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EXT. THE DESERT - DAY

It’s hot and dry somewhere in the middle of California.

Sharp, craggy rocks are interspersed with hearty cacti. A one-
road town is nestled between two cliff faces, fighting for 
space.

Closer, just outside town, a wooden sign, nearly falling off 
its post, reads “Muley Pass.”

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - DAY

The main thoroughfare in town is caked in yellow dust. A 
couple of PEOPLE in late 1800s clothes grip the hitching 
rails as they look onto the street with forced anxiety.

A pair of boots walk past them, making the wood bend and 
squeal. The boots’ spurs jingle.

On main street, two cowboys, HANK, (30s), and ACE, (20s), 
face off against a BEAR, (30)---a Black Hat. Bear rubs his 
fingers together, squinting his eyes. He thrusts, draws his 
pistol and fires. Ace takes a hit and falls.

Hank pulls his gun, fires. Bear ducks behind a barrel, and 
the gunfight is on.

The boots stop. Standing in them is SLUG MCLEOD (75). His 
face is worn, crinkled and sun-damaged, just like his straw 
cowboy hat.

He takes a long chew on his tobacco and moves on, unaffected 
by the melee in the street.

He walks down the wooden sidewalk, passing the Muley Pass 
mainstays---the Barber shop, the Bath House, the General 
Store.

The gunfight continues behind him.

EXT. NORTH MULEY PASS - MOMENTS LATER

Slug stops at the end of the sidewalk. Just next to it is a 
chicken-wire enclosed pen that includes a small wooden hut.
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Attached to the opening of the wooden hut is a wooden sign, 
with a name branded into it: “Franklin.”

Slug grabs a nearby pail, opens the pen gate, and slops its 
contents into a metal bowl on the inside of the pen.

Snorting, Franklin, a large pig, exits the hut and shuffles 
to the bowl. As he laps up the new slog, Slug gives him a 
head scratch.

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - MOMENTS LATER

Slug passes through “downtown” once again. Bullets whizzing 
around.

Slug groans.

INT. MAIN HALL, LAST CALL SALOON - CONTINUOUS

Slug walks through the swinging doors. As soon as they open, 
Muley Pass is truly revealed---Slug pushes past TOURISTS, 
carrying cameras around their necks and fanny packs around 
their waists. The place is buzzing with 21st century PATRONS, 
enjoying their lunches.

He walks up to the bar. GUS (67), the bartender, round and 
kind-faced, approaches him.

SLUG
‘Suppose I’ll have one early today.

GUS
Yep. Yep.

Slug knocks on the bar and moseys to the back of the saloon. 
He takes off his hat and wipes his brow.

He stops as his arm is grabbed by DEE DEE BROWN, 60, African-
American, voluptuous “saloon girl.”

DEE DEE
Now, Slug, I was thinking that we should 
have a scene for the afternoon comers.
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SLUG
I ain’t quite feelin’ like it today, Dee 
Dee.

DEE DEE
Cut the shit, Slug. It’s tips. There’s 
enough beef here for twenty dinners. 
Look’t all these tourists.

SLUG
You’re keepin’ me from the head.

DEE DEE
You do your bus’ness. We’ll talk later.

(beat)
The dollar is stretchin’ mighty far for 
those Eur’peans.

SLUG
I’ll think about it.

He moves on. Attempting to seduce a stag group of TOURISTS, 
Dee Dee jumps back into character.

INT. MEN’S RESTROOM, LAST CALL SALOON - CONTINUOUS

Slug opens the restroom door to find a DIRT BIKER in line for 
the single urinal in front of him.

The biker takes an awkward amount of time ripping velcro 
straps off, unzipping his complicated suit.

Slug groans, exits.

EXT. BACK OF LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Slug emerges from an outhouse, hoisting up his pants.

Some GERMAN TOURISTS wander past.

GERMAN TOURIST
(in German)

A real western piss hole!

Slug spits toward his feet.

GERMAN TOURIST (CONT’D)
Asshole.
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SLUG
Don’t forget it.

Sitting just on the edge of the wrapped-around wooden 
sidewalk is POKEY (80). Looks every day as old, and his 
brain’s taken the hit.

POKEY
No likin’ for the krauts. ‘Slike they’re 
always lettin’ their brains tinker.

SLUG
Shit, Pokey, I didn’t even see ya’ 
sittin’ there.

POKEY
The other thing ‘bout krauts is that 
language. If I ain’t always thinkin’ it’s 
a duck coughin’ up a tar ball.

SLUG
Why weren’t you out at the fights today?

POKEY
A man my age gonna die in a day, better 
to savor it ‘lest a jackanape go on and 
shoot ya’.

Pokey looks down at his belt. He wears a holster - empty.

POKEY (CONT’D)
And the marshal gone on and took away my 
iron.

SLUG
You’re loadin’ it with real slugs.

POKEY
What else you suppose? Dandelions?

INT. MAIN HALL, LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Slug sits up at the bar, his usual place, a glass of water 
and a shot of bourbon in front of him. Gus leans on the bar, 
looking out the saloon window.
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GUS
Christ, they’re really milkin’ it today.

Slug looks. 

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - SAME TIME

Bear hides behind an upturned cart as Hank dances and dodges.

The German Tourist beckons his travel companions.

GERMAN TOURIST
(in German)

Look, Slick Williams!

He motions to a plaque embedded into the wooden walkway with 
a picture and two boot prints.

Behind them, Bear and Hank continue their gunfight.

INT. MAIN HALL, LAST STAND SALOON - SAME TIME

Slug pours the shot into the glass of water.

SLUG
Mail-order cowboys.

GUS
Why don’t you do it anymore?

SLUG
And ruin my good looks?

He shoots the bourbon-water. The dirt biker walks behind him.

SLUG (CONT’D)
You able to get your willy out in time?

DIRT BIKER
What’d you say?

SLUG
I figured with all that undressing, you 
mighta lost your interest.

The biker snarls, approaches Slug.
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DIRT BIKER
What the fuck is your problem, old man?

SLUG
I gotta piss every thirty minutes and 
sissies like you are backin’ up my 
bladder.

DIRT BIKER
Sissies? Does a fuckin’ sissy win the mud 
run three times?

Slug stands, faces the biker, looks him up and down.

SLUG
‘Suppose so.

The biker’s about to throw down, but Gus intervenes.

GUS
Don’t listen to him, mister. He’s just 
the town--- Here, have a drink on the 
house.

Gus pours a drink. Slug throws a sucker punch, hitting the 
biker on the jaw.

SLUG
Never quit on a fight.

The biker regains his composure and punches Slug, sending him 
back. Slug feels his jaw.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Least there’s an ounce of you that ain’t 
sissy.

The crowd in the hall stops, watches in awe. Some snap 
pictures.

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - MOMENTS LATER

Slug smashes through the front window of the Last Call 
Saloon, tossed out by the biker.

The gunfighters stop, stand, and watch. Inside the saloon, 
the patrons clap.
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Bear takes the opportunity and turns back to Ace, shoots. A 
blood pack squirts on the Hank’s chest. He looks down, looks 
back at the black hat and slowly “falls to his death.”

Slug shakes off the glass. Gus rushes out to Slug.

GUS
Christ, Slug, this is the fifth window 
this month.

Slug sits up and looks south down Main Street. A mid-life 
crisis car pulls up to the end of the street and stops near a 
horse pen next to a van masquerading as a touring bus.

SLUG
(looking at the car)

Just my damn luck.

The biker exits, ready for more fight. Slug stands, walks 
toward the biker and pats him on the shoulder.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Good job, kid.

He shoves a coin into the biker’s hand.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Buy some real pants.

The biker looks down at the coin, it’s a Muley Pass 
commemorative ten-piece---featuring “Injun Mike.” 

Slug and Gus walk back into the saloon.

EXT. PARKING AREA, OFF MAIN STREET - CONTINUOUS

The car door opens and out steps JAKE GLASS (48). Looks 
pretty smooth. Wears a well-fitted suit. He approaches a 
palomino tied to the horse pen. He pets its nose.

Hank, newly “revived,” approaches Jake and slaps him on the 
shoulder. 

JAKE
How the hell are ya, Hank?

HANK
You know not too bad---that a new one?
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He motions toward the car.

JAKE
Oh yeah.

HANK
It’s a beaut.

JAKE
Zero to sixty in 3.5 seconds. 400 brake 
horsepower.

Hank whistles.

HANK
If only I could afford that.

JAKE
You might one of these days.

EXT. BACK OF LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Slug stands over a rusty basin, running water from a spigot.

He splashes it on his wounds, surveying his damage in a 
mirror.

Jake finds him and approaches.

JAKE
Never can keep you out of trouble.

Slug grunts.

JAKE (CONT’D)
I’m sure I don’t know the whole story.

Slug looks up. He turns the water off and rubs his face.

SLUG
How’s your mom?

JAKE
Good, she---

SLUG
Good. Good for her.
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JAKE
Been what? Five years? What’s new in 
Muley Pass?

Slug laughs.

SLUG
New?

JAKE
Stupid question I guess.

Jake pulls an envelope from his coat pocket.

SLUG
In fact, we got a real Hollywood 
production comin’. Yeah. Big budget. The 
western’s comin’ back. Cowboys. Indians. 
Whole town’s involved.

Jake slowly slides the envelope back into his pocket.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Everything’s comin’ up roses.

JAKE
Is that why you’ve added blood packs?

SLUG
Your generation, that’s who added those 
blood packs. Savage.

(beat)
It’d take a real shitkicker to believe 
the business has fallen back in love with 
old Muley Pass.

Jake shakes his head.

JAKE
Blood effects or not. Same old Muley 
Pass. Just like I left it.

SLUG
Both of you left.

JAKE
Did we leave? Or did you stay?
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SLUG
Why’re you home?

JAKE
I’m here because...

Slug turns, watches Jake twist in the wind.

SLUG
Good things never come wrapped up in a 
suit.

JAKE
You stealing lines from the show?

Jake turns, quickly pulling the envelope from his pocket. He 
places it next to the basin.

JAKE (CONT’D)
I guess it’s not important.

He enters into the Saloon.

Slug looks at the envelope, pauses and takes it. He opens it 
with his thumb and reads the paper inside.

He’s fired up.

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - CONTINUOUS

Slug exits the saloon waving the paper.

SLUG
(yelling)

Not important?!

Down the street, Jake gets in his car and drives away.

Slug crushes the piece of paper and chucks it toward the car.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Slug plops onto his stool. Gus reads his forlorn look and 
pours him another drink.
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He places a glass of water and a bourbon shot in front of 
him.

GUS
What’d Jake have to say?

Slug grabs the bourbon and downs it, leaving the glass of 
water.

GUS (CONT’D)
Christ.

Slug suddenly stands leaves.

Gus watches him and nervously gulps some water.

Slug returns, un-crinkling the paper.

GUS (CONT’D)
Is it Betty?

Slug picks up the shot glass and hits it against the table, 
looking at Gus expectantly.

GUS (CONT’D)
Is it Slick?

Slug glares.

GUS (CONT’D)
I know, I didn’t say it.

Slug holds out his shot glass.

Gus dutifully fills his shot glass. Slug take it immediately 
and flattens the paper. He spins it for Gus to read.

GUS (CONT’D)
What the hell does this mean?

SLUG
What do you think? They’re kickin’ us 
out.

GUS
Who?

SLUG
The state or Yella’ Company.
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GUS
(reading)

Yellow Corp.

SLUG
Bunch of cowards.

Slug stands.

SLUG (CONT’D)
In fact...

He exits.

INT. LUXURY SEDAN - MOMENTS LATER

Down the two-lane blacktop, essing out of the mountain pass, 
Jake attaches a bluetooth.

JAKE
It’s served... I served him... Them, I 
mean “them.”

He pauses---he’s getting a real talking to.

JAKE (CONT’D)
I understand the time frame, it won’t be 
a problem, mostly.

(beat)
What I mean is---well---

His focus is stolen.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Holy shit!

EXT. TWO LANE BLACKTOP - SAME TIME

The luxury sedan veers, skidding to a stop as Slug, sitting 
on a horse waits in the middle of the street.

He holds a rifle.

After a moment, Jake slowly gets out of his car.

JAKE
Jesus Christ, Dad. You scared the living 
shit out of me.
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No response.

JAKE (CONT’D)
You could have killed me.

Still nothing.

JAKE (CONT’D)
You could have killed yourself.

Slug sneers.

JAKE (CONT’D)
(accepting)

I could have killed you.

Slug relishes in his height advantage over Jake.

JAKE (CONT’D)
What are you doing with that rifle?

SLUG
It appears to me we were having a 
conversation that you walked out on. 

JAKE
A conversation goes two ways---give and 
take---

SLUG
You just doing what the man wants? 
Followin’ everybody else’s wants instead 
of your father’s?

JAKE
I should do what you want?

SLUG
Might be worth a try. What is this about?

