Across the River

A man (Caine) wakes on straw on a packed-dirt floor. It is late, almost sundown, and green shadows filter into the room through a crude window. When the wind blows , mesquite thorns scratch at the sill. Delicate leaf shapes focus and blur on the mud wall over his head.

Something rustles in the straw near his feet and he raises himself on one arm. It is only the chicken, tidying her nest. She eyes him a moment, then goes back to work.



13 Days Earlier
Jack is riding south on his way to Mexico. He stops at a small pool of water. It smells and looks stagnant. The country is short on water due to drought, but out of desperation he drinks from foul smelling pool of water. The water makes his face crinkle in disgust. Jack stands back up, mounts his horse and rides further south. 

He starts feeling a sickness, losing his appetite. But then dizziness and headaches follow. He falls off his horse in a dead faint. A few hours later, nearer to sunset, an old man (Cortez) and his grandsons find Caine's body and drag it back to their house.

Cortez's wife is in their hacienda. She is a healer, and she knows immediately what is wrong. She sends her two grandsons to nearby canyons to find herbs and puts the oldest, a granddaughter named Isabella, to work chopping up some kind of flowering plant she afterwards brews like tea in a clay pot. Other potions follow, with a strict diet which eventually include eggs from the nest at the foot of his bed. The hen, according to the healer, is a good omen.

He is delirious at first and convinced the family is poisoning him. It is only later that he comes to realize they probably saved his life. Now he waits to be presented with a bill, in an amount, perhaps, equal to the worth of his horse or his saddle. Or both. Such generosity arouses his suspicion.



Present
Twilight darkens his room, and a smoky pink sky shows in the window through the mesquite fronds. From behind a partition, he can hear old Cortez and his family settling down to supper. 

Isabella peeks into his room. 

[ISABELLA] Señor Jack?

She smiles when she sees he is awake and creeps in with a bowl of soup. Kneeling next to his bed, she asks how he feels and touches delicate fingers to his cheek. Then she laughs, says something else in Spanish but, this time, 
he is certain she is congratulating him on having lost the fever. 

[JACK] You're looking very comely tonight

She puts the soup on a wooden box next to his bed and he grabs her small, bare arms and pulled her violently towards him. 

[JACK] A sweet little piece of goods

Jack inhales the warm, leafy scent at the nape of her neck. Her eyes get wide and dark, but she doesn't struggle or cry out. Instead, she becomes still, like a wounded animal. It embarrasses him, and he lets her go. She backs away from his bed and rushes out of the room. Jack hears her speaking rapidly behind the partition and, after a moment, the old man comes in.

[CORTEZ] How are you doing, Señor Isabella says you are feeling somewhat better.

Jack does not respond.

[CORTEZ] Can you eat your sopa? Would you like something else, perhaps? Some tortillas?

Cortez bows and leaves Jack to his soup. Guilt over his actions begins to bother him, and he tries to go to sleep. He tosses and turns throughout the night. 

Jack gets out of bed at first sunlight and prepares to leave.

The boys bring his horse, well curried and plump with feed. The family assembles in front of the home to say goodbye. 

Jack puts one foot in the stirrup and turns back to the family. 

[JACK] What do I owe you? 

Cortez only looks uncomfortable at the mention of repayment.

[CORTEZ] Are you sure you are well, my friend?


[JACK] All cured up. I'd like to pay. The food, all the trouble you and your wife went to…

His eyes play on the pathetic hut, the skinny chickens scratching in the dirt yard, Isabella's dusty ankles and shoeless feet.

[CORTEZ] Isabella put some dried frijoles in your saddlebag. And some maiz.

He glances left and right and calls out impatiently to the youngest boy, who comes running from the back of the hut with a heavy canteen. 

[CORTEZ] This is sweet water, Señor. From the creek. Adios.

They asked for nothing and knew him only as "Señor Jack," which wasn't his real name. He'd dropped Paul Newfeldt, calling himself Jack Caine even before the reward had been posted in New Mexico. But Cortez and his family never inquired anything beyond how he felt, if he was hungry, if he needed something. 

He turns in his saddle and looks back. Isabella waves.

For two days he doesn't see another human being. Autumn is approaching and northerly clouds keep the sun from pressing down so relentlessly as it had in the high New Mexico territory. The balmy air and easy traveling allow him to relax and think. 

No one had ever treated Jack with the sort of kindness Cortez and his family had shown him. Throughout his life, Jack remembered nothing more than suffering and hate, the things that force a man to kill. Jack smiles at the thought of Isabella’s smile. 

[JACK] Beauty like that only comes around once in a great while.

Night is falling and Jack ties his horse to a tree and lays down on the ground to try and catch some sleep. His mind wanders and he begins to dream.


25 years earlier
Jacks mother had died from tuberculosis. He is only 8. His father sells him to an itinerant skin trader for twenty dollars. The work is hard, but Paul gets by. He learns lessons in hunting and fighting, mostly with the man who now owns him. As time goes by, Jack becomes stronger, leaner, and due to his upbringing, meaner. 

