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EXT. SIDE OF A ROAD – SUNSET

The sky is ablaze as the great globe of fire sets in the barren west. A long deserted road stretches in the direction where Earth and Sun look like they are going to meet. The region is calm, but the reddening vista makes it feel chaotic.

By the side of the road there stand a sign. It is made of old wood and written in the scrawl of a child, the sign reads: Little Rock 25 miles. They whinny of a horse is heard as its head comes into view next to the sign.

Sitting atop the horse is a young man just over 17-years-old. Behind him are two more men on horses, one old enough to be his grandfather and the other a stern looking black man.

The young man shields his eyes and squints down the road.

The shape of a town can just barely be made out.

His eyes begin to water from the heat and light of the fiery Sun. He wonders if his companions have seen him crying. The tears are quickly brushed away. Once feeling composed he speaks to the other men without facing them.

ADAM
There’s Little Rock, just down this here road.

RUFUS (O.S.)
You sure we should be doin’ this?

ADAM is annoyed by this question. He turns to face the old man RUFUS.

RUFUS is leaning lazily in his saddle with his hands folded and resting on his thighs. He meant to offense, but the young man is nonetheless offended.

ADAM’s hand slowly inches toward his right thigh where a pistol is holstered. His face is harsh, but also a little scared.

RUFUS does not register the threat.

ADAM’s eyes are intent. Then he switches his gaze to the other man.

BOBBY is stone-faced as he glares at ADAM.

ADAM’s forehead creases as his resolve weakens, and he moves his hand away from his weapon.

ADAM
We’ve been over this, Rufus. It’s what the boss wants.

RUFUS shakes his head in disagreement.

RUFUS
No, no, no. What the boss wants is to kill this man himself. He’s been dreaming about it for the past 19 years. How you going to go and rob a man of his dream, son?

ADAM
Don’t call me ‘son!’

BOBBY and RUFUS are taken aback by ADAM’s outrage.

ADAM (cont’d)
The boss has got a whole lot of other things to do once he gets released. Me killing McHenry now is one less thing for him to worry about. I’m doing him a kindness.

ADAM smiles and grabs his horse’s reins.

ADAM (cont’d)
The boss will be real happy, and we’ll finally get the respect we deserve. Let’s go.

ADAM rides down the road with RUFUS and BOBBY following.

Their images become distorted as they ride towards Little Rock, and the horizon appears to melt as the Sun descends.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – LATER

The ticking of a clock is heard. A silver pocket watch reads 5:59.

The impatient face of a man intently stares down at the watch.

A placard on the man’s desk has the name Sheriff Francis McHenry engraved on it. The desk is almost entirely empty except for a few blank papers and a pencil. McHenry is hunched over in his set staring at the watch in his hand.

The time on the watch changes to 6:00.

FRANCIS smiles. He closes the lid on his watch. He notices his reflection on the polished lid and frowns. His hand gropes at his temples where grey hair is becoming prominent. The watch is then tucked away in his pocket.

He carefully stands from his desk and straightens out his shirt. He looks across the room.

In a desk across from his sits Deputy TERRENCE. The Deputy is a large man who is putting undue strain on his chair by leaning back in it while twiddling his thumbs. He responds to FRANCIS’ look with mild interest. He knows what is coming.

FRANCIS
Terrence, I’m going to be stepping out for a little while. Do you think you can keep the fort down while I’m gone?

TERRENCE sits up in his seat. He gives his surroundings a glance.

The office is deserted. No one is in the cells and the desks only have blank papers and dull pencils. There is a closed cabinet containing guns, but the two men have not had cause to use them in years. The room is dead silent.

TERRENCE
I think I can handle it.

FRANCIS nods. He removes the gun from his holster and places it in the bottom drawer of his desk. He pulls on his coat and hat.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
You taking the horse?

FRANCIS
Nah, I prefer to walk. Just keep doing whatever it is we do.

TERRENCE
I know, I know. Throw the drunks in a cell to sleep off their poison and box the rowdy teens about their ears then send them home crying for their mothers. 

FRANCIS
Is that what we do?

TERRENCE
Yup, going on nearly twenty years.

FRANCIS
If only all jobs were this easy. See you later.

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK

FRANCIS inhales the cool evening air. The main street of Little Rock is alive with excitement. It may be a small town, but its citizens know how to enjoy themselves. He makes his way down the street while exchanging greetings with the people he passes. He is waving at someone when he nearly walks into a horse. He moves out of its path just in time.

The young rider ADAM barely looks over his shoulder to shout an insult.

ADAM
Watch where you’re going, you old fool.

FRANCIS
Old?

FRANCIS watches him and his two companions go. He does not recognize the men, but does not really care enough to question them. There is somewhere else he has to be.

EXT. MCHENRY HOME

FRANCIS JR. plays on the ground with a wooden gun in front of the isolated house. He is shooting imaginary enemies when he sees someone approaching the house. The boy smiles jubilantly.

FRANCIS JR.
Daddy!!!

FRANCIS throws up a hand and waves at his son.

The boy runs and leaps into his father’s arms. FRANCIS can only holding his son for so long before setting him down. At 8-years-old the boy is getting big. He cannot carry him like he used to.

FRANCIS
You doing good, junior? You had a good day?

FRANCIS JR.
One of the best.

FRANCIS
I’m glad. Your mother’s in the house?

FRANCIS JR.
Yes.

FRANCIS
Alright, wash your hands. Supper should be finished soon.

INT. MCHENRY HOME LIVING ROOM

A young woman sits by a fire in chair with her legs tucked under her. She is reading a book. The sound of a door opening and closed is heard followed by footsteps. Without looking up she calls out.

ALEXANDRA
Hello, father.

FRANCIS sticks his head in the room before entering.

FRANCIS
Alexandra, you’re not helping your mother in the kitchen?

ALEXANDRA
She doesn’t need my help. Besides, I prefer to read.

He leans over and cocks his head to see what she is reading.

It is a collection of works by Edgar Allan Poe.

FRANCIS
So was I right about Poe?

ALEXANDRA
Yeah, his stories are a hell of a lot better than those whiny characters in Jane Austin.

FRANCIS
I’m glad you’re enjoying it, but watch that language. Finish up whatever tale of terror you’re on and get ready for supper. You might not have helped her prepare it, but you can at least show your appreciation by eating it.

ALEXANDRA smiles as he leaves the living room.

INT. MCHENRY HOME KITCHEN

JILL hums to herself as she sets the table with her back to the doorway.

From behind her sneaks up her husband FRANCIS. He places his hands on her hips and she gives a little jump.

His mouth kisses the crook of her neck and she smiles. His arms wrap around her and she falls into the embrace. 

JILL
You startled me.

More kisses are placed up and down her neck. He does not bother to answer.

JILL (cont’d)
I hope you brought an appetite.

FRANCIS
I’m always hungry.

JILL
Hmm…Yes, but not always for food. You better stop. The children will be in soon.

FRANCIS sighs and releases her. She pulls his head down to kiss him on the lips, then reluctantly moves away.

Together they finish setting the table.

He sneaks a peek at her.

She is smiling.

He smiles and continues placing the forks and spoons.

INT. TULLY’S BAR

The proprietor William Tully is working at the bar filling a glass with beer from a barrel. He hands the glass to a boy who takes the drink to a eager looking man at a table.

The customers are a happy lot who love to get drunk. Some men do not know their limits, and they usually end up in the local jail cell. WILLIAM does not worry about that now. Tonight they all seem content to drink and laugh.

ADAM, BOBBY, and RUFUS enter.

ADAM scans the room. He walks to the bar followed by his companions. All three sit down on stools in unison.

ADAM taps a coin on the hard surface getting WILLIAM’s attention.

WILLIAM
What can I get you?

ADAM
I’d like a shot of…Big Bear Vodka?

WILLIAM is shocked to hear that request. He tugs on the curled ends of his handlebar mustache. It is a nervous tick he has never been able to overcome.

WILLIAM
Sorry, sir, we don’t carry that brand.

ADAM
I said, Big Bear Vodka!

All eyes in the establishment are on ADAM. The men are scared.

WILLIAM tugs harder on his mustache.

The busboy does not know why they are all so frightened. He is far too young to remember. He approaches ADAM.

BUSBOY
We don’t have your drink in stock, sir. You might have luck somewhere else. If you still intend to stay and have a drink, then you’ll have to keep calm otherwise I’ll have to get the sheriff.

WILLIAM shakes his head trying to dissuade the boy, but it does not work.

ADAM puts his arm around the boy and draws him close.

ADAM
That wouldn’t happen to Sheriff Francis McHenry, would it?

BUSBOY
Yes, sir, it is.

ADAM
I do believe someone will have to get the sheriff, but it won’t be you.

BUSBOY
Why not?

ADAM
Because you’ll be too busy bleeding on the floor.

ADAM draws his pistol from its holster and hits the busboy across his forehead with the butt. The boy is about to fall, but ADAM grabs him by the shirt and strikes him two more times before letting the boy hit the ground.

The men watch without moving to help. They are terrified.

ADAM returns the gun to its holster. He looks at WILLIAM.

WILLIAM is quickly tugging on his mustache.

ADAM reaches out to him. WILLIAM closes his eyes and puts his hands up.

From him ADAM takes a wash rag to clean the blood of his hand.

He drops the rag on the bleeding boy.

He leans on the bar satisfied and sizes up the rest of the customers.

ADAM
I want all you men to get the hell out of here!