He pulls out the wad of paper from his pocket.

JAKE
I think it’s pretty clear what that is.

SLUG
I want an explanation.
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JAKE
You got it. Read it.

SLUG
From you.

JAKE
An explanation?

SLUG
A goddamn explanation!

He throws the paper at Jake. Jake looks at it, on the bottom 
it reads ‘’Jack Glass, Attorney” below an ornate signature.

JAKE
Why’d you really bring that rifle?

SLUG
Tends to get some attention.

JAKE
You need some attention?

SLUG
From you, yessir. Yessir, I need some 
goddamn attention.

Jake displays the paper.

JAKE
About this.

SLUG
You think you can make your way into 
town, drop off your handbill and walk out 
without so much as a damned argument?

JAKE
Well, that was the plan, yeah.

SLUG
Some goddamn son.

Jake hoists up his britches.

JAKE
You have a funny way of wanting an 
argument. You want an explanation, but 
nothing’s gonna suit you, is it? 
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You just want to say how it’s gonna be. 
Well, you don’t get to have it that way, 
not anymore.

He shoves the paper back into Slug’s pocket.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Your way’s always the right one. You 
don’t have any room for anyone else, so 
guess what, we left. We saw a way out.

SLUG
Saw a way out riding a gilded wagon 
straight up the food chain, right? Slick 
Williams ain’t got nothing to do with 
that?

JAKE
He was our chance. Funny you want to talk 
about this now.

SLUG
Why’d you come back? Why’d you deliver 
this?

JAKE
I thought it might be nice to see it 
again.

SLUG
You ain’t got the right to do this.

JAKE
To who? I do feel bad for Gus, Zeke, Dee 
Dee--- Who are you upset for?

Nothing.

JAKE (CONT’D)
You go ahead and use that rifle. It got 
you your attention, but it’s sure as shit 
not going to intimidate me, ‘cuz I know 
that’s why you really brought it.

He walks back to the car.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Go ahead and shoot me, Slug.
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Jake jumps in his car and drives off leaving Slug in the 
dust.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Gus pours a beer and walks it to MARSHAL ZEKE, 60s, proud of 
his tin badge.

MARSHAL ZEKE
You say the California is kickin’ us out? 
To where? Arizona?

GUS
They’re just kickin’ us from Muley Pass.

MARSHAL ZEKE
They’re puttin’ on a production somewhere 
they need us?

GUS
Nope. 

(beat)
‘Was something in there ‘bout 
compensation.

MARSHAL ZEKE
Hell, it’d better be good. This has been 
a good season for us.

He looks over both shoulders.

MARSHAL ZEKE (CONT’D)
The damn Krauts have been swarmin’ here 
for the last couple of months thanks to 
the old show gettin’ translated and all. 

Dee Dee enters, interrupts.

DEE DEE
It’s not that old dusty show, Zeke. Shit. 
It’s the Euro. Better exchange rates, 
their money’s goin’ further here.
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MARSHAL ZEKE
I don’t expect you to understand the 
power of the show, you only showed up 
during season ten. Slick was hardly 
around then.

Gus nervously looks around.

GUS
Keep it down on the Slick talk.

DEE DEE
(loudly)

Fuck Slick Williams.

Zeke and Gus shush her.

MARSHAL ZEKE
He’s a major star.

DEE DEE
Yeah, what was his last movie?

Gus and Zeke think hard.

MARSHAL ZEKE
There was that one with the chimp---or 
was than an orangutan?

MARSHAL ZEKE (CONT’D)
He did all the great westerns in the 70s. 
I don’t have to explain his career to you-
--he put this town on the map. So mush so 
them Germans know about it, and that’s 
why they’re here.

GUS
Why else’d they come here, of all places?

DEE DEE
Why? Why not come here if not for “Slick 
Williams, God of the silver screen?”

She sits up, ready for sincerity.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
‘Cuz Europe’s got castles.

Gus and Zeke are confused.
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DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Knights, princesses... kings? Shit! 
Queens? The round table? That’s their 
mythology. So when Americans go over 
there, that’s what they wanna see---some 
six hundred year old shit where some 
asshole beheaded another asshole.

GUS
That’s why they come to Muley Pass?

DEE DEE
They come to Muley Pass, ‘cuz that’s our 
mythology. They got Robin Hood and Joan 
of Arc. We got Billy the Kid and...

Waiting for Zeke’s baited breath.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Slick Williams.

Zeke stops the German Tourist, walking past him.

MARSHAL ZEKE
(to the backpacker, in 
American accent)

Pardonne-moi. Could you tell me why you 
chose to come to Muley Pass?

GERMAN TOURIST
Real American cowboy. I am love the Slick 
Williams television show.

The tourist pulls out his finger guns.

GERMAN TOURIST (CONT’D)
(slowly quoting)

Go on and put this old Buscadero to the 
test.

The tourist walks away.

Zeke clink his glass against Dee Dee’s.

DEE DEE 
It’s a small sample size.

POKEY pushes into the group and approaches Zeke.
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POKEY
Marshal, you gotta give me back my Colt.

MARSHAL ZEKE
We’ve discussed this Pokey. I can’t have 
you feedin’ it live ammunition.

POKEY
But Victor Hunt’s just killed them two 
cowpokes.

Zeke looks at Gus for clarification.

GUS
Bear played the “Black Hat” today.

MARSHAL ZEKE
(to Pokey)

I can’t do it. I think you’ll be okay.

DEE DEE
Christ, Pokey, Victor Hunt died in season 
eleven.

GUS
Not so fast, Dee Dee. Don’t forget season 
twelve.

DEE DEE
Right, the “twist.” That when DeForest 
took over the show?

GUS
I reckon.

DEE DEE
What a hack.

MARSHAL ZEKE
I heard he’s a bigtime, got his own 
studio.

Slug enters, dejected. He sits next to the crew.

SLUG
We’re all up shit creek. They’re takin’ 
the town.
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The first Dee Dee’s heard of it.

DEE DEE
The Germans?

(beat)
I told you. The dollar drops and the 
Germans’ll take over. It’s all in the 
exchange.

MARSHAL ZEKE
Hush! He means the State, there’s a 
chance---

SLUG
We’re getting kicked out.

DEE DEE
Well, shit.

GUS
There’s no talkin’ to Jake?

SLUG
The kid’s a pawn. Wouldn’t even listen to 
me.

Gus laughs.

SLUG (CONT’D)
What?!

GUS
(smiling)

You aren’t exactly one to---

Slug purses his lips, Gus’s demeanor glooms.

GUS (CONT’D)
I’m sure you did everything you could.

Bear enters, sweating.

POKEY
We don’t want no trouble, mister.

MARSHAL ZEKE
Back off, Pokey.
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Bear sidles up to the bar.

BEAR
Gimme a TurboJuice, Gus.

Gus pulls out a monstrously-sized energy drink and puts it in 
front of Bear.

DEE DEE
You been puttin’ it all out there, boy.

BEAR
Say what?

GUS
She’s trying to say you’re milkin’ it.

Pokey slowly saunters out, trying not to gain any attention.

BEAR
Milkin’ it? Shit, that’s what the people 
want.

DEE DEE
They want authenticity.

Slug groans, holding his stomach.

GUS
Ah, Christ. You haven’t had hardly 
anythin’ to eat, let me fix you a remedy.

Gus disappears into the kitchen.

BEAR
Authenticity? What the shit is that?

DEE DEE 
The O.K. Corral but lasted half-a-minute, 
and there’re were...

(she counts)
...about nine fighting.

BEAR
Yeah, well you tell Wilhelm he just 
trekked thirty miles from the park so’s 
that he could watch a thirty second show.
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Gus emerges from the kitchen with a slice of chocolate cake 
and a mason jar of milk.

DEE DEE
Yeah, you’re Muley’s attraction.

Slug picks up the fork and stabs at the cake.

SLUG
Stop jabberin’.

Slug messily eats his cake.

Bear downs the energy drink. A clocktower dings outside.

BEAR
Shit, that was no break.

HANK (O.S.)
(yelling into the Saloon)

Come on out here, you lily-livered 
coward.

Bear takes a last swig and straightens his costume.

DEE DEE
Authenticity.

The crowd noise swells outside.

ACE (O.S.)
Don’t make us come in there.

Bear heads toward the swinging doors, pauses, then 
dramatically pushes them open.

BEAR (O.S.)
Ain’t no one leavin’ here alive.

Gus rolls his eyes. Slug is slouched over his cake.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE, DESERT - SAME TIME

Large construction vehicles clear land, WORKERS bustle 
around, looking busy.
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Jake’s sedan drives down the dirt road, passing a sign that 
reads, “Restricted Area, Yellow Corp.”

He drives carefully past the workers, metal girders, and 
trucks. He parks next to a trailer, sitting lonesome among 
the giant cranes.

INT. YELLOW CORP. TRAILER - MOMENTS LATER

Inside, the trailer is modest. A very simple desk sits in the 
middle, a couple of folding chairs mimic a larger, more 
imposing office’s leather wingback.

On the other side of the desk, looking over a surveyed map, 
is ROLLIE HUFF, 50s. Not a slick businessman, someone who’s 
been beaten on his way to the top.

Jake enters.

ROLLIE
Two weeks.

JAKE
I know, I think I---

ROLLIE
There’s your problem.

Jake sits.

ROLLIE (CONT’D)
We have two goddamn weeks. At least, 
that’s what Sacramento tells us.

JAKE
Give me another day or---

ROLLIE
Two weeks or the money’s gone.

Jake opens his mouth, but Rollie stops him.

ROLLIE (CONT’D)
No federal money, no railroad.

Again.
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ROLLIE (CONT’D)
Let me finish. No railroad, no 
commission. No commission --

JAKE
I don’t have a job.

ROLLIE
You? Who cares about you? Me! I don’t 
have a job. Those people out there, those 
ones I hired, working like dogs. They 
don’t have a job.

JAKE
It’s been difficult.

ROLLIE
Yeah, I bet. Kickin’ out a bunch of 
geezers from some town that doesn’t even 
really exist, got to be difficult.

JAKE
Those geezers are going to be really 
stubborn.

ROLLIE
Christ, what the hell do I care? You’re 
here for a reason, I want you to follow 
through. From what I hear, you’re this 
close to partner.

JAKE
I’ll get them out.

ROLLIE
Two weeks.

JAKE
Yeah, soon. I mean, well, let’s say, just 
for say so, I can’t.

Rollie glares.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Not that I won’t! I mean, why not have a 
contingency plan. Go around the city.

Rollie presses his finger against the map.
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ROLLIE
There are no contingencies. You see that 
there? Los Angeles. That there? San 
Francisco. Let’s take a nice neat line 
from each. What’s that here, right in the 
damn middle, fighting a national park on 
the east and the sonofabitch Pacific on 
the west?

JAKE
Some sort of rock formation?

ROLLIE
(sarcastic)

Thanks, Mr. Science. It’s what engineers 
would call an impassible ridge. So, the 
only way is---

JAKE
Through the ridge.

ROLLIE
Through the town.

JAKE
I’ll get them out.

ROLLIE
I’m counting on it. Grissom, Park and 
GLASS are counting on it.

EXT. BARBER SHOP, MULEY PASS - NIGHT

The barber shop is closed for the day. A beat up wood slat 
with diagonal red and white stripes is crudely nailed to the 
storefront.

Above the barber shop is a second story with a simple window 
looking onto Main street---Bear’s apartment.

INT. BEAR’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The apartment is very simple. A sink, a toilet, a bed. 
Practically a jail cell with linens.

Bear sits next to the sink on a wooden chair, shirtless.

25 



He carefully tears away a taped, expired blood pack on his 
chest. He reveals a large bruise underneath it.

POKEY (O.S.)
Come on out, vermin!

BEAR
(to himself)

Shit, what the hell is this?
(yelling out)

We’re done for the night.

POKEY (O.S.)
I ain’t done with you!

Bear stands, grabs a towel full of ice cubes and presses it 
to his bruise. He winces.

He goes to the window, opens it.

EXT. BARBER SHOP, MULEY PASS - CONTINUOUS

Bear sticks his head out to find Pokey in the middle of the 
street, gun holstered.

BEAR
Christ, Pokey. Go on home.

POKEY
It’s time you ought leave town.

BEAR
What the hell are you talking about?

POKEY
Come on down and face your maker.

BEAR
(calling out)

Zeke? Gus? Slug? Hey, Slug!

No answer.

BEAR (CONT’D)
(reluctantly)

Dee Dee?
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(to Pokey)
You’ve gone off the deep end.

POKEY
You yella’?

BEAR
If you’re not going---I’ll take you home. 

He closes the window.

Pokey readies himself.

A moment later, a latch clicks from the barber shop and Bear 
emerges.

Slug walks toward the shop.

BEAR (CONT’D)
(to Slug)

Thank God. Look at this fool, he’s lost 
it.

POKEY
Don’t go makin’ amends to your Lord now.