Paul is sixteen now and has run away eleven times. For punishment, his adoptive father locks him in the tanning shed. He carves a hole in the wall and escapes again, the skinner comes after him with his Sharps rifle. Young Paul Newfeldt fights back, grabbing the rifle from the man and shooting him in the stomach. With this, he has killed his first man. 

Friends and townsfolk sympathize with the trader, and Jack is forced to run. It is Jack’s first introduction to the world of solitude and loneliness. 

A posse follows him for miles. He can see the dust rising into the summer sky from their horses pounding out the miles to get to him. Jack is sitting on a rock on a mesa, his horse drinking from a small watering hole. He lights a smoke and looks out over the valley. He can see the fire in the distance from the posse…they are only a few miles away. 

Refusing to sleep with hired killers so close to him, Paul lights a rolled cigarette and checks his ammo count. He rolls out a blanket that was folded away in his saddlebag and pulls out three pistols and four bags of bullets. He has two rifles on the horse, both with a stock of ammo that should let him fight off the posse for a few hours. 

The sun is rising in the sky, and Paul can see the dust rising again. The posse is on their way. Jack mounts his horse and heads back down the mesa, straight into the path of the posse. He finds a large set of rocks that he can hide behind and ties his horse to a tree. He pulls out both his pistols and props a rifle on a rock. He sets his third pistol in his waistband and slings the second rifle across his back.

The posse is close, only about a quarter mile, and Jack can make out about how many men there are. Twelve men can be seen, and Jack cocks back the hammers on his pistols. He grabs the rifle from the rock and takes aim on the men on horses. He takes a deep breath and begins firing. 

After each shot, a man can be seen falling from his horse. The fourth shot goes wild, and Jack shoots the legs out from the horse. The horse goes down, and three horses in the line get tripped up as well. Jack throws the rifle down and begins firing with his pistols. The men are close enough that the short-range bullets hit them, one by one. After his chambers are empty, the dust settles and only one man is still on his horse. Jack throws his pistols down and pulls out the one from his belt. He cocks back the hammer as the man in the horse raises his rifle. Jack pulls off three rounds before the man has a chance to pull his trigger. 


The man falls from his horse and Jack walks up to his still kicking body. He raises his revolver to the man’s temple and smiles. 

[JACK] You picked the wrong fucking man to follow…I’ll show you a Heaven like you ain’t never seen. 

The deputized man reaches up to Jack’s collar and lets out a cry of pain.

Jack pulls the trigger and the left side of the man’s head explodes onto the hot sand. Jack stands up and wipes the sweat from his brow. 

Only a year later, in Kansas, a card cheat calls Jack out in a game of poker. He is seventeen, and the gambler figures he can scare a gawky youth out of his winnings. Instead of coming to his defense, the other card players sit back and watch to see what will happen. They enjoy the gambler's witty insults and laugh out loud when the boy's voice cracks from fear and rage. 

[GAMBLER] Boy, you cheat here at my table, you are asking for trouble. 

[JACK] You got the balls, then pull your iron…otherwise, I think you’re nothing more than a yellow piece of shit. 

[GAMBLER] Your mouth is gonna get you killed one of these days. Now, I ain’t a killer, but I can bring you a world of pain.

[JACK] Make your move you old lush. Your hands are so shaky from the drink that you can’t hit me if I was standing right next to you.

Jack walks closer to the man, pulling the snap guard from the butt of his gun. Jack smiles, gives the man a wink, and spreads his palm over the butt of his gun. 

The gambler looks around to see if anyone will aid him, but sees only interested onlookers, idly standing by. He goes to pull his gun. Jack sees the motion and sidesteps. Rather than pull his gun, he pulls out a large hunting knife from a sheath on his hip and lunges at the older man. 

The knife enters at the man’s stomach, right above his belt and Jack pulls up in a diagonal stroke. 

[JACK] I could’ve been a butcher the way I am gonna cut you up.

Jack makes one more slice to the left and the man’s entrails start pouring out on Jack’s hands. Jacks steps back and pulls out his pistol. He pulls back the hammer and fires.

The gambler’s wiry black whiskers coiling out of his cheeks, the big pores, the wart at the corner of his eye, and dirty yellow teeth...all of it shatters to blood and bone when Jack shoots him in the mouth. The gambler's hat flies up to the ceiling and catches on a rafter. 

The officials come and arrest Jack. People side with the dead man and Jack spends a year in prison before a witness, someone he doesn't know, comes forward and tells the police how the gambler had tried to bully him out of his fair winnings. Of course he never sees the money, but he is free again. Other scrapes follow. The last one put a bounty on his head. One Thousand Dollars For The Capture Of P. Newfeldt the poster reads in big black letters. Because of this, he changes his name and starts going by Jack Caine and begins his journey to Old Mexico.