They all get up to go. As they leave he shouts to them.

ADAM (cont’d)
Find the sheriff! Tell him I’m waiting! Bring me Sheriff Francis McHenry or I’ll do a hell of a lot worse.

INT. MCHENRY HOME KITCHEN

The McHenry family is sitting around the dinner table eating.

JILL
So how was your day today?

FRANCIS JR.
Yeah, did you shoot anybody?

FRANCIS JR. picks up his toy guy from his lap and makes shooting noises as if firing at his sister.

ALEXANDRA is annoyed by her brother’s antics.

FRANCIS
No. It was the same as every other day.

FRANCIS JR.
Boring…

JILL takes his toy and puts it on the floor next to her.

JILL
And thank God for that.

FRANCIS JR.
What’s the point of being sheriff and having that gun if you don’t get to shoot anybody? When I’m sheriff I’ll shoot my gun all the time.

ALEXANDRA scoffs.

ALEXANDRA
You’ll probably blow your damn foot off.

FRANCIS JR.
Shut up!

JILL
Language!

FRANCIS
You’re planning to steal your father’s job?

FRANCIS JR.
Yeah, you know, when you’re old and stuff.

FRANCIS
Well, that won’t be for a long, long time, but let me give you some advice for the future. Being sheriff is not all about firing guns, there’s more to it than that. More often than not, the best thing a man can do is not draw his weapon.

FRANCIS JR.
Why?

FRANCIS
Because the good guys don’t always win.

A horse can be heard rapidly approaching.

FRANCIS and JILL exchange worried glances.

TERRENCE (O.S.)
Francis!

FRANCIS gets up from the table to go outside. His family follows.

EXT. MCHENRY HOME PORCH

FRANCIS walks out the front door. He sees TERRENCE stepping down off the exhausted horse.

FRANCIS
Terry, what’s wrong?

His wife and children try to join him on the porch. FRANCIS waves them back into the house.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
Go back inside. Finish your dinner.

JILL ushers the children back inside.

INT. MCHENRY HOME FRONT DOOR

JILL nudges the children toward the kitchen.

JILL
Go back to the table and finish your dinner.

Both of them walk down the corridor. ALEXANDRA stops when she realizes her mother is not coming.

ALEXANDRA
Mom…? You coming?

JILL
I’ll be there in a minute.

When her daughter is out of view JILL listens to the men outside from behind the front door.

EXT. MCHENRY HOME PORCH

TERRENCE is scared. He cannot stop wringing his hands.

TERRENCE
Some men came into Tully’s Bar, and one of them asked for Big Bear Vodka.

FRANCIS
It wasn’t-

TERRENCE
No, this was a young man. Nonetheless it got ugly. He beat the busboy real bad and kicked everybody else out of the bar. As they were leaving they heard him calling for Sheriff Francis McHenry.

This shocks FRANCIS.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
He’s waiting for you.

FRANCIS leans over the porch’s banister.

He is looking down at the town of Little Rock.

FRANCIS
How many men were with him?

TERRENCE
Two others, one old and one black.

FRANCIS
Three men…all armed?

TERRENCE
Yes.

TERRENCE offers him the pistol FRANCIS had put in his bottom drawer.

He puts the gun back in its holster.

FRANCIS
You better get your gun too, Terry. These men mean business, and so should we.

INT. MCHENRY HOME KITCHEN

The children are shyly poking at their food. They just stare at their plates unsure what to do.

JILL quietly enters the room and sits at the table.

ALEXANDRA looks from her brother to her mother.

ALEXANDRA
Mom, where’s dad?

JILL
He was needed back in town. There was some trouble.

ALEXANDRA
Is he going to be alright?

FRANCIS JR.
Of course he’s going to be alright, stupid!

Her voice cracks as she attempts to admonish.

JILL
Language, Francis, please!

FRANCIS JR.
Sorry…

JILL immediately regrets having yelled.

JILL
But you’re right. Your dad is going to be just fine. Let’s eat our dinner, and perhaps by the time we’re done he’ll be back.

She smiles and her children, but they cannot return her optimism.

INT. TULLY’S BAR

RUFUS is standing by the window with his face close to the glass. He squints.

ADAM (O.S.)
You see anything yet?

RUFUS
Not a soul.

ADAM is perched on a stool looking down on WILLIAM cradling his battered and bloodied busboy. The boy keeps an arm draped over his face and groans periodically.

ADAM
Tsk, tsk, tsk. That is not good news for you guys. If that sheriff don’t show up soon I’m going to have to plug one of you to give him some incentive.

BOBBY is sitting at a table shuffling a deck of cards. He gives ADAM an unhappy look then returns his gaze to the tabletop where he sets up a game of solitaire. The cards make a loud smacking noise as he slaps them onto the hard wood surface.

Smack! RUFUS continues staring out the window.

Smack! ADAM drums his fingers on the bar.

Smack! The busboy is choking down sobs.

Smack! WILLIAM desperately tugs on his mustache.

Smack! The room holds an uneasy silence.

Smack! RUFUS sees something.

RUFUS
Someone’s coming.

ADAM
Is it Francis McHenry?

RUFUS
It’s been a couple of years, but I think so.

ADAM stands from his seat. His hands hang at his sides ready to draw a gun at any moment.

ADAM
Good!

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK

The street is deserted.

People watch safely from windows.

FRANCIS approaches Tully’s Bar alone.

INT. TULLY’S BAR

FRANCIS enters through the front door. His gaze quickly moves from the gunmen to WILLIAM and the injured busboy.

FRANCIS
How is he, Mr. Tully?

WILLIAM
Hurt. His head’s bleeding real bad.

FRANCIS
Wounds to the scalp will do that. Get him to the doctor.

WILLIAM looks to ADAM for approval to leave.

The kid nods.

WILLIAM picks up the busboy in his arms and carries him out.

The four men stand around for a while after they leave. They are like statues.

FRANCIS turns to RUFUS who is standing nearest to him by the window. He nods at the old man.

FRANCIS
Rufus…

The old man nods back.

He nods at BOBBY standing by the table.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
Bobby…

The man nods back.

He turns to ADAM.

ADAM grins.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
When did your gang start recruiting babes?

RUFUS lets out a hissing cackle.

BOBBY allows himself a small smile and returns to his game.

ADAM is furious.

ADAM
I may be young, but I’m old enough to sling a gun. And whole lot faster than you I bet.

FRANCIS
Alright, but we do this outside. Mr. Tully won’t appreciate you getting more blood all over his establishment.

ADAM
Fine by me.

FRANCIS backs out of the bar. ADAM follows his lead.

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK

FRANCIS exits the bar. He walks backwards along Main Street. ADAM exits the bar. He walks backwards in the opposite direction. They never take their eyes off one another.

The men back away from each other until they are twenty paces apart.

FRANCIS uses his left hand to pull back his coat and expose his holstered right hip.

ADAM copies this move.

RUFUS and BOBBY exit the bar to watch the duel. They stand side by side. RUFUS has got an amused grin on his face.

Some citizens of Little Rock have been enticed out of the buildings along the street for the chance to see a duel. Main Street is sparsely lined with gawkers.

FRANCIS looks at all the people he has sworn to protect. They are in no danger today, only him. Who will swoop in and save the sheriff? Nobody, standing in that street in the dark of night he is utterly alone. No sense in prolonging his unease.

FRANCIS
So we just going to stand here all night, or are we going to give these people a show.

ADAM
I’m ready when you are.

FRNCIS
Then should I start the countdown, or would you like the honor? That is if you even know how to count, son.

ADAM does not like this last bit.

ADAM
I’ll start.

ADAM licks his lips.

ADAM (cont’d)
Ten!

RUFUS cackles quietly to himself.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Nine!

BOBBY moves the coat off his hip to show his gun. Should ADAM fail to kill the sheriff he will not.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Eight!

Some people watching along the street are frightened, others are excited. Either way they do nothing but stare.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Seven!

More people are shown along the other side of the street.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Six!

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE

The room is empty.

The gun cabinet door is open. A slight breeze guides the door right then left. One of the rifles is missing.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Five!

INT. MCHENRY HOME LIVING ROOM

ALEXANDRA and FRANCIS JR. stand awkwardly. They are worried. They know their mother is worried. Not knowing what to do, they try to cause as little trouble as possible by not doing anything.

INT. MCHENRY HOME KITCHEN

JILL is leaning over the sink. Her eyes are shut tight as she mouths a silent prayer. She snaps out of it.

She grabs a glass from one cabinet.

She grabs an unopened bottle of whiskey from another.

She pours herself a drink.

She ingests it in one quick shot.

It does not make her feel any better, so she pours herself another one.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Four!

FRANCIS stands still, his eyes forward and unblinking. It is like he is in a trance.

ADAM (cont’d O.S.)
Three!

His eyes are focused on target.

ADAM stands defiant in the night. He has a smile on his face.

ADAM (cont’d)
Two-

A shot rips through ADAM’s chest. He is no longer a gunslinger, but a scared boy. His eyes water and his lip trembles as he falls flat on his back.

FRANCIS draws his weapon and points it at the entrance of Tully’s Bar. BOBBY goes for his gun, but before he can touch the handle FRANCIS’s bullet hits him in the gut.

BOBBY clutches his stomach and falls to his knees. RUFUS watches in horror as his friend falls next to him. He looks to FRANCIS and starts to draws his pistol.

FRANCIS fires a second time.

