 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

Audie Murphy stands on bar, back to room. 

 

SUBTITLE: Audie Murphy, 49 Westerns, 1 Medal of Honor 

 

AUDIE MURPHY 

Did I ever tell you what it’s like to 

get shot?  Fer real, I mean? 

  

Audie drops trou and unbuttons the back flap of his long johns 

exposing the scar where a bullet exited next to a tattoo of his 

Medal of Honor. 

 

AUDIE MURPHY 

Real blood ain’t like that red dyed 

crap they dribble on your ass in a 

movie. 

 

From between his legs Audie grins at the crowd before falling 

head first behind the bar.   

 

SFX: Loud crash. 

CUT TO:   

 

The MWNN shakes his head. 

 

MWNN (to camera) 

Man has to know his limits. 

 

MWNN turns to scan the bar, but it‘s hard to see with the sun 

streaming through the windows into his eyes.  He notices a roll-

up shade on the window.  He turns, takes the shadow of the draw 

string and pulls down the shadow of the window shade.  

 

He looks around the barroom. Camera follows then stops on GENE 

AUTRY dressed in the cheesiest possible 1950’s cowboy suit. 

Behind him several equally nattily dressed cowpokes turn around 

replete with FIDDLE, STAND UP BASS and TWO GUITARS.  Autry 

unlimbers his guitar and strums a chord,  

 

SUBTITLE: Gene Autry, 40+ Films, 100+ TV Episodes, Owner, the 

Californy Angels 

 

GENE AUTRY 

Well, this reminds me of the old 

western ballad that allowed me to 

retire from pictures and buy a baseball 

team… 

CONTINUED: 



25 

 

 

   

INT. LONG BRANCH SALOON – LATE AFTERNOON – Con’t: 

Gene Autry’s band plays  

 

SFX: the opening bars of Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer played 

on a scratchy old vinyl 45 RPM record. 

 

GENE AUTRY 

   (Lip syncing) 

Rudolph the Red No… 

 

SFX:  Bullwhip crack 

 

The business end of a bullwhip snakes across the barroom and 

knocks the guitar out of tune by severing the instrument’s neck.  

 

GENE AUTRY 

LaRue.  This thing cost RKO plenty. 

 

AUTRY sucks a bruised pinkie and glares at LASH LARUE like he’s 

going to go for his gun.  

 

SUBTITLE: Al “Lash” LaRue, 40 Westerns 

 

LASH LARUE 

You’re lucky it warn’t your neck, 

Autry. 

 

LaRue glares at Autry, coiling his whip menacingly.   

CUT TO:   

 

INT. THE SWINGING SALOON DOORS – DAY 

BAGGY, an older cowboy in the mold of every comic relief side 

kick from Gabby Hayes to Leonard Nimoy, grabs a coon skin hat 

from the rack and jams it on his head tail first then picks up a 

cross bow and departs.   

 

SUBTITLE:  Baggy Johnson, comic-relief sidekick in the tradition 

of Gabby Hayes and Leonard Nimoy. 

 

As Baggy exits he passes INDIANA JONES struggling to take off 

his fedora.  

 

SUBTITLE: Indiana Jones, 4 films with hat stapled to head. 

 

INDIANA JONES turns to the crowd and yells… 

 

INDIANA JONES 

Hey.  Anybody got a staple puller? 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. THE SIDEWALK OF MAIN STREET - EARLY EVENING: 

Baggy hustles along carrying a mine detector, tipping his hat to 

passing bawdy house girls, crosses the railroad tracks in front 

of the rail station. A sign on the station reads: 

 

Governor William J. Lepetomane  

Memorial Rail Depot 

U.S. Post Office 

Army Recruiting Station  

& Sport Complex   

 

Next to the station in an outdoor basketball court FIVE HARLEM 

GLOBETROTTERS in uniforms circa 1880, are passing and shooting 

baskets accompanied by a PIANIST a la Jelly Roll Morton. 

 

SFX:  Sweet Georgia Brown 

 

Whenever a Globetrotter makes a shot, one of them climbs a 

ladder, removes the basketball from the wicker peach basket 

attached to a clear acrylic back board and throws it back. 

 

Next Baggy passes a sign that reads: Welcome to Bucolic Falls, 

An Intergrated Eden, Population 723 + Growing  

 

…then up on the sidewalk past a Howard’s Johnson’s Famous 1 

(crossed out with a rough 3 painted sloppily in) Flavor, past a 

Starbucks with several yuppie cowboys sipping Grande Lattes, 

across an alley where two food carts are parked, one selling 

“Greasy Gus Greek Gyros” and the other “Little Donkey Mexican 

Delights” then back up on to the boardwalk.  Two Good Guys are 

in front of the carts comparing their respective wraps. 

 

In front of one somewhat ramshackle frame building on Main 

Street hangs a shingle reading: Zebadiah Q Johnson, Kiropracter, 

You wrack ‘it, I crack ‘it. Teeth puled cheep 

 

Several bow-legged men stooped over with hands on their lower 

back wait in front as another rides up, struggles off his horse, 

and limps up.  As Baggy approaches carrying a medieval pike over 

one shoulder we hear… 

 

SFX: The sound of a dozen chicken bones being snapped and 

crushed followed by a relieved, guttural… 

 

UNSEEN MALE VOICE 

  Uuuuh. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. TOWN STREET – EVENING - Con’t: 

A SMILING COWBOY walks out of Doc Johnson’s office escorted by 

DOC JOHNSON who has a stubble beard wearing dirty check 

trousers, shirt, down-at-the-heels shoes and a dingy white lab 

coat.  Baggy, carrying Chewbacka’s laser rifle, tips his hat to 

Doc in passing.   

 

BAGGY 

  Doc. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

  Baggy.   

   (Calls at Baggy’s back) 

Time fer yer dental check-up, ye hear? 

 

Baggy ignores him continuing past the Wong Toy Johnson Chinese 

Laundry, Johnson Brothers Tonsorial Parlor then a restaurant 

with a sign Son Toy Johnson Good Grub & Acupuncture then Johnson 

& Johnson Fine Family Farmacy then into the Sheriff’s Office.  

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - EARLY EVENING:   

A typical movie sheriff’s office with a desk, gun rack on the 

wall holding rifles and shotguns, a pot-bellied stove with 

coffee pot simmering.  A door in the back wall leads to the 

cells through which the TOWN DRUNK/ALVA, a young man with curly 

hair wearing ratty trousers, one suspender and the tops of long 

johns, hangs by his legs from the top bunk. 

 

At the desk is the SHERIFF, a middle aged, affluent black man 

leaning back in his office chair, stocking clad feet (hole in 

one toe) on the desk. On the coat rack under his coat and hat 

are twin holsters with pistols covered in dust and cobwebs. 

  

BAGGY 

Sheriff, ya ’all gotta come quick… 

 

Baggy puts a blunderbuss in the gun rack on the wall. 

 

BAGGY 

It’s all them carn-swangled good guys. 

There’s trouble a’brewin. 

 

SHERIFF 

Trouble?  What sort of trouble? 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EVENING – Con’t: 

Baggy alerts the Sheriff to the trouble at the Long Branch. 

 

BAGGY 

Boredom type trouble. Them’s the 

wustest, too.  They’s just snockered 

an’ itching fer a fight. 

 

SHERIFF 

All of the Good Guys?  The ones that 

cleaned up the West?  Surely, you jest. 

  

A neon sign in the corner of the screen flashes: Wait for it 

 

BAGGY 

No jest about it, Sheriff, and don’t 

call me Shirley. 

 

The Sheriff stands, takes his coat, flicks off lint, dons it, 

puts on his hat at a jaunty angle, picks up an ebony walking 

stick with a heavy gold knob, and gives a “ta-da” gesture. 

 

BAGGY 

Ain’t you fergittin somethin?  

 

The Sheriff glances at the dusty holsters and six shooters. 

 

SHERIFF 

No, I don’t think so. 

 

BAGGY 

Not yer guns, you idjit.   

 

Baggy looks down at the Sheriff’s feet and the Sheriff follows. 

 

SHERIFF 

Oh, yes. Thanks. 

 

The Sheriff dons his dress boots then Sheriff and Baggy, 

carrying a Browning automatic rifle, exit. 

FADE: 

 

INT. THE FRONT WINDOW OF THE LONG BRANCH - EVENING: 

The Sheriff and Baggy peer into the Long Branch through a 

window.  The bridge game continues, the stack of passed out good 

guys in the corner grows, a man is being forced to empty his 

pockets into the Discouraging Words jar.  

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SALOON – EVENING – Con’t: 

Two nearly identically dressed Zorros circle one another hands 

on sword hilts, and Amos Johnson is now trying to cut off Jake 

Lonergan’s bracelet with a hand-held industrial circular saw. 

MONGO, smoking a stogie, is plays chess with the MWNN amidst 

onlookers. 

 

SHERIFF 

 It’s worse than I thought. 

 

Baggy looks at him as the Padre, Doc Johnson and Mayor join them 

from the direction of the Bawdy House. 

 

PADRE 

What’s going on? 

 

SHERIFF 

Mongo’s working the Staniskowsky Ploy.  

It’s mate in five then all hell breaks 

loose.   

 

BAGGY 

What’re we gonna do? 

 

SHERIFF 

Well, unless Blondie, there, sees the 

trap - it‘s pretty subtle, mind you - 

there’s nothing “we” can do. Unless… 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. THE LONG BRANCH - EVENING: 

The scene has degenerated into a drunken frat party, complete 

with OTIS DAY AND THE KNIGHTS in cowboy regalia playing in the 

corner.  Mongo, in a toga, is doing his Bluto Blutarsky pimple 

impression on the staircase.  From outside - 

 

SHERIFF 

   Now! 

 

A stream of water from a fire hose sluices through the swinging 

doors followed by two uniformed FIREMEN on the hose and the 

Sheriff et al wash Good guys into the alley behind the saloon. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. REAR OF THE LONG BRANCH - EVENING: 

The narrow alley behind the saloon is filled with overflowing 

garbage cans, Good Guys, the Sheriff, Baggy, Mayor and firemen 

holding a dribbling hose.   

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. REAR OF THE LONG BRANCH – EVENING – Con’t: 

The hose has a 00 Gauge 4 inch bead ring dangling from a 

piercing in its tip.  Behind the Good Guys, just in screen, the 

Wicked Witch of the West dissolves into the ground… 

 

WICKED WITCH 

What a world, what a world. 

 

In front of the crowd, Jake Lonergan is electrocuted by his 

bracelet, with electricity arcing across his body. 

 

SHERIFF 

Now, gentlemen.   And lady, if I may 

call you that. 

 

The dirty pile of rags answers a la Ellie Mae Clampett. 

 

ANNIE OAKLEY 

You shore can. 

 

SHERIFF 

Get out of town and don’t come back 

until you can behave yourselves.  

Comprende? 

 

They all look confused and are muttering “What“, “Wazzat” 

“Wadhesay?” and so on until a soaking wet CISCO KID explains. 

 

SUBTITLE: The Cisco Kid, 27 Films, 600 Radio Episodes, 156 TV 

Episodes played by Duncan Reynaldo, Gilbert Roland and others. 

 

CISCO 

Comprende is Espanish for understand.  

Do you understand what he say? 

 

Members of the subdued mob look illuminated and mumble “oh”, 

“yes“, and “sure thing, Sheriff”. 

 

SHERIFF 

Good.  We’ll finish this conversation 

in the morning. 

   (Starts to leave) 

And, settle up damages. 

 

FADE: 
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EXT. A CAMPGROUND JUST OUTSIDE TOWN - EVENING: 

A number of campfires with everything from teepees to pup tents 

to Gypsy caravans to Conestoga wagons to a modern Winnebago, 

each next to a small fire.  There are stars on tent flaps, 

teepees and so on with the name of the character underneath.  

Good guys walk about wrapped in horse blankets, hanging clothes 

on lines or eating beans out of cans. The character in front of 

the Winnebago is being served by a liveried footman who slops 

beans from an iron pan into a metal plate then pours champagne 

into a flute.   

 

At one camp fire an UNNAMED COWBOY, bent over at the waist, is 

laying out his sleeping roll. 

 

UNNAMED 

  (Aloud to self) 

Bein’ throwed out of a town by a nigger 

Sheriff just riles me. 

 

Two boots appear in his field of vision, and he stands to find 

WOODY STRODE looking him in the eye. 

 

SUBTITLE: Woody Strode, 90+ Films 

 

WOODY STRODE 

You got a problem with a black sheriff 

that you gotta call him name behind his 

back?  In this day and age? 

 

VOICE 

  Well, not really. 

 

The cowboy turns to face HERB JEFFRIES who smiles and spins a 

gun. 

 

SUBTITLE: Herb Jeffries, 17 Films & TV Appearances 

 

HERB JEFFRIES 

  You sure? 

 

The man smiles weakly. 

 

UNNAMED COWBOY 

  Yep. Very sure. 

 

HERB JEFFRIES 

You know about half of all cowboys in 

the West are black. Or Latino. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPGROUND – NIGHT – Con’t: 

Woody Strode and Herb Jeffries continue to confront an unnamed 

cowboy, taking turns turning the cowboy by the shoulder to face 

the speaker. 