Present

As he rides into a valley bristling with spiny ocotillo and every species of sticking, scratching brush and cactus, instead of feeling oppressed by his situation and the harsh country, he begins to feel strangely renewed. Was it the effect of old Cortez's hospitality? He had been so reluctant to believe they had helped him for nothing that on the morning he left, when he had ridden out of sight of their home, he dismounted and rechecked all his gear; the saddlebags, every detail of his tack, even the bullets in his Colt pistol which he'd kept in his belt, coiled up next to the straw bed. Everything was there, plus the corn and beans that Isabella had added to his pack. 

He'd seen the poster in Tucumcari, so he could've headed east and hit Texas in a day and a half. But that was a well-traveled route, on the way to Amarillo. Even though it meant spending another week in New Mexico, there'd be a lot less traffic going south. The trip was uneventful until he drank the bad water and fell ill in Texas, near Fort Davis. Now he reckons, with good weather and nothing unforeseen, to make the river in three more days. It is possible officials in Texas are aware of the reward, a thousand dollars was real money anywhere, but in the Big Bend officials would be few and far between. 

The morning of the third day he rides down onto a vast plain of creosote. He spends the night in the Del Norte Mountains shivering beneath his only quilt. Now he broils under a white-hot sky. By four o'clock in the afternoon he goes through the better part of his water and still hasn't reached the hills he'd been riding toward all day. At last, the terrain begins to break up into dry arroyos, and the occasional mesquite augures at least the possibility of a stream. 

As Jack eases his horse down loose gravel into yet another dry wash, he sees a man. He is squatting in the meager shade of a scrub mesquite with his hands over his eyes. When Jack rides closer, he takes his hands away and squints up at him.

[ROM] Howdy

Jack nods in acknowledgement.

[ROM] Horse threw me. Twisted my ankle. Oh, she's around here somewhere; I just can't walk good enough to go after her.

He is a fat-bellied man in striped pants like peddlers wear. His face is almost painfully red to an inch above his eyebrows where it turns pasty white above the hat line. 

Jack hands down his canteen.

[JACK] Which way she go?

The man points over his shoulder with his thumb. He uncorks the canteen and takes a long draft. 

[ROM] She ain't far. Somethin' spooked her, I don't know.

Jack leaves his canteen with the man and rides out of the wash to have a look around. His own horse is trained to come when he whistles, and he wonders how anybody could be unlucky enough, or fool enough, especially out here, to have a horse you'd need another horse to catch. He finds the animal less than a hundred yards away; an ugly, splayfooted thing with one brown and one blue eye. Jack doesn't carry much rope and isn't skilled with a lariat, anyway. After half an hour of playing tag, he gets a hand on one of the trailing reins and leads the mare back to her owner.

[ROM] Why, thanks, friend

Jack helps him into the saddle and Rom hands down the canteen.

[JACK] You spill it?

A puzzled look appears on Rom's face.

[ROM] Huh? Oh, sorry, friend, I must've drunk more than I thought. But, say, there's a saloon you'll want to visit just down the road in Rosales. I mean, supposin' you're goin' that way, towards Old Mexico. They'll fill your canteen with good seep water and sell you somethin' to chase it down with, too. That where you're headed? Old Mexico?"

Jack is beginning to regret stopping. After all the trouble and the time lost, the man avoids any show of gratitude. Now he is sticking his nose where it doesn't belong.

[JACK] Oh, I don't know. Maybe. Guess I'm just looking around.

[ROM] Like hell.

Rom smiles.

[ROM] Name's Rom Grancy. Didn't catch yours.

[JACK] Jack Caine.

[ROM[ Uh huh. Well, gotta be on my way, mister.

[JACK] This saloon, in Rosales… That the nearest water?

[ROM] Fraid so. 'Bout twelve miles on the wagon road. Go left a little ways, you'll see the road. Takes you all the way to the Rio Grande. Uh, that's the border, 'tween us and Old Mexico, case you didn't know.

Rom smiles again and watches Jack ride out of the arroyo. Jack glances back and the man is still sitting there, staring after him.

[ROM] That there's Paul Newfeldt. He's killed six men, including his own daddy.

It takes Rom only twenty minutes to reach Rosales, taking a shorter route than the one he gave Jack. He goes to the Paradise Saloon, hitches his mare and walks inside to speak to the proprietress, Suzanne Hardy. 

[ROM] Howdy Suzanne.

[SUZANNE] Hi Rom. What do want?

[ROM] Got a little proposition for ya. Got a man headed this way. Just want you to keep him busy long enough for me to ride to Presidio and bring back Texas Rangers.

[SUZANNE] What's in it for me?

[ROM]That's what I like about you, you're pragmatic.

[SUZANNE] I'm not sure what pragmatic is, but you can take it to mean I don't work for free. Are you going to make me repeat the question?

Suzanne Hardy is a striking thirty-seven. The sun has turned her skin a dark mahogany and made highlights in her thick brown hair. Years of self-reliance have transformed an unremarkable girl into a quite handsome woman.