The bullet rips off the top of RUFUS’s head.

The gun drops from the old man’s hands. RUFUS lands on his knees next to his fallen gun.

Blood runs down RUFUS’s face and into his gaping mouth. The corpse tips over and onto its back. BOBBY groans in pain while crouched next to the dead body of his friend.

FRANCIS keeps his gun drawn. He looks over his shoulder.

From the roof of a building behind FRANCIS, TERRENCE waves while holding a rifle.

FRANCIS nods and exhales. 

Not lowering his weapon, he approaches the entrance of Tully’s Bar. BOBBY’s groans grow louder as he gets closer.

FRANCIS sneaks a glance at ADAM.

The young man is not moving.

He continues toward the bar.

His gun is pointed at a kneeling BOBBY who moans every two seconds.

FRANCIS holsters his gun.

He crouches next to BOBBY. His hand pulls back the injured man’s coat to reveal a lot of blood and a holstered weapon. He removes the gun.

FRANCIS then picks up RUFUS’s gun from the floor.

He stands back up holding both pistols in his hands. He looks to his right at the nearest bystander. It is a man in his mid-twenties eager to see his first corpse.

FRANCIS
Get the doctor, now!

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE

There are six beds in the dimly lit room. Five are covered with pristine white sheets, but the sixth contains the wounded BOBBY with a bandaged stomach that does not stop the blood from leaking on his once clean sheets. BOBBY is in the background as FRANCIS and the doctor stand in the doorway talking.

FRANCIS
How is he, doctor?

DOCTOR
Gut shot won’t kill him, just hurt and bleed a whole hell of a lot.

FRANCIS
May I speak with him?

DOCTOR
I haven’t given him any anesthetic yet. He should be alright, despite the pain. Try to keep the dialogue short.

FRANCIS nods his appreciation.

He walks to BOBBY’s bedside. He towers over the injured man.

BOBBY’s weary eyes flutter open. He looks at the figure standing over him. He is not scared or surprised.

BOBBY
You got me, sheriff.

FRANCIS
Yup.

BOBBY
Adam and Rufus are dead too.

FRANCIS
If Adam’s the young feller’s name, then yup.

BOBBY
You were always one wily fucker.

FRANCIS
Yup. When it comes to a showdown I always prefer the other guy bites it, by any means necessary.

BOBBY
I’m dying.

FRANCIS
Yup, so you might as well spill your guts.

BOBBY raises an eyebrow.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
I’m speaking figuratively, of course. Why’d you come gunning for me after all this time? With your boss in chains I figured your gang wouldn’t care about the small town of Little Rock and its sheriff.

BOBBY
For 19 years we didn’t, but then we got a word a couple days ago. From then on that fool boy got it in his head he’d prove himself a man by killing the only law that had the stones to lock up our boss. What an idiot.

FRANCIS
What was the word?

BOBBY
Paroled, our boss is getting out. Rupert Cain is returning to Little Rock.

FRANCIS’s eyes darken in anger and confusion.

INT. PRISON

A fresh-faced man with red hair and freckles rests his head between prison bars. A candle lights his face. His lips are puckered and wet as he whistles a cheerful tune. His hands grip the bars by his face. He is wearing a wedding band.

In the dark of a cell a man gets up off his cot and walks to the bars of his cell. From behind his bars he sees the whistling man in the cell across from his own.

CAIN
Hey…

This gets the man’s attention. He stops whistling.

CAIN’s face is gaunt and dirtied. He has straight golden hair with strands of white that fall well below his shoulders. His eyes are brown and void of any emotion.

CAIN
Your whistling is keeping me up.

PRISONER
So…?

CAIN is not pleased with this response.

CAIN
You must be new here. You’re from Eastwood, correct?

PRISONER
Yes…

CAIN
And you’re married too.

The prisoner moves his left hand out of sight.

CAIN (cont’d)
Well, listen up whistling man from Eastwood. My name is Rupert Cain, maybe you’ve heard of me. I don’t give a fuck if you haven’t. What’s important is that I’m going to be released from this shithole in two days, and when I do my first stop will be Eastwood. Once there, I’m going to find your family and whatever friends you a cocksucker like you have, and I’m going to kill them all. If your wife’s pretty enough, I might rape her first. Then I’ll burn the whole goddamn town to the ground. I’ll do all this, mister, unless you stop whistling. You get me?

The prisoner is visibly shaken. He nods.

CAIN (cont’d)
Good.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE

FRANCIS is holding his hat in his hands. He is squeezing the hat tightly ruining its shape.

The doctor stands with him by the front door.

FRANCIS
Thanks again, doctor.

DOCTOR
Don’t mention it, Francis. You did good tonight.

FRANCIS nods.

DOCTOR (cont’d)
You alright? You look rattled, son. If you want I could give you something to calm your nerves. Just don’t take too much, otherwise you’ll never rattle again.

FRANCIS
No, thank you doctor. My nerves are what keep me alert.

FRANCIS leaves the doctor’s office.

EXT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE

TERRENCE is pacing in front of the building smoking a cigarette when FRANCIS exits the building.

He approaches TERRENCE who is agitated.

TERRENCE
Well…?

FRANCIS
He’ll live.

TERRENCE
Guess that means he clammed up.

FRANCIS
Nope, he told me everything. Bobby had looser lips than a two-bit hooker.

TERRENCE
How’d you manage that?

FRANCIS
I simply told him he wasn’t going to make it. He decided to make a full deathbed confession. He said Rupert Cain is getting paroled.

TERRENCE is shocked.

TERRENCE
Shit! I mean, shit! Is he right?

FRANCIS
Don’t know, that’s why I want you to get a wire to Big Rock to see if they can get in contact with anyone at the prison holding Cain. See if there’s any truth to what he said. While you’re at it, tell them to send over a wagon to pick up Bobby tomorrow morning so they can take him to the courthouse. When you get a reply meet me at the Mayor’s house.

FRANCIS and TERRENCE go off in separate directions.

FRANCIS
That old man is not going to be pleased.

INT. MAYOR’S HOUSE BEDROOM

Hanging from the walls of the Mayor’s house are framed newspaper articles detailing his accomplishments.

One reads: JUDGE REED CONDEMNS CRIMINAL CAIN. The accompanying photograph shows a stern man in a black gown.

Another reads: REED WINS ELECTION BY A LANDSLIDE. The photo shows a man celebrating in the streets on Little Rock.

The mayor is a furious little man who spits fire from his bed. When he is angered he slams his fists on the duvet. Though he was woken from slumber his black hair is in a perfect coiffure. Appearance is everything for the mayor, never mind the red pajamas he wears.

MAYOR REED
Goddamn Rupert Cain!

Two of the mayor’s guards dressed in black stand on either side of FRANCIS holding shotguns. FRANCIS is visibly uncomfortable.

FRANCIS
I know, sir.

MAYOR REED
We should’ve hanged the bastard when we had the chance!

FRANCIS
I would have tied the knot myself, sir.

MAYOR REED
I’d have loved to see that bums feet dance their last do-si-do.

FRANCIS
He wasn’t much for dancing when he was alive, sir.

MAYOR REED
How could they let a piece of scum like him out?

FRANCIS
That’s what Deputy Terry is finding out sir.

There is a knock on the door. The guards and FRANCIS turn around. The guards aim their guns at the door.

The mayor is worried. He whispers.

MAYOR REED
Who is it?

FRANCIS is already opening the door.

FRANCIS
It’s Terry, sir.

He lets TERRENCE in. The deputy is holding a piece of paper.

MAYOR REED
Deputy Terrence, you already got a response?

TERRENCE
Yes, sir.

The mayor points at the piece of paper in his hand.

MAYOR REED
That it?

TERRENCE
Yes, sir.

MAYOR REED
Hand it here, deputy.

TERRENCE
It’s addressed to the sheriff, sir.

He hands it to FRANCIS. FRANCIS reads the paper silently.

The mayor is anxious.

MAYOR REED
What’s it say?

FRANCIS
They’re releasing Rupert Cain after 19 years of incarceration. Says the prisons have gotten overpopulated since they started arresting Mexicans for being Mexicans. Men who have been locked up for what the warden deems “an amount of time proportional to their crimes” are being paroled. He’s let loose in two days.

MAYOR REED
I knew we should’ve charged him with more than mere rape.

FRANCIS
That would have been great, if anybody in this town had the stones to finger him.

MAYOR REED
I’m a mayor of a town full of daisies.

FRANCIS
What do you plan to tell them, sir?

MAYOR REED
Tell them? I’m not telling those cowards anything! What do you think would happen if I told those people Rupert Cain was coming back to Little Rock? Mass exodus! They’ve grown accustomed to these peaceful times. If we tell them Cain bringing back chaos they’ll leave for somewhere that can protect them proper, probably Big Rock.

FRANCIS
You can’t just keep this quiet. It’ll get out, and when it does it’ll be worse than if you told them in the first place. If you don’t tell them, I will.

MAYOR REED
You don’t want to be going against me, sheriff.

The guards move to their employer’s bed. They watch FRANCIS menacingly.

FRANCIS
I already killed two men tonight, sir. Please don’t make me have to kill two more.

MAYOR REED
What would you do in my position, sheriff?

FRANCIS
Call a town meeting tomorrow. Make it first thing in the morning, and be honest with them. Tell them that Cain is being released and most likely coming here, but reassure them that we will protect. Me, Terry, and your guards are more than a match for one disgruntled old lawbreaker.