Pokey wiggles his fingers over the grip of his revolver.

Gus, Zeke, Ace, and Dee Dee appear, forming a small crowd.

Bear approaches Pokey.

Pokey sucks in his breath and draws. Slug jumps for Pokey and 
clips him as Pokey fires.

Bear drops.

GUS
Holy Shit! Bear!

The crowd surrounds Bear, tending to him as Slug disarms 
Pokey.

SLUG
Where in the hell did you get this Colt?

POKEY
The Marshal wouldn’t take matters into 
his own hands so I had to do it. 
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Victor Hunt’s not going to be botherin’ 
us no more.

SLUG
Victor Hunt died in season eleven.

DEE DEE
That was his brother, ‘member?

MARSHAL ZEKE
I had his gun locked up in the office. I 
don’t know where he got the bullets.

Bear sits up.

BEAR
You son-of-a-bitch you shot me in the 
damn leg!

POKEY
Christmas, I just gone and made him 
madder.

Slug empties the chambers.

MARSHAL ZEKE
(to Pokey)

I’m afraid I’m going to have to arrest 
you.

POKEY
I just been acting on the good of the 
people.

BEAR
Jesus Christ, Pokey. I am not Victor 
Hunt!

GUS
(to Slug)

He got him in the shin, it got---it’s all 
busted up.

SLUG
I’ll take him to the doc, get him patched 
up.

Zeke motions to Slug for the weapon.
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SLUG (CONT’D)
No, you couldn’t handle it once, you’re 
not now.

Slug shoves the gun into his belt.

Ace helps Bear up, bearing his weight, a bandana is tied 
tightly around his shin.

Slug jogs south down the street toward the horse pen

BEAR
(to Pokey)

Goddamn you. There go my damn tips!

Slug returns on the palomino. The crew help Bear onto the 
back of the saddle, he sits side-saddle behind Slug. Bear 
holds Slug tight. They ride down the street.

Bear cringes.

BEAR (CONT’D)
Ride gentle.

SLUG
You wanna bleed out?

They disappear behind the buildings.

MARSHAL ZEKE
(to Pokey)

C’mon.

Gus and Zeke escort Pokey down the street.

Ace realizes.

ACE
Anyone seen Hank?

No one verbally responds, a few shaken heads.

ACE (CONT’D)
Guess I’m gonna have to shoot Dee Dee 
tomorrow, she’s not going to like that.

He follows the crowd.
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EXT. CITY LINE, CHOLLA HILL - NIGHT

The two ride past the welcome sign to Cholla Hill, population 
eight thousand.

EXT. CHOLLA HILL MEDICAL CENTER, ER - MOMENTS LATER

Outside the emergency room entrance, Slug’s horse stands, 
tied to a pylon.

INT. ER WAITING ROOM - SAME TIME

Muzak plays softly over the speakers.

Slug sits uneasy in the waiting room under flickering 
fluorescent light. He looks around for something to grab his 
attention - finds a men’s fashion magazine. He picks it up, 
the cover features a male model wearing the same suit Jake 
wore. Slug grimaces, and throws it back on the table.

He looks at his mud-caked boots and stands.

Slug approaches the only other person there, the NURSE on 
duty behind the desk, who plays with her phone.

SLUG
Miss, you mind?

She glances up indifferently.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Can I get one of them gaggers?

NURSE
Huh?

He points. She labors a sigh and spins her chair around. She 
grabs a tongue depressor and hands it to Slug.

SLUG
Much obliged.

He sits and begins to chip the dried mud off of his boots.

A POLICE OFFICER enters. The nurse looks up at the officer.
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NURSE
Guess who?

The officer turns and sees Slug surrounded by mud. He 
approaches Slug.

POLICE OFFICER
That your horse outside?

Slug looks up. Then looks around.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Sir, did you bring in the patient?

SLUG
You connected them two things, huh? Good 
for you.

POLICE OFFICER
Stand up please, sir.

Slug glares and obeys.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
You know who shot your friend?

SLUG
Yep.

POLICE OFFICER
You want to tell me who?

SLUG
Nope.

POLICE OFFICER
And why not?

SLUG
He don’t need to be in any trouble.

POLICE OFFICER
(deducing)

Did you shoot your friend, sir?

SLUG
Nope.
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POLICE OFFICER
You sure?

SLUG
Yep.

POLICE OFFICER
Sir, I’m going to need you to face that 
wall there and put your hands up against 
it.

SLUG
That necessary?

POLICE OFFICER
Yes, sir. It’s protocol.

SLUG
Then let’s “Dosey Doe.”

He spins and puts his hands on the wall, revealing the 
revolver in his belt.

The officer leaps into action, pinning Slug against the wall.

POLICE OFFICER
(into radio)

Darla, I’ve got a four-seventeen, 
apprehending now.

SLUG
It’s not mine.

POLICE OFFICER
It never is.

SLUG
I was just trying to get rid of it.

POLICE OFFICER
They always do.

SLUG
I didn’t shoot Bear. He’ll tell you.

The nurse looks up, uninterested.
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NURSE
Victim said it wasn’t him.

POLICE OFFICER
(to Slug, getting closer)

Did you threaten him?

The officer cuffs Slug.

SLUG
What about Wanda?

INT. MULEY PASS MARSHAL’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Gus and Zeke guide Pokey into the office.

MARSHAL ZEKE 
I hate to do this, Pokey, but you’re 
spending the night in the pokey, ‘least 
for tonight.

POKEY
What if the Hunt gang tries to get me?

GUS
Goddammit, everyone of ‘em were arrested 
in season thirteen.

Marshal Zeke ushers Pokey into the open cell, and closes the 
door on him. Pokey wraps his hands around the bars.

Gus, dismayed, looks at Pokey.

GUS (CONT’D)
(to Marshal Zeke)

How you think Slug is faring?

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. CHOLLA HILL POLICE STATION - SAME TIME

The officer throws the cell door shut on Slug. 

Slug wraps his hands around the bars.

SLUG
You take care of my horse!
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INT. CHOLLA HILL POLICE STATION - MORNING

Inside the cell, Slug wakes up. He opens his eyes to find 
himself staring directly at Jake, leaning on the bars, inside 
the cell.

SLUG
Well look on who they sent. The lackey.

JAKE
I’m trying to help you out here.

SLUG
You’re just pissin’ on my boots.

JAKE
Why’d you shoot him?

SLUG
Now ain’t that nice? My own son goes and 
thinks I have the heart to shoot some 
kid.

JAKE
You didn’t shoot him?

SLUG
Go ahead and believe what you want to 
believe, that’s all there is anyhow.

JAKE
You saying I won’t ever believe you?

SLUG
Why should you start now?

Jake turns.

JAKE
Officer, I can leave now.

SLUG
Go on, how are you gonna help me?

JAKE
It’s a lot of money, Dad. More than 
you’ll make sharing tips doing Hee Haw on 
ice.
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SLUG
You’re right. It is a lot of money.

The OFFICER opens the jail cell door.

JAKE
Then you’ll---

SLUG
It’s a lot to anyone who goes and measure 
themselves in coins.

JAKE
Hundred thousand dollars is a lot of 
coins.

SLUG
I don’t give a damn if it’s a million. 
What is it gonna buy me?

(beat)
The man’s holdin’ the door.

Slug sits on the cot.

OFFICER
You’re free to go too.

SLUG
(to Jake)

Didn’t need no hundred thousand.

He stands, walks toward out of the cell.

OFFICER
There is the matter of three hundred 
dollars.

SLUG
(caught)

What for?

OFFICER
Wanda, we had to overnight her at a vet.

Jake smiles, smug.

Slug checks his pockets.
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SLUG
If’n you can afford a hundred thousand, 
you got three hundred.

That wipes the smile off Jake’s face.

Slug moseys out.

EXT. CHOLLA HILL POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Slug’s horse stands outside as Slug exits. They’re happy to 
see each other.

SLUG
Sorry, Wanda.

Jake follows Slug out, putting his wallet away.

JAKE
Why are you making this so difficult?

SLUG
I have no idea what you’re talking about.

A Sheriff’s car pulls up. The door opens revealing a Central 
County insignia.

Out steps SHERIFF BULLARD, 60s, haggard, tired.

SHERIFF BULLARD
Christ, Slug what have you gone and done 
now?

SLUG
Just my luck to deal with law’s second 
arm.

SHERIFF BULLARD
That’s my jurisdiction---Muley Pass. I 
should be aware of these things as soon 
as they happen.

SLUG
Rouse you at midnight?

SHERIFF BULLARD
Good point.

36 



JAKE
You have jurisdiction for Muley Pass?

SHERIFF BULLARD
Yessir.

JAKE
Then what the hell does Zeke do?

Slug and the Sheriff look at Jake, perplexed.

SHERIFF BULLARD
His job s’far as I know.

(to Slug)
C’mon, lemme take you home.

SLUG
I’m not leaving Wanda again.

JAKE
You’re saying Muley Pass is 
unincorporated?

SLUG
Un-in-what?

JAKE
There’s no municipality.

Slug mounts his horse.

SLUG
Son, I don’t know who taught you 
English...

JAKE
It’s not a real town.

SHERIFF BULLARD
Depends on what you mean by real.

JAKE
It certainly does.

The sheriff’s face sours.

SHERIFF BULLARD
Yes, it does.
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The sheriff looks at Slug glaring at him and offers a “what 
could I do” apologetic gesture.

Jake removes himself to make a phone call.

SLUG
(sarcastic)

Thanks, Sheriff, you’re a pal. 

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - LATER

The town gathers as a convoy approaches. Slug, riding Wanda, 
leads with the Sheriff’s cruiser behind him and Jake’s sedan 
trailing.

Zeke, ever the pessimist, removes his hat and holds it to his 
chest.

Nearby, Pokey looks out the barred window at the jail house.

The cars park, and Slug rides up to the crowd.

GUS
Is he okay?

SLUG
Had to stay over at the animal hospital, 
but yeah, he’s okay.

Slug pats Wanda.

DEE DEE
Bear, you dullard. Is he okay?

SLUG
Only but took a shot to the leg. I had to 
spend the night laid up in an iron box.

The Sheriff opens the back door of the cruiser and helps Bear 
out, who stumbles on his crutches.

Jake exits his sedan and approaches. He alternates between 
smiling and “wearing” a frown.

Slug unmounts and ties up Wanda.
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GUS
What’s got you, kid?

JAKE
Uncle Gus, I’m afraid I have bad news.

DEE DEE
Bad news, nothing, you can hardly contain 
yourself.

Bear hobbles to the barber shop and enters.

SLUG
Thanks for the help, Sheriff. We can 
handle it from here.

SHERIFF BULLARD
Not leaving without Bear.

SLUG
Pardon?

SHERIFF BULLARD
He asked me to give him a ride back to 
town.

SLUG
Why?

Pokey hides behind the bars of the window.

JAKE
The offer is rescinded.

DEE DEE
The eviction?

GUS
Hoo-rah! They’ve decided to move the 
rail!

JAKE
Not exactly. The offer is rescinded.

MARSHAL ZEKE
What are you talking about?

JAKE
Well, Muley pass is an unincorporated 
municipality, so...
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GUS
That’s how we like it!

SHERIFF BULLARD
It means that the state and the county 
govern the land. You don’t have rights 
like a city might.

SLUG
The boy’s not payin’ us.

MARSHAL ZEKE
Not payin’ us? As in zilch, nada, 
nothing?

JAKE
The state can do what it wants with 
unincorporated land, so...

GUS
No hundred grand.

MARSHAL ZEKE
No hundred grand?!

SLUG
We’re being put out to pasture, and this 
kid is eatin’ it up.

The crowd surrounds Jake.

Bear emerges from the barber shop, a bag slung over his arm. 
He hobbles to the cruiser. 

Slug follows him.

SLUG (CONT’D)
What do you think you’re doing, kid?

BEAR
Movin’ on, healing, whatever it takes.

SLUG
This is your home.

BEAR
Was. I don’t have a place here anymore.

The sheriff opens the door and Bear throws his bag inside. He 
looks back at the crowd.
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BEAR (CONT’D)
So long, Muley Pass!

No response.

BEAR (CONT’D)
So long, Slug.

Slug turns and heads back to the crowd. Bear gets in the 
cruiser.

MARSHAL ZEKE
No money?

Jake looks down.

SLUG
You got some sort of evil in you kid. 
What are you gettin’ out of this?

The sheriff gets in the cruiser and pulls out of town.

POKEY
Good riddance.

MARSHAL ZEKE
How about me? I’ll take the deal, give me 
the deal, I am out of here.

The crowd turns to Zeke.

MARSHAL ZEKE (CONT’D)
I got family up north, I can...

GUS
There’s no more deal.

SLUG
(to Jake)

I have nothing more to say to you.

Slug gets close to Jake, about to pop. Then turns, walks 
away.

GUS
You remember what happened to Slocum, in 
season six?