[ROM] Half. Fifty-fifty. I wouldn't expect any less myself… Not that there's any risk on your part, at all.

Suzanne frowns and shakes her head. 

[SUZANNE] You ought to peddle snake oil, Rom. Half of what?

[ROM] The reward's two hundred dollars.

[SUZANNE] Up front, Rom. My hundred dollars is up front, or I don't play.

Grancy gets quiet and rubs the stubble on his jaw. 

[ROM] I didn't have time to go by my place. I mean, I just now left the man out on the wagon road. He's gonna be here in an hour, and I got to ride all the way to Presidio. I'll bring your hundred when I come back with the Rangers. That's the best I can do.

[SUZANNE] What if it isn't him?

[ROM] It's him. I seen him in Santa Fe. He's callin' hisself Jack Caine. But heck, you'll know him.

Grancy laughs. 

[ROM] He's gonna be thirsty.

[SUZANNE] Always happy to sell a man a drink.

[ROM] He'll pay for a glass of water, time he gets here.

Grancy turns to go.

[SUZANNE] One more thing, Rom. No monkey business inside. You give me the high sign, I'll send him out for you. I can't allow any ruckus inside.


Rom leaves the saloon and a tall man enters from the back. 

[SUZANNE] Danny! Where have you been?

[DANNY] In the back, sleeping some of yesterday’s activities off. Why?

[SUZANNE] Did you hear my conversation with Rom?

[DANNY] Yeah. I did. Sounds like a good deal…make some money, and we can get a little closer to getting outta this hellhole.


[SUZANNE] I’m not crazy about being a part of Grancy's plot. The idea of trapping a man for bounty is naturally repugnant to me. Thinking of it as a sort of civic duty doesn't make it go down any better; this Paul Newfeldt, whoever he is, hasn't done me any harm. But, a hundred dollars…

[DANNY] Is a hundred dollars. And if it means helping that fat whelp take out some criminal with a price on his head, then so be it.



The first day Danny walked into the Paradise he'd asked her to go to California with him.

[SUZANNE] Honey, I’ve got that kind of fluff from a hundred men.

[DANNY] I believe that, but I bet none of them was tellin’ the truth. I am. I want to take you away from this place, get us a nice place, settle down.

[SUZANNE] And I am supposed to run away with you when I just met you? 

Danny smiles and sits down at the bar.  He orders a drink and they get to talking about his dreams and it isn’t long before he professes great love for her and goes into enough detail about California to make his plans, for the both of them, sound convincing. 

Within just weeks of his arrival, Danny has blown his grubstake on whiskey. 

[SUZANNE] Danny, you got to get some work. 

[DANNY] All you do is nag anymore. Have a drink, relax. Things’ll turn out fine.

[SUZANNE] That’s your problem Danny. All you want to do is relax. All you want to do is sit around and drink, dreaming the good life. Well Danny, dreaming about the good life and discussing it with me over drinks must a lot more enjoyable than looking for work. ‘Cause you have nothing to show for your time here, and there is no chance of getting out of here anytime soon.

[DANNY] Baby, no matter what, I do love you.

[SUZANNE] I know Danny. Sometimes though, it is hard loving you. You and California are all I have right now, and she am not going to give up on them without a fight.



The sun lingers on the horizon as if reluctant to give up the day. Then it drops, all of a sudden, turning the sky red and immersing the road to Rosales in ruddy, violet-shadowed twilight. To rest his horse, Jack dismounts and continues on foot. The wagon ruts are easy enough to follow, but the residue of his illness and the day's long ride have left him weak and discouraged. Holding the canteen under his arm, he cups his hands and pours out the last of the water for his horse.

Jack begins talking quietly to his horse.

[JACK] Old boy, I tell you…if it wasn’t for that nice family, I don’t know where I’d be right now. The kindness shown me by the Cortez family has softened me a bit I think. Just a little you understand. 

The horse neighs and bends down to try and drink what remains of the water on the ground.

[JACK] No one’s ever treated me that way. Hell, if not for for me feeling somewhat nicer ‘cause of them, I might not’ve helped that heel, Grancy, out in the desert. Someone like him don’t deserve the kindness of strangers.  

A flock of noisy scrub jays fly over, diverting his thoughts, and a faint whiff of smoke tells him he's at last reached the town.

As he approaches the scatter of adobe shacks, the crusty surface of the trail begins to break up, and Jack’s boots sink in fine sand. Wagon traffic has pulverized it, but it must have been a long time ago. Rosales looks deserted. The heavy silence he's become accustomed to in the open country is eerie here, among the abandoned and roofless buildings. He enters town from the north and has almost reached the southernmost end when he sees a bit of light in a doorway. 

Like the other structures, the Paradise is a crumbling box of mud brick. A stone trough is built into its plaster facade, and a burro is tied nearby. It is all he could do to keep his horse from dragging him to the water. While it drinks, he walks noiselessly to the door and peers in. 