The mayor ponders on this for a moment.

MAYOR REED
You really think we can handle him.

FRANCIS
I surely do.

MAYOR REED
Alright…tomorrow morning…town meeting. Not get the hell out of my bedroom so I can get some sleep!

INT. MCHENRY HOME MASTER BEDROOM - LATER

JILL is sitting in bed alone. She repeatedly flattens the hem of her nightgown to calm her nerves. A door is heard gently being opened and closed, followed by soft footsteps. She watches the door expectantly.

FRANCIS enters the bedroom with his hat and coat off. In his hands are his shoes

FRANCIS
What are you still doing up?

JILL
Waiting for you, dummy.

She hops out of bed and runs to him. She throws her arms around him and they kiss.

FRANCIS
Have you been drinking?

She laughs.

JILL
Yes, I was worried sick. We could hear the gunshots from here, and then nothing. What happened?

They sit down on the bed together. He starts undressing.

FRANCIS
Nothing good, some men showed up at Tully’s and one of them asked for Big Bear Vodka.

JILL
My Lord! That hasn’t been sold in this town for near twenty years, not since…It’s wasn’t him was it?

FRANCIS
No…

With nothing but his undergarments on he lies down in bed. She lies next to him. He looks at the ceiling while she watches him.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
…but next time it will be. He’s being released.

JILL
What are we going to do?

FRANCIS
The mayor’s calling a town meeting tomorrow.

JILL
That old timer isn’t going to do anything. He may talk a big game, but he’s still a little man, Francis.

FRANCIS
We’ll see in the morning.

EXT. CHURCH - MORNING

The Sun is bright and unforgiving over Little Rock this morning. Bells in the church steeple are ringing as loud as they can. People from all over the town are making their way toward the church.

One of the mayor’s guards stands on the steps of the church trying to shout over the bells that swing above him.

GUARD #1
Town meeting! Town meeting!

INT. CHURCH

People are quickly finding seats. The mayor stands at the pulpit with his other guard on his right, and FRANCIS and TERRENCE on his left. The three armed men stand stoically.

The mayor scans some papers in his hands.

The McHenry family sits in the front pew. FRANCIS JR. holds a the toy gun and pretends to shoot at his father.

FRANCIS lifts makes a gun with his index finger and thumb, and fires back.

MAYOR REED
Listen up! Listen up, citizens of Little Rock! As you may already know, there was a ruckus last night when three gun men caused a disturbance at Tully’s Bar. Our Sheriff Francis McHenry and his Deputy were able to quell this problem easily enough, but we are not out of danger yet. These men were companions of Rupert Cain, who-

Sounds of shock ripple through the crowd. The mayor has to raise his voice to continue.

MAYOR REED (cont’d)
-who we’ve recently learned is set to be released two days from now.

The crowd grows louder.

MAYOR REED (cont’d)
Please, I know you’re all concerned but there is nothing to fear. Sheriff McHenry got rid of Cain once and he’s assured me he’ll be able to do it again.

FRANCIS scans the audience. They seem cautiously optimistic.

MAYOR REED (cont’d)
I ask that nobody do anything drastic. Have faith in your elected officials, and in the great town of Little Rock. God bless you all.

EXT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE

FRANCIS is leading a horse by its reins. TERRENCE stands beside.

TERRENCE
You think anybody bought the mayor’s song and dance?

FRANCIS
For the moment, but if we don’t get some real help for this Cain situation they’ll lose confidence.

FRANCIS climbs on his horse.

TERRENCE
That’s why you’re going to Big Rock?

FRANCIS
Yup, see if I can’t wrangle some support from Sheriff Oliver.

WILLIAM (O.S.)
Sheriff! Sheriff, wait!

WILLIAM runs up to the two men. When he reaches them he is red faced and struggling for breath.

WILLIAM (cont’d)
You travelling to Big Rock City?

FRANCIS
Yup.

WILLIAM
Mind if I join you?

FRANCIS and TERRENCE exchange glances.

FRANCIS
You got business there?

WILLIAM
Yes, sir.

TERRENCE
Who’ll tend your bar while you’re out?

WILLIAM
The busboy, his head’s bandaged and he’s up to snuff.

FRANCIS
Fine with me. Grab a horse fast as you can and meet me at the end of town. I want to be there and back by nightfall.

FRANCIS puts his heels to his horse and rides off.

EXT. BIG ROCK – NOON

A big sign arches over the road into the city declaring: WELCOME TO BIG ROCK CITY! FRANCIS and WILLIAM ride under this sign and into the bustling metropolis. All the buildings have flashy sign and on the sides of the streets there are vendors with makeshift stands selling all manner of things.

FRANCIS
Meet me back here in two hours. You aren’t here and I’ll see you in Little Rock.

WILLIAM
I’ll be here, sheriff.

FRANCIS rides on ahead of WILLIAM down the road.

INT. ANNA’S HOME

Someone knocks on ANNA’s door. There is the sound of approaching footsteps, and then the door is flung opened.

FRANCIS is standing on her doorstep. His face softens when he sees her.

FRANCIS
Anna…

ANNA is a woman of 32 years. Her head is orange like a sunset while her eyes are as blue and cold as ice. There is a faint sprinkling of freckles over the bridge of her nose and under her eyes. Though her face is grim, she is still an unrivaled beauty.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
You’ve heard.

INT. ANNA’S HOME LIVING ROOM

FRANCIS sits in a chair cradling a cup of tea.

ANNA stands with her back to him staring out a window.

ANNA
Sheriff Oliver came by this morning. He told me everything.

FRANCIS
I’m so sorry-

ANNA
Shoot, you haven’t got anything to be sorry about, Francis. It isn’t like you’re the one releasing.

FRANCIS
I know, but I told you-

ANNA
You told me what a scared little 13-year-old girl needed to hear. You may think you tricked me into testifying, but to tell the truth you’re not even why I did it. You honestly believed Cain would be locked up forever, and that’s why you did what you did. You put your trust in the law and it let you down. I feel sorry for you, Francis.

FRANCIS looks down into his tea cup.

ANNA (cont’d)
I testified against Cain because I didn’t want to be remembered for the rest of my life as that poor girl he raped. Up on that stand I showed I had more grit than any man in that craven town we come from. I’m the woman who got Cain convicted.

FRANCIS sets his tea cup on the coffee table.

FRANCIS
I can protect you. Come back to town with me.

ANNA
You and what army?

FRANCIS
Me, Deputy Terrence, the mayor’s two guards, and as many men as the sheriff of Big Rock will lend me.

ANNA chuckles to herself. She smirks at him.

ANNA
You don’t know Sheriff Oliver too well, do you?

INT. SHERIFF OLIVER’S OFFICE

OLIVER is a thin old man with scruffy gray hair matched by an equally gray goatee. Hunched over in his seat with his fingers tented he is not pleased.

OLIVER
I must respectfully decline.

FRANCIS is stunned by the refusal.

FRANCIS
Why?

OLIVER
Big Rock is a big city, Sheriff McHenry. Every night there is another mess for us to deal with. I need every man I got.

FRANCIS
Not to belittle the work you do, but the mess Cain aims to make in Little Rock is far greater than the drunks pissing in your streets.

OLIVER
Can’t help you, sheriff. You want my advice, get your family and get out of Little Rock as fast as you can.

FRANCIS looks around the sheriff’s office. It is much bigger than his own staffed with more men who all seem to be preoccupied with pressing matters.

FRANCIS
Not even one man?

OLIVER
Not even one man.

INT. ANNA’S HOME BEDROOM

ANNA stares coldly at her reflection in the mirror of her dressing table.

She opens one of the top drawers to reveal a gun.

She stares down at the weapon.

She takes the weapon.

EXT. BIG ROCK - AFTERNOON

The face of a pocket watch shows the time to be 2:00.

FRANCIS closes the lid on his watch and puts it in his pocket. He stands by his horse looking around.

FRANCIS
I do believe I said two hours.

FRANCIS is about to get o his horse when someone calls for him.

WILLIAM (O.S.)
Sheriff! I’m here, sheriff!

WILLIAM is leading his horse in one hand and carrying a package in the other.

WILLIAM (cont’d)
I’m here, sheriff, no need to worry.

FRANCIS
I wasn’t.

WILLIAM shifts the package clumsily while trying to open his saddle bag. He almost drops it, but FRANCIS catches the bundle.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
Here, I’ll hold this while you get that open.

WILLIAM is reluctant to let go.

WILLIAM
No need to bother yourself, sheriff.

FRANCIS
No bother at all.

FRANCIS takes the package.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
What’s in here, bottles?

FRANCIS pulls out a bottle of with a label depicting a ferocious polar bear standing on its hind legs. The name in big blue letters is Big Bear Vodka. His fingers tighten around the bottle.

He glowers at what he holds. He wants to smash the bottle.

WILLIAM is nervous.

WILLIAM
If Cain comes to town chances are good he’ll stop by my establishment. That happens and I better have his favorite drink in stock.

FRANCIS puts the package in WILLIAM’s saddle bag without saying a word.

FRANCIS climbs on his horse and WILLIAM on his.

ANNA steps in front of FRANCIS’s horse before he can go. She is lugging a small suitcase.

ANNA
I’m coming with you.

WILLIAM slowly strokes his mustache at the sight of her.

WILLIAM
No problem there, ma’am, just come up here on my horse.

ANNA
I prefer to ride with the sheriff.

WILLIAM
Dang.