DEE DEE
He got hung up to shame.
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She smiles.

GUS
Ace? Hank?

Ace, Hank, and Gus grab Jake and pull him away.

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - LATER

The town is buzzing with a NEW GROUP of tourists for the day, 
but something new is grabbing their attention. They whisper 
and quietly take photographs.

In the middle of the town a large wooden post has been driven 
into the ground. Jake is tied to it.

JAKE
Guys? C’mon. Hey guys? Is this necessary.

No one answers him.

His cell phone rings.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Christ! Hey guys.

He tries to fish the phone out of his pocket. He ekes it out, 
revealing an incoming call from Rollie.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Dammit!

He tries to answer, but the ringing stops. He attempts to 
call back, holding the phone as close as he can under the 
circumstances.

JAKE (CONT’D)
C’mon...

The call fails.

JAKE (CONT’D)
No service?! I hate this town.

He loses grip of his phone and it drops to the dirt road.

Gus approaches Jake.
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GUS
That was a mighty mean thing you did.

JAKE
Can you let me down?

GUS
Like there weren’t an bit of humanity in 
you?

JAKE
Get me down, we’ll talk.

Gus paces around Jake.

GUS
What the hell is in this for you?

JAKE
I know, I know.

(beat)
Can you please get me down?

GUS
I don’t know what got into you. Hell, I 
never seen your dad so burnt up he didn’t 
want to yell or even talk.

JAKE
I can deal with him. I’ll go talk to him. 
Just, if you’d...

GUS
You could have done this better, Jake.

Gus leaves Jake suspended.

Zeke checks over his shoulders before approaching Jake.

JAKE
Zeke, c’mon, let me down.

MARSHAL ZEKE
Are we going to have a deal?

JAKE
What?
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MARSHAL ZEKE
The hundred grand? If it’s still on, you 
can count me gone.

JAKE
I don’t think--

Zeke walks away.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Hey!

MARSHAL ZEKE
Yeah?

JAKE
You let me down, you’ve got... I’ll see 
what I can do.

MARSHAL ZEKE
You mind givin’ me a ride?

JAKE
No problem, just cut me loose.

Zeke does and Jake picks up his phone.

MARSHAL ZEKE
One last thing.

Zeke jogs back to the Marshal’s office and returns.

MARSHAL ZEKE (CONT’D)
Okay, let’s go.

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Pokey stares out of his bars at the badge on the marshal’s 
desk. 

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - AFTERNOON

Gus loads up drinks for Dee Dee, Ace, and Hank, who sit at 
the counter despondent.

ACE
Where’d Slug go? 
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GUS
There’s a special place he goes alone 
times like this.

DEE DEE 
He’s on the roof.

She throws down a shot.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
He’s acting like a damn child.

An overdressed traveler, wearing a name tag that reads 
JUSTIN, approaches the bar.

JUSTIN
Pardon me, cowboys?

They turn.

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
I was wondering, well, we were 
wondering...

He motions to his traveling GROUP, bright-eyed and bushy-
tailed.

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
When the gun fight was going to start.

The four stare daggers at the traveler.

HANK
Today’s not a good day, Justin.

The four turn back to their drinks, back to their 
conversation.

ACE
Now Zeke’s gone.

HANK
Screw him.

DEE DEE 
He had no sense in being Marshal.

JUSTIN
Well, we were hoping, since we came all 
the way out here.
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HANK
Not. A. Good. Day.

JUSTIN
Is there anyone else in town that does 
gunfights?

Ace and Hank give Justin the stink eye.

ACE
You ought just leave town now, before 
this gets ugly.

JUSTIN
Ugly, yeah! Sounds good.

He coughs.

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
You guys just ain’t man enough, I reckon.

Ace stands with intent, Hank holds him back. Justin smiles.

He throws a thumbs up to his group then tries a steely glare 
back at Ace, it doesn’t go over well.

Hank lets Ace go and Ace grabs Justin and carries him to the 
door.

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - CONTINUOUS

Ace throws Justin onto the street.

ACE
Go on, get out of here, and take your 
Bible study with you.

JUSTIN
This town is grossly over-hyped!

Ace leaves him.

Pokey sticks his head toward the street in the cell.

POKEY
Psst. 

Justin looks.
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POKEY (CONT’D)
You let me outta here, I’ll make it worth 
your while?

JUSTIN
How’d you get in there?

POKEY
Serving justice. I think them keys are 
inside this desk in here.

JUSTIN
Why should I let you out?

POKEY
Last time Victor was arrested, the gang 
went on a tear.

JUSTIN
What?

POKEY
They burned up the village something 
awful, took a day or two to rebuild.

JUSTIN
Who’s Victor?

Justin walks closer.

POKEY
He’s about the baddest man in Red County.

JUSTIN
Red County?

POKEY
Silver Star---Lou Brackett, he is the 
sheriff of these parts. He and Victor are 
sworn enemies. Have been for fifty some 
odd years.

JUSTIN
Okay. Do you know if there are any other 
towns around that do gunfights?

POKEY
Every town in Red County’s been known for 
some shoot-ups. Hewitt’s tried to clean 
it up, but Victor’s gang keeps a-comin’.
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Pokey laughs.

POKEY (CONT’D)
In fact, this one time, Victor run into 
town, callin’ out the sheriff. The 
sheriff took one shot and but snapped off 
his suspenders, his pants gone and fell 
and he was wearing nothing but his 
bloomers.

Justin’s confused.

POKEY (CONT’D)
In fact, that same day, the sheriff done 
shot Victor.

It’s an epiphany.

POKEY (CONT’D)
He was laid to rest out in a dirt hole a 
quarter mile from here.

It’s all coming back.

POKEY (CONT’D)
But he’s back.

He’s horrified.

POKEY (CONT’D)
I only heard about things like this.

He grabs Justin through the bars.

POKEY (CONT’D)
You gotta let me out.

JUSTIN
If I let you out will you leave me alone.

POKEY
Deal.

EXT. ROOF, LAST CALL SALOON - SAME TIME

Slug sits atop the roof, whittling a piece of dead wood.
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Gus opens a trap door and climbs onto the roof.

GUS
Zeke’s gone.

SLUG
I know. I saw.

GUS
Well, what do you think we ought do?

SLUG
I’m ruminatin’ on it.

GUS
You angry?

SLUG
I ain’t angry---I’m musing, 
contemplating...

GUS
Brooding?

SLUG
Sure, what have you...

GUS
You know, those people downstairs are 
really lookin’ to you.

SLUG
Then they might have a problem.

From on high, Gus witnesses Pokey running down the town 
loose.

GUS
I’m serious. You know, all these years, 
you been the face of Muley Pass, like it 
or not.

Slug stands up suddenly.

SLUG
C’mon let’s go to the Marshal’s.
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GUS
Why in the hell do we need to go over 
there?

SLUG
Because I’m naming you Marshal.

INT. MULEY PASS JAIL - MOMENTS LATER

Slug storms into the Marshal’s office, Gus following him. He 
pushes Justin out of the way.

GUS
By whose authority are you deputizing me?

SLUG
You’re not a deputy, you’re Marshal.

Slug finds Zeke’s discarded Marshal star on his desk and pins 
it to Gus’s chest.

SLUG (CONT’D)
And I’m the authority, because I said so. 
You said it yourself, I’m the face of 
this town.

GUS
That doesn’t give you the right---

SLUG
They want to say we’re unincorpo-- not a 
town? Well I’ll make us a town. I’ll put 
us back on the map.

GUS
You know what it takes to make us a town?

SLUG
Do you?

GUS
No, but I imagine paperwork. 
Applications, statuses, elected 
officials.

SLUG
What are you talkin’ about?
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GUS
Well, if we’re unincorporated I suppose 
that’s what’d get us INcorporated.

SLUG
Incorporated nothing. I’m gonna bring us 
a real studio production.

GUS
A studio production of what?

SLUG
Hell, a grand ol’ western---what else 
they shoot here for fifty some odd years.

GUS
We ain’t been needed for forty of those 
years!

SLUG
What about them little productions?

GUS
Those were music videos.

SLUG
Probably aired somewhere.

GUS
I’m not sure they make any westerns 
anymore.

SLUG
They will.

GUS
What makes you so sure.

SLUG
I’m going to Slick Williams.

GUS
That backstabbing---

SLUG
We had our differences. I just as soon 
shoot him as make a deal with him, but he 
can help. And if he can’t, well---

Gus waits.
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SLUG (CONT’D)
Someone’ll make a western.

GUS
(reading)

As citizen of Muley Pass, I hereby grant 
full mayorship to James “Slug” McLeod.

(beat)
Don’t we have to vote?

SLUG
You said it yourself. Everyone in town 
will sign this, and well, it’ll be 
official enough. 

GUS
When will you go?

SLUG
Tonight.

GUS
You sure?

SLUG
It’s what I gotta do. Let me say goodbye 
to the lot downstairs, and line up some 
drinks.

GUS
I don’t think they’ll want them.

SLUG
For me.

INT. MID-SCALE RESTAURANT - EVENING

Rollie eats with his WORKERS at a large table. Everyone’s 
enjoying a lavish meal.

Jake enters and sits opposite Rollie. Rollie smiles and looks 
up toward a WAITRESS.

ROLLIE
Another steak special!

JAKE
I’m okay?
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ROLLIE
Nah, have the special. How’s the drive?

JAKE
Not bad, after I got myself loose.

ROLLIE
Loose?

JAKE
They tied me to a post.

ROLLIE
You got out.

JAKE
I don’t how much more of this I can take.

ROLLIE
(getting serious)

As much as you have to. We’re talking 
about the livelihood of the company. We 
employ hundreds of people. How many 
people are we displacing in Muley Pass?

JAKE
I don’t know. Two left. Six left.

ROLLIE
Exactly. That’s spit in the ocean.

JAKE
Those are the people I grew up with.

ROLLIE
Look, it’s now or never. We got a ticking 
clock here. And you said it yourself, we 
don’t owe them anything.

JAKE
(facetiously)

We can just boot them out.

ROLLIE
Exactly. They’re already on our property. 
Get rid of them.

JAKE
How do we do that?
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ROLLIE
Hell. Tomorrow, we’ll bring in the dozers 
and a crane. 

JAKE
No warning?

ROLLIE
It’ll get them to leave, don’t you think?

EXT. MAIN STREET, MULEY PASS - DAY

Slug slings a satchel over his shoulder as he’s crowded by 
the citizens of Muley Pass.

GUS
When you comin’ back?

SLUG
When it’s done.

Dee Dee looks at him, weighs her options, and relents. She 
reaches toward her garter and pulls out a fifty dollar bill.

DEE DEE
This’ll get you there and back.

SLUG
Much obliged.

ACE
How you getting into town?

Gus ponders, looks around, sees Justin and his crowd of Do-
Gooders.

SLUG
Gus, take care of Wanda. 

Slug approaches Justin and his group.

SLUG (CONT’D)
That you’re wagon?

He motions to a simple, beat-up van parked off the street.
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JUSTIN
Yessir.

SLUG
Well, come on, you’re taking me to town.

JUSTIN
We are?

SLUG
Now.

EXT. BUS STATION, CHOLLA HILL - LATER

The van pulls up outside of the bus station and Slug hops 
out.

Inside the van, the group looks terrified.

Slug tips his hat and enters the bus station.

INT. VAN - CONTINUOUS

Justin, in the driver’s seat, turns to his compatriots.

JUSTIN
I think we should just go home.

Everyone nervously nods.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD BLVD - DAY

Slug gets off the bus, left in the wild of Hollywood. He gets 
his bearings. He heads down the street toward the TCL Chinese 
Theater.

He passes PEOPLE in various costumes posing with TOURISTS 
flocking the streets. He grumbles as he passes them. 
PEDESTRIANS bump into him as they read their cell phones, 
inattentive to the sidewalk.

He gets more irate with the more people that run into him, he 
lowers his shoulder and gives the next ONE what for. An 
INDIAN family stops him. The father pulls out a large camera.

INDIAN FATHER
Would you please?
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He gestures to Slug to move into a camera shot with his 
family. Without giving consent, the family boxes Slug in, 
ready for a memory.

INDIAN FATHER (CONT’D)
So great. Thank you, thank you.

Slug is confused.

INDIAN FATHER (CONT’D)
Just like Slick Williams he is. Ramesh, 
get closer. Give him a squeeze.

He snaps some pictures---Slug never smiles.

INDIAN FATHER (CONT’D)
Perfect, perfect. Many thanks.

The father pats Slug on the head and hands him a few dollars.

Slug looks at the money then up---the family is down the 
street taking a picture with a robot.

A YOUNG COWBOY taps Slug on the shoulder.

YOUNG COWBOY
You took my tip.

Slug looks him up and down, he’s wearing Converse.

SLUG
Kid, I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

YOUNG COWBOY
I’m the Slick Williams here.

SLUG
You? How you figure?