At first there seems to be no customers. But then he sees on the left side of the room, a man dozing in a chair tipped against the wall. On the right, a Mexican farmer keeps himself company drinking from a clay jug. His straw sombrero sits on the little table in front of him.

[SUZANNE] Hey!

Jack jumps in fright. The woman laughs good-naturedly and steps into the doorway. 

[SUZANNE] Didn't mean to frighten you, mister. Thought I heard something out here. Wanted to make sure it wasn't a wild Indian. Why don't you come in and take a load off?

She moves aside, making room for him to enter. 

He follows her sheepishly to the bar. The Mexican gives him a disinterested glance, but the man in the chair is sound asleep, snoring. 

[SUZANNE] I got half a barrel of Mexican beer and good American whiskey. What'll it be?"

[JACK] Water.

Smiling, Suzanne reaches under the bar for a cracked pitcher and fills beer mug with water. Before she can put the pitcher away, Jack holds out his mug for a refill. 

[JACK] Lord, that tastes good

[SUZANNE] Pure spring water.

She refills his cup.

[SUZANNE] Comes right out of a rock near here. I like it better than the stuff in the river. Too many carcasses floating by for my taste.

Jack drinks another half mug in one long draw.

[SUZANNE] You're not from around here. You want whiskey?

She slides a shot glass across the counter.

[JACK] How about a whiskey and a beer.

[SUZANNE] We can do that. I'm Suzanne Hardy. This is my place.

She holds her hand out and he shakes it firmly.

[JACK] I'm Jack Caine.

He drinks down the shot and follows it with warm beer. When he sets his mug down, he notices Suzanne has already refilled the shot glass with whiskey.

[JACK] Whoa, not so fast.

[SUZANNE] Second one's on the house. You look thirsty.

Her hair is piled attractively on her head, and she isn't afraid to look him in the eye, which Jack likes and shows his admiration with a smile. She wears a tight-fitting dress of shiny, dark green material and her high-top shoes are laced around slender, shapely ankles. 

[JACK] So, what's to do in Rosales?

[SUZANNE] Other than what you're doing right now? Not a blessed thing.

[JACK] Any place to eat?

[SUZANNE] Last restaurant closed three years ago.

Suzanne looks around and bends under the bar.

[SUZANNE] Maybe I got some cornbread. Hold on while I check in the back." 

She disappears in a doorway at the far end of the bar. The sound of pottery clunking can be heard.

[SUZANNE] Little cornbread, some pork I can let you have.

Her voice carries from the other room.

[JACK] That's the best offer I've had all day. 

Suzanne prepares the leftovers, and Jack studies the cowboy slumped in his chair. There is nothing remarkable about him. Like Jack he is of medium build, a little taller than average, but the cowboy is thicker around the middle. The Mexican farmer gives him a friendly nod when his eyes brush past, and Jack nods back. Then both men quickly look away.

The light in the saloon is poor. What little light there is is coming from a half dozen candles, and it cannot be seen as to whether or not the sleeping cowboy is asleep or not.

He stops snoring, but his position doesn't change. The chair is still tipped back against the wall, the hat tipped forward, obscuring his face in shadow. A glint of Danny's eye can be seen. The table in front of him is cluttered with smudged glasses and an empty tequila bottle. 

Jack smiles at the cowboy’s attempt to pretend to be asleep.

Suzanne comes out with a plate of food.

[JACK] Who's the drunk?

Suzanne's cheek flush.

[SUZANNE] A friend of mine, Mister Caine.

She bangs the plate on the counter in front of him. She throws a knife and fork down beside it.

[JACK] I didn't mean any offense, I just-

[SUZANNE] His name is Danny Raines. He's had a hard day.

[JACK] Hard night, too, from the looks of things.

[SUZANNE] Look, Mister-

Jack ducks his head over his plate and spoons up some cold beans to ignore her angry gaze.

Suzanne hangs her head and collects her cool. 

[SUZANNE] Hope it's not too cold. I figured you'd rather have it now than wait for me to get a fire going in the stove.

[JACK] That's right. It's good. Mighty good. And, I'm sorry about what I said. Shot my mouth off without thinking.

He slices a piece of lean pork off the bone and lays down the knife. 

[JACK] He your gentleman friend?

Suzanne looks away and clears her throat. Petticoats rustle as she puts her foot up on a box and rests her elbow on the bar. She avoids looking Jack in the eyes.

[JACK] Anyway, I'm sure he's a real nice fellow.

A glass shatters and they both look around in time to see Danny rise unsteadily to his feet. He bumps into his table, coming out from behind it, and the tequila bottle topples off. 

[DANNY] Suzanne! I need a whiskey.

Suzanne casts a worried glance at Jack before she turns back to Danny. 

[SUZANNE] How about some coffee, honey. I'll whip up a fresh pot.

[DANNY] Naw. Give me some fucking whiskey…I’m tired of having to tell you everything twice.

The cowboy takes two wobbly steps and stumbles, and getting tangled up in a stool. He cusses and hops around like a cat had hold of him before he kicks free and sends the stool clattering into a table. Jack a grins.