She straps the suitcase to his horse.

FRANCIS
Decided to accept my offer of protection?

She pulls herself up and wraps her arms around his waist.

ANNA
No way, I’m coming to protect you.

This makes FRANCIS smile as he puts his heels to his horse.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – LATE EVENING

TERRENCE paces in the office while grumbling to himself.

TERRENCE
So that yellow bastard isn’t sending any help?

FRANCIS sits at his desk leaning back in his seat.

FRANCIS
Zilch.

ANNA sits at TERRENCE’s desk with her legs crossed.

ANNA
I tried to warn you.

TERRENCE
So it’s just you, me, and the mayor’s goons against Cain and whatever remnants of his gang he can gather. Those are some poor odds.

ANNA
Don’t forget, you got me too.

TERRENCE
Don’t mean to offend, but you’re a woman.

ANNA
Don’t mean to offend, but you’re fat!

TERRENCE
There ain’t nothing wrong with that!

ANNA stands defiantly.

ANNA
I say there is, it makes you too easy a target!

FRANCIS slams his hand on his desk.

FRANCIS
Enough!

ANNA and TERRENCE shut up.

FRANCIS
Save your fighting for Cain. It’s late. Why don’t we all go home and get some rest?

TERRENCE
Her home’s back in Big Rock.

ANNA
He’s right. I’ll need a place to lay my head.

FRANCIS
There’s a nice little hotel on West Road-

ANNA
No, I’ll bunk at your place.

ANNA walks out of the office before anyone can argue.

TERRENCE
She does know you’re married, right?

INT. MCHENRY HOME MASTER BEDROOM

JILL sits in bed with her arms crossed. She is displeased. FRANCIS kneels on the floor beside her. His hands rest on one of her thighs.

JILL
She cannot stay here.

FRANCIS
It won’t be for long.

JILL
What will the neighbors think? You bringing another woman into our house, they’ll say you’ve converted to Mormonism.

He crawls into bed with her.

FRANCIS
No one will say that, and if they do I’ll throw them in jail for slander.

JILL
I don’t like her. She rubs me the wrong way.

FRANCIS
She rubs everyone the wrong way. What’s important is that I rub you the right way.

He takes her hand and starts placing kisses up her arm. She feigns resistance.

JILL
Don’t do that, I’m still mad at you.

FRANCIS
Come, Jill, let me show you that you’re the only and only woman for me.

He kisses her on the lips, then ducks under the covers.

INT. ALEXANDRA’S BEDROOM

ANNA’s blue eyes stare at the ceiling from under a furrowed brow. JILL’s giggling can be heard clearly in the room. The sounds quickly transition to moans of pleasure.

ALEXANDRA chews her lip in embarrassment. She looks over at ANNA lying on a cot.

ALEXANDRA
I’m sorry…

ANNA
You have no reason to be sorry. Your mother’s the one with a stick up her butt.

INT. MCHENRY HOME MORNING

On a plate is a hot portion of scrambled eggs. A fork cuts of a piece and delivers the eggs to a woman’s mouth.

ANNA chews on her eggs carefully.

JILL (O.S.)
How is it?

ANNA smiles in delight.

ANNA
Much better than I could have done, it’s delicious.

JILL is spreading jam over toast.

JILL
And you had no problem sharing the room with Alexandra last night?

ANNA
None at all, except for the noise coming from your room.

JILL drops her toast on her plate. She is shocked.

FRANCIS covers his mouth with his hand. He does not want his wife to see him smiling.

ALEXANDRA fails at stifling a giggle.

JILL
Eat your breakfast, girl.

FRANCIS JR. has no idea what’s going on.

FRANCIS JR.
What noise?

JILL
It was nothing.

JILL is flustered. She makes eye contact with ANNA across the table.

ANNA sips on a glass of orange juice as happy as you please.

TERRENCE (O.S.)
Francis!

FRANCIS bolts up from the table.

EXT. MCHENRY HOME

TERRENCE is on a horse. The animal is breathing heavily from being ridden so hard. TERRENCE is disheveled.

FRANCIS exits his house.

FRANCIS
What’s wrong now?

TERRENCE
It’s the mayor, he’s packing up to leave town.

EXT. MAYOR’S HOUSE

The mayor sits atop a wagon smoking a pipe. He is calm.

His guards move in and out of the house loading possessions on the wagon. Townspeople watch from a distance. They whisper to each other and point at the spectacle.

The mayor is unperturbed by any of this.

FRANCIS rides up on his horse. The crowd separates for him, and he gets close to the mayor. They are face to face.

FRANCIS
What do you think you are doing?

The mayor takes the pipe out of his mouth to spit then puts it right back in.

MAYOR REED
The only sensible thing.

FRANCIS
You can’t do this!

MAYOR REED
You don’t tell me what to do, sheriff, and I’ll ask you to keep your voice down.

FRANCIS leans in close to the mayor and whispers.

FRANCIS
At least leave us your guards to deal with Cain.

MAYOR REED
These men are meant to protect me, not the town.

FRANCIS
You can’t do this.

The guards pack on the last of the mayor’s stuff. They strap it all down, and then sit on the back with their shotguns resting on their laps.

MAYOR REED
I know you’re a smart man, Francis. You got no help in Big Rock, and now my gunmen are leaving. Surely you can read the writing on the wall. Think of your family.

The mayor whips his horses and the wagon gets rolling.

FRANCIS watches it go.

The two men with shotguns stare back emotionlessly.

FRACNIS’s breathing is labored. He is fighting back tears. A faint voice is heard, but cannot be understood. The words become clearer as they are repeated.

TERRENCE (O.S.)
What are we going to do?

FRANCIS sees TERRENCE standing below him holding his horse’s head. His deputy is worried.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
Francis, what are we going to do?

FRANCIS observes the throng of people surrounding them.

Some people whisper nervously, others weep. The voice of one man is heard ordering his wife.

HUSBAND
Get home and start packing. We leave tonight.

FRANCIS composes himself.

FRANCIS
We call a town meeting.

TERRENCE
For when?

FRANCIS
Soon as possible!

INT. CHURCH

The people of Little Rock are arguing loudly. There is no one at the pulpit. It is pandemonium.

The McHenry family and Anna sit uncomfortably in the front row while people shout around them. There is a particularly loud woman just behind them.

WOMAN (O.S.)
We cannot stay here! No matter what the sheriff says, Cain will kill him and anybody dumb enough to still be in town when he arrives.

FRANCIS JR. begins to tear up from her words. JILL puts an arm around him for comfort.

JILL
It’ll be alright, Francis.

ANNA
Pay these cravens no mind, Francis. Your dad is perfectly safe with me watching his back.

FRANCIS JR.
But you’re a girl.

ANNA’s disposition sours.

ANNA
What’s keeping him?

EXT. CHURCH

FRANCIS hunches over and vomits. He wipes tears from his eyes and sick from his mouth. He spits.

FRANCIS
Stop it, you big daisy. Stop it! You’re a man.

TERRENCE (O.S.)
You alright?

TERRENCE walks up to FRANCIS.

FRANCIS
Yes, fine.

FRANCIS starts crying again, so he turns away.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
Sorry, didn’t mean to go all womanly on you.

TERRENCE
It’s alright.

FRANCIS
How do you remain so calm?

TERRENCE
Well hell, Cain isn’t gunning for me. I never knew the bastard.

FRANCIS
Lucky you.

TERRENCE
Listen, you do what you have to do: cry, be sick, whatever. But you do that out here where no one can see. When you go inside you need to be tough as nails, because that’s what those people need.

FRANCIS
Thank you, Terry.

INT. CHURCH

FRANCIS and TERRENCE enter the church. Everybody goes quiet as they approach the pulpit.

FRANCIS stands before the crowd undaunted by the job required of him. He looks down to his family and smiles.

His family smiles back through teary eyes. JILL blows him a kiss.

FRANCIS
The mayor is gone and help is not coming from Big Rock, but I remain. That might not be much of a relief to some of you, but remember I did stop Cain the first. Now, I’m not saying this time is going to be as easy as the last, far from it. In all honestly I could use some help. That is why I’m asking for volunteers. Leave if you want to. I won’t stop you, but not everyone can just pack up and leave this very minute and I know not all of you desire to. This is our home, and I believe it’s worth fighting for. You don’t need to make your mind up this very moment. Cain gets released tomorrow and it’ll take him about another day to reach Little Rock. If you want to join the fight feel free to meet me at my office on Main Street. Thank you.

FRANCIS steps away from the pulpit. He walks to where his family is. JILL rises from her seat to hug him. He takes the hand of his son and puts his arm around his daughter. The McHenry family, ANNA, and TERRENCE leave the silent church. The people watch them go.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE – NIGHT

FRANCIS sits watching the entrance.

The doors do not move.

TERRENCE watches FRANCIS. He is concerned.

TERRENCE
Francis, it’s past midnight. I think it’s safe to say no one has any intention of volunteering.

FRANCIS ignores him.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
We should call it a night.

FRANCIS
Five more minutes.

TERRENCE
No, Francis. Go home to your family.

FRANCIS
I don’t believe it.

TERRENCE gets up.

FRANCIS does the same.

They put on their coats and together walk out of the office.

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK

TERRENCE is locking the door to the Sheriff’s Office. FRANCIS watches the street.

There is a mass exodus of families by wagon, horse, and foot. FRANCIS watches them.

People avoid looking at their sheriff as they pass him.