 

UNNAMED COWBOY 

Yeah, I seem to notice something like 

that. 

 

HERB JEFFRIES 

And thousands of black Buffalo Soldiers 

risk life and limb to protect bigoted 

little saddle twirps like you. 

 

WOODY STRODE 

You work with blacks, don’t you? 

 

UNNAMED 

Whelp. . . 

 

WOODY STRODE 

Rely on ‘em to have your back? 

 

UNNAMED 

Yeah. 

 

HERB JEFFRIES 

So let’s practice.  Black.  Now you, 

nice and slow.   

 

STRODE 

It won’t hurt.  But if you don’t, it 

will. 

 

UNNAMED 

Black. 

 

JEFFRIES 

Well done, peckerwood. 

 

STRODE 

That didn’t hurt too bad, now, did it, 

numb-nuts? 

 

UNNAMED 

Uh. . . 

 

CONTINUED 
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EXT. CAMPGROUND – NIGHT - Con’t:  

 

JEFFRIES 

You like us calling you names? Like white 

trash?  Honkey?  Cracker? 

 

UNNAMED 

Whelp. . . 

 

STRODE 

Think about it, friend. 

 

Strode and Jeffries walk off leaving unnamed still trying to 

formulate an answer.  They saunter past a line of men standing 

outside the men’s outhouse while one DESPERATE MALE GOOD GUY 

sneaks into the ladies.  Behind, several cowboys help a 

disoriented Jake Lonergan, hair askew and steam rising, to a 

campsite.  Next Strode and Jeffries pass an animated pile of 

rags hanging from a line struggling to break free. 

 

ANNIE 

Watch what you varmints ‘ttach them 

pins to.  When I git out’n this I’m a 

gonna shoot me someone, sure. 

 

Camera follows as they pass a fire with ten cowboys in long 

johns, hats and saddle blankets sitting around it in eating 

beans.  There is some conversation, but most eat emitting the 

occasional belch or fart. A COWBOY ONE and COWBOY TWO are eating 

between the horses and the campfire.  Cowboy One sniffs the air. 

 

COWBOY ONE 

You smell that? 

 

COWBOY TWO 

Yeah? 

 

COWBOY ONE 

Where’d that tenderfoot tie the horses? 

 

COWBOY TWO 

Right behind us. 

 

COWBOY ONE 

Upwind?  

 

 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. CAMPGROUND HORSE CORRAL – NIGHT: 

A horse standing ass toward the campfire and camera, looks 

behind at the camera, seems to smile, lifts his, her or its 

tail, and. . . 

 

SFX: One whopper of a horse fart. 

 

COWBOY ONE 

Incoming!  

 

Cowboys One and Two dive for cover while the others look up but 

don‘t move. 

 

FX: A flash fire as horse methane meets campfire. 

 

SFX:  Whoompf 

 

Leaving cowboys charred and smoking where they sit as Cowboys 

One and Two look up and around at the carnage. 

 

SFX:  Horse laugh off screen 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. CAMPGROUND - EVENING:  

Across the campground at a fire sits the MWNN in serape over 

drop drawer underwear, hat and a pair of rubber beach thongs, 

with several pieces of cast iron showing.   

 

FX: flash fire in the distance. 

 

SFX: Muted whoomph 

 

Cowboys turn and look then go back to what they were doing.   

 

MWNN 

See someone tied horses upwind of a 

fire again. 

 

On the far side of the MWNN’s campfire the Ranger, wearing a 

flour sack with two holes cut in it for a mask, wrings water out 

of his mask and hangs it on a line.  Tonto sits next to the fire 

paging through legal documents shaking his head and muttering. 

 

TONTO  

Uhm.  Sitting Bull right.  White man 

fork with speaked tongue, kill our 

women, rape our buffalo. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPFIRE – NIGHT – Con’t: 

 

MWNN 

   What? 

 

TONTO 

Hmm.  Look for escape clause in AFTRA 

contract.  Call agent in morning.  Get 

off flick.  Take job at tribe casino.  

Really fleece white man. 

 

MWNN 

Why are you talking like that? 

 

TONTO 

H’mm.  Screenwriter not know how 

caricature hurt Tonto.  Screenwriter 

real dumb ass.  Director, too.  

 

OFF SCREEN MALE VOICE 

Hey!? 

 

MWNN nods agreement as Duke, wearing a horse blanket wrapped 

around his long johns held in place with his gun belt, walks up 

in his typical side-winding walk and sits across from the MWNN.  

As he does, Tonto exits to help the Lone Ranger in the 

background.  Duke sits on the highest log, takes out his makings 

and rolls a cigarette.  He finishes, pops it in his mouth, chews 

and swallows.   

 

DUKE 

Shore is a mite chilly for July. 

 

The MWNN reaches out and turns an imaginary knob that causes the 

fire to grow. Duke does a take, 

 

MWNN 

Better? 

 

DUKE 

How’d. . .  

 

Duke looks suspiciously at the MWNN, shakes his head then 

settles in.  He and the MWNN sit for a few moments in silence.  

Finally the MWNN stirs. 

 

MWNN 

Always thought you was taller. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPFIRE WITH MWNN AND DUKE – EVENING Con’t: 

Duke and the MWNN continue their conversation. 

 

SFX: Pistol being drawn and cocked.  

 

The barrel of a pistol is in the MWNN’s left nostril before he 

can blink.  (There is a pistol in his other hand, despite having 

only one holster. I know, cartoon logic.) 

 

MWNN 

Least ways, that’s what I heard. 

 

DUKE 

And what do you say? 

 

MWNN puts a finger of a grimy hand under this kerchief and 

stretches it a little, swallowing hard. 

 

MWNN 

It ain’t the size of the man in the 

fight, it’s the size of the gun up my 

nose? 

 

DUKE 

Good answer, varmint.   

 

The pistol withdraws from the MWNN’s nostril.  MWNN does a look 

of relief, sighs and resumes his reverie, chewing on his cigar. 

 

DUKE 

I still don't favor looking up to the 

likes of you. 

   (beat) 

You know Humphrey Bogart was only five 

foot seven. 

 

The MWNN takes out the stub of his cheroot, looks at it. 

 

MWNN 

   So I been told. 

 

He puts the stub back in his mouth.   

 

DUKE 

Tom Cruise is only five five.  Maybe 

five six. Stallone is five seven 

without them lifts in his shoes. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPFIRE SCENE WITH MWNN AND DUKE – Con’t: 

MWNN nods in agreement. 

 

MWNN 

Mmmm,  

 

DUKE 

Mickey Rooney was the number one box 

office star in the world for five 

years.  Only five three. 

 

MWNN 

Great actor.  

 

DUKE 

Take Buzz Barton.  Starred in fourteen 

Westerns back in the twenties.  Five 

foot two.  No one makes comments about 

his height. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Clip of Buzz Barton and return. 

 

MWNN 

Nope, ain‘t heard a word.   

 

DUKE 

James Cagney?  Five five.  Alan Ladd, 

played Shane? Five four.  Al Pacino, 

five five, Edward G. Robinson, five 

five, a giant next to Devito who‘s five 

foot even. 

   (Beat as he sulks)  

Shoot them from a low camera angle, you 

know.  Make them look taller. 

 

Duke stirs the fire with a stick.  

 

DUKE 

And Laurel and Hardy. You know that 

Stan Laurel is five eleven, Hardy six 

three? 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Clip of Laurel and Hardy looking up at an antagonist and return. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPFIRE SCENE WITH DUKE AND MWNN – Con’t: 

 

MWNN 

   You don’t say. 

 

DUKE 

Shoot them from a high angle, make them 

look smaller.   

 

Pause as fire crackles,; MWNN looks increasingly uncomfortable. 

 

DUKE 

It’s all camera angle, you know.  

Perspective. 

 

MWNN 

Yep.  Perspective.   

 

MWNN stands, yawns and stretches.   

 

MWNN 

Well, think I’ll turn in. 

 

DUKE 

Dug trenches for their love interests 

to stand in. 

 

MWNN 

Whelp, call me for breakfast.  

 

The MWNN tosses his cheroot in the fire, takes an identical stub 

from under this serape, jams it in his mouth, flips his thumb 

twice in his hand, a flame ignites on the end of his thumb which 

he uses to light his cheroot, blows the flame out then exits. 

 

MWNN 

 G’night. 

 

DUKE takes then tries the same thing with no result. Behind in 

scene the Ranger and Tonto finish their tent as Jake Lonergan 

stumbles around in a daze staring at the bracelet on his arm 

that is still throws a few feeble sparks and arcs. 

 

DUKE  

You know, Rock Hudson was six four.  

But he was gay. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CAMPFIRE SCENE BETWEEN DUKE AND MWNN – NIGHT – Con’t: 

 

LONE RANGER 

What’s wrong with being gay?  

   (Beat)  

Theoretically, I mean. 

 

DUKE  

Mind yer own bee’s wax, varmint.   

 

Duke flips his thumb again, and to his surprise, his thumb tip 

ignites.  He watches it burn for a second, gives a take of pain. 

 

DUKE 

  Wow! 

 

DUKE waves his hand to put out the flame then puts his thumb 

into his mouth.  He stares into the fire, sucking his thumb and 

sulking. 

 

DUKE  

  (To world in general) 

Go ahead ‘n say it:  I’m short. Say it.  

I don’t care. 

 

Looks at his scorched thumb then the MWNN. 

 

DUKE 

  Assholes.  
 

He throws his stick into the fire and stomps off to his bedroll, 

thumb in his mouth. 

 

FADE TO BLACK 

 

EXT. MAIN STREET - MORNING:  

Various hung-over cowboys are in chairs on the board walk, 

there’s a line at the Starbucks to-go window, and the boots of 

several stick out from under boardwalks and parked wagons. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - MORNING: 

The Sheriff, Doc Johnson, and the Mayor talk over the crisis.  

Through the open door to his cell, the Town Drunk hangs from the 

top bunk, asleep. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

MAYOR 

Sheriff, this is the worst dilemma 

we’ve faced since the railroad hit 

quicksand and they run it through here. 

 

NEON SIGN IN CORNER FLASHES: Plot Exposition. 

 

SHERIFF 

Here’s how it is:  they’re all here 

because the Old West is out of bad 

guys. Why?  They, the Good Guys, 

cleaned up the old west.  Result: Most 

of these characters are broke with 

nowhere to go and nothing to do. 

 

MAYOR 

  But why here? 

 

Bleary voice from cell 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

  What’s goin’ on? 

 

SFX: A sack of something heavy hitting the floor:  

 

TOWN DRUNK 

  Oof.  

   (Beat)  

  Ow, that hurts. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

You know, there’s easier ways out’n a 

bed. 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

   (From the cell) 

So I’ve heard. 

 

Town Drunk enters the office wearing baggy, tattered trousers 

held up with a single cross shoulder suspender, underwear shirt, 

and holey socks. He brushes himself off. 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

Well, isn’t it just a lovely morning?  

Heidy, sheriff. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF  

  (To camera) 

I hate a son of a bitch that gets up 

noisy and full of himself. 

  (To town drunk) 

Morning, bright eyes.  You get a good 

night’s sleep? 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

Yeah, I suppose.  Why? 

 

SHERIFF 

What day is it? 

 

Town Drunk looks around warily. 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

Wednesday? 

 

MAYOR 

Wrong. Saturday. 

 

Long pause while Town Drunk looks from face to face. 

 

SHERIFF 

And while you were lost in never, never 

land, we’ve been overrun by every out-

of-work lawman, bounty hunter and 

benighted do-gooder in the west. 

 

TOWN DRUNK 

  Really? 

 

SHERIFF 

And how do you think they got here?   

 

The Sheriff looks the Town Drunk in the eye. 

 

SHERIFF 

Alva? 

 

The Mayor looks at Town Drunk in surprise. 

 

MAYOR 

Your name’s Alva? 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

TOWN DRUNK/ALVA 

Only on my mother’s side.  Sheriff, I 

have no idea how this happened.  

 

SHERIFF 

I talked with Clarence at Western 

Union.  He says you sent two hundred 

telegrams Tuesday night. 

 

TOWN DRUNK/ALVA 

  I did? 

 

SHERIFF 

You did, indeed. Laughing pretty hard 

about it, too. 

 (Beat) 

Want to know what the telegrams said? 

 

Sheriff looks around the room then reads from a copy of the 

telegram. 

 

SHERIFF 

Help.  Stop.  Infamous Bruce Dern.  

Stop.  Robbing Bucolic Wells bank. 

Stop. 

 

MAYOR 

Infamous? 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Means more than famous. 

 

SHERIFF 

I personally counted one hundred thirty 

eight different good guys in the 

saloon. How many were in the Bawdy 

House or at the campground or passed 

out in a barn, I don’t know.  Acting 

like Spring Break in Daytona. 

 

MAYOR 

One hundred thirty eight? You sure? 

 

SHERIFF 

Count ‘em yourself. I saw Bronco Billy 

Anderson, Buzz Barton,  

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

The Mayor counts on his fingers while the Sheriff names names. 

 

SHERIFF 

Smiley Burnette, Harry Carey, Herb 

Jeffries… name Herb Jeffries’ horse. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Stardusk. 