The cowboy’s flustered.

YOUNG COWBOY
Look at me! I’m Slick from “Iron 
Justice.” Nineteen, seventy-six. The last 
great western. What’re you? Slick from 
that fucking awful show?

SLUG
You got a lip on you, boy.
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YOUNG COWBOY
I’ve been out here two years as Slick. 
You can’t just come out and take my spot 
like this.

SLUG
I’m just passing through.

YOUNG COWBOY
Sure you are ya’ old geezer. Get off my 
spot.

SLUG
Maybe you can help.

Slug pulls out an old fake wanted poster, on the back he’s 
scribbled some address.

SLUG (CONT’D)
How in the hell do I get here?

He offers the cowboy the poster. The cowboy looks at it and 
smacks it out of his hand.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Now, I’m tryin’ to be kind.

YOUNG COWBOY
Get. Off. My. Spot.

The cowboy shoves Slug.

SLUG
Alright.

Slug bends over picks up the poster and stands. He looks the 
cowboy square in the eye.

SLUG (CONT’D)
I’m holdin’ my temper.

YOUNG COWBOY
(sarcastically)

Thank goodness! Hate to irritate you.

Slug flips the hat off the cowboy and twists the cowboy’s ear 
forcing him to bend over.

Some tourists turn.
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SLUG
Now, where’n do I go to get here?

The young cowboy points.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Much obliged. Be sure to stay on this 
spot.

Slug continues down the street as a few people attend to the 
young cowboy.

He comes upon the Chinese Theater. FANS mill about outside 
reading the stars.

FAN #1
Slick Williams! Holy shit, holy shit!

The fan takes out a smartphone and takes a couple selfies 
with the star. He tests his hands out in the imprints.

FAN #1 (CONT’D)
Unbelievable!

An OLDER TOURIST (60s) consumed with the grandeur of the 
theater has his attention stolen by Slug. He follows him.

OLDER TOURIST
(stopping Slug)

Do I know you.

SLUG
(without turning)

I don’t think so.

OLDER TOURIST
Sure I do. I’ve seen you somewhere.

He grabs Slug.

SLUG
What the hell is with this town? Where I 
come from you don’t touch nobody less you 
want some trouble.
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OLDER TOURIST
Yeah, yeah, I do know you. You’re from 
the “Silver Star of Red County!” I grew 
up on that show!

SLUG
I doubt you know me from---

OLDER TOURIST
Season seven, episode three! You were in 
Sheriff Brackett’s posse.

SLUG
That was one episode, how do you---

OLDER TOURIST
Like I said, I watched all those episodes 
when I was a kid!

SLUG
Fantastic.

OLDER TOURIST
I even got the Blu-Ray box set!

SLUG
What in the hell is that?

OLDER TOURIST
Why don’t they make westerns anymore?

SLUG
Who?

OLDER TOURIST
Hollywood! 

SLUG
Hollywood don’t make westerns anymore?

OLDER TOURIST
Not like “Silver Star” not for a long 
while. Heck, now it’s all cowboys versus 
zombies.

SLUG
What’s a zombie?
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OLDER TOURIST
That’s the big thing now---lifeless 
things walkin’ the streets.

(beat)
Hey whatever happened to that schoolmarm? 

(thinking)
Who was that who played her?

Slug sours.

OLDER TOURIST (CONT’D)
Betty Casper! Hoo-wee, she was a looker. 
You ever? You know.

He whistles. Slug grimaces and turns right into a wax figure 
of Slick Williams.

SLUG
You son-of-a-bitch.

Slug punches the wax figure, knocking its head off. The head 
rolls onto the sidewalk, stopping the pedestrians. The older 
tourist slowly backs away.

Slug holds his head. He rubs his eyes. The pedestrians watch 
him walk down the street.

He stops at a bar---”The Booze Hound.” He enters.

INT. THE BOOZE HOUND - CONTINUOUS

Slug walks in, it’s a hipster bar, dark and moody with kitchy 
artifacts---Hollywood toys of a bygone era. 

Behind the bar is a BARTENDER in his 20s wearing a waxed 
handlebar mustache.

Slug pulls up a stool to the bar. 

BARTENDER
What’ll you have, pardner?

Slug studies the writing then looks up.

SLUG
Bourbon, Kentucky.

BARTENDER
You’re in a gin bar, cowpoke.
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SLUG
Injun bar? Get me a firewater, it’s the 
same thing.

BARTENDER
Gin. We only serve gin.

SLUG
Look, I don’t need no life story, I’ll 
take a bourbon and a glass of water.

BARTENDER
(exasperated)

I’ll get you our house Tom Collins. We 
have a twist on it, we make it with agave 
syrup.

Slug pays no attention, taking in his surroundings. He spots 
something above the bar---a mint-in-box toy six shooter with 
Slick Williams’ official badge. The box reads, “You are the 
Silver Star of Red County.”

The bartender returns with the Tom Collins. 

SLUG
Where’d you get that up there?

BARTENDER
Some toy collector, cost a pretty penny. 
There are only a few left like that in 
the world.

Slug looks down at the drink.

SLUG
Where’s the bourbon?

BARTENDER
It’s the Booze Hound special.

SLUG
This ain’t brown.

BARTENDER
No, you are observant.

SLUG
Bourbon’s brown.
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BARTENDER
Try it, we guarantee you’ll like it.

Slug carefully approaches it. He picks it up, sniffs it, and 
takes a tiny sip. He sneers and slams it down on the counter.

SLUG
I hate this town. Can’t even get a decent 
drink.

He stands.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - MULEY PASS - DAY

Gus wipes the counter. The place is dead---no tourists, no 
backpackers.

He grabs some of the liquour bottles off the shelves and 
grabs a box. He packs some of the bottles, closes the box and 
looks at it. He puts the packed box under the counter. 

A few mechanical thuds shake the building.

EXT. MULEY PASS - DAY

Gus steps out of the saloon. Dee Dee, Pokey, and Ace 
eventually find their way into Main Street.

More thuds.

GUS
I sure hope Slug comes back soon.

DEE DEE
Weren’t they supposed to give us more 
time?

On the south side of the street, trucks deposit temporary 
office buildings onto the ground.

A few WORKERS are sent to dismantle the horse pen. They pull 
the top rail off the posts and plop it on the ground. Inside 
the pen, Wanda whinnies.

Gus runs to the pen.
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GUS
Stop it.

He hops over the lower railing and slowly walks up to Wanda. 
He tries to reassure her as he gets closer, holding his hand 
out. He finally makes contact with her and pets her nose. He 
carefully reaches for her reigns and grabs them.

GUS (CONT’D)
C’mon, Wanda, we want to keep you safe 
here. 

Wanda is reluctant and Gus clicks at her. Eventually, she 
moves and follows Gus’s lead, stepping over the railing. The 
walk north on Main to the crowd. The workers jump back into 
dismantling the pen.

GUS (CONT’D)
We’ll put her up on the other side where 
they’ll be far enough away to keep her 
from gettin’ spooked.

DEE DEE
What are we doing, Gus?

GUS
I told ya’.

DEE DEE
This whole thing. Muley Pass. It was 
great while it lasted, but look, it’s 
gone.

GUS
They just got the pen. Slug’ll be back 
and it’ll change.

DEE DEE
You can’t be sure.

ACE
I’m with Dee Dee on this.

GUS
Look, I’m supposed to hold this place 
down till Slug gets back and that’s what 
I am gonna do.
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DEE DEE
How long is that gonna be? Do you even 
know?

GUS
We have to give him a chance.

DEE DEE
Why? If he fails we’re out anyways and I 
don’t see much chance for success.

POKEY
Listen ta’ all y’ur yammerin’. This 
here’s our town and we ain’t gonna let a 
couple cattle rustlers up and kick us. We 
ain’t nothin’ without a home and this 
here’s our home.

GUS
I can’t abandon it now, not like this, 
not without giving Slug the decency of a 
conversation. I’m not leaving Wanda here 
to starve.

DEE DEE
What if he doesn’t come back?

GUS
How do you figure that?

DEE DEE
You know your brother. He’s out in that 
world and the one person he wants to talk 
to up and left forty years ago with the 
two people he loves the most.

Gus stops and considers.

GUS
Then I’ll wait for the coroner.

ACE
It sounds like you guys have everything 
taken care of here. Look, I know there’s 
a history here for you, but there just 
isn’t for me. I want to help, but, well, 
I just don’t see a win here.

Ace walks south toward the workers.
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POKEY
Go on, you coward.

GUS
You wanna leave me here?

DEE DEE
I do want to leave, but I’m not leaving 
you. If you want to stay, I’ll stay. But--
-

Gus ties up Wanda.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
I’m giving it three days.

EXT. ROAD TO MULEY PASS - LATER

Two WORKERS put up barriers on the road leading to Muley 
Pass.

Ace walks past them away from town with a bag slung over his 
shoulder. The workers watch him pass and finalize their work.

The barrier reads, “State of California, No Trespassing.”

EXT. HOLLYWOOD SLUMS - LATER

Slug’s made a few wrong turns; he’s far from the tourist 
traps. He’s gone past the glitz and is now in the muck. 

Shifty looking RUFFIANS populate the street here. Businesses 
are shut with metal gates, graffiti sprayed everywhere.

Two PUNKS stop SLUG.

PUNK #1
You lost, cowboy?

The punk is covered in piercings and bars through various 
body parts. His partner is just as loaded, the weight of 
metal on his face is putting a lot of pressure on his neck.

SLUG
I could use some direction here. I’m 
looking for Highland.
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PUNK #1
You’re a long way off.

PUNK #2
You wanna take a right up there, then go 
up a couple blocks.

Punk #1 elbows the Punk #2.

Slug starts to follow those directions, but Punk #1 grabs 
him.

PUNK #1
You might want to compensate us for the 
help. 

(to Punk #2)
Check his pockets.

Punk #2 does, he pulls out a couple of dollars and a handful 
of Muley Pass commemorative coins.

PUNK #1 (CONT’D)
Two dollars? And, what the hell is all 
this?

He takes a closer look at the coin.

PUNK #1 (CONT’D)
Injun Mike? Don’t you have nothin’ 
valuable on you?

SLUG
You know I been to Hollywood before---
sixty years ago, and you are givin’ it a 
bad name.

The punks laugh.

PUNK #1
Hate to change your view on the town, 
Slick.

Slug comes free of the punk. He punches the first square in 
the jaw.

SLUG
You leave him out of this.

Punk #2 pulls a pistol from his belt and points it at Slug.
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SLUG (CONT’D)
You want to go ahead and make this an 
unfair fight. Is that it, ya’ yella-
bellied half-wit.

Punk #2 cocks the pistol.

SLUG (CONT’D)
You’re just yella’ enough to do it, ain’t 
ya’?

Slug bends down and picks up the commemorative coins, puts 
them in his pocket. 

PUNK #2
Don’t move, old man.

SLUG
You know, there’s an episode there on the 
“Silver Star.” Ol’ Buford is trapped by 
one of Victor Hunt’s men. He’s in a 
corner there, with no way out.

PUNK #2
Shut up.

SLUG
Well, what was Buford gonna do but just 
lay down and die? Well, what happens is, 
he reaches into his pocket.

Slug does just that.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Pulls out a gold nugget---one he found 
earlier.

Slug pulls out a coin.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Then he throws it at the bad guy, square 
in the eye. He’s bent over and that’s 
when Buford gets him. He knocks him out 
cold. 

Slug holds the coin out, the punk sweats. Slug cocks his arm, 
ready to throw---the punk waits with baited breath, dropping 
his guard. Slug kicks him in the nuts.
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The punk drops to his knees, aching for breath. Slug holds up 
the punk’s chin with his left, tees it up, and blasts him 
across the cheek.

Slug steps over the two punks and heads down the road.

SLUG (CONT’D)
This town hasn’t aged well.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - LATER

Slug opens the glass doors into an old office building still 
decorated in mid-century style. The RECEPTIONIST in front 
looks like she’s lasted from that era.

RECEPTIONIST
May I help you, sir?

SLUG
I didn’t think I’d say this, but I need 
to see Mr. Williams.

RECEPTIONIST
Mr. Williams, sir?

SLUG
Yes’m. 

RECEPTIONIST
We have three Williamses.

SLUG
Slick.

RECEPTIONIST
Slick Williams? The Slick Williams?

Slug nods.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, sir, but he hasn’t had an 
office here in some time.

SLUG
How much---
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RECEPTIONIST
Forty years.

SLUG
Any idea where I can find him?

RECEPTIONIST
Well, he’s got a big production company. 
Up in Burbank.

SLUG
Burbank.

RECEPTIONIST
Easiest way to get there is the five.

SLUG
Five what?

RECEPTIONIST
The free---Sir. There’s blood on you.

Slug looks down.

SLUG
Yes’m.

RECEPTIONIST
All I know is that his company’s 
somewhere in Burbank. Sorry I can’t be 
more help than that.