TERRENCE
I’m sorry you have to see this, Francis.

FRANCIS
No, I’m glad. Look!

In some of the buildings and on porches are citizens watching the other people leave. They do not approve of the migration.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
Some people still have faith. The ones leaving will probably never come back, but those who stay are the true people of Little Rock. We’re lucky to have them.

FRANCIS and TERRENCE walk on the side of the street.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
If you want to leave you can, Terry. I won’t hold it against you. You weren’t born here. You don’t need to die for Little Rock.

TERRENCE
I might not have been born, but this place is just as much my home as yours. I got a job, a good life here, and the best friend a man could ever have. I might not want to die for Little Rock, but I am willing to do my duty to defend it.

FRANCIS
You’re a good deputy, Terry.

TERRENCE
And you’re a good sheriff, Francis.

They share a laugh.

EXT. PRISON – MORNING

A flaming red Sun rises above the stone walls of a prison.

Eight men stand next to nine horses not far from a high rusted metal gate attached to the stone wall that serves as the only way of getting in and out of the prison grounds. They are all shiftless.

One man cleans his finger nails examining them closely.

Another works on his quick draw. He’s not very good.

Two men play Rock, Paper, Scissors repeatedly.

Another holds the head of his horse in those hands making kissing noises. The horse does not appreciate his advances.

Two more trade punches on the shoulder in a friendly matter.

The last man is a Mexican named PABLO. He watches the gate intently.

The gate eventually opens and out walks CAIN.

The men stop their messing around to watch as their boss approaches.

CAIN takes his time getting to them. He walks to PABLO.

PABLO grins and hands CAIN a gun belt.

CAIN takes the belt and puts it on. He looks over his gang.

CAIN
A lot of new faces.

PABLO
The old ones are either dead, in prison, or gone good.

CAIN
Let’s get the hell out of here.

CAIN climbs on a horse. The other men do the same.

PABLO
We going to Little Rock?

CAIN
No. Not just yet. After 19 years locked up with nothing to fuck but the hairy corn holes of other men I need some real snatch, and I know just the lady to get it from. We go to Big Rock first.

CAIN gives one last look to the prison and flips it off.

CAIN and his men ride off.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE

FRANCIS enters the office.

TERRENCE is already behind his desk. He is reading a letter. When he sees FRANCIS he holds up the paper.

TERRENCE
This just came over the wire. It’s from Sheriff Oliver. He says the warden at the prison has released Cain without a disturbance, also says there were eight armed men waiting for him outside. He’s got his gang and he’s on his way.

FRANCIS thinks on this for moment.

FRANCIS
Terry, can I ask you a favor?

INT. MCHENRY HOME MASTER BEDROOM

JILL is holding clean clothes. Something catches her ear from outside. She sets aside the clothing and moves to the window.

From the window she sees ANNA, TERRENCE, and her children walking off towards town.

JILL furrows her brows. She does not know what is happening.

The door behind her opens.

She sees FRANCIS strolling towards her.

JILL
What’s going on?

FRANCIS
I thought the children would enjoy a day in town, while we could enjoy a day alone at home.

He kisses her.

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK

TERRENCE and FRACNIS JR. are walking ahead of ANNA and ALEXANDRA down the street.

TERRENCE
Come on, junior.

TERRENCE leads FRANCIS JR. away from the girls.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
Well catch up with you ladies later.

ANNA and ALEXANDRA watch them go. ANNA is not pleased.

ANNA
Imbecile…

ALEXANDRA
Deputy Terrence isn’t that bad.

ANNA
No, he’s worse.

ALEXANDRA
I don’t know about that, he is good with a rifle. He saved dad’s life.

ANNA
Hmm…what are you holding there?

ALEXANDRA
It’s a book dad bought for my birthday.

ANNA
That poet named Poe?

ALEXANDRA
How’d you know?

ANNA smiles to herself.

ANNA
He bought me the same thing when I was little. Your dad’s got a funny idea about what little girls like to read about: murderers, ghosts, and all manners of unpleasant things.

ALEXANDRA
It’s better than women in waiting who swoon at the slightest vexation.

ANNA
That it is. Despite his peculiarities, you’re dad’s a real nice guy. He was nice to me at a time when I really needed it. My own parents did even…they were cowards. Francis supported me through the hell Cain had made my life.

ALEXANDRA
I worry for him.

ALEXANDRA is scared.

ANNA is saddened that she has depressed the young girl with her words.

ANNA
Don’t worry, with me watching his back nothing bad will happen to him. We’ll put six holes in Cain, and then six more for good measure.

ALEXANDRA is feeling better. She smiles.

ALEXANDRA
Thank you, ma’am.

ANNA smiles back.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE

FRANCIS JR. sits in a wooden chair swinging his legs. He is looking around the office.

TERRENCE has his back to the boy. He is rummaging in the gun cabinet.

TERRENCE
Check this out, junior.

TERRENCE turns around to reveal a rifle in his hands.

FRANCIS JR. observes the weapon in silent awe, which gives way to fear. He leans away from it.

TERRENCE (cont’d)
Well go on, touch it.

FRANCIS JR.
No, thank you.

TERRENCE
There’s nothing to be afraid of, junior. I was hunting with rifles like this when I was your age. Take it.

FRANCIS JR. gets out of the chair to distance himself.

FRANCIS JR.
I don’t want to!

TERRENCE is puzzled by the boy’s actions. He returns the rifle to the cabinet.

TERRENCE
What’s the matter? I thought you loved guns.

FRANCIS JR.
I never held a gun before, my dad won’t let me. He says they’re dangerous. I just don’t want to hold it, alright?

FRANCIS JR. is outraged.

TERRENCE
It’s alright, junior. It’s alright.

INT. MCHENRY HOME MASTER BEDROOM - EVENING

JILL straddles FRANCIS grinding her hips. Her rhythm quickens as she builds toward an orgasm. She moans loudly and her nails dig into his chest hair.

FRANCIS looks up at her. His hands rest on her waste. He is about to cum.

FRANCIS
O, Jill…O, Jill…Oooo!

JILL lets out a prolonged moan as her hips shake. She collapses next to him in bed.

They lie together breathing heavily. She speaks first.

JILL
That was damn good.

He looks over at his wife.

FRANCIS
I’m glad you liked it.

JILL
Awww…

She smiles reaching over to pinch his cheek.

JILL (cont’d)
It’s so cute when you try to act stoic in bed. I heard you calling my name at the end there.

FRANCIS
I am glad, Jilly-bean.

JILL
You haven’t called me that since-

FRANCIS
I’m glad because I wanted your last memory of me to be a good one.

JILL does not understand what he’s saying. She wants to question him but he gets out of bed before she can.

He paces in front of the bed.

She watches knowing that something is gnawing on his mind.

FRANCIS
Tonight, you and the children will travel north along Main Street. Cain will be coming on the West road so you won’t run into him.

She wants to speak up, but he cuts her off.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
I’ve got cousins up north that nobody knows about. They’ve got different last names and their complexion is a lot darker than ours. They’ll take care of you. You should be safe there.

He waits for her reaction.

She scowls at him.

JILL
There’s no way I’m leaving you.

FRANCIS
You have to. It’s the only way you’ll live. Jilly-bean, I can’t beat Cain this time. He’s got eight men, and I’ve just got Terry.

JILL
You’ve also got Anna.

FRANCIS
Anna isn’t going to be with us tomorrow. She’s leaving with you. I made a promise long ago to keep her safe and I intend to keep it.

JILL
You stopped Cain once before.

FRANCIS
That was a long time ago. I was a different man. I wasn’t more than 22-years-old, didn’t have children, wasn’t married either, so I was in a position to take risks. I can’t do that now. I’m over the hill. I’m old. I can feel it. I’m not as strong or fast as I used to be.

JILL
You may be over forty, but you still make love like a man in his twenties. I trust you, Francis. Your wits have only gotten better with age. You’ll find a way to triumph. Now get back in this bed.

INT. ANNA’S HOME LIVING ROOM

The door is kicked in. CAIN enters with gun drawn. He gives the room a quick scan with the barrel of his revolver, and then lowers the weapon. She is not here. He wanders around ANNA’s home searching for a clue as to her whereabouts.

Pablo follows him throughout her home.

INT. ANNA’S HOME BEDROOM

CAIN walks around her bed.

PABLO stands by the doorway.

CAIN puts his face close to her pillow. He shuts his eyes and inhales.

PABLO curiously watches his boss.

CAIN
Where’s the nearest whorehouse?

EXT. ACROSS FROM ANNA’S HOME

One of the mayor’s guards stands in a narrow alley between buildings. He is watching the gang.

He sees CAIN and PABLO exit the home. They mount their horses and ride off.

The guard walks speedily after them.

EXT. MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES

A yellow sign hangs displaying deep red letters that read: MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES. Next the words is a caricature painting of a plump woman kicking her leg up to reveal fishnet stocking and a black high heeled boot on her foot. The cartoon woman has a big joyous smile on her face.

INT. MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES

The woman from the sign stands by to greet johns as they enter her establishment. She is every bit as jolly and obese as the caricature, although the painting is not as old as the real woman. She is wearing a red dress that is a very tight fit. Her make-up is applied in excess and she has the exaggerated demeanor of a clown.

MADAME LAUREN
Bonjour, monsieur, how can we please you today?

CAIN stands with PABLO, the rest of the men are waiting outside with the horses.

CAIN
I need a whore.