 

CUT TO:  

 

Clip of Herb Jeffries on Stardusk in Harlem Rides the Range, 

1939. 

 

SHERIFF 

Thought I had ya.  Uh, Harry Carey, 

Jr., Ed Harris, Ray “Crash” Corrigan, 

Will Smith, Jeff Bridges, Sharon Stone, 

Glenn Ford, Hoot Gibson, Brad Pitt… 

quick, who was the first singing 

cowboy? 

 

MAYOR 

I don’t know.  Gene Autry? 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Too obvious.  Roy Rogers. 

 

BAGGY 

  Smith Ballew? 

  

ALL 

  Who?  

 

SHERIFF 

You’re all wrong. John Wayne. 

 

CUT TO: Clip of Wayne singing from Rangers of Destiny, 1933 

 

SHERIFF 

Let’s see… Dale Evans, Val Kilmer, 

Doris Day, Woody Strode, Johnny Mack 

Brown, Bob Steele, Rocky Lane, Don Red 

Barry, Sunset Carson, Tex Ritter, Linda 

Stirling, Monte Hale, Rex Allen, Wild 

Bill Elliott, Ken Curtis, Richard Dix, 

Spade Cooley, Dorothy Page,  

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

. . .Guinn “Big Boy” Williams, Monte 

Rawlins, Gail Davis, Fay McKenzie, 

Frances Morris, Edith Fellows, Tim 

Holt, Elaine Riley, Grace Kelly, 

Humphrey Bogart, Mary McDonnell, 

Maureen O'Hara, Linda Darnell, Bob 

“Tumbleweed” Baker, and Amanda Blake.    

There was Reno Browne, Evelyn Finley, 

Dick Foran, Jane Frazee, William S. 

Hart, Keith Caradine, Gabby Hayes, 

Fuzzy Knight, Ken Maynard, Jane Fonda, 

Bob Hope, Shirley Maclaine, Charles 

Bronson, Warren Beatty, Kevin Cline, 

Paul Newman, Chill Wills, Dennis Quaid, 

Jason Robards, Jack Elam, Marlon 

Brando, Forrest Tucker, Emilio Estevez, 

Kiefer Sutherland, Charlie Sheen. . . 

 

MAYOR 

Good Breath control. 

 

Thanks.  And Tim McCoy, Duncan Renaldo, 

Dean Martin, Eli Wallach, Fess Parker, 

Gregory Peck, James Arness. . . 

 

MAYOR 

Good Lord,  

 

SHERIFF 

Yep, Charlton Heston, too.  Victor 

Mature, Walter Brennan, Lee Van Cleef, 

Leo Carrillo, Clint Walker, William 

Boyd, Kris Kristofferson, Yul Brynner, 

James Coburn, Ward Bond, Walter Huston, 

Tom Mix. Slim Pickens,  

 

CUT TO:   

 

Clip of Slim Pickens being hit in the head with a shovel in 

Blazing Saddles and return. 

 

SLIM PICKENS: 

Ow. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

Ah.  Good times.  

(Shakes it off)  

Let’s see, Steve McQueen, Jim Beaver, 

Lee Marvin… remember his classic Kid 

Shaleen? 

CUT TO: 

 

Clip of Marvin and horse leaning against the wall from Cat 

Ballou and return. 

 

SHERIFF 

Billy Crystal, Buster Keaton, Kirk 

Douglas, Terence Hill, Randolph Scott… 

 

Everyone stands, puts a hand or their hat over their heart. 

 

IN UNISON 

Randolph Scott. 

 

SHERIFF 

Robert Duvall, Clayton Moore, you know 

the Lone Ranger’s real name? 

 

MAYOR 

John Reid. 

 

SHERIFF 

Damn. How about the name of his 

nephew’s son? 

 

MAYOR 

His nephew’s son?  That would be the 

Lone Ranger’s grand-nephew.  Right? 

 

ALVA 

I know this one.  Britt Reid, the Green 

Lantern. 

CUT TO: 

 

CLIP of the GREEN LANTERN and return. 

 

SHERIFF 

Right.  Uh, Jay Silverheels, Will 

Rogers, Kurt Russell, 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

ALVA 

Best Wyatt Earp ever. 

 

SHERIFF 

…plus eight others who played Earp. 

Kevin Costner, 

 

ALVA 

Eh.  So, so. 

 

SHERIFF 

Burt Lancaster, Henry Fonda, James 

Garner, Jimmy Stewart, Joel McCrea, 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Forgot all about Joel. Good actor. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Clip of Joel McCrea and return 

 

SUBTITLE:  Joel McCrea, 90 Films 

 

SHERIFF 

Errol Flynn, Guy Madison and on TV, 

Hugh O'Brian. 

 

MAYOR 

I lost count at Randolph Scott.   

 

Everyone in the room puts a hand or their hat over their heart. 

 

ALL 

   (In unison)  

Randolph Scott. 

 

MAYOR 

Could you pick the list up from, ah, 

you know who? 

 

SHERIFF 

Trust me.  One hundred and thirty-

friggin-eight. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

MAYOR 

And there’s three more Good Guys coming 

in on the High Noon train.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

Shot of the clock on the wall from High Noon showing 9:00 a.m. 

 

MAYOR 

Yep, plus the team of Pinkertons that 

ran Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid 

out of the country - due in on the 

three ten from Yuma. 

 

ALVA 

Glenn Ford.  Great flick. 

 

MAYOR 

We haven’t enough hotel rooms, even 

counting the ones at the Bawdy House.  

They’ve overfilled the campground.  

I’ve got a crew out digging more 

latrines. This is costing a fortune. 

 

SHERIFF 

  Explanation, Alva? 

 

ALVA 

I don‘t remember…  

 

MAYOR 

How can your name be Alva just on your 

mother’s side? 

 

SHERIFF 

Never mind that.  Alva, didn’t you stop 

to think that with every bad guy west 

of Saint Louis doing time or pushing up 

daisies what could happen?  There’s 

been newspaper stories from Branson to 

Bogota about the problem of unemployed 

Good Guys.  

 

Sheriff gives the drunk a hard look. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

ALVA 

I honestly don’t remember…  

 

SHERIFF 

Meaning you drank to black out.  Oy 

freaking vey, Alva. I should kick your 

ass clean outta your throat.  Are you 

crazy? 

 

Alva looks down at his baggy, tattered trousers held up with a 

single suspender, underwear shirt, and holey socks. 

 

ALVA 

No, sir. I’m the town drunk. 

 

Alva strikes a pose a la Luke Skywalker in Star Wars. 

 

ALVA 

…like my father before me. 

 

MAYOR 

Ain't you got no ambition in life?  Do 

something.  Rustle cattle, hold up a 

stage coach or play cards or something. 

 

SHERIFF 

You gotta be touched in the head. 

 

ALVA 

Man's gotta do something for a livin' 

these days. 

 

SHERIFF 

Well, we’ll have to settle this later. 

They’re here now and that’s our 

problem.  

 

MAYOR 

Maybe we can figure out a way to turn 

this to our advantage. 

 

SHERIFF 

How? 

 

ALVA 

I could telegraph Bruce De… 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

Will you stop with the telegrams and 

leave Mister Dern out of this.  We just 

have to think of somethi… 

 

Baggy bursts in carrying a wooden sword and garbage can lid 

shield. 

 

BAGGY 

Come quick.  One of the Wyatt Earps and 

a Bat Masterson is shooting at the 

Rifleman’s feet. 

 

The Sheriff, Baggy, who takes a Garand M-1 rifle from the gun 

rack, and all scramble to exit. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. THE MAIN STREET OF TOWN - DAYLIGHT: 

Down the block from the sheriff’s office a Wyatt Earp and a Bat 

Masterson are leaning back on chairs, taking shots at wooden 

stick matches stuck in the toes of the boots of a passed-out 

Rifleman who lays behind a water trough with just his boots 

visible.  Ricochet break windows in the hotel across the street.  

Guests in the rooms peer out to see who’s shooting at whom. 

 

SHERIFF 

Stop that, you two.  You could blow his 

foot off. 

 

Duke is passing by wearing a hat with a peak twice as tall as in 

earlier scene. 

 

DUKE 

  (Mutters aloud) 

Carn sarn idjit could stand to lose a 

foot.  Or two. 

 

EARP 

Just trying to see who’s a better shot 

by lighting them matches in his boots. 

Gotta just graze ’em.  

  

Earp takes a shot 

 

SFX:  Gun shot with ricochet 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET TARGET PRACTICE SCENE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

FX: Match in Rifleman’s boot flames up 

 

MASTERSON 

  No harm intended. 

 

SFX: Gunshot and breaking glass 

 

A shot from the hotel passes through the Sheriff’s hat and 

breaks a window in Johnson and Johnson’s Fine Family Farmacy.   

 

SHERIFF 

No harm?  Someone’s shooting back and 

you say no harm? 

    (Steps into the street) 

Hey.  In the hotel.   

 

VOICE FROM 2
ND
 STORY WINDOW 

  What? 

 

SHERIFF 

Hold fire.  It’s all a 

misunderstanding. 

 

VOICE 

Misunderstanding, my ass.  Parted my 

hair right down the middle.  And I 

prefer a side part. 

 

SHERIFF 

It’s just a Wyatt Earp and a Bat 

Masterson having a little fun.  No harm 

intended.  Their exact words. 

 

VOICE 

Earp?  Masterson?  

   (beat)  

Well, all right.  But you tell ‘em, er, 

ask ‘em, that is, to be a mite more 

careful next time. I might not a-been 

a-wearing a toupee. 

 

Around the corner bursts a group of Good Guys carrying a moaning 

Lone Ranger on a stretcher his ass high with smoke coming off a 

scorch mark on the seat of his pants. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET TARGET PRACTICE SCENE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

  Now what? 

 

TONTO 

Maverick cousin bet Kimo Sabe farts no 

light.  Masked fool take bet… and win.  

 

Doc Johnson moves to the side of the Ranger to examine his 

injury.  Motions litter bearers toward his office, Doc departs 

along side Tonto. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

What is this name Kimo Sabe you keep 

calling him?   

 

TONTO 

Hmm.  Old Athabascan Indian word.  Mean 

many thing.  Crazy as Loon. Dumb Ass.  

Take your pick.   

 

Meanwhile, Back at the scene of the target practice. 

  

SFX: Clashing epées around the corner in an alley.  

 

SHERIFF 

   What the? 

 

The sheriff et al round the corner to see the GUY WILLIAMS ZORRO 

dueling the ANTONIO BANDERAS ZORRO surround by a crowd including 

the George Hamilton GAY BLADE ZORRO in peach egg them on while 

The Gambler covers the action.  The Sheriff reaches for his gun, 

and finding nothing, takes the six gun out of the Mayor‘s 

holster… 

SHERIFF 

This thing loaded? 

 

Without waiting for an answer, Sheriff points the pistol skyward 

and fires. 

 

SFX:  Pfffft. 

 

The bullet goes up about ten feet and drops to the ground as all 

watch then look at the pistol. 

 

SFX:  Plop 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET DUELING SCENE – MORNING SCENE – Con’t: 

 

FX: A cloud of white smoke drifts from the barrel over the scene 

causing the combatants to cough and choke. 

 

GUY ZORRO 

My friend, how can we settle this 

through your smoke? 

 

SHERIFF 

Stop already.  We’ll have no bloodshed. 

 

ANTONIO ZORRO 

No, senor.  It is okay.  See, 

protective tip on blade. 

 

Antonio Zorro shows the tip on his epée. 

 

ANTONIO ZORRO 

See, he has one too, don’t you, amigo?  

Amigo? 

 

Guy Zorro hides his epée with a guilty look on his face. 

 

ANTONIO ZORRO 

You has no tip on your sword?  You try 

to keel the real Zorro?  Have at you. 

 

And Antonio Zorro lunges again at Guy Zorro. 

 

SHERIFF 

That’s enough.  You two holster your 

pig stickers and come to my off… 

 

SFX:  Sound of sledge hammer hitting a side of beef, a thud 

followed by a cheer and a babble of voices settling bets. 

 

SHERIFF 

My office. 

 

The Sheriff walks beside the Mayor for a few steps. 

 

MAYOR 

How long since you loaded this thing? 

 

MAYOR 

Twenty years?  Give or take…  

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET AS SHERIFF LEADS MOB – MORNING – Con’t: 

Without waiting for an answer, the Sheriff leads a growing 

parade of locals and Good Guys around the corner.  There in the 

middle of the main street Mongo proudly exhibits his clenched 

fist to the crowd as a horse lays in the middle of the street. 

Behind the crowd tied to a rail is a nervous Brahma bull. 

 

BRET M 

Okay, gentlemen, what odds will you 

give me that Mongo can down a bull with 

one punch? 

 

The Sheriff followed by the mob steps in to break up the action. 

 

SHERIFF 

Haven’t we got enough trouble around 

here without getting the ASPCA 

involved?  

  

Sherriff points the Mayor’s gun at Bret M. 

 

SHERIFF 

  Well? 

 

BRET M 

Just making a living, Sheriff. If God 

didn't want them sheared, he wouldn't 

have made them sheep. 

 

Sheriff pauses as if waiting for something to happen, and the 

Padre comes running up. 