SLUG
Everyone’s gone up and moved. Whatever 
happened to stayin’ put?

RECEPTIONIST
I don’t know, sir.

SLUG
This is like tyin’ up a hog with barrel 
fever.

He begins to exit, then stops.

SLUG (CONT’D)
I’m also lookin’ for someone else, maybe 
you know how I can find her.
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RECEPTIONIST
L.A.’s a very large city.

SLUG
Alright, thank you for your time.

RECEPTIONIST
Ooh.

The receptionist stops, stands up and heads to a utility 
closet behind her. She removes something between the door and 
the jamb and slams it on the counter---a phonebook.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
It’s finely serving a purpose.

She opens it, and beckons Slug over.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
What’s the name?

SLUG
Betty?

RECEPTIONIST
Last name?

SLUG
McLeod.

She flips to the page shakes her head.

SLUG (CONT’D)
(dejected)

Williams?

She flips.

RECEPTIONIST
Nope.

Slug cheers up.

SLUG
Casper.

RECEPTIONIST
She gets around!
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Slug grumbles.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Yeah. There she is! Elizabeth Casper, two-
one-four... She’s right around the 
corner.

SLUG
Well, don’t I feel lucky.

RECEPTIONIST
Yep, just fifteen or so blocks away.

SLUG
May I have that?

The receptionist offers him the book. He rips out the page.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Much obliged.

He puts a commemorative coin on the counter.

EXT. RETIREMENT HOME - LATER

Slug looks up from the phone book page to the retirement 
complex. There’s a bronze statue of a duck with a series of 
bronze ducklings following it. An OLD MAN is trying to feed 
them forming a small pile of bread crust on the concrete.

INT. RETIREMENT HOME - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Slug enters. The place is alive with mumbling RETIREES 
waiting for the dining room to open. SLUG walks to the front 
desk. A young CONCIERGE greets him.

CONCIERGE
Are you here to see Mrs. O’Neil?

SLUG
Huh?

CONCIERGE
You have an appointment with Mrs. O’Neil - 
her three o’clock? She’s gotten a lot of 
nice packages to show you.
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SLUG
Betty Casper.

CONCIERGE
I don’t follow.

SLUG
I’m here to see Betty Casper.

CONCIERGE
Right. Well, Ms. Casper is one of our 
more active members.

Slug grabs the concierge’s collar.

SLUG
What’s that supposed to mean?

CONCIERGE
She holds down a job. It’s part-time, but 
I think she’s there now.

SLUG
Where can I find her?

CONCIERGE
I’m not at liberty to give out that kind 
of information.

SLUG
Why not?

CONCIERGE
We have a confidentiality agreement with 
our tenants.

Slug stops a MEMBER.

SLUG
You know Betty Casper?

MEMBER
She cheated me in cribbage.

SLUG
Where’s she work?
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MEMBER
I just seen her at the Natureway.

SLUG
Obliged.

He sneers at the receptionist and walks out.

INT. NATUREWAY - LATER

Slug enters the automatic doors, surprised by the rush of 
wind. The store is a Whole Foods knockoff - organic 
everything with just the right amount of smug.

The store PATRONS stop for a moment at his entrance.

One PATRON pushes a cart past him. He studies the cart before 
getting his bearings. 

He walks in amazement at all the goods stuffed into the 
retail space.

He finds his way to the bulk grains section.

A STOCKBOY restocks the bins and sees Slug approach him.

STOCKBOY
Can I help you find something, sir?

SLUG
This some sort of feed store?

STOCKBOY
What?

Slug looks around, he spots a large section of 
pharmaceuticals. Behind him, vegetables new to him, a huge 
butcher section in front.

Slug is overwhelmed. He grabs his stomach.

STOCKBOY (CONT’D)
Ulcer, huh? We can help you out.

The stockboy ushers Slug to the bottles of pills. He takes a 
bottle off the shelf and forces it into Slug’s hands.

STOCKBOY (CONT’D)
Cayenne pepper pills.
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He pulls another one.

STOCKBOY (CONT’D)
Slippery elm bark.

He forces that into Slug’s hands.

STOCKBOY (CONT’D)
Those’ll do the trick. Anything else I 
can help you with?

SLUG
You know a Betty Casper?

STOCKBOY
She’s usually bagging.

Slug shoots him an evil look.

STOCKBOY (CONT’D)
Up at the registers. Where those lines 
are.

He gestures toward the traffic jam of carts.

Slug walks away and toward the lines. He fights to look over 
the other patrons in line. He spots BETTY, 67. She looks 
tired, meek, but she bags quickly.

SLUG
Betty!

She doesn’t hear him.

He fights through more carts until he reaches Betty. 

BETTY
Holy Smokes! James! What in the heck are 
you doing here?

SLUG
It’s a long story, darlin’. 

Betty looks up at the line of people waiting for her bagging.

BETTY
This is a bad time.
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SLUG
Heck these townies can sack it 
themselves.

BETTY
Not if I want to keep my job.

Slug considers then throws himself in to help. He quickly 
throws grocery items into bags, creating oddly shaped, bulky 
paper parcels. The PICKY MOM in line glowers.

PICKY MOM
You can’t put the meat in without 
wrapping it first.

Slug grabs a gallon of milk and tosses it in with the rest of 
the grocery patron’s goods. The paper bag begins to ooze.

PICKY MOM (CONT’D)
That’s organic!

SLUG
Ma’am, I’m doing you a favor.

He slings it into her cart with a thud a few cracking sounds.

INT. NATUREWAY - EVENING

Slug sits on a chair outside a door marked manager. From 
inside the door, there is some loud, angry talking.

The door opens and Betty timidly walks out. The MANAGER stops 
her, she turns, takes off her Natureway apron and hands it to 
the manager. The manager closes the door behind her.

SLUG
I’m glad I found you, we need to get to 
Burbank.

BETTY
Burbank? We?

SLUG
I don’t know where it is either. We’ll go 
find out and go on up there.

She heads toward the doors, Slug follows her.
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BETTY
No, we won’t.

Slug stops.

SLUG
I got a sneakin’ suspicion I’m not 
wanted.

Betty keeps walking.

EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD STREETS - CONTINUOUS

The two exit the Natureway store and walk down the streets of 
West Hollywood.

SLUG
What’s gotten into you Betty? If 
anything, I should be mad at you.

This stops her.

BETTY
Are you serious?

SLUG
You tell me I ain’t got a few things to 
be mad about all these years.

BETTY
I was just fired.

SLUG
It’s only temporary.

BETTY
Only temporary? God, where have I heard 
that before. Living out there in 
Nowheresville---that was temporary.

SLUG
I’m gonna get us back in the pictures.
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BETTY
If you haven’t noticed they don’t make 
pictures about a never-was let alone 
wrinkly, creaky and pardon my language---
old as shit!

She walks down the street.

SLUG
I met someone today thought you were a 
looker.

She stops, this time outside a gay bar.

BETTY
What the hell is this all about, James? 
This another one of your small problems 
that becomes everyone else’s?

A MAN IN CHAPS and cutoff jean shorts squeezes through them 
and disappears in the bar. The sign above the bar declares 
tonight “Leather Night.”

SLUG
You suppose that’s a rodeo?

Betty’s confused.

SLUG (CONT’D)
The man had short pants on ‘neath them 
chaps---he’s gonna be awful sore in the 
morning.

BETTY
Why are you here?

SLUG
I’m saving Muley Pass.

Betty turns.

BETTY
Goodbye, James.

Slug catches up to her.

SLUG
I hate it when you call me James. Christ, 
I don’t call you Elizabeth.
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BETTY
You shouldn’t call me anything. I’m 
nothing to you.

SLUG
You’re everything.

BETTY
You been writing that to me for the past 
forty years? What? Did the letter carrier 
lose them all these years?

SLUG
I did write! I just couldn’t send ‘em.

BETTY
I should have known--you’ve got the 
tender heart of a cowboy on a drive who 
can’t quite express himself.

SLUG
You never gave me your address.

BETTY
My address? How’d you find me today?

SLUG
I tell you, it wasn’t easy.

BETTY
So you finally tried at something. You 
finally did something difficult to get 
where you are. Congratulations.

EXT. RETIREMENT HOME - CONTINUOUS

They walk up to the path into the retirement home. The old 
man that was feeding the statues is now asleep on the bench.

SLUG
I’m gettin’ at thinkin’ you’re not being 
completely sincere.

BETTY
You want difficult? I work---worked---at 
Natureway to earn ten dollars an hour---

SLUG
---Struck it rich.
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BETTY
And that’s so I don’t have to be a burden 
on Jake, who’s kept up my rent, gotten me 
clothes, cared for me because you and 
Slick never could.

SLUG
What do you mean Slick never could?

BETTY
C’mon, did you think that would last? I 
was young, he promised things and I was 
dumb enough to believe them. Jake too. 
That I have no excuse for. I’ve tried to 
be my own woman, but it’s damn near 
impossible when pictures don’t hire women 
older than forty whose only credit was 
“woman.”

SLUG
But that’s why I’m here. I’m going to 
talk to Slick---

BETTY
Talk to him or sock him?

SLUG
Talk, we need him. He needs to come in 
and save Muley Pass.

BETTY
Why in the hell that town need saving? 
Seems like you and Gus do alright there.

SLUG
Jake came in with the State, they’re 
putting the rail right through.

BETTY
Through Muley Pass, of all places?

SLUG
Yeah, they served us notice to git.

BETTY
Maybe this will finally get you out of 
there.

She enters the retirement home.
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INT. RETIREMENT HOME - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Slug follows Betty into the lobby. The place is clear of all 
people except the concierge, who watches Slug like a hawk.

SLUG
I don’t wanna leave, they don’t wanna 
leave.

BETTY
You ever ask them?

INT. RETIREMENT HOME - ELEVATOR - MOMENTS LATER

Betty enters the elevator with a petite OLD WOMAN, Slug finds 
his way into the elevator before the doors close. He looks at 
the doors suspiciously.

BETTY
Hello, Mrs. Adams.

She grins, didn’t hear a word. Slug tips his hat to the lady.

SLUG
Why won’t you help me?

BETTY
Nothing’s changed, has it, James.

SLUG
No, Elizabeth, I suppose not.

(beat)
Betty, please. You were always there for 
me---’cept when you weren’t.

BETTY
When were you there for me?

SLUG
Not all this again.

The elevator stops, Betty exits and Slug follows.

INT. BETTY’S APARTMENT - RETIREMENT HOME - MOMENTS LATER

The apartment is barely more than a studio, every area slides 
into the next.
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Betty unlocks her door and tries to keep Slug out.

BETTY
Slug, I just want to get some sleep.

SLUG
Was that so hard? Ya’ called me Slug.

BETTY
I didn’t.

SLUG
Sure did.

Slug finally smiles, and with his guard let down, she shuts 
the door in his face.

She checks the cupboard, she’s unsatisfied, she closes it. 
She checks her fridge---nope. Finally, she reaches into 
another cupboard and pulls out a bottle of Nyquil. It’ll have 
to do. She pours a capful and downs it.

SLUG (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Where’s a man supposed to bunk up?

She tries to ignore him. She turns on the television---some 
sort of dramatic love scene.

SLUG (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Betty? Might I bunk up with you.

Betty turns the volume up---the romantic spat on the screen 
is getting more heated.

SLUG (O.S.) (CONT’D)
(competing with the noise)

Just one night, Betty. Then I’ll go on to 
Burbank and see Slick. You won’t see hide 
nor hair of me after.

INT. RETIREMENT HOME - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Slug stands outside Betty’s door. She unlocks it and swings 
the door open wide.
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INT. BETTY’S APARTMENT - RETIREMENT HOME - CONTINUOUS

Slug cautiously walks in.

SLUG
(under his breath)

Difficult.

Betty closes and locks the door behind him.

BETTY
I’m going to bed. Take the couch.

She walks into the bathroom.

SLUG
What’s for supper?

Betty slams the bathroom door.

Slug checks out the kitchen. He opens cupboards and finally 
the fridge, he identifies nothing.

He pulls a small cup from the fridge.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Yah-gurt?

He inspects how to open it before tugging on the foil lid. He 
opens it about a quarter inch and digs his finger into the 
goo. He pulls out his finger covered in pink sludge and tries 
it.

He gags.

He puts the lid haphazardly back on the yogurt container and 
sticks it back in the fridge.

Betty emerges from the bathroom in a sleeping gown. She walks 
toward the screened area of her “bedroom.”

SLUG (CONT’D)
(looking at her)

Betty, you look as good as they day we 
met.

She blushes but doesn’t give a response. She crawls into bed 
and shuts off the light. Slug is left in the dark.
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Slug walks to the couch and attempts to lie down, but it’s 
much to short. He tries several positions to get comfortable, 
before giving up and sitting up.