MADAME LAUREN
Then you’ve come to the right place. There is no shortage of those here. Chose whomever you’d like.

She points him to a cluster of women posturing on couches for lusty eyed men. There are scenes like this all over the room.

CAIN
No, I just want a redhead.

MADAME LAUREN
Nigel, bring us the Scottish girl.

A man goes into one of the back rooms.

MADAME LAUREN (cont’d)
She’s a new one. Not that skilled in the boudoir, but she’s tight.

CAIN just nods.

NIGEL emerges with the woman. She looks upset. Her hair is a darker red than ANNA’s.

CAIN takes some of her hair in his hand to examine it. He is not pleased, but it will have to do.

CAIN
I’ll take her.

MADAME LAUREN
Bon, monsieur.

NIGEL
Might I suggest a bottle of your favorite drink to share with the woman?

CAIN
I’ll buy a drink, but I ain’t sharing with no whore. Get me a bottle of Big Bear Vodka.

NIGEL
We don’t have that drink, sir.

MADAME LAUREN shuts her eyes. She knows something bad will happen.

EXT. MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES

NIGEL is booted out of the establishment. He lands among the gang members who laugh at him.

CAIN (O.S.)
And don’t come back unless you got Big Bear Vodka.

NIGEL takes off running down the street.

From an alley across the street the mayor’s guard watches him run.

INT. MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES

CAIN is taking the prostitute up the steps. PABLO is following them.

CAIN
Pablo, watch my door. Stop anybody that tries to get in. I don’t like getting caught with my pants down.

EXT. MCHENRY HOME

ANNA, FRANCIS, and TERRENCE are walking away from the McHenry home. JILL is hugging her children on the porch. FRANCIS waves to them and they wave back before returning inside the house. FRANCIS turns back to his companions.

FRANCIS
Terry and I are going to sleep in the Sheriff’s office tonight, that way we can be there to greet Cain and his merry band of men as they come riding into town.

ANNA
What about me?

FRANCIS
You will not be with us.

ANNA
Like hell I wo-

FRANCIS
I need you to do something for me, Anna. I need you to stay here and protect my family. Jill does not intend to go, so you need to stay here and protect her. Please, Anna.

ANNA
Alright, I’ll do it.

FRANCIS
Good, thank you. With any luck you’ll be able to chew my ear off about it when all this is done.

INT. ROOM IN WHOREHOUSE

The redheaded girl is pinned to the rough floorboards. She grinds her teeth as CAIN slams into her from behind. Her hands flail weakly and her legs kick the ground irregularly.

His hands are place firmly on her shoulder blades to keep her down. His thrusts speed up and he orgasms. He pushes himself of the exhausted girl. Breathing heavily he sits on the edge of the bed. He removes a cigarette and a match from his discarded pants. He lights up and enjoys a smoke.

The girl is visibly shaken. She begins to slowly rise.

CAIN
No! You stay down there.

She reluctantly lies back on the floor.

CAIN
You can get up when I’m gone.

EXT. MADAME LAUREN’S HOUSE OF WHORES

CAIN exits the building with PABLO by his side. He stops in the street and whispers to his subordinate.

CAIN
Across the street is a man. He’s been following since we entered the city. Circle round the building with two men and grab him for me.

EXT. ALLEY

The guard is slammed against a wall. Blood trickles from the side of his mouth.

CAIN puts a knife to his throat.

CAIN
Why’ve you been following us?

GUARD #1
Orders.

CAIN
Whose?

GUARD #1
Mayor Reed.

CAIN
Mayor?! Where’s that little shit hiding?

GUARD #1
Sheriff’s office.

CAIN cuts the guards throat. Blood pours out. He tries to stop it but cannot.

CAIN and his gang leave the man to die alone.

INT. SHERIFF OLIVER’S OFFICE

The sheriff, mayor, his one surviving guard, and five deputies stand around waiting.

The mayor wrings his hands nervously.

MAYOR REED
I don’t like this.

SHERIFF
Don’t worry. If your man sees Cain coming here he’ll fire a warning shot. We’ll get that dastard if he’s fool enough to come around here.

CAIN and his men burst through the door.

PABLO
Here’s your warning shot!

The men who have their guns drawn slaughter the officers who still have theirs holstered.

The mayor closes his eyes and covers his ears as he backs against the wall. He only opens his eyes when the shooting stops.

He sees CAIN is walking toward him.

MAYOR REED
Wait-

CAIN puts the barrel of his gun under the mayor’s jaw and blows off the top of his head.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE

The doctor opens the door and FRANCIS enters.

DOCTOR
Francis, how can I help?

FRANCIS
Not long ago you offered me something to calm my nerve. I think I’d like that now.

DOCTOR
O, sure, sure.

From a cabinet he takes down a small bottle.

The label reads: HEROIN. He also grabs a syringe, both of which he hands to FRANCIS. FRANCIS examines the bottle.

FRANCIS
Seems kind of small…

DOCTOR
Don’t worry, just a taste will do you fine.

FRANCIS
Is this enough to kill a man?

The doctor’s face darkens.

DOCTOR
O, Francis, you don’t want to-

FRANCIS
Please, doctor.

The doctor wipes his sweating upper lip. He grapples with whether or not he should answer.

DOCTOR
Yes, it is.

FRANCIS
Thank you, doctor.

FRANCIS leaves him. The doctor puts his hands on his thighs and breathes heavily.

EXT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE

FRANCIS meets TERRENCE outside.

TERRENCE
You got what you needed.

FRANCIS
Yup.

TERRENCE
What now?

FRANCIS pats his friend on the shoulder.

FRANCIS
How about a drink at Tully’s?

The two men walk together in the dark of the night. Above there is a full moon high in the sky, which slowly transitions into the brilliant shining Sun.

EXT. MAIN STREET OF LITTLE ROCK - MORNING

A rider gallops into town as fast as he can with the Sun at his back. He is shouting at the top of his lungs.

BUSBOY
Cain’s coming! Cain’s coming!

People lock their doors and close the shutters on their windows as he rides by.

The horseback busboy stops in front of the sheriff’s office.

BUSBOY
Sheriff! Cain’s coming!

FRANCIS and TERRENCE exit the building. The latter is carrying a rifle.

FRANCIS
We heard you, boy. Now find somewhere safe to hold up till the killing’s done.

The boy nods his bandaged head, and then rides off.

FRANCIS (cont’d)
You ready for this?

TERRENCE
I ain’t getting any readier.

CAIN and his men sit on their horses at the beginning of Main Street. He scans the deserted street with a hateful eye.

His men are exhausted. They have been riding all night. They are in no position for a fight, but they cannot go against the will of their boss.

CAIN
Sheriff! If you’re hiding out there, come out! I’ll give you a clean death. If I have to come looking for you, you won’t be so lucky.

FRANCIS is crouched behind a building with two pistols drawn. He shouts his response.

FRANCIS
Bull! We both know you’ve never given any man, woman, or child a clean death. Now I’ll make you an offer, leave and I won’t kill you boys. Once you enter my jurisdiction the only way you’re leaving is in a box.

CAIN smiles at this. He nods at PABLO.

PABLO begins a slow trot into town. He does not get more than a few feet before the shot of a rifle is heard. The bullet tears through PABLO’s chest. His corpse flops back in the saddle. The horse he was riding is spooked. The animal turns around and gallops madly out of town.

TERRENCE ejects the spent shell from his rifle. He is lying on rooftop hidden by a chimney. He picks up his weapon and leaves to get a new position.

The gang watch as PABLO’s corpse flops in its saddle as the horse runs past.

They grow uneasy, but CAIN remains calm.

CAIN
Careful, lads, this sheriff is a crafty one. Billy and Rufus knew that and they still got caught unawares. Let’s go.

They drawn their pistols and begin a slow trot down the street.

CAIN
Spread out and keep an eye on the roofs for that rifleman.

Spread along the road they make slow progress. Their eyes dart to every door, window and alley way they pass. Often they keep their heads up in fear of an attack from the rooftops. CAIN rides proudly high in his saddle.

FRANCIS stands with his back against the side of a building as CAIN and his men make their way closer to him.

FRANCIS bites down on the barrel of one of his gun to free one of his hands. He takes out his pocket watch. The item has a reflective silver lid. He uses it to catch the reflection of the men coming down the street. CAIN is third from the right.

The watch goes back in his pocket and the gun back in his hand. He breathes quickly to ready himself.

CAIN makes his way down the road. He nears where FRANCIS is hiding.

FRANCIS leans around the corner of the building with his left arm extended and a gun in hand. He fires the gun straight at CAIN.

CAIN is surprised as blood splatters his face, but instead of hitting him in the chest it hits the head of his horse. The animal rears up on its hind legs the fall over. CAIN deftly leaps off before he is crushed under the animal.

CAIN looks down on the dead animal then laughs loudly.

CAIN
Congrats, sheriff. You just killed my horse!

FRANCIS runs down the small alley then turns right behind a building.

CAIN
Off your damn horses! We chase this bastard on foot now.

CAIN runs ahead of them to the alley where FRANCIS was. His men run after him.

When they enter the narrow corridor they begin a slow walk through with CAIN at the lead.

TERRENCE is lying on his back above them on one of the roofs. He clutches his rifle close to his chest.

When the men are half way through the alley he leans over the edge with his rifle pointed squarely at them. He fires a single shot.

The bullet hits a man in the throat and he collapses. CAIN and his men fire at the top of the building, but TERRENCE is already out of sight.