[DANNY] What's so damn funny?

Danny glares at Jack while he uses both hands to readjust his hat. He sways on his feet like he is standing on a boat.

[JACK] Gotta watch out for these here stools. Never can tell when one's gonna jump up and bite you. 

Danny draws his gun.

[SUZANNE] Danny, put that down!

She turns to Jack who is still sitting at the bar, smiling at Danny. His right hand has already pulled his gun and leveled it on Danny.

[SUZANNE] Mister Caine, he doesn't mean anything! You can see he's drunk! Danny! Do as I say! Put the gun down! Mister Caine, please don't shoot! Danny! You don't know what you're doing! Put it down!

Danny doesn't hear a word. He licks his lips and squints down the length of the wavering gun barrel. His target keeps changing shape, getting closer, farther away. He jerks the trigger but Jack moves to the side and put his hand on Danny's gun. The flesh between the thumb and forefinger stop the hammer from connecting with the pin. Jack takes Danny's gun and hands it to Suzanne and hits Danny upside the head with a closed fist. Danny falls to the ground, unconscious again.

[JACK] Better put that in a safe place.

He rubs a little blue spot on his hand where the firing pin had bruised it. 

[JACK] Damn thing pinches pretty good. 

His other hand is in worse shape; the skin is torn from the knuckles and the fingers are already swelling. He looks back at Suzanne and sees her face has gone ashen.

[JACK] He'll be okay. I guess I hit him kind of hard.


Rom Grancy races his mare back to Rosales. He flays her with a barbed quirt, gouging the hide on her rump and terrorizing her into a breakneck run. She heaves and whistles, but he doesn't care if her heart bursts as long as she gets him to Rosales first. 

He got all the way to Austin only to find out the Rangers were gone until morning on a cattle rustler search.


As he nears the halfway point on the trail between Presidio and Rosales, he turns west to get some help from an old friend. 

Alejandro is one crazy Yaqui vaquero, and he lives less than a half mile off the road. 

With Suzanne's help, Jack drags Danny over to the wall and props him up. He wedges his hat behind his head for a cushion, and Suzanne gets busy with a damp rag, wiping the blood off his jaw. She hangs his pistol on a peg behind the bar.

[JACK] I guess I'll pay what I owe you, hit the road before he comes to.

Her back is to him, so he can't see the sudden, anxious change in Suzanne's face.

[SUZANNE] This one isn't going to make any trouble for a while. I think you saw to that. Why don't you have another drink with me before you go?

She tosses the rag on the floor, stands up and wanders over to the table where the Mexican farmer had been. He'd fled when Danny started waving his gun around, but nobody saw him go. She collects the jug and a few coins. 

[SUZANNE] What do you say? I owe you for not killing him."

[JACK] You don't owe me. I wasn't going to kill him.

Suzanne tilts her head and gives him a quizzical look. 

[SUZANNE] But, you could have.

[JACK] You don't know anything about me, lady. I'll have that drink with you, but then I'm climbing on my horse and-

[SUZANNE] -crossing the river?" 

Suzanne smiles.

[JACK] Second time today I've heard that.

[SUZANNE] Only reason a man gets down this way, any more,

She leads him back to the bar. But instead of going around behind it, she stands next to him on the customer side. 

[SUZANNE] Oh, there's the occasional out-of-work cowhand. I don't think you're one of them."

[JACK] Nope.

[SUZANNE] What are you wanted for?

She got his attention with that question.

[JACK] What am I what?

[SUZANNE] You wouldn't be down here if you weren't intending to cross into Mexico. You wouldn't be crossing into Mexico if you weren't wanted. It's so obvious you might as well have a sign on your back. Lucky there's just us chickens, huh, Jack Caine?

She pours two whiskeys and hands him one. Before he drinks, he leans away from the bar and looks past her to see if Danny has stirred. Suzanne shrugs. 

[SUZANNE] Don't worry about him,

She lifts Jack's hat off and set it on the bar.

[JACK] I've got to go.

[SUZANNE] Oh, simmer down, Jack.

She moves closer to him, laying a hand on his arm. 

[SUZANNE] Come back to the kitchen with me.

Jack hesitates.

[SUZANNE] Come on, I want to show you something.

She takes hold of his shirtsleeve and leads him around the far end of the bar and through the kitchen door. A little vial of purple liquid sits on a shelf among combs and hairpins. Suzanne takes it down and removes the stopper.

[SUZANNE] Lilac. It's supposed to be autumn, but, I swear, it hasn't showed up here. I find this cools me a little.

She spots some on her wrists and dabs her neck. 

[SUZANNE] Smell.

She turns her head slightly and lifts her chin.

[JACK] I can smell it from here.

Jack begins retreating back to the door.

Suzanne hurries after him. 

[SUZANNE] Wait a minute!

Jack rounds the bar, Suzanne on his heels. He throws some coins on the counter and picks up his hat. 