He tries the floor to as much success. He lies there looking 
up at the popcorn ceiling. He puts his hat over his eyes.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - GUS’ QUARTERS - NIGHT

Gus looks out onto Main Street---it’s dead. Some of the signs 
adorning the buildings are gone now.

Dee Dee sits up in bed.

DEE DEE
The town isn’t going to leave us, not 
forever.

GUS
I’m already forgetting what it used to be 
like in the “Silver Star” days. I can 
remember little things, you know?

(he laughs)
There was one time when my brother and 
Slick were having a spitting contest. 
They got so heated about it, you know? 
They made a mess of the floor, the bar, 
everything. Not a one hit the spittoon. 
Then, of course, some of the producers 
got mad, got some poor assistant to clean 
it up. Slug took it in stride, blamed it 
on the animal control people, said their 
damn cow knocked over the spittoon.

DEE DEE
You didn’t correct them?

GUS
And do that to Slug? No way.

DEE DEE
Why you always protecting him?

GUS
He did the same for me when he had me 
come out here. He got me work.
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DEE DEE
He got you a jail sentence.

GUS
This is no jail.

DEE DEE
It is if you’re lying to yourself about 
being here.

GUS
I just want Slug to be okay. There ain’t 
nothing wrong with that.

DEE DEE
Not letting him struggle with what is 
okay ain’t helping you out.

GUS
You think he’ll do it? Get Slick here to 
make a picture---get some of the old 
timers back?

DEE DEE
I’ll be surprised if both of them make it 
out alive.

(beat)
Right now, all Slug should worry about is 
getting back on terms with Betty and 
Jake. Then you won’t have to worry about 
him.

GUS
I guess so.

Gus crawls into bed. Dee Dee kisses him and Gus turns off the 
light.

INT. BETTY’S APARTMENT - RETIREMENT HOME - MORNING

Betty half-asleep moans gleefully as she pulls Slug’s arm 
tighter around her. She snaps out of it and sits up. Slug is 
asleep next to her in bed.

BETTY
Get up, James.
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He murmurs. She kicks him out of bed and he falls to the 
floor.

BETTY (CONT’D)
What in the hell were you doing?

SLUG
Now, calm down, I ain’t done anything but 
sleep.

She pulls on a bath robe and cinches it tight.

BETTY
Well, I gave you your night---you had 
your night---please leave.

Slug puts on his boots and hat.

SLUG
Thanks, Betty. I do mean that. I know you 
ain’t got no reason to help me.

She opens the apartment door.

SLUG (CONT’D)
One thing---how do I get to Burbank?

She furrows her brow and collects her purse, she digs and 
pulls out a twenty.

BETTY
Take a cab.

She shoves the money in his hand.

INT. RETIREMENT HOME - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Slug steps into the hallway and Betty closes the door.

SLUG
What’s a cab?

INT. BETTY’S APARTMENT - RETIREMENT HOME - SAME TIME

Betty picks up the phone and dials.
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BETTY
(into phone)

Jake, it’s about your dad.

EXT. GENERIC OFFICE BUILDING - BURBANK - LATER

A cab pulls up the curb and Slug gets out. The CAB DRIVER 
yells out something angrily and incoherently. The cab peels 
out.

Slug looks up at the building, when Jake’s sports car pulls 
up. He parks it where the cab was. Jake gets out.

JAKE
Dad.

Slug turns.

SLUG
You almost got me, kid. But, no stopping 
me now. Here we are.

Slug walks up to the small plaque affixed to the side of the 
building.

SLUG (CONT’D)
(reading)

Slick Productions.

Slug groans.

JAKE
He’s not going to help you.

Slug opens the door. Jake grabs his arm.

SLUG
Now, boy, you don’t wanna do this.

JAKE
Let me take you on back.

SLUG
Your mom don’t wanna see me no more.

JAKE
Muley Pass.

(beat)
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We’ll get you packed up and I’ll help you 
find a place, near us, here.

SLUG
I don’t got the constitution for a place 
like this.

Slug frees himself from Jake. Jake grabs him again.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Last time I’m telling you, kid.

JAKE
Don’t do this.

SLUG
I ain’t the one doin’ it. 

JAKE
C’mon, Dad. 

Jake tries to pull Slug toward the car, Slug resists and 
eventually the struggle forces them both to tumble to the 
ground. They wrestle on the sidewalk as Jake continues to 
keep Slug from the office building door. They fight 
awkwardly.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Stop it.

SLUG
Go on, git.

Jake catches sight of his car slowly being lifted. He stops 
fighting. Slug shoves him. Jake tries to get up, but 
struggles.

JAKE
Stop, that’s my car!

The car is slowly lifted onto the tow. Jake gets up as the 
TOW TRUCK DRIVER locks the lift into place. He jumps into the 
truck.

JAKE (CONT’D)
You can’t take it!

The tow truck pulls down the road.
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SLUG
They couldn’t do that to Wanda.

Jake watches the car disappear down the street. Slug sees his 
opportunity and walks into the office building.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - SLICK PRODUCTIONS - MOMENTS LATER

Slug enters the sleek modernist office lobby. A well-groomed 
ASSISTANT sits at a desk. Slug surprises him. The assistant 
picks up the phone.

ASSISTANT
I think it’s another one of those 
superfans.

The assistant hangs up the phone.

ASSISTANT (CONT’D)
(rehearsed)

Mr. Williams is not in today. Slick 
Productions encourages you to send Mr. 
Williams a photo in the mail and he’d be 
glad to sign it. Have a nice day.

Slug approaches the desk.

SLUG
I am here to see Slick Williams and I 
ain’t takin’ no for an answer. I came 
here all the way from Muley Pass.

ASSISTANT
What is that? A movie?

SLUG
It’s a goddamn town.

Jake enters.

JAKE
Dad, come on.

(beat)
Excuse him.

ASSISTANT
I don’t want to have to call the police.
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JAKE
I’m a lawyer.

The assistant picks up the phone. He begins dialing 9-1--

Jake hangs the phone up.

JAKE (CONT’D)
We’re leaving.

SLUG
No we ain’t.

Slug makes his way to the closed office door. The assistant 
stands up and steps into Slug’s path.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Don’t get me started. I’ve dealt with 
tougher men in diapers. 

Slug pushes the assistant aside and barges through the office 
door. 

Slick Williams, much older and frailer than his picture, 
stands suddenly.

INT. SLICK WILLIAM’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Slug enters and takes a seat. Slick still stands, stunned. 
Jake enters.

SLICK
You’re about the last person I expected 
to see.

SLUG
(sternly)

Sit down.

Slick does. Jake puts his hand on Slug’s shoulder; Slug 
growls and gestures at the other chair. Jake sits.

Slick looks across the table - both Slug and Jake are 
bruised.

SLUG (CONT’D)
We got a lotta history you and I, Slick.
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SLICK
I know, Slug, and look, I’m sorry---

SLUG
I got a lot of bones to pick with you. 
And you know if I was stuck in a cholla 
patch and you was the last man on earth, 
I wouldn’t let you pull a prickle off my 
pecker.

Slick is disgusted.

SLUG (CONT’D)
But here I am.

(beat)
You’re gonna make a picture in Muley 
Pass.

SLICK
I’m what?

JAKE
Not gonna work, Dad.

SLUG
You said it yourself, Jake. Only way we 
can stop production is to get a more 
powerful company involved. Ain’t nothing 
more powerful than the picture industry.

SLICK
Look, Slug, I’d love to, but westerns, 
they just don’t sell anymore.

SLUG
Like hell they don’t. Put some of those 
zombies in there, whatever the kids want. 
As far as I know you owe me a couple 
hundred favors what you did to me.

JAKE
Zombies?

SLUG
I don’t care how you do it. Hell, you can 
make a “Silver Star” movie.

Slick perks up his eyebrows.
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JAKE
That show’s a dinosaur.

SLICK
They just translated it into German.

JAKE
That took forty years?

SLICK
You think there’s a market out there?

SLUG
I found a couple of fans just yesterday.

SLICK
Hell, I’m sure it wouldn’t make a dime, 
but it might be a good swan song.

SLUG
Oh no, we ain’t doing no singin’ western, 
not again.

SLICK
Let me make some calls.

Slick picks up the phone.

SLICK (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Get Jules on the phone.

He hangs up, the three share an awkward silence.

SLICK (CONT’D)
(to Jake)

How’s your mom?

INT. TAXICAB - LATER

Jake and Slug sit silently in the back of a cab. 

SLUG
Ain’t you happy?

JAKE
Why?
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SLUG
They’re gonna do a picture.

JAKE
It’s not going to matter.

SLUG
Huh?

JAKE
You can’t make a picture in Muley Pass if 
there is no Muley Pass. It’ll be long 
gone before they even scout it.

SLUG
You’re telling me Slick Williams ain’t 
got no pull.

JAKE
What you don’t seem to realize, is that 
you’re not up against me. This is not 
Slick Williams versus Jake Glass. This is 
the Fucking State vs. Used-to-Be, 
California. This isn’t my fight.

SLUG
So, I was right, you’re just a patsy.

JAKE
They hired me because I knew you guys. 
That’s why I am here. If I don’t do my 
job, I don’t keep my job.

SLUG
Now you know how I feel about Muley Pass.

JAKE
Why should I care about that town?

SLUG
Cuz it’s who you are.

JAKE
No, it’s who you are. You chose that town 
over us.

SLUG
That’s not how I see it.

Slug looks out the window.
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SLUG (CONT’D)
Ain’t you takin’ me to the station?

JAKE
Of sorts.

EXT. POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

The taxi pulls up and Jake gets out. He pulls Slug out.

SLUG
What do you fancy doin’ here?

JAKE
I’m trying to keep you out of your own 
way.

INT. POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

Jake holds Slug by the arm as he walks up to the desk. A 
POLICE SECRETARY frantically fills out paperwork.

POLICE SECRETARY
Charge?

JAKE
Impeding State development.

The secretary stops.

POLICE SECRETARY
Is that a thing?

JAKE
Of course it is.

The secretary shrugs.

POLICE SECRETARY
Sound like the kind of thing that’s worth 
kicking out a violent criminal to make 
room for?

JAKE
You have no room here?

POLICE SECRETARY
Give me a break.

93 



Jake leans in toward the secretary.

JAKE
Look, I just need him here overnight.

The secretary leans in toward Jake.

POLICE SECRETARY
Take him to a Motel Six. 

JAKE
This is official State business.

POLICE SECRETARY
Then take him to Sacramento, I got work 
to do.

An OFFICER emerges from a back room. EMTS enter from teh 
front with a gurney, this place is busy immediately.

OFFICER
Perp in cell two offed himself.

POLICE SECRETARY
Hunh. Looks like we got a vacancy.

JAKE
You’ll take him?

POLICE SECRETARY
Not on your life.

OFFICER
Hey you look like Slick Williams.

POLICE SECRETARY
(excited)

Are you Slick Williams?

JAKE
He’s not. I assure you.

(beat)
But I know Slick Williams.

POLICE SECRETARY
You do?
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INT. JAIL CELL - MOMENTS LATER

Slug is locked behind bars once again. This time, he has 
company. Tough looking HOMBRES line the cell, including PUNK 
#2.

SLUG
I know you.

The punk backs up and hides behind another perp. The officer 
stands on the other side of the bars.

OFFICER
You got one phone call.

SLUG
Christ, I can’t use those jiggers. I 
don’t even know nobody.

The officer turns. Slug reaches into his pocket and pulls out 
the phone book page.

SLUG (CONT’D)
(whistles)

I do have someone.

He hands the sheet to the officer. 

SLUG (CONT’D)
Betty Casper. Call her, tell her I need a 
favor.

OFFICER
You’re going to have to, sir.

SLUG
I’m what---?

INT. JAIL CELL HALLWAY - LATER

Slug is receiving aide from the officer on using the pay 
phone.

Slug listens intently.
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SLUG
Betty, It’s me Slug, James. I am standing 
here in a jail.

(beat)
I know I said you’d not hear from me, but 
I figure this is a special circumstance.

(beat)
Jake put me in here.

(beat)
They said I could make one phone call and 
so, well, I called you cuz I figured 
there was no one else to call. 

(beat)
I don’t want anything from you. Like I 
said, I had no one else to call. 

(beat)
Bail? I dunno.

He looks at the officer.

SLUG (CONT’D)
What’s bail?

OFFICER
Five hundred bucks.

SLUG
(into phone)

Why do you want five hundred bucks?
(beat)

Why should we pay them?
(beat)

Look, I wanted to call you cuz I figured 
if I never saw you again I wouldn’t have 
the chance to say I’m sorry. I’m sorry, 
Betty.

With the help of the officer he hangs up.

SLUG (CONT’D)
What on earth would you do with five 
hundred bucks?

EXT. MULEY PASS - NIGHT

The town is quiet. A large crane sits on the southern edge of 
town, powered down.
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A figure flits around the street. Finally, the figure lights 
up a cloth, lighting up a small area around him. 