 

PADRE 

Sheriff, come quick.  It’s Los Gringos 

Locos. 

SHERIFF 

   (To camera) 

  Right on cue. 

   (To Padre) 

  Who?  

 

PADRE 

Oh, that’s what everyone calls Roy 

Rogers and Dale Evans since they quit 

making westerns and turned Jesus Freak.  

They’re up to the Bawdy House 

preaching, and now the girls refuse to 

work. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET SCENE WHERE MONGO FLOORS HORSE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

  Oh, good grief. 

 

The crowd, including Mongo and Bret M, the two Zorros and 

everyone else including the horse with a black eye and the 

Brahma bull follow the sheriff to the Bawdy House.  The Padre 

walks next to the Sheriff. 

 

SHERIFF 

I’ve always meant to ask, Padre, Why 

haven't you taken it into your head to 

deliver us from evil? 

 

PADRE 

Oh, I speak with the girls quite often, 

almost daily, in fact. 

 

SHERIFF 

Yeah, I see you up there pretty much 

all the time. 

  

PADRE 

…and I find these most unfortunate of 

God’s creatures are forced into lives 

of sin as they have no other way of 

supporting themselves given the mores 

of the day.   

   (beat, then philosophically)   

Who am I to cast the first stone?  

Judge lest I be judged? 

 

SHERIFF 

  Enlightened of you. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

EXT: THE BAWDY HOUSE - DAYLIGHT: 

The camera positioned for a view of the Good Guys including the 

MWNN and Duke, now wearing a hat with a peak three times as tall 

as in his last scene, with the bawdy house in the background so 

that the windows and doors on two sides of both floors are 

clearly visible in the scene.  TWO BAWDY HOUSE GIRLS see the 

Padre and run up to him and cuddle and hold his arms to the 

embarrassment of the Padre. ROY ROGERS and DALE EVANS are on the 

porch handing out tracts and talking with several BAWDY HOUSE 

GIRLS. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT: THE BAWDY HOUSE – DAYLIGHT – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

Whistles shrilly. 

 

Sheriff waves to Roy and Dale. 

 

SHERIFF 

You two.  Down here.  Now. 

 

Roy and Dale, hands full of religious tracts, approach. 

 

SHERIFF 

We have a quiet, peaceful little town 

here.  A town of good prospects, 

excellent tax revenues, everything a 

man needs to be happy and content.  Why 

come here and upset our apple cart? 

 

The Sheriff looks around at the crowd. 

  

SHERIFF 

You must have heard by now the telegram 

was a hoax.  So why are you still here?  

 

MOB 

    (All ad lib at once.) 

We know it’s a hoax, but it cost us our 

last dollar to get here.  It ain’t 

fair.  We’ll sue for fraud.  Don’t that 

beat all.  Now what do we do? Can I 

have train fare?   

 

Sheriff points the pistol in the air and fires. 

 

UNSEEN FEMALE VOICE 

What’s for lunch?   

 

SFX:  Pffft 

 

This bullet travels twenty feet and lands – all eyes watch. 

 

SFX:  Plop 

 

FX:  The gun barrel emits smoke causing the mob to cough and 

wipe their eyes. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT.  MOB SCENE IN FRONT OF BAWDY HOUSE – MORNING – Cont: 

 

MAYOR 

   (Incredulous) 

  What’s for lunch? 

 

MOB (as one) 

We’re hungry. 

 

SHERIFF 

  E-nough. 

 

The Sheriff points at the MWNN. 

 

SHERIFF 

You look like a sane, sober young man.  

What are you doing here? 

 

MWNN 

It’s been hard since all the bad guys 

are in jail.  Or dead. So when I get 

this telegram telling me that Bruce D…  

 

Sheriff puts the barrel of the Mayor’s pistol up the MWNN’s left 

nostril. 

 

SHERIFF 

Mention Bruce Dern one more time and I 

will clear your sinuses. 

 

Sheriff cocks the pistol. 

 

SHERIFF 

Permanently. 

  

MWNN 

 (To camera) 

Again with the pistol up the nostril? 

 (To sheriff) 

O-kay.   

 

MWNN gingerly extracts the gun barrel from his nostril, 

holds it between thumb and forefinger. 

 

MWNN 

Listen to me everybody.  Ixnay Uce-bray 

Ern-day. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT: MOB AT THE BAWDY HOUSE – MORNING – Con’t: 

The crowd mumbles ascent; MWNN clears his throat, MWNN places 

gun barrel back in his nostril, stares down at it. 

 

MWNN 

Uhm, right.  When I got the telegram in 

question I thought I’d drift on up this 

way. It gave me hope, a purpose, a  

   (French over-pronunciation) 

  raison d'être. 

 

SUBTITLE: Reason to exist. 

 

SHERIFF 

Oh, no.  Not here.  You’re a plague of 

locusts, like a punishment from… 

 

The Padre nudges the Sherriff, shaking his head and wagging a 

finger like, don’t go there, that’s my job. 

  

SHERIFF 

Well, punishment enough.  

   (To crowd)   

I understand your problem, but you can 

not stay here.  

 

CLOSE UP of Sheriff face to face, nose to nose with MWNN. 

 

SHERIFF 

Since you’ve arrived folks are afraid 

to go outdoors.  Our children are 

having nightmares.  Even the Post 

Office refuses to deliver our mail.  

Sleet, rain and Publisher’s Clearing 

House they can handle. You, not so 

much.   

 

So you can not stay here. I will not 

have it. I will run all of you out of 

my town if it takes the Army, Navy, 

Marine Corps, Coast Guard and 

eventually, the Air Force to do it. 

 

CUT TO:  

 

MWNN rain pouring down over his face as in the “I got nowhere to 

go” scene from An Officer and a Gentleman.   

 

CONTINUED: 



58 

 

 

   

EXT. BAWDY HOUSE NOWHERE TO GO PARODY - MORNING – Con’t: 

 

MWNN 

Don't you do it! Don't! You...  

   (Sobbing) 

I got nowhere else to go! I - we got 

nowhere else to go… We got nothin' 

else. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

The mob of Good Guys is drenched by rain looking pathetic and 

needy.   

CUT TO: 

 

The sheriff does an annoyed take, reaches out for the MWNN’s 

gun, a wet arm hands it to him, the Sheriff cocks it, holds it 

up and fires. 

 

SFX: Thunderous report a la Dirty Harry or a Spaghetti Western. 

 

Behind the crowd a men carrying pants, shoes, hats, gun belts 

and so on dive out of the windows of the Bawdy house, while the 

mob, now dry, freezes.  The recoil shocks the sheriff who looks 

at the pistol in wonderment then hands it back to a dry MWNN. 

  

MWNN  

    (a la Dirty Harry) 

Forty-four Magnum.  Most powerful 

handgun in the world.  And I know what 

you’re thinking, punks… 

 

SHERIFF 

Later.   

   (to the crowd) 

Okay.  Everybody.  My office.  Ten 

minutes. 

 

The crowd hesitates. 

 

SHERIFF 

  MOVE! 

 

The mob departs just as a limping Lone Ranger walks up escorted 

by Tonto and Doc Johnson.  The Ranger and Tonto join the 

pilgrimage to the Sheriff’s office, a black flash burn showing 

on the seat of the Ranger’s pants. 

 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. CROSSING THE RAIL TRACKS INTO TOWN – MORNING: 

Doc Johnson walks up to the Sheriff et al with a smile, looking 

at something in his hand. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Just a scorch.  Put a little butter on 

it, got paid ten silver bullets.  

Wadaya think? 

 

Doc holds up a bullet for all to admire; Sheriff rolls eyes and 

walks past toward his office followed by Mayor, Baggy and Alva. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

I do somethin’ wrong?  Man’s gotta a 

right to make a buck, ya know. 

(Beat) 

Philistines. 

 

Doc follows behind the mob toward the sheriff’s office, admiring 

his new silver bullet. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAYLIGHT:  

There’s barely room to move in the Sheriff’s office.  Good Guys 

loudly defend themselves, point at each other, ad libing it’s 

not their fault, where are they to go.   

 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. MAIN STREET SHOT THROUGH THE WINDOW - DAYLIGHT:   

On the street outside, are LAUREL & HARDY leading a burro as in 

their film, Way Out West. They look in, look at each other, look 

in the window, shake their heads and move on, Ollie giving Stan 

a little push to get him started.  Stan cries his way off camera 

followed by a disgusted Ollie. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAYLIGHT:  

Close up of the Sheriff trapped behind his desk, surrounded by 

talking, gesticulating Good Guys.  The Sheriff drums his fingers 

on the desktop doing a camera stare.  After struggling through 

the crowd, Alva’s face appears next to the Sheriff‘s. 

 

CONTINUED  
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – DAYLIGHT - Con’t:  

The mob scene continues. 

 

ALVA  

Sheriff?  You gotta do something. 

 

Alva looks at sheriff who does a slow burn, then turns 

 

SHERIFF 

I gotta do something? I gotta do 

something?  I’ll do something you. 

 

The Sheriff grabs Alva by the neck, strangling him as Homer 

strangles Bart then both Alva and the screen… 

FADE TO BLACK. 

 

INT. TOP OF THE STAIRS IN THE SALOON - DAYTIME:  

A line of men both cowboys and Good Guys wait patiently in queue 

outside the room at the top of the stairs in the Long Branch.  

The door opens and Doc Johnson exits the room leaving the door 

open. He turns and speaks into the room. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

You need rest to rest yur throat, 

Grace.  So stay on your feet for a few 

days and you’ll be back on your knees 

in no time.   

 

Amazin’ Grace comes to the door, her jaw in a white cotton sling 

holding her mouth closed, and speaks with difficulty. 

 

AMAZIN’ GRACE 

  Thanks, Doc.  

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Git some hot towels on them jaw 

muscles.  Like this.   

 

Doc Johnson demonstrates by holding imaginary hot packs up to 

his jaw muscles in front of his ears. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Help git the swellin’ down ‘n relieve 

them cramps.  We can work out payment 

later. 

 

Grace looks at the line of cowboys waiting at her door. 

 

CUT TO: 
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INT. SALOON MAIN FLOOR – MIDDAY: 

Grace looks at her disappointed customers. 

 

AMAZIN’ GRACE 

  Rain checks, boys? 

 

Camera from main floor follows Doc Johnson as he walks down the 

stairs into a completely empty saloon, across the floor to the 

bar.  While one barkeep wipes the bar, the other two are 

sweeping and stocking. 

  

DOC JOHNSON 

Double.  

 (Looks around) 

Where is everybody?  This place is  

deader,n a church during a Shriner’s 

Convention. 

 

BARKEEP BEHIND BAR  

Meetin’ the High Noon train. 

 

A clock over barkeep’s shoulder shows 11:50 a.m. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

That train don’t ever stop but once or 

twice’t a month.  What’s coming in? 

 

Barkeep gives the Doc a conspiratorial look. 

 

BARKEEP 

Ya’ mean who’s coming in? 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Okay, I’ll bite.  Who is coming in? 

 

BARKEEP 

  A certain well-known bad guy. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Well, I‘ll be derned… oops.   

   (Looks around nervously) 

And he’s walking right into the biggest 

passel of good guys and out of work 

lawmen in the West. 

 

Doc Johnson considers this news then brightens and tosses down 

his drink.   

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT.  SALOON – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

Doc Johnson is at the bar talking with a barkeep. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

This could be profitable.   

 

Drops a coin on the counter.   

 

DOC JOHNSON 

‘scuse me, gotta fetch my bullet 

diggin’ out kit. 

 

Doc Johnson leaves, grabbing his hat off the nearly empty hat 

rack next to the door.  (The Green Bay Packers helmet and the 

stovepipe hat are still in place.)  The barkeep clears the 

glass, bites the coin to see if it’s real.  It’s not, so he 

tosses it into a nearly full wooden box marked “Slugs”,  

CUT TO: 

 

Box behind the bar marked with a hand scrawled word SLUGS 

 

SFX:  Chunk 

 

all bent with tooth marks. 

CUT TO: 

 

Barkeep takes down a ledger from a row of identical ledgers each 

with the name Johnson in gold letters on the binding off a shelf 

marked preferred accounts.  He opens it and calmly adds to 

doctor’s account. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. RAIL STATION PLATFORM - DAYLIGHT. 

At the rail station, every Good Guy plus everyone from town and 

the surrounding farms are waiting for the High Noon Train.  The 

inner circle is all Good Guys, armed to the teeth and ready for 

anything, with a second circle around them of locals setting up 

picnics and sitting in chairs under umbrellas fanning themselves 

as children play.  Entrepreneurs are selling refreshments and 

printed programs to the crowd.  

 

 PROGRAM HAWKER VENDOR 

 Git yer programs.  Cain’t  Red hots.  Get yur Red hots 

 tell one Good Guy from  Get ‘em while they’re hot. 

 another without a program.  Red hots. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 

  



63 

 

 

   

EXT. THE RAIL STATION – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

In the background, the Globetrotters continue shooting baskets, 

now arguing about who is going up the ladder to get the 

basketball, with a little pushing and shoving.   The Sheriff, 

Mayor, Padre, Baggy carrying a Roman shield and sword, and Alva 

stand off to one side. Alva has a white towel wrapped around his 

throat. 