[JACK] Listen, miss. Something isn't square. You just got done thanking me for not hurting your boy, there. Remember? I don't know what, but you're up to something.

[SUZANNE] I haven't the slightest-

[JACK] You were right when you said I was on the run. I am. But that isn't really the reason I'm going across that river. Not now, anyway. Somewhere, there's got to be people who won't think they know me before I even walk in the door.

[SUZANNE] Really, I-

[JACK] The minute I saw you I thought, 'this here is a square gal, I can tell just by looking at her.' The thing you're doing doesn't flatter you, Miss Hardy. Couple a days ago, it might have fooled me, but this old man, this girl-I guess they sorta turned on a light and opened my eyes.

[SUZANNE] What are you trying to say, Mister Caine?"

[JACK] I was sick. They took me in. They didn't care who I was. They weren't after anything. Well, my eyes are open, now, and I can see lies and deception clear as water. You said it yourself-it's obvious. Just like that sign on my back.

[SUZANNE] Oh, I understand. Saintly peons.

Suzanne rolls her eyes heavenward. 

[SUZANNE] Some little Juanita gave you a flower and now you're born again. Seen the light, have you, Mister Caine? A lofty sermon, coming from a wanted man, slithering away from justice quick as a snake can crawl. If you're just misunderstood, why don't you turn yourself in?"

[JACK] Because I know I've already been judged and found guilty. Funny thing is I don't even know what for. 'Somebody shot somebody, let's blame it on Newfeldt.'"

[SUZANNE] Who?

[JACK] My real name, Miss Hardy. My real name is Paul Newfeldt.

Suzanne squirms uncomfortably with the situation she has put herself in. 

[JACK] So, I'll bid you goodbye, Miss Hardy.

Jack turns to leave, glancing at the peg behind the bar where she had hung Danny's pistol. It isn't there. Danny is still propped against the wall, but he has crossed his legs, and the pistol is cradled in his lap.

[DANNY] Hey, there, friend.

Blood on his lips makes his smile black and ghoulish. Keeping the gun trained on Jack and using the wall for support, he gets to his feet. He is still a bit shaky, but Jack can see the gun hand is steady enough to kill him.

[DANNY] You laugh at me and then you make a play for my girl. You sorry-"

[SUZANNE] Danny, It's not worth it, honey. You don't know who you're dealing with.

[JACK] She's right.

[SUZANNE] We're going tomorrow, Danny, to California. Just like we talked about. We're really going to do it.

[DANNY] You know we ain't got the money.

[SUZANNE] We do now. Soon. But, you have to behave yourself. Mister Caine only wants to drink his whiskey and rest awhile.

[JACK] I was leaving.

Danny's eyebrows knot in boozy concentration. 

[DANNY] You-you leaving, then?

Jack nods. 

[DANNY] Right now? For sure?

[JACK] For sure.

Danny relaxes his grip on the pistol-just as Grancy and his Yaqui Indian burst into the room. 

Jack is at the bar, behind Suzanne. Danny is startled at their entrance and swings around with a gun in his hand. The vaquero is tall and well built in skin-tight britches. His eyes are slightly crossed, he has Colt in his hand. Danny is hit instantly by Alejandro's gunfire, but he shoots back before he falls and the vaquero goes down with blood pumping from his chest staining the wood floors. Suzanne rushes over to him, Danny takes aim at Grancy. 

[ROM] No! Not you, Danny! Not me!

Jack jumps on a stool and Rom stumbles backwards, cocking both hammers on his double barrel ten-gauge. He pulls the trigger and the spread hits the walls of the bar, leaving pinholes and smashing the glass of the whiskey bottles across the back wall.

Jack takes three of the pellets in his stomach and jumps behind the bar. 

[JACK] You fuck! I am going to enjoy killing you!

[ROM] For the money I am gonna make on your death Mr. Caine, I am don’t think I will let you kill me.

Rom walks towards the bar and throws the shotgun down to the ground while pulling his rifle out from behind his back. Jack sits behind the bar holding his stomach and counting bullets. He can hear Suzanne crying softly and Rom’s heavy footsteps approaching from behind.  


[JACK] For a man bent on killing me, you don’t have any stealth. 

[ROM] Who needs stealth when I got a Remington ready for you?

Jack takes a deep breath and rises up off the ground and unloads both guns in the direction he heard Rom’s steps.

Rom’s body is flung backwards from the barrage of bullets that hit him, but his reflexes allow him to shoot off one bullet at Jack. It hits him in his right shoulder and Jack is thrown back against the bar.

Rom’s body falls to the floor as Suzanne shouts over and over to Danny that he is okay, he is going to be okay. Grancy fights for air, gagging on his own blood. 

The killer hired for the price of a cigar, Alejandro, is the only silent casualty. His wound entered his heart and exited through the back of his vest. His cigar smolders where it fell, the wet end having picked up sand from the floor. A haze of gun smoke hangs in the room. 

[JACK] Is there a doctor in this town?

