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THE REVENANT

FADE | N:

EXT. UPPER M SSOURI RI VER/ 1820’ S - EVEN NG

ANGLE ON A SI NGLE COTTONWOOD LEAF. .. brown and crisp..
clinging to its enpty branch... the solitary sign of life on
an otherw se barren tree.

A gust of wind... the |l eaf breaks