 

SHERIFF 

Sorry about the throat, Alva.  Well, 

looks like they’re all here. 

 

MAYOR 

And every family for three counties, as 

well.  Great day for business.  Told 

you we could turn this to our 

advantage. 

 

SHERIFF 

  So now what?   

 

They look at Alva. 

 

ALVA 

   (Raspy) 

We spread the rumor that a famous bad 

guy, we don’t say who, is due on the 

High Noon train. Well, when they all 

see that it‘s just more Good Guys, 

they’ll get discouraged and leave. 

 

In the distance is a column of smoke 

 

MAYOR 

You mean it isn’t Bruce D… 

 

SHERIFF 

  Don’t say it. 

 

MAYOR 

What is so wrong about saying his name?   

 (Dancing) 

Bruce Dern, Bruce Dern, Bru… 

 

Sheriff clamps his hands over the Mayor’s mouth. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE RAIL STATION – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

The Mayor and Sheriff discuss using Mssr. Dern’s name too often. 

 

SHERIFF 

Because we say his name one time too 

many and the producer owes him 

royalties.  That means less money for 

the rest of us.  Understand? 

 

MAYOR 

Oh.  Well, yeah.  Can’t have us getting 

any less just for the mention of some 

Cayuse’s name. 

 

Baggy and Alva shake their heads in agreement as Doc Johnson 

carrying a medical bag followed by NURSE CRATCHIT in a bright 

white low-cut mini-skirted nurse’s uniform pushing a 19
th
 century 

gurney loaded with forms.  On the side is a banner reading - 

Insurance or Self-pay Only, Medicare not accepted. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Ain’t missed nothing’ have I? 

 

SHERIFF 

No one’s been shot.  Yet. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Hot Damn. 

 

Spits on his hands and rubs them together to the disgust of 

those around him.  Doc turns to the Nurse. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Cratchit, You bring plenty of insurance 

forms?  Pens?  Clip Boards?  Billing 

statements? 

 

CRATCHIT 

Yes, doctor. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

We’re ready then. 

 (Grins) 

Let the bloodshed begin. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE RAIL STATION – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

Sheriff, Mayor et al awaiting High Noon train. 

 

MAYOR 

You know the next time these people 

show up I'm gonna find a nice piece of 

swamp that's so God-awful, maybe then 

they'll leave us the hell alone. 

 

The train enters the station at a crawl.  The two rings of 

people part to let the train through then close in around behind 

it.  Riding on the piston rod of the engine is the doppelganger 

of BUSTER KEETON as in his movie, The General.  As the train 

stops, Keeton steps off and exits, politely tipping his hat, as 

a conductor jumps off the first car marked First Class and 

places a step at the foot of the steps.  A woman and a child 

exit the car and walk across the platform. 

 

Attention turns to the next car, marked Second Class.  The 

conductor at this door shrugs his shoulders as no one gets off.   

 

Attention moves rearward to a cattle car marked Steerage. 

CUT TO:  

 

INT. MOVIE PRODUCTION OFFICE – DAY: 

An incredibly messy office covered with coffee cups, open 

scripts, empty beer, wine and whiskey bottles, cigarette and 

cigar stubs piled high in large ashtrays, and a large white 

board with an unbelievably complex production schedule in multi-

colored inks. The PRODUCER, haggard and harried, looks into the 

camera. 

 

SUBTITLE: The Producer of The Day The West Stood Still 

 

PRODUCER 

On behalf of the director, the crew and 

myself, I offer our most sincere 

apologies for this egregious pun.   

CUT TO:   

 

INT. SCRIPTWRITER’S OFFICE – DAY: 

An even messier and nastier office, with an obscenely obese 

SCRIPTWRITER sitting at a typewriter, a bear claw pastry in one 

hand and a Pepsi or Coke in the other.  His shirt is stained and 

he is surrounded by candy bar wrappers and empty soda cans. 

 

SUBTITLE: The Screenwriter of The Day The West Stood Still 

CONTINUED:   
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INT. SCRIPTWRITER’S OFFICE – DAY: 

As before 

 

SCREENWRITER 

Egregious (burp) means singularly worst 

example of (burp) ‘scuse me.   

 (Looks to left – loudly)  

I say Steerage for a cattle car is 

funny.  (burp) 

CUT TO:  

 

INT. MOVIE PRODUCTION OFFICE – DAY: 

As before. 

 

SUBTITLE: The Producer of The Day The West Stood Still 

 

PRODUCER 

 (Rolls eyes – sighs deeply) 

His daddy owns the studio. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. THE RAIL STATION – DAY 

Nothing happens for a beat at the cattle car then a white hat 

appears out of the boxcar door.  Every good guy in the place 

opens fire on the box car then everyone hits the dirt as 

ricochets fly.  When the dust clears most of the boxcar is shot 

away showing a stick with a hat coming up from a stack of hay 

bales. As the shooting ends, everyone is on the ground except 

one dazed looking young man selling peanuts clothes riddled with 

holes but unhurt. 

 

BAGGY 

Hey boy, you better take cover. I ain't 

kiddin', these boys are shooters. 

 

The boxcar is destroyed, the hat hasn’t been touched.  THREE 

TERRIFIED GOOD GUYS peer out from behind the hay bales as both 

the Good Guys and locals pick themselves up and look around to 

see who’s injured. 

 

SHERIFF 

Holy Horse Shit, Batman. Anyone hurt? 

 

MAYOR 

Only my dignity.   

 (Calls out) 

Is anyone hurt?  Anybody need Doc? 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE TRAIN STATION – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

Both Good Guys and locals look around then shake their heads no 

while they pick themselves up and brush their clothes. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Not so much as a scratch on any of ‘em.  

Just ain’t my day. 

 

Doc Johnson signals to his nurse and they trudge back to his 

office.  The MWNN walks up to the Sheriff et al. People stand 

around in shock; several help the new arrivals in the boxcar. In 

the background the Globetrotters hid in a line behind the basket 

stanchion and now are looking out around either side.  The MWNN 

approaches the sheriff et al. 

 

SHERIFF 

What’s with all the shooting?  You guys 

aren’t deputies nor nothing. Let’s see 

your badges. 

 

MWNN 

Badges?  We don’t need no stinkin' 

badges. 

 

SHERIFF 

Somebody might have been hurt. 

 

MWNN 

Yeah, but nobody was. 

 

MAYOR 

Doc’s pretty put out, too. 

 

MWNN turns around to show seven bullet holes through the back of 

his serape.  The Padre sticks a finger through one. 

 

PADRE 

  Moths? 

 

MAYOR 

I wondered why you always wear cast 

iron under your serape. 

 

MWNN takes the cigar butt out his mouth, considers it, looks off 

into the distance and says… 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE TRAIN STATION – MIDDAY – Con’t: 

 

MWNN 

‘cause Kevlar® ain’t invented yet. 

 

MAYOR 

What? 

 

ALVA 

Kevlar®. It’s a para-aramid synthetic 

fiber related to Nomex and Technora.  

Not bullet proof – bullet resistant. 

 

MWNN 

What he said.  

 (shifts his shoulders) 

And a hell of a lot lighter. 

 

The MWNN shifts his load, tips his hat to everyone then strolls 

toward the Long Branch. 

 

SFX: Rifle shot ricocheting off cast iron 

 

FX: The back of the MWNN’s serape flutters. 

 

The MWNN doesn’t react to the impact of the shot, just trudges 

toward the Long Branch. 

CUT TO:   

 

Sheriff et al around an appalled Alva. 

 

SHERIFF 

Get discouraged and leave, huh?  Any 

more bright ideas?  

CUT TO: 

 

Close up of Alva 

 

FADE TO BLACK 

 

EXT. CLEARING IN A WOODS NEAR THE COWBOY’S CAMP - DAY.   

THREE WORKMEN finish a stage in a large clearing. A SOUND 

TECNHICIAN tests the sound system, a large megaphone on a stand. 

 

SOUND TECHNICIAN 

Check, one, t. . . 

 

SFX:  Gets a loud squeal of feedback 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. CLEARING IN A WOODS NEAR THE COWBOY’S CAMP – DAY – Con’t:   

The sound technician winces, makes an adjustment, tries again. 

 

SOUND TECHNICIAN 

Check, one, two.  Check, one, two.  

Check.  Check. 

 

UNSEEN VOICE FROM REAR OF SEATS 

That’s good.  Lock it down. 

 

The sound check technician tightens the nuts and bolts on the 

stand while above him TWO WORKMEN ON LADDERS are stretching a 

white canvas banner over the stage that reads:  Cowboys Got 

Talent.  The Sheriff, Mayor, Padre, Baggy and Alva, holding a 

clip board with a pencil behind one ear, stand in a roughhewn 

seating area in front of the stage watching construction. 

 

MAYOR 

You’re pretty damn clever when you’re 

sober. 

 

ALVA 

Thanks. 

 (Yells to sign hangers.) 

Perfect, boys.  Tie it off. 

 

SHERIFF 

Well, this is okay for now, but we 

can’t just keep them distracted.  We 

need to get them out of town. 

 

MAYOR 

  Alva? 

 

ALVA 

  I’m working on it. 

FADE 

 

EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT STAGE - NIGHT:   

The gala event is underway, as Good Guys in their best clothes 

fill the roughhewn outdoor theater in front of the stage. A hat 

check with a mammoth wall of cowboy hats, mostly white, is full, 

next to a rough bar with a canvas banner stretched between trees 

which reads: 

Long Branch Saloon 

Catering for your every occasion 

Round-ups to Lynchings 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT SHOW - CONCESSIONS – NIGHT – Con’t:   

Behind this bar, two BARKEEPS are ready, while SEVERAL USHERS 

carrying torches seat late arrivals.  In front of the stage 

center facing the stage are three people at a desk; RANDY, PAULA 

& SIMON who watch the current performer, WILL ROGERS, perform 

his topical patter and rope tricks.  

 

SUBTITLE:  Will Rogers, Oklahoma Cowboy Philosopher and Bona 

Fide National Treasure, 53 Films. 

 

WILL ROGERS 

All I know is what I read in the 

papers, which explains my ignorance. 

 

I read about eight newspapers in a day.  

When I’m in a town with only one 

newspaper, I read it eight times.  

Here?  Heard any good rumors? 

 

Crowd reacts with laughs, cheers and gunshots. 

 

WILL ROGERS 

All this reading has convinced me there 

are three kinds of men.  The one that 

learns by reading.  The few who learn 

by observation.  The rest have to pee 

on the electric fence for themselves. 

 

Crowd reacts with laughs, cheers and gunshots. 

 

WILL ROGERS 

It’s also taught me that a fool and his 

money are soon elected.  Which is okay 

since stupidity got us into this mess, 

it should be able to get us out. 

 

Crowd reacts with laughs, cheers and gunshots. 

CUT TO: 

 

Backstage right, Alva is dressed in a suit, hair combed. He 

watches from the wings until Rogers bows his way off stage right 

passing Alva as Alva enters from stage right. 

 

ALVA 

That was Will Rogers and his rope 

tricks and political commentary. Will, 

thanks for your timeless remarks. 

 (Applause, yells, gunshots)  

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT SHOW ON STAGE – NIGHT – Con’t:   

Alva enters stage right. 

 

ALVA (Con’t) 

Next up, our singing competition 

between Roy Rogers and Kenny Rogers. 

 

Good Guys holler in approval. A VOICE in the rear yells. 

 

VOICE 

  Bring on the girls! 

 

Instantly those around him pummel him. 

 

VOICE 

  I’ll bet you’re gay. 

 

SEVERAL MACHO VOICES 

  No we’re not. 

CUT TO:  

 

Alva on stage 

 

ALVA 

First up, Roy Rogers backed by the Sons 

of the Pioneers, featuring his wonder 

horse, Trigger, doing his hit, Tumbling 

Tumbleweeds… 

 

Roy and the Sons of the Pioneers do one verse and the chorus of 

Tumbling Tumbleweeds during which Trigger defecates on stage.  

Alva comes back out to introduce Kenny Rogers. 

 

ALVA 

  Thanks, Roy.  

 

SFX:  Applause 

 

ALVA 

And now, Kenny Rogers and the First 

Edition, doing his big hit, What 

Condition My Condition Is In. 

 

Kenny does one verse and chorus.  During his applause and bowing 

to the audience, he slips on the fresh horse pie and almost 

falls causing Trigger to give him the horse laugh. 

 

SFX: Horse laugh. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT STAGE – NIGHT – Con’t: 

 

ALVA 

You all right, Kenny?  Nice job, nice 

job.  If we can have our performers 

back on stage.   

 

Roy and The Sons of the Pioneers and Trigger return to the 

stage. 

 

ALVA 

Ladies and gentlemen, your performers. 

 (Applause)   

Now judges, before the audience votes, 

what’s your impression of what we‘ve 

seen tonight? 

CUT TO: 

CLOSE UP OF RANDY dressed as an uber-hip 21
st
 century Cowboy:  

 

RANDY 

Say, Dog, what you laid on us was 

righteous, Dog, and all I got to say 

is, Dog, you are in it to win it. 