Jack picks his body up from the bar and walks around to the sitting area while reloading his revolver. 

[SUZANNE] No…no doctor…too far,

She cradles Danny's head in her lap, pressing a fistful of her green dress against the hole in his stomach. Danny's eyes already have a hard-lidded, half-open stare. Not knowing what else to do, Jack pours a mug of water from the cracked pitcher and brings it to her.

[JACK] Can he drink?

Danny's jaw is slack, his chin sinks into his chest. His breath comes in agonized gulps.

Suzanne lifts her eyes to Jack, her face streaked with tears, her hair wild, Danny's blood on her cheek. 

[SUZANNE] Just go. Get away. They were coming for you-Rangers.

[JACK] These aren't Rangers. I saw this one today.

Jack points at Grancy.

[JACK] Chased down his horse for him.

Suzanne shakes her head.

[SUZANNE] He went to get them. He recognized you. He went to get Rangers in Presidio.

Grancy still alive, looks at Jack and twitches his wet, bloody fingers. Jack walks up to him and kneels beside his body. 

[JACK] You know, I really do pray that you are the last man I have to kill. It is a tired business, killing. One that takes everything a man has that was good in him, and I am ready to start a new life. You are the last thing in my way. 

Jack stands back up and aims the gun at Rom’s head. He fires a single bullet into his forehead and Rom’s body goes completely limp. 

Jack regards Grancy a moment, then steps over him and walks to the door. He looks out into the cold, early-morning gloom. Sunrise is still hours away. His horse stirs behind the water trough. Rom and the Yaqui had tied their horses down the street. Jack walks outside and takes his canteen off his saddle, brings it in to fill from the pitcher, then comes back and lingers next to Suzanne. 

[JACK] I'm sorry.

[SUZANNE] Me, too.

Jack walks back to the exit.

[SUZANNE] Mr. Caine, I owe you. Even though…

Jack shakes his head.

[SUZANNE] Maybe there's something...

He turns around a final time. 

[JACK] There isn't anything. Anyway, you don't owe me.

Jack steps outside.

[SUZANNE] Jack. What happened here, it was my-what I mean to say is, it wasn't your fault."

Jack mounts his horse and rides out of town, back on the trail heading south, across the river.


Danny dies in Suzanne's arms just after three o'clock. At some point, after Danny breathes his last, she gets up, lays his head on a handkerchief and moves to a chair. All the candles in the place have long since guttered out, and she sits in the dark and the cold, oblivious to any discomfort. The front door faces east, and when the sun comes up, long shafts of light fan into the room, transfiguring the suspended dust. Suzanne hears a rooster crow, then hoof beats approaching in the deep sand of the street. There are men's voices, footsteps scraping on the stoop.

[RANGER#1] Good God A'mighty.

He stomps dust off his boots and ducks under the door. Another man, a little smaller, lumbers after him. 

[RANGER#1] Ma'am. What happened here?

She tells them the story of Rom Grancy and the vaquero coming after Paul Newfeldt, hoping for the reward. 

[SUZANNE] Well, then everybody started shooting, and this was the result.

[RANGER#2] You all right?

Suzanne shrugs her shoulders. 

[RANGER#1] Uh, so… did he get away, this Paul Newfeldt?

She hesitates before she answers . Sooner or later, he would want to come home. Avoiding the Ranger's eyes, she wipes her face with her dress.

The big man fumbles with a handkerchief folded in his vest pocket and hands it to her. 

[RANGER#1] Ma'am?

[SUZANNE] What? Why, no, they shot him. Of course he was quick enough to take those two down with him, sure, but no, that's Paul Newfeldt right there.

Suzanne points to Danny Raines's body. 

[SUZANNE] He told me who he was. Bragged about it. And that man over there, Rom Grancy, recognized him from Santa Fe, New Mexico.

[RANGER#1] Yeah, we understood that much. They told us at the office in Presidio he'd come inquiring about the reward.

Suzanne nods her head. 

[SUZANNE] Two hundred dollars.

[RANGER#1] Well, actually it's a thousand

Ranger #2 is looking over the bodies.

[RANGER#1] But it's a New Mexico reward and, anyway, they wanted him alive. I'm gonna wire and tell them they can take this Newfeldt off their books, but I don't know that there'll be any reward to it, anymore. You have an interest? You want me to find out? If there's anything coming, I'll sure see that you get it.

He rolls the vaquero over with his foot and calls for his partner to give him a hand. 

[RANGER#1] Round up some men with shovels.

He looks at his partner.

[RANGER#1] For God's sake, help this poor woman clean up her saloon.

Jack Caine, walking beside his horse, climbs over a mound of sand and grass and stops at the river. It is beautiful. The sun is coming up on the horizon, and Jack is framed with the intense light of a desert sunrise. He looks back north, smiles, shakes his head and mounts his horse again. He reaches into a pocket in his vest and pulls out a hand rolled cigarette. He lights it with a match and he hits the water, crossing into Old Mexico. 
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