Pokey carries a torch toward the crane. He sneaks up on it. 
When he feels the coast is clear, he hurls the torch into the 
cab of the crane igniting the velour seats. Before long the 
entire cab is ablaze.

Pokey snickers and backs away.

The fire spreads, setting off flames into the sky. A few 
lighted ashes float down onto the eastern side of main 
street. Slowly, the embers take hold and a fire starts on 
Bear’s abandoned barber shop.

Pokey freaks out and runs north away from the fire’s origin. 
He’s about to keep running when he sees Wanda, rearing, tied 
to the northmost building on the eastern side.

He attempts to calm her and tries to stay out of harm’s way 
in untying her. 

POKEY
Git, git!

Wanda rears and knocks Pokey to the ground. Wanda gallops 
away into the wilderness.

FADE TO BLACK.

BLACK

Sirens of Firetrucks ring through the darkness.

FADE IN:

INT. JAIL CELL - MORNING

The sirens continue, fading out as...

Slug sits on the only cot in the cell while the other hombres 
huddle in a far corner.

The officer unlocks the door.
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OFFICER
Slug, you got a visitor.

Slug gets up, puts on his hat, and walks out of the cell.

INT. JAIL CELL HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Slug walks into the hallway to find Betty standing there.

SLUG
You forgave me.

BETTY
Just because I showed up doesn’t mean I 
forgive you. Let’s go.

SLUG
Where you takin’ me?

BETTY
Out of here.

The officer puts his hand on Slug’s shoulder.

OFFICER
Good luck with that movie, Slug.

Slug tips his hat.

EXT. POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Slug and Betty walk out of the station into the light of day.

SLUG
Where’n the hell are we?

BETTY
Glendale.

SLUG
How did you raise our son?

BETTY
Pardon?

SLUG
Threw his own Pa in jail!
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BETTY
I’ve been trying to find out what got 
into him. I haven’t been able to get a 
hold of him all day. Any ideas?

SLUG
Just one. Where’s the bus station?

EXT. ROAD TO MULEY PASS - LATER

Slug and Betty make the arduous climb toward Muley Pass. They 
reach the barrier.

SLUG
Look at this here. He’s gone and done it 
now.

They hear the rush of vehicles coming toward them from town. 
They head toward the shoulder of the road as firetrucks come 
down the road. A FIREMAN, covered in ash, jumps out as the 
truck stops and he moves the barrier. He puts it on the side 
of the road and jumps back into the truck. The truck moves 
past them.

EXT. MULEY PASS - MOMENTS LATER

Slug and Betty reach the edge of town and stop. The town is 
gone save for Gus’ saloon. Slug is speechless. The blackened 
crane nearby is being inspected by WORKERS. Slug walks to the 
horse pen and feels the ash between his fingers.

Betty walks up Main Street, taking in everything that’s no 
longer there.

Parked nearby is Jake’s sports car, freshly out of hock. Near 
it is a small pickup with “Yellow Corp” printed on its door.

An ambulance sits idle on the northern edge of town. It 
starts up and drives silently south, past Betty and Slug, as 
it disappears out of sight.

Gus comes out of the saloon.

GUS
Thank God, Slug.
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SLUG
Who’s that in the---?

Gus lowers his head. Betty worries.

BETTY
Jakey?

Gus looks up angrily.

GUS
Pokey.

Slug removes his hat.

SLUG
What in the hell happened here?

GUS
It was all an accident.

SLUG
Accident? I tell you to hold the fort 
down, and look.

Dee Dee exits the saloon carrying suitcases.

SLUG (CONT’D)
And where do you think you’re going?

DEE DEE
Look around Slug, what is there to this 
town?

SLUG
What is there? There’s everything.

They look around---nothing.

GUS
It’s over.

SLUG
No it ain’t. It sure ain’t. I got Slick 
comin’ to town, make a picture.

GUS
Everyone’s gone, everything’s gone.
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SLUG
You still got the saloon.

GUS
That was an act of saving grace from God.

SLUG
Well, God’s tellin’ us more and we ought 
to listen.

GUS
He gave us a chance to get out.

Slug kicks a pile of ashes into the air.

SLUG
Go on and get outta here if you want. I 
ain’t gonna let none of this get in the 
way of preserving Muley Pass.

DEE DEE 
You’re delusional, Slug. Messed in the 
head. 

BETTY
(approaching Slug)

Slug, come on, we should go.

SLUG
I am tired of all you people telling me 
to go. I ain’t going. I’ve given my life 
to this town.

GUS
Sometimes you gotta move on from that, 
see what else life’s got in store for 
you.

SLUG
Where the hell is Jake?

He’s in the saloon.

SLUG (CONT’D)
Well, go on. If you’re so keen to go, 
then go.

Slug leaves them and heads toward the saloon.
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DEE DEE
You heard the man.

She hoists her bags and walks south.

Gus sits on the side of the road.

GUS
Some welcome, huh Betty?

BETTY
Nothing I’m not used to.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Jake and Rollie stand over some plans, pointing out features 
on them as Slug enters, pushing the swining doors open.

JAKE
Oh, Christ.

SLUG
You done it Jake---didnja?

JAKE
We don’t have time for this. We’re on a 
schedule here.

Slug grabs Jake, he can still take him.

SLUG
You arrested your old man.

JAKE
Like I said before, it was for your own 
good.

ROLLIE
Mr. McLeod, we’re prepared to offer you a 
settlement.

SLUG
What in the hell is this possum talkin’ 
about?
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ROLLIE
We have a substantial payout available in 
an effort to---

SLUG
Just get me out of the way.

(beat)
You guys in your suits sure do sling a 
lotta bull.

JAKE
Take the deal.

SLUG
I suppose your first plan was to keep me 
locked up ‘long enough to save you a few 
bucks. And while I’m in the hoosegow you 
come on and burn the place. It’s an 
accident after all, and lookey there, 
ain’t no town to save after all.

JAKE
We sure as hell didn’t do that. Your man 
Pokey went out and tried to set fire to a 
goddamn steel crane.

SLUG
Ain’t that the way it’s gonna play in the 
Picayune. 

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. MULEY PASS - SAME TIME

Vans pour into town---from different news agencies. NEWSMEN 
and WOMEN pour out of the vans to set up their shots. They 
fight for space while some rush up to Gus, Dee Dee, and Betty 
attempting to win them over for an exclusive interview.

NEWSWOMAN #1
Sir, sir, can you give us an interview?

NEWSMAN #1
Do you live here?

103 



NEWSWOMAN #2
Any chance you can talk to us about the 
fire?

NEWSMAN #1
Did you have a part on “Silver Star?”

NEWSWOMAN #3
Do you know Slick Williams?

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - MOMENTS LATER

Slug lets go of Jake, walks to the door.

SLUG
‘Slike wolves feastin’ on a rabbit pen.

ROLLIE
This isn’t good, Glass.

JAKE
We can spin it, we’ll be fine.

EXT. MULEY PASS - SAME TIME

Newswoman #1 begins her coverage, standing in front of the 
saloon. A SOUND GUY and CAMERAMAN roll.

NEWSWOMAN #1
Am I on? 

(beat)
Thanks, Cynthia. I’m in the town of Muley 
Pass once made famous by the show that 
launched Slick Williams’ career, “The 
Silver Star of Red County.” It appears 
what has been a conflict over 
California’s high speed rail project has 
resulted in tragic circumstances.

(beat)
Now, all that is left after a devastating 
fire is Muley Pass’ famous watering hole, 
the Last Call Saloon. I’m here with owner 
Gus Mc---

She grabs Gus and pulls him into frame. Their attention is 
stolen by a black towncar riding into town. It stops and 
Slick Williams steps out onto Main Street.
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NEWSWOMAN #1 (CONT’D)
Holy shit!

(composing herself)
Cynthia, we have breaking news, and 
channel four is once again bringing this 
to you exclusively.

The newswoman ushers the cameraman to turn around, as he 
does, the camera captures the swarm of other news coverage 
around her.

NEWSWOMAN #1 (CONT’D)
Slick Williams has returned. Much like 
his character on the show, he returns as 
shining knight.

INT. LAST CALL SALOON - SAME TIME

Jake pushes Rollie into the kitchen. 

JAKE
Hide out back, we don’t need to be 
connected to this.

ROLLIE
We can’t just wait out the newscycle. We 
got eight hours before our federal money 
goes poof. I need my men to be takin’ 
this building down---now!

JAKE
Head out this way and get into the 
outhouse. I’ll get rid of them.

Jake turns to find Slug in his face.

SLUG
You think you’re leavin’ here?

JAKE
Out of my way, Slug.

SLUG
You been wishin’ that for a long time. 
You got a cross to bear here in Muley 
Pass.
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JAKE
Goddamit, there’s no Muley Pass. Not 
anymore.

SLUG
There is ‘slong as people are talking 
about it.

JAKE
Well, those news vans shouldn’t give you 
any comfort. Something will happen 
tomorrow, the next day, and they’ll be 
gone and will have forgotten about Muley 
Pass. Just like production did when Slick 
left. There wasn’t anything left here to 
shoot.

SLUG
Well, hell, son. You make it sound like 
my life weren’t worth a damn. Slick go on 
and left with the two people I cared most 
about.

JAKE
You can’t tell me you loved us more’n 
this place.

SLUG
It’s what I am tellin’ you.

JAKE
You’re fucked, Dad.

SLUG
You’re probably right. You know, life 
just goes on down the trail. Each step it 
takes goes faster’n’faster. All I try to 
do is slow it down.

JAKE
Great speech. I have a project to seal 
with the state, with the country.

SLUG
Hey, I’m trying to say something to you, 
son.

JAKE
So say it!
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SLUG
I forgive you.

JAKE
You what?

SLUG
You heard me. And also, I’m sorry.

JAKE
Those belong in a different order.

SLUG
I didn’t do right by you and your mom. 
Ain’t a day gone by I didn’t think about 
that.

JAKE
(dismissing)

Great. Thanks.

SLUG
Now, Slick didn’t do right by me. What he 
did was a rotten thing.

(beat)
But I don’t lay much blame on your mom. I 
never should have let that---well, I said 
what I needed. You go on and save your 
own skin.

Slug leans in awkwardly for a hug---he’s not sure how it 
works. He balls his fists and pounds Jake on the shoulder.

Slug turns and heads toward the doors. Jake watches him.

JAKE
Dad?

EXT. MULEY PASS - CONTINUOUS 

Slug exits and sees the crowd of journalists surrounding 
Slick next to his towncar.

Slug approaches Gus, Betty, and Dee Dee who watch with 
fascination.

GUS
I can’t believe he came.
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DEE DEE
I might have been wrong about him.

SLUG
I got one last thing to do.

Slug barrels through the mass of newspeople. 

Slick extends his hand.

CHANNEL FOUR COVERAGE: The camera captures Slug throwing a 
punch toward Slick. The coverage blacks out.

INT. THE BOOZE HOUND - DAY

A small tube TV is mounted over the bar. It replays Slug’s 
punch. A channel four logo is superimposed in the bottom 
corner.

CYNTHIA, a plastic-looking news anchor, sits behind her desk.

CYNTHIA
That’s one fan Slick wasn’t ready for.

Jake and Slug sit at the bar as the news drones on in the 
background.

JAKE
That was a helluva punch.

SLUG
It felt good.

JAKE
You still made at him?

SLUG
Nah.

JAKE
Us?

SLUG
Ah hell, I never thought it was your 
mom’s fault. 

Jake smiles.
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JAKE
What’d you do with the money?

NEWSWOMAN #1 (O.S.)
The state agreed to keep the saloon as a 
landmark. The original owner will 
continue to run it.

SLUG
I didn’t have no use for it. But I figure 
Gus did with all that new business he 
goin’ take in.

JAKE
When you going back there?

SLUG
Not for a while yet. I figure I’ll spend 
some time out here.

JAKE
Mom?

SLUG
She’s takin’ it slow.

The bartender with the waxed mustache approaches them with 
two drinks.

Jake sips and Slug gulps.

SLUG (CONT’D)
I been tryin’ to quit drinkin’.

JAKE
You know that’s gin?

SLUG
Yeah.

JAKE
It’s not water.

SLUG
Yeah.

JAKE
It’s alcohol.
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SLUG
Well, close enough.

EXT. MULEY PASS - ON TELEVISION

Slick Williams stands in front of microphones wearing a fresh 
shiner.

SLICK
This place made me who I am today. 

CUT TO:

EXT. MULEY PASS - ON TELEVISION - LATER

Newswoman #1 stands in front of the saloon.

NEWSWOMAN #1
The rail will be diverted slightly to the 
east, allowing the saloon to remain where 
it is. 

Behind her, construction workers lay tracks.

NEWSWOMAN #1 (CONT’D)
Commuters between San Francisco and Los 
Angeles will now pass the place made 
famous by Slick Williams.

FADE TO BLACK.

BLACK

SLUG
Close enough.

THE END.
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