CUT TO: 

 

ROY AND KENNY AND ALVA: Roy and Kenny look back and forth at 

Randy and each other in confusion. 

CUT TO: 

 

CLOSE UP OF PAULA dressed a la 21
st
 Century sexy Cowgirl: 

 

PAULA 

What a cute horsy.  What kind of horsy 

is he?  Can I ride him later?  Is he 

for sale?  What’s the horsie’s name?  

Does he have a brother? 

CUT TO: 

 

On stage everyone looks dazed and stupefied. 

CUT TO:  

In the audience the Crowd sits open mouthed.   

CUT TO: 

 

Close up of SIMON in tee shirt as always. Simon looks at Paula, 

shakes his head as if to clear it then delivers his opinion. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT THEATER – NIGHT – Con’t: 

Simon delivers his verdict. 

 

SIMON 

This certainly was the most telling 

performance of the evening.  Kenny, you 

have at most a five note range.  Roy, 

seven notes at best, and you were sour 

on the high end, but, Trigger - 

phenomenal.  A full octave and a half 

on that horse laugh and spot on key. 

Brilliant, just simply brilliant. 

CUT TO:  

 

Trigger whinnying and nodding his head yes. 

CUT TO:  

Alva and the contestants. 

 

ALVA 

Thanks, Judges.  Now audience, when I 

hold my hand over the head of a 

contestant, you indicate your approval 

with applause. Ready now? 

 

Alva holds his hand over Roy Rogers’ head to a smattering of 

applause.  Then holds his hand over Kenny Rogers’ head.  Same 

indifferent response.   

 

ALVA 

Maybe I didn’t make myself clear.  

Okay, when I hold my hand over a 

contestant’s head like this… 

 

Alva holds his hand over Trigger’s head and the crowd goes wild 

with applause, cheers and gunshots. He looks shocked then 

motions to the crowd for quiet. 

 

ALVA 

No, no.  Not the horse.  Them.  You 

show your approval for them with 

applause.  Okay?  Let’s try this again. 

 

Hand over Roy’s head, a little applause.  Hand over Kenny, same.  

Alva looks confused, puts his hand over Trigger’s head, and 

again the crowd goes wild, shooting pistols into the air, 

stomping on the ground, etc.   

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. COWBOYS GOT TALENT STAGE – NIGHT – Con’t: 

On stage Alva, Roy, Kenny and all three judges are dumbfounded 

as Trigger takes a deep bow to a standing ovation -   

FADE TO BLACK 

 

INT. BACK STAGE - NIGHT: 

As the crowd leaves out front, Alva, the Sheriff, the Mayor, 

Baggy and Doc Johnson are discussing the event. 

 

ALVA 

I don’t get it.  Both those guys sing, 

and a horse gets the most applause.  

Makes no sense. 

 

MAYOR 

Get used to it.   

 

ALVA 

What? 

 

MAYOR 

In my forty years in politics, I’ve 

learned that the people vote in the 

most irrational ways. 

 

BAGGY 

Yeah, they vote for you. 

 

SHERIFF 

That’s all well and good, but we still 

got to get them out of here. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

 

INT. SON TOY JOHNSON CHINESE GRUB & ACUPUNCTURE - NIGHT:  

The Sheriff, Mayor, Doc, Padre, and Alva are seated at a round 

table with a Lazy Susan turntable in the middle.  They are 

scanning printed menus and discussing their orders as SON TOY 

and MING TOY, his wife, both dressed in traditional Chinese 

garb, wait on them. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Once slept with a Chinese whore, ya 

know.  Was horny an hour later. 

 

PADRE 

Doctor, please.  No gutter humor. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SON TOY JOHNSON CHINESE GRUB & ACUPUNCTURE – NIGHT - Con’t:  

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Ah, hell.  You been with her, too. 

 

Padre looks affronted then refocuses on his menu. 

 

PADRE 

Let’s do family style.  We get Won Ton, 

Egg Drop Soup plus two entrees, one 

from column A, one from column B. And 

look, with six you get egg roll. 

 

SHERIFF 

No peanuts.  Hard on my digestion.  

Gives me the shits. 

 

PADRE 

T.M.I. Not at table, please. 

 

SHERIFF 

  Son Toy… 

 

SON TOY 

  Yes, a-sheriff. 

 

SHERIFF 

We’d like Family Style, three beers, 

two teas, and for entrees, let’s see, 

Kung Pao Chicken and… 

 

SON TOY 

No Kung Pao, no corumn A, no corumn B.  

Too rate, crosing time.  Got, uh, Chow… 

uh, Mein, rotsa Chow Mein.  Ord famiry 

recipe. 

 

Sheriff looks around the table, and everyone agrees. 

 

SHERIFF 

Chow Mein it is, Son Toy.  Chow Mein 

for five.  No peanuts, easy on the MSG. 

 

DINERS AT TABLE 

Yes, Chow Mein.  Wonderful, Son Toy, 

very nice. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SON TOY JOHNSON CHINESE GRUB – NIGHT – Con’t:  

Son Toy kowtows his way to the kitchen door where he is 

confronted by his wife. 

 

MING TOY  

    (no accent at all) 

Old family recipe, my sweet yellow ass.  

And what, pray tell, is Chow Mein? 

 

SON TOY  

  (Drops accent) 

Uh, leftovers.  Reheated with a little 

MSG and Soy. It’s all we’ve got. 

 

MING TOY 

And you call it Chow Mein? 

   (Disgusted)  

Why not call it Chow yuulch? 

 

SON TOY 

Chow Yuk?  Catchy. It'll sell.  

 

CUT TO: 

 

The diners are finishing up their meal, and are cracking open 

their fortune cookies and reading them aloud as Son and Ming bus 

the table. 

 

ALVA 

Mine says “You will live a long, sober, 

productive life.” 

 

Everyone laughs, and josh Alva  

 

OTHERS 

They must know something we don’t know.  

Not bloody likely.  In a pig’s eye.   

 

PADRE  

   (holding his fortune at arms’ 

length.) 

“Your arm is not long enough to read 

this.”  How’d they know? 

 

Everyone laughs. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SON TOY JOHNSON CHINESE GRUB – NIGHT – Con’t:  

 

SHERIFF 

Let’s get down to cases.  How are we 

going to get this mob out of town.  

Without, mind you, bloodshed. 

 

PADRE 

We could pray for Divine guidance. 

 

The others stare at the table or look off into space. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

You know, over to Fort Apache, they got 

a new weapon, just outa Germany.  Fires 

two hundred rounds a minute.  Maybe the 

Army’d make us the loan of one. 

 

The others look at him in shock and horror. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Oh, right.  No bloodshed.   

 (to self) 

There goes the new clinic. 

 

They sit quietly, lost in thought, when… 

 

SFX:  Guttural rumbling. 

 

The Sheriff covers his mouth with his napkin. 

 

SHERIFF 

  Pardon me. Peanuts. 

 

Everyone goes back to thinking their private thoughts, while the 

Sheriff does uncomfortable takes. 

 

SFX: Loud, long guttural sigh and squeak ending with a major 

rumble and a pop. 

 

SHERIFF 

Excuse me. 

 

Sheriff stands and rushes for the door, grabs the handle but as 

he opens the door - 

 

SFX:  The mother of all rumbles ending in a wet, juicy fart. 

 

CONTINUED  
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INT. SON TOY JOHNSON CHINESE GRUB – NIGHT – Con’t:  

The Sheriff‘s eyes grow wide, he looks panicked then 

uncomfortable then embarrassed.  The Sheriff exits walking bow 

legged, and as the door closes, everyone in the restaurant 

breaks up, including Son and Ming Toy. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

Close up of Son Toy. 

 

SON TOY  

I love this business. 

 

FADE OUT: 

 

EXT. CAMPGROUND - LIGHT OF THE MOON IN A CLEAR SKY: 

The shadow of a man walks slowly along a two rut wagon road 

through the wooded area in which the Good Guys are camped.  

Fires have burned to embers, the horses are quiet with an 

occasional soft nicker or whinny, and snores or the occasional 

snort comes from a tent or wagon.  

 

Reaching a small knoll overlooking the prairie, ALVA, still 

wearing the suit of clothes from the stage show, sits on a rock 

and looks out across the prairie.  He takes off his hat, the 

dented and ragged Stetson he inherited from his father.  He sits 

quietly then his shoulders start to shake and his frame heaves, 

and he drops his head into his hands.  A few beats later, a 

shadowy figure of ANNIE OAKLEY approaches him from behind… 

 

ANNIE OAKLEY 

You okay, mister? 

 

Alva jumps to his feet and turns to the voice behind him, 

twisting his hat in his hands. 

 

ALVA 

  I’m fine. 

 

Alva wipes at his eyes and nose with his sleeve. 

 

ANNIE 

No yur not.  Yur cryin.  

   (beat) 

Yur that boy that goes ‘round with the 

Sheriff, ain’t ya.  The one everybody 

says is a drunk. 

 

CONTINUED  
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EXT. KNOLL OVERLOOKING PRARIE - MOONLIGHT - Con’t: 

Alva and Annie Oakley talk. 

 

ALVA 

  That’s me. 

 

The two look at each other for an awkward moment. 

 

ANNIE 

  I’m Annie. 

 

ALVA 

  Alva.  Pleased to meet you, Annie. 

 

Another uncomfortable beat. 

 

ANNIE 

Ain’t cha gonna shake my hand? 

 

ALVA 

A gentleman always waits for the lady 

to offer her hand. 

 

ANNIE 

They do?  I din’t know that.  Besides, 

I ain’t no lady, but here goes. 

 

Annie wipes her hand on her rags then extends it.  

 

ANNIE 

Annie Oakley.  Pleased to meet you. 

 

Alva takes her hand and Annie gives it a hearty shake. 

 

ALVA 

I’m Alva, Town Drunk.  The pleasure is all 

mine. 

 

ANNIE 

Ain’t you kinda young to be town drunk? 

 

ALVA 

Family business.  My father was town 

drunk.  I‘m town drunk. 

 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. KNOLL OVERLOOKING PRARIE - MOONLIGHT - Con’t: 

Alva and Annie Oakley talk. 

 

ANNIE 

My pap is a drunk, too.  Only we din’t 

live in no town. 

 (Beat) 

Being a drunk ain’t no business I ever 

heared of. 

 

ALVA 

It’s not.  I was being ironical.  

 

ANNIE 

Oh.  So what’cha doin out here cryin by 

yurself for? 

 

ALVA 

You wouldn’t understand. 

 

ANNIE 

Prodably not.   

 (beat) 

I cry acause I’m all by myself with no 

body to talk to nor nothing.  Ain’t got 

no work.  Not much ter look forward to.  

Get powerful sad sometimes and just has 

to let it out or I’ll bust. 

 

ALVA 

But I hear you’re the best shot ever.  

That’s something. 

 

ANNIE 

Been tole that.  But, nobody gives work 

to a girl who can shoot.  Shootin’s 

men’s work, least that’s what they 

allas tells me.  

 

ALVA 

I know of someone who just might give 

you work shootin’.  If only. . .  

 

Alva peers into Annie’s face, removes Annie’s floppy hat and 

pulls her matted, dirty hair off her face. 

 

ALVA 

You’re pretty, too. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. KNOLL OVERLOOKING PRARIE - MOONLIGHT - Con’t: 

Alva and Annie Oakley talk. 

 

ANNIE 

I am?  Don’t be telling no lies on me 

now, or I’ll whup ya. 

 

ALVA 

You’d be something cleaned up and 

dressed in something besides rags. 

 

Alva looks into Annie’s eyes. 

 

ANNIE 

Now yer funnin’ with me.  My pap allas 

tole me I was… 

 

ALVA 

What? 

 

ANNIE 

Well, the spittin’ likeness of my ma.  

She died bringin me inta this whorl. 

 

ALVA 

Your mother must have been a beautiful 

woman.  I bet he loved her very much. 

 

ANNIE 

I specken so, but I never see’d her, 

not even a photomograph. 

 (beat) 

So why’re you out here cryin? 

 

ALVA 

Same as you, I guess.  Sad.  Lonely.  

Don’t know what to do… with myself. 

 

ANNIE 

So ya drank? 

 

ALVA 

They say, like father, like son. 

 

ANNIE 

Well, I’s a girl.  I don’t want ta be 

like my pap.  

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. KNOLL OVERLOOKING PRARIE - MOONLIGHT - Con’t: 

Alva and Annie Oakley talk. 

 

ALVA 

I would really rather not be like mine. 

Well, I have to go.  Something I have 

to do.  Nice meeting you, Annie. 

 

ANNIE 

You too, Alva.  Mebbe I’ll be a seeing 

of you round here. 

 

ALVA 

Could be.  And thanks. 

 

ANNIE 

Thanks?  Fer whut?  I din’t do nuffin. 

 

ALVA 

You did.  I gotta go. 

 

Alva leans toward Annie and gives her a small peck on the cheek, 

then walks toward the prairie with a purposeful stride.  Annie 

watches Alva stride away then touches her cheek. 

 

FADE 

 

INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE - MORNING: 

The Sheriff is wearing an old robe over long johns cleaning the 

insides of his boots with a toilet brush.  He shudders in 

disgust and cleans the other shoe.  Baggy enters carrying a 

Thompson drum-style sub-machine gun which he hangs in the gun 

rack behind the Sheriff’s’ desk. 