While the men fire at nothing, FRANCIS stands where they entered the alley.

With both guns steady he fires into the group of men. Gang members are shot and shot repeatedly. Many fall dead.

CAIN uses one poor man as a shield to fire a shot back at FRANCIS which misses, but succeeds in driving him off.

When all is done only CAIN and two others are alive. They are painted in the blood of their companions. Something is heard from above.

CAIN looks up. The roof is creaking. Someone is walking on the roof.

He grabs the remaining men and runs after the noise.

TERRENCE is running to jump to the next building.

As he is about to leap CAIN shoots and hits him in his hip. His jump is short. He slams into the wall of the other building and plummets head first to the ground.

FRANCIS runs down an alley.

FRANCIS runs behind a building.

FRANCIS peeks at Main Street. It is empty. He is worried.

FRANCIS runs down another alley.

FRANCIS stops running.

TERRENCE’s body lies on the ground. He slowly approaches the corpse.

FRANCIS kneels to get a better look.

TERRENCE is bleeding from the hip, but more disturbing is the ungodly way his neck is bent.

FRANCIS puts down one of his guns to cradle his dead friend’s head.

On the wall in front of FRANCIS grows the shadow of three men.

CAIN (O.S.)
Drop the other gun, sheriff. You got no chance.

FRANCIS looks from his friends unseeing eyes to the gun in his right hand. His anger grows.

FRANCIS wheels around and gets shot in his right shoulder. The impact causes him to trip back over TERRENCE’s body.

CAIN approaches him.

FRANCIS props himself against the wall and tries to lift his right arm, but cannot.

CAIN is so close. FRANCIS pulls the trigger and fires into the dirt.

CAIN crouches and takes the gun from him. Then he pulls away FRANCIS’s coat to reveal the wound. Blood pours over FRANCIS’s chest staining his shirt black.

CAIN
I got you good. Doubt you’ll ever be able to lift a gun again, not that you’ll live much longer. Pick him up.

The two men lift up FRANCIS who winces.

INT. TULLY’S BAR

FRANCIS is thrown in a chair and punched in the gut by one of the men. He holds his stomach with his left hand. His right arm hangs lifelessly.

CAIN grabs a chair for himself and sits down in front of his nemesis. He is cheerful and triumphant.

CAIN
So…what have you been up to these last 19 years?

FRANCIS
O, you know, got married had some young ones.

CAIN
Yeah? Your wife pretty?

FRANCIS
The prettiest.

CAIN
Maybe I’ll pay her a visit after I’m done with you.

FRANCIS
I wouldn’t do that if I were you. She’s a tough one. I might not have killed you, but she will.

One of the men punches FRANCIS in the back of the head.

CAIN just watches unsatisfied.

CAIN
Tell you what, you tell me where Anna is and I’ll leave your family alone.

FRANCIS chuckles unhappily to himself.

FRANCIS
Even if I believed you, which I don’t, I’d never betray that girl to you. Haven’t you tormented her enough? Leave her be.

CAIN
I need my revenge. I already got it against that judge Reed who condemned me to life in prison. I’m getting it against you who had the balls to arrest me and bring me to Big Rock to face justice. And I will get it against her whom you persuaded to testify. You all will pay! William!

WILLIAM is crouched and hiding behind his bar.

CAIN (cont’d O.S.)
William, get your yellow ass out here. I’m thirsty.

WILLIAM stands tugging on his mustache.

WILLIAM
How can I help you Mr. Cain?

CAIN
Big Bear Vodka!

WILLIAM
Right away, sir.

WILLIAM takes out a bottle of Big Bear Vodka and a glass.

CAIN gets up and walks to the bar.

CAIN
I don’t need no glass!

CAIN takes the bottle and drinks it straight.

FRANCIS watches him chug it down.

INT. MCHENRY HOME LIVING ROOM

JILL paces the room biting her nail.

ANNA sits in a chair watching her. She is not much calmer. Her hands grip her pistol for dear life.

JILL
I don’t like this. The shooting’s stopped, but Francis hasn’t come back yet.

ANNA
He’s fine. Your husband’s a strong man.

JILL
Anna, I know he asked you to guard us, but please go to town now. See that he’s alive.

ANNA
I promi-

JILL
I don’t care what you promised! I know you don’t want to be here. I’ve seen the way you’ve been grasping that shooter. You want to be out there with the boys. Go! Make sure my man is safe. Please!

ANNA checks her gun to make sure it is loaded.

There is a bullet in every chamber.

ANNA
Alright, but if I’m not back in half an hour you take your children and run. You got that?

JILL
Yes! Now please go.

ANNA walks out the front door without looking back.

INT. TULLY’S BAR

A bottle of Big Bear Vodka is slammed on the bar. It is three quarters of the way finished. The hand of CAIN is wrapped around the neck of the bottle. FRANCIS eyes the bottle from his seat.

CAIN wipes his sloppy mouth.

CAIN
You tell me where Anna is and I’ll let you finish the bottle.

FRANCIS
No, thank you. I’m not much of a drinker.

CAIN
And here I thought you were Irish, what with a surname like McHenry. Francis McHenry. 

CAIN wanders around the room.

CAIN (cont’d)
Bah! Why you let people call you Francis? It makes you sound like a daisy. Why not just have people call you Dorothy? Frank! Now there is a man’s name. Show’s you’re not a man to be messed with. Frank!

CAIN passes behind FRANCIS who sits up in his vicinity. CAIN gives WILLIAM a mean glare.

WILLIAM tugs on his mustache.

CAIN laughs at the old bartender and sips from the bottle.

CAIN (cont’d)
That’s why I insist that people call me Cain, not Rupert! Whose going to join a gang lead by a man named Rupert? But Cain, that suits me just fine. Cain! The first murderer! I do the name proud.

He stands by his men in front of FRANCIS. He takes another sip.

CAIN (cont’d)
Come to think of it, Francis suits you. You’re a yellow cunt, Francis! Waiting until me and my men were black out drunk, then sneaking in here and slapping the cuffs on me. Shit, I didn’t even know what planet I was on until we were halfway to Big Rock. If that ain’t the actions of a coward I don’t know what is. You, Francis, you! You know how embarrassing that was? To be beaten by a…

CAIN takes one last big gulp to finish the drink. He tries to set the bottle down, but he cannot see too well. The bottle is released from his hand and drops just an inch shy of the table.

CAIN (cont’d)
Fuck! They must be making this vodka stronger than they were 19 years ago. It don’t even taste the shame.

His men look questioningly at their boss.

CAIN’s breathing is harsh. Spittle is spilling from the sides of his mouth.

CAIN (cont’d)
This is your last chance to tell me where…banana is.

CAIN looks at his trembling hands. He sees FRANCIS watching him with calm eyes.

FRANCIS
I might not be smarter than you Rupert, but I sure as hell am smarter.

CAIN’s whole body is shaking now.

CAIN’s vision of FRANCIS begins to warp.

CAIN tries to launch himself at FRANCIS, but collapses immediately.

CAIN looks up to FRANCIS sitting in the chair. His vision warps beyond all recognition.

CAIN lies on the floor not moving. His eyes are dilated and froth spills from his mouth.

WILLIAM exhales. Over his shoulder on the shelf is a small empty bottle. The label reads: HEROIN.

The men look from CAIN to FRANCIS in the chair. Their hands go to their holsters.

ANNA (O.S.)
Don’t even think about it.

ANNA stands at the entrance behind them with her gun on them.

ANNA (cont’d)
Mr. Tully, come take these men’s weapons.

WILLIAM comes from behind his bar.

WILLIAM takes the guns from them.

ANNA walks over to FRANCIS. Her gun stays pointed at the two men. She looks down.

CAIN lies there as still as a stone.

ANNA smiles.

ANNA (cont’d)
You alright?

FRANCIS
No…

FRANCIS takes a ring of keys from his pocket and hands them to her.

FRANCIS
Here, take these men to the sheriff’s office and lock them in a cell.

ANNA takes the keys.

ANNA
Alright boys, let’s walk out of here nice and easy. Don’t give me cause to shoot you.

ANNA guides them out of the bar.

WILLIAM lays the guns on his bar top. He wipes his sweaty hands on his shirt. He is relieved.

FRANCIS
William…

WILLIAM
Yes, sheriff?

FRANCIS
Do me a favor?

WILLIAM
You want a drink? If that’s it it’s on the house today and every other day until I die.

FRANCIS
No, thank you. Could you run up to my house and tell my wife and children I’m fine.

WILLIAM
Right away, sheriff.

FRANCIS
[bookmark: _GoBack]And while you’re at it, shout at the top of your lungs that Cain is dead. The citizens need to know their town is safe again. They need to know.

WILLIAM
Yes, sheriff.

WILLIAM moves quickly out the door.

FRANCIS does not move from the chair.

WILLIAM (cont’d O.S.)
Cain’s dead! Cain’s dead!

As WILLIAM’s shouts fade FRANCIS closes his eyes.

FRANCIS sits in the chair at peace. Time passes, but he does not notice or care.

ALEXANDRA and JILL enter the bar. They begin to cry at the sight of their loved one.

They run to FRANCIS and throw their arms around him.

FRANCIS JR. stands at the door watching his mother kiss the side of his father’s face, while his sister sobs with her face against his chest. FRANCIS JR. drops the carved wooden gun.

The toy hits the ground producing a loud clack.

The End