 

SHERIFF 

What’s doing? 

 

BAGGY 

Quiet as a church during a Shriner’s 

convention. 

 

SHERIFF 

Doc used that line earlier. 

 

BAGGY 

Damn lazy screenwriter.  Well, it’s 

quiet, all right.  Too quiet if you ask 

me. 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

Baggy looks into Alva’s empty cell 

 

BAGGY 

Where’s Alva? 

 

SHERIFF 

Never came back last night. 

 

BAGGY 

Huh.  Think he lit out? 

 

SHERIFF 

Could be. 

 

BAGGY 

Won’t be the same without him around 

here. 

 

SHERIFF 

No, it’ll be quieter.  And less 

interesting. 

 

BAGGY 

A lot like his father.  Drinks in 

streaks. 

 

The door opens admitting WONG TOY JOHNSON in Chinese apparel 

carrying the Sheriff’s suit, cleaned and pressed. 

 

WONG TOY 

That some mess you make.  Take arl 

night to crean and get smerr out.  

Woof. 

 

Wong Toy shudders. 

 

WONG TOY 

You stay ‘way from brother’s cooking.  

No good for you. 

 

SHERIFF 

Thanks Wong Toy.  Put it on the 

county’s tab, will ya.  Official 

business. 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

WONG TOY 

Whatever you say.   

 (Points at cell) 

Huh.  Where rittle drunk? 

 

BAGGY 

Reft to… sorry, left town. Good 

riddance. 

 

SHERIFF 

Baggy, he means well.  Thanks Wong Toy.  

 

Wong Toy exits 

 

SHERIFF 

Tell you what, I’ll buy us steak and 

eggs at the Long Branch. We can ask if 

anyone’s seen Alva as we go. 

 

EXT. MAIN STREET OUTSIDE SHERIFF’S OFFICE - MORNING: 

The Sheriff and Baggy, who now carries a WWII Bazooka, exit the 

Sheriff’s office and start a slow walk toward the rail tracks 

and the Long Branch.   

 

SHERIFF 

Another beautiful day.  It's a pretty 

day for makin' things right. 

 

BAGGY 

Well, enjoy it, 'cause once it starts, 

it's gonna be messy like nothing you 

ever seen. 

 

The Sheriff tips his hat to PASSERS BY and those seated on the 

boardwalk. Each person and couple they pass snickers behind his 

back.  Several times he turns quickly to catch them, but 

everyone is straight faced when he does. TWO GOOD GUYS light 

firecrackers and toss them under a horse team on a carriage. The 

horses rear and neigh in fear as a DRIVER struggles to control 

them. A MATRONLY WOMAN in the carriage calls out… 

 

MATRONLY WOMAN 

Sheriff, are you just going to stand 

there while these hooligans terrorize 

my town? 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. MAIN STREET OUTSIDE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

My apologies, ma'am. Slight negligence 

in their upbringing. 

 

The Matron instructs her driver to move on, and leaves in a 

huff.  The Sheriff and Baggy continue their walk. 

 

BAGGY 

Takin’ a lazy fair attitude, huh?  

Didn’t know you voted Republican. 

 

SHERIFF 

I’ve been tempted to do that myself on 

more than one occasion. 

 

As they pass an alley, they see all nine Wyatt Earps arguing 

about their famous gun fight and who drew and fired first. The 

Sheriff tips his hat to them and continues on. 

 

In the street in front of Johnson’s Five & Dime, Will Rogers 

does rope tricks for a small group of kids.  

 

As the Sheriff and Gabby continue on, they walk up to the 

Johnson Brothers Tonsorial Parlor & Day Spa.   

CUT TO: 

 

INT. BARBER SHOT - MORNING:  

Two black men, LAZARUS in the chair reading a newspaper and 

BENTON standing behind Lazarus trimming his hair. 

 

LAZARUS 

It’s a fact, Ben.  The railroads caused 

this real estate bubble, which is why 

I’m investing in this new thing called 

pork bellies on the Chicago Mercantile 

Exchange.  People always want bacon. 

You buy when the price is low, sell 

when it’s high. With the telegraph, you 

can put in orders any ti…  

 

SHERIFF 

Morning, Lazarus, Benton. You brothers 

seen Alva this morning? 

 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. JOHNSON BROTHERS BARBER SHOP – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

LAZARUS  

The Town Drunk?  No, can‘t say we have.  

He done something? 

 

SHERIFF 

Tell ‘im we‘re looking for ’im if you 

see ‘im 

 

BENTON 

Sure will, Sheriff.  You’re looking in 

need of trim, yourself. 

 

SHERIFF 

Not today.  Got my hand’s full. 

 

A well-dressed WHITE GAMBLER pushes his way in the door past the 

sheriff.  

 

GAMBLER 

Need a trim, boys.   

 (To Lazarus)  

Don’t just sit there gawkin’ at me, 

boy.  Shine my boots so‘s I can look up 

a gal‘s dress if‘n I choose to. 

 

Lazarus and Benton assume their Stepin Fetchit impressions. 

 

BENTON 

Yassur, Yassur. 

 

LAZARUS 

Sho thing, boss.  You jist sit yo self 

down and ole Benton ‘n me’ll git you 

lookin fine in no time. 

 

Lazarus winks to the Sheriff and grins as he drapes a sheet over 

the White Gambler.  The Sheriff makes a gesture like slitting a 

throat, but Lazarus shakes his head no. 

 

SHERIFF 

White folks sho is easy to fool, ain‘t 

they? 

  

The Sheriff grins at Baggy. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STREET OF BUCOLIC WELLS – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

SHERIFF 

Oh. Sorry.  Don’t mean you. 

 

BAGGY 

I ain’t sure you don’t mean that.  

 

The Sheriff and Baggy amble on. Across Main Street they see Herb 

Jeffries teaching a singing-cowboy Master Class with Roy Rogers, 

Gene Autry, and several others under a spreading chestnut tree 

in front of the shop of Amos Johnson, Blacksmith.   

CUT TO: 

 

Close up from the front of Jake Lonergan looking up, looking 

down, looking up, looking down.  Camera pulls back as Jake 

continues then circles behind to see Jake watching a blacksmith 

shop door go up and down in time with Jake’s head.  He is 

pushing buttons on the device on his wrist – a garage door 

opener. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. TOWN STREET – MORNING: 

The Sheriff and Baggy continue along Main Street. 

 

SFX: Tarzan yell. 

 

…and they’re nearly hit by a Tarzan swinging across the street 

on a vine.  Tarzan lands on a roof across the street, salutes 

then exits.  The Sheriff and Baggy, now carrying a super soaker 

squirt gun, just look at Tarzan then each other then step into 

the alley only to nearly be struck by SPIDERMAN swinging past 

chasing Tarzan.  The Sheriff and Baggy watch Spidey land on the 

roof across the way then look at each other then to their right 

before continuing their walk. 

 

Further down all three Zorros are arguing and threatening to 

draw their weapons.  

 

Baggy 

We better stop ‘em. 

 

SHERIFF 

No. It’s that hot Latin blood, they’re 

always riled about some damn thing. 

 

Baggy stops and gives the Sheriff a look. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE STREET OF BUCOLIC WELLS – MORNING – Con’t: 

 

Baggy 

That sounds like racial profiling if’n 

I ever heared it. The Black Sheriff of 

Bucolic Wells racially profiling.  

Don’t that beat all. 

 

The Sheriff shrugs, and as they walk on, Duke approaches 

unsteadily on leg-extension stilts. He grins broadly while 

walking around looking folks straight in the eye and tipping his 

hat.  He starts to climb the steps up onto the boardwalk, thinks 

better of it, grins at the Sheriff and Gabby and keeps moving on 

up the street. 

 

SHERIFF 

Least he’s not whining and picking 

fights. 

 

The Sheriff and Baggy continue their walk, passing the Chinese 

Good Grub and Acupuncture which now has a poster on the wall 

reading New, from China.  Chow Mein. The sheriff gives a pained 

look and holds his stomach. 

 

SFX:  Guttural rumble. 

 

BAGGY 

Hey, look, sheriff the girls is workin’ 

agin. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. - BAWDY HOUSE 2
nd
 FLOOR BEDROOM THROUGH WINDOW - MORNING:  

A bawdy house girl wearing a bustier is bouncing up and down on 

an unseen someone on a bed. 

 

BAWDY HOUSE GIRL 

 (Singing) 

I’m back in the saddle agin, back where 

a friend is a… 

 

The Sheriff and Baggy, now with a Pirate’s saber, eye patch and 

parrot walk along when they hear… 

 

SFX:  Indian war whoops screen right 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE STREET OF BUCOLIC WELLS – MORNING – Con’t: 

A GROUP OF SEVEN INDIANS in war paint run across the street from 

the alley screen right to an alley screen left followed a beat 

later by LT. COL. GEORGE ARMSTRONG CUSTER, long golden locks 

streaming down his back.  He waves his sword at the Indians 

chasing them.  All exit screen left.  A moment later they hear - 

 

CUSTER (V.O.) 

Yipe. 

 

BAGGY 

Sounds like he caught‘em. 

 

The Indians run across the street screen left to right.  A brave 

waves a mass of golden curls.  They are followed by Custer, 

freshly scalped.  Custer and the Indians exit screen right. 

 

BAGGY 

Yep.  He caught ‘em. 

 

As they walk across the alley, they look to their right… 

CUT TO: 

 

LONG SHOT: In the distance a small cloud of dust rises from 

where Custer chases the Indians.  

CUT TO: 

 

The Sheriff and Baggy looking at the disappearing figures 

kicking up dust on the horizon. 

 

BAGGY 

Wouldn’t want to be him when he catches 

‘em a second time. 

CUT TO: 

 

Clip of Mel Brooks as Indian Chief in Blazing Saddles and 

return. 

 

INDIAN CHIEF 

Woof. 

 

Sheriff and Baggy watch the Indians and Custer leave a cloud of 

dust into the distance. 

 

BAGGY 

Woof is right. 

 

SFX:  Train whistle in the distance. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE STREETS OF BUCOLIC WELLS – MORNING – Con’t: 

Sheriff takes out his pocket watch. 

CLOSE UP:  Watch face - hands at 9:37. 

 

SHERIFF 

Too early for the High Noon train. 

 

BAGGY 

Less’n it’s yestiday’s train. 

 

At the sound of the whistle, locals and good guys alike move 

toward the rail station. The Sheriff and Baggy head to the 

station.  As they pass the town limits sign, the MWNN is 

standing next to the city limits sign looking alternately at one 

side then the other.  MWNN stops the group, and points to the 

leaving town side of the sign. 

 

MWNN 

Sheriff, coming into town your sign 

reads Bucolic Falls… 

 

MWNN steps to other side of the sign. 

 

MWNN 

…leaving, it’s Bucolic Wells. Why? 

 

SHERIFF 

Simple.  The falls dried up when the 

cattlemen dammed the crick.  So we dug 

a well.  Prevented bloodshed, 

healthier, too.  The old stream ran 

through a cow pasture and the water was 

tasting a mite…  

 

BAGGY 

Like cow pies bakin’ in the sun. 

 

MWNN 

Why not fight back like in most western 

movies?  Bring in a few out-of-work 

Good Guys…  

 

SHERIFF 

The hell you say. And piss off the 

biggest taxpayers in the county?  It's 

their taxes that dug the well, made all 

our other civic improvements. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. NEXT TO THE CITY LIMITS SIGN – LATE MORNING – Con’t: 

 

MWNN 

Such as what? 

 

SHERIFF 

Oh, the steam fire engine. The city 

park, outhouses and all.  The 

Lepetomane Sport Complex and rail 

station.  The book in the library.  

 

BAGGY 

Too late.  Been colored in. 

 

MAYOR 

And pays all our salaries, too.  Plus 

the Sheriff here gets a goodly piece of 

the action.  Don’t forget that. 

 

Sheriff puts his thumbs in the lapels of his suit… 

 

SHERIFF 

How could I? 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. PLATFORM OF THE RAIL STATION - LATE MORNING: 

The Sheriff, the Padre, Doc Johnson and Baggy joined by the 

MWNN, Duke (on stilts), the Lone Ranger, Annie Oakley and Tonto 

as an informal welcoming committee.  In the background, the 

Globetrotters fight over who has to climb the ladder to get the 

ball out of the basket, when a Globetrotter takes a basketball, 

and with a great flying leap, stuffs it knocking the bottom out 

of the peach basket.   

 

As the train stops a conductor steps off and places a step on 

the platform.  A dignified older gentleman, BUFFALO BILL CODY, 

in extravagant attire with long, shoulder length hair and an 

extreme handlebar mustache.  As Cody steps off the train, the 

Good Guys kneel as if meeting the Pope.   

 

CLOSE UP:  Tonto, not bowing, looks into the camera… 

 

TONTO 

It is true the whites are a poor race, 

and hard to understand. 

 

Buffalo Bill steps down, signals for everyone to stand, then 

approaches the welcoming committee, hand extended. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE RAIL STATION – LATE MORNING: 

 

BUFFALO BILL CODY 

Sheriff?  I’m Bill Cody. 

 

SHERIFF 

Bill Cody?  As in Buffalo Bill Cody?  

Of THE Buffalo Bill Cody Wild West 

Shows?  

 

BUFFALO BILL 

None other.  

 

SHERIFF 

Your Eminence.  

 

The sheriff bows and kisses Buffalo Bill’s ring. 

 

SHERIFF 

Welcome to Bucolic Wells. 

 

BUFFALO BILL 

A little birdie tells me you’re havin’ 

a bit of a problem. 

 

In the background Alva slips from the rear of the train toward 

the Sheriff’s office. 

 

SHERIFF 

A little birdie name of Alva?  Well, 

you don’t know the half of it. But, 

what can we do for you? 

 

BUFFALO BILL 

I’ve chased most of these sum bitches 

all over the West.  Now you got them 

here in one place. Got two shows to 

staff, one for the East Coast, other 

tours Europe.  This saves me a lot of 

time, trouble and money. 

 

MWNN 

Would we have to, say, clean up?  

 

BUFFALO BILL 

As in bathe, suh? 

 

The pile of rags holding the Winchester ‘73 pipes up. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE RAIL STATION – LATE MORNING – Con’t: 

 

ANNIE OAKLEY 

Yeah, would we? 

 

Buffalo Bill lifts Annie’s hat to look at her face then smiles. 

 

BUFFALO BILL 

That you must if you’re to meet with 

Kings, Queens and Presidents, ah, Miss 

Oakley?   

 

MWNN 

As I feared. 

 

The MWNN looks into the distance, takes the cigar stub out of 

his mouth, throws it away, takes out a fresh stub, strikes a 

flame on his thumb, lights it then turns… 

 

MWNN 

Gentlemen,   

 (Tips filthy hat to Annie) 

Miss.  Ciao. 

 

And the MWNN saunters away behind the ongoing conversation.  

About ten feet away… 

 

SFX: Rifle shot and bullet ricochet off iron 

 

…a bullet ricochets off his cast iron plating on his back, 

causing his serape to flutter.  Several steps later…  

 

FX: a barely perceptible puff of smoke and a  

 

SFX: barely audible pop. 

 

…and no one notices him disappear into the shimmering heat. 

 

Buffalo Bill and the Sheriff talking.  The Mayor, Doc Johnson 

and Baggy stand behind. In the background, the Globetrotters 

shoot baskets that rattle through the bottomless peach basket.   

 

BUFFALO BILL 

Now if you can find me a table and 

chairs, suh, I think we can get most of 

these folks out of your hair by 

sundown.  If you can accommodate us, 

I’d like to get to it. 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. THE RAIL STATION – LATE MORNING – Con’t: 

 

BEHIND THE DIALOGUE the Mayor, Doc Johnson and Baggy all try to 

strike a flame with their thumbs.  The Mayor succeeds and 

looking at it awe, lets it burn. 

 

SHERIFF 

Sure, Mister Cody.  Right this way. 

 

FADE ALMOST TO BLACK:  

 

MAYOR 

  Wow! 

 

BACK FROM BLACK: 

The Mayor stares at his burning thumb for a beat then dunks it 

in a horse trough.  The others have looks of how’d you do that, 

to the Mayor’s mimed answer of I don’t know. 

 

FADE TO BLACK 

 

INT. RAIL STATION - LATE MORNING: 

At a table at one end of the room sits Buffalo Bill with a male 

clerk next to him writing in a huge ledger.  A long line of Good 

Guys extends out the door.  Good Guys are signing contracts and 

accepting payment in gold coin. 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. STATION PLATFORM FROM MAIN STREET - LATE MORNING: 

Good Guys are exiting the station contract in hand, biting 

coins, talking, shaking hands and generally being joyful. 

 

SHERIFF 

This smacks of Alva.   

 

They’re interrupted by DUKE who comes up on his stilts. 

 

DUKE 

Look at this, Sheriff. Contract signed, 

sealed and paid in gold.  I’m a gonna 

be a star. 

 

SHERIFF 

Do tell.  Doing what? 

 

CONTINUED: 
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EXT. STATION PLATFORM FROM MAIN STREET – LATE MORNING: 

 

DUKE 

Buffalo Bill is startin’ me in Los 

Angle-ees at Warner Brothers.  See - 

says so rat cheer.  Modeling for a 

care-act-tour named Yo-so-might Sam.   

 

SHERIFF 

Yosemite Sam.  Couldn’t be happier for 

you. Let us know how that works out. 

 

Duke wobbles off on his stilts. 

 

SHERIFF 

Let’s mosey back to my office and have 

some coffee.   

 

INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON: 

The Sheriff enters, followed by Baggy who puts an AK-47 in the 

gun rack, followed by the Padre, Doc Johnson and the Mayor. The 

Mayor has a white dressing on his thumb.  As they enter, Doc 

says – 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

I’ll just put that on your bill fer ya. 

 

SHERIFF 

Look’s like our problem is solved.  

 

A knock at the door and a beautiful, beautifully dressed young 

woman enters carrying a Winchester ‘73 in a feminine sleeve. 

 

SHERIFF 

Can we help you, miss? 

 

ANNIE OAKLEY 

You shore can. I just a stopped to say 

heidi and goodbye.   

 

MAYOR  

Annie?   

 

BAGGY 

Dirty rags Annie? 

 

SHERIFF 

Sweet heavens above, you are stunning. 

CONTINUED 
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INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

ANNIE 

Why thankee, Sheriff.  

 

MAYOR 

Looks like you’re dressed for travel.  

You joining the Wild West Show? 

 

ANNIE 

I think Alva tole Buffalo Bill that I 

could shoot a bead of sweat off a 

gnat’s ass at a hunert paces, which I 

can.  So I got me a contrack.  Gonna be 

a girl sharp shooter.  Tell ‘im thankee 

when ya sees ‘im, fer me? 

 

SHERIFF 

We will, we will.  

 

SFX: Train whistle in distance. 

 

ANNIE 

Well, I gots to go, I’m a-traveling 

with Bill, I mean, Mister Cody, fer a 

spell.  

  

Annie walks to the door, turns. 

 

ANNIE 

Bye, y’all. 

 (stops) 

Y’all oughter quit telling’ Alva he’s a 

drunk.  Yer givin’ him a bad idear of 

hisself. 

 

And she exits leaving shock and awe in the office.  All rush to 

the window office to watch as - 

 

FX:  fireworks go off over their heads  

 

SFX:  fireworks 

 

When she’s out of sight, they all turn back into the room 

looking dazed. 

 

MAYOR 

She cleans up nice. 

CONTINUED 



97 

 

 

   

INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

BAGGY 

Well don’t that beat all.  

 

Baggy pours himself a cup of coffee. 

 

MAYOR 

There’s a Starbucks just around the 

corner you know. 

 

BAGGY 

  I know.  

 

Pulls a flask out of his pocket, pours a dollop into his cup, 

takes a sip and smacks his lips. 

 

BAGGY 

I am kinder worried about the little 

squirt. 

 

MAYOR 

Thought you wanted to hide ’im. 

 

Baggy 

That were during the wustest of it. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

Despite what Annie says, he is town 

drunk and the son of a town drunk. 

 

SHERIFF 

But a good kid despite it all. 

 

From the back room. 

 

ALVA 

Glad to hear someone say it.  

 

Alva, in suit from last night, holding his old stetson hat and a 

filled carpetbag, steps out of the cells into the office. 

 

BAGGY 

Ain't nothin' in this town been a 

surprise, cept' you… 

 

CONTINUED 
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INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

ALVA 

Just picking up a few things before I 

catch the High Noon Train back east. I 

was gonna sneak out the back. 

  

SHERIFF 

You leaving us?  I really wouldn’t kick 

your ass up out your throat, you know. 

That was just an old movie quote the 

screenwriter snuck in. 

 

ALVA 

Oh, it’s not that, Sheriff.  I’ve done 

some thinking since I had that black 

out. And a light bulb came on. 

 

Baggy is trimming the wick on a kerosene lantern 

 

BAGGY 

A what? 

 

ALVA 

It’s an idea I been tinkering with - 

called an electric light. It’s a glass 

globe with a filament inside that glows 

and emits light when you run 

electricity through it.  Then I’m going 

to use that to make a machine to 

project moving pictures onto a sheet on 

the wall. 

 

To a man, they look bewildered by what Alva describes. 

 

SHERIFF 

Damn, Alva.  I’m gonna miss you and 

your screwy ideas round here.  Where 

you off to? 

 

ALVA 

New Jersey.   

 

PADRE 

New Jersey? Which exit? 

 

ALVA 

Jersey Turnpike 131. 

CONTINUED 
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INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

BAGGY 

Who in his right mind would live back 

east?  ‘specially New Jersey? 

 

PADRE 

I’ll have you know I went to Princeton 

divinity - I-80 West, exit 12. 

 

BAGGY 

Hear they got them a lawyer school 

there, too. So it appears they’ll do 

most anythin’ fer a buck. 

 

ALVA 

You’ll hear from me. 

 

SHERIFF 

Alva, before you leave, I have to know… 

 

ALVA 

…how’d I arrange for Buffalo Bill?  I 

read he was booking new western stars 

for his traveling Wild West show plus 

adding a big Europe tour. The article 

went on that he was going to be about a 

hundred miles away from here, so, I 

sent him a telegram. 

 

SHERIFF 

I told that idiot not to… 

 

ALVA 

It’s not his fault.  I knew you told 

him not to send any telegrams for me.  

So, I walked out of town, climbed a 

pole and telegraphed Cody using wire 

cutters and two nails.  Cody picked me 

up outside town, and I snuck back to 

get a few things, and here we are. 

 

The sheriff looks at the clock on the wall.  It’s 11:50 a.m. 

 

SHERIFF 

Alva, allow us to walk you to the rail 

station, give you a fitting and proper 

send off. 

CONTINUED 
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INT. THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE – EARLY AFTERNOON - Con’t: 

 

BAGGY 

I’ll git the tar ‘n feathers. 

 

SHERIFF 

Baggy. 

 

BAGGY 

Just kiddin’, just kiddin’. 

 

ALVA 

Thanks, Sheriff. 

 

They exit.  

FADE TO BLACK 

 

INT. THE LONG BRANCH SALOON - EVENING: 

The Sheriff, Mayor, Doc Johnson, the Padre with two of the bawdy 

house girls, Amazin’ Grace (wearing a lobster bib), and Baggy 

sit around a big table having a drink. 

 

SHERIFF 

Well, all’s well that ends well. 

 

MAYOR 

Who said that? 

 

SHERIFF 

I did.  Just now. 

 

Baggy 

Shakespeare.  Play he wrote ‘bout 

sixteen oh four or there abouts. 

 

DOC JOHNSON 

 (Stretches)  

Yep.  Quiet town with lots of folks 

riding horses and needin’ their backs 

adjusted.  Two, three times a week. 

 

PADRE 

And, we picked up a few new 

Parishioners. 

 

SHERIFF 

Taxpayers, Padre.  Tax.  Payers. 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. THE SALOON MAIN FLOOR – NIGHT – Con’t: 

The Sheriff raises a glass to the Lone Ranger and Zorro, the Gay 

Blade (in fuchsia), plus several other UNNAMED MALE GOOD GUYS 

having dinner at a table across the room, who reciprocate. Next 

to them is a table with the INDIANS from the earlier scalping 

scene plus TONTO who admires their blond hair piece. 

 

SFX: Transporter sound from Star Trek 

 

Suddenly a shimmering chimera congeals into CAPTAIN KIRK. Kirk 

immediately draws his weapon and barks the order, 

 

CAPTAIN KIRK 

Set Phasers for stun, Mr. Spock. 

 

Screen expands to show DOCTOR SPOCK in a white lab jacket, 

stethoscope around neck, holding a clipboard with the name Spock 

lettered over the left breast pocket.   

 

DOCTOR SPOCK 

These folks look pretty stunned 

already, Captain. 

 

Kirk does a take, rolls his eyes to heaven and mutters… 

 

KIRK 

Damned special effects people beamed 

down the wrong guy again. 

 (Yells off stage right) 

Hey, you blockheads, this is Doctor 

Spock, not my comic-relief sidekick, 

Mister Spock.  Can’t you get anything 

right? 

 

VOICE OFF SCREEN RIGHT 

Your toupee is crooked, too. 

 

SFX: Twilight Zone theme. 

CUT TO: 

 

ROD SERLING lounging against the bar.  He steps toward the 

camera, looks straight into our eyes with his captivating world-

weary charm and says… 

 

ROD SERLING 

Tableau… 

 

CONTINUED: 
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INT. THE SALOON MAIN FLOOR – NIGHT – Con’t: 

A barkeep appears at Serling’s side. 

 

BARKEEP 

And will that be a tableau for one, 

sir, or is anyone joining you? 

 

Camera withdraws, pulling back away from the tableau, out of the 

room until the town recedes in the distance then pans up to show 

millions of stars in the heavens. 

 

ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 

This film is dedicated with respect and 

admiration for the thousands of 

industry professionals who helped make 

Westerns one of the most popular forms 

of entertainment for over 100 years.  

 

And now, all rise for Randolph Scott. 

 

- FINI -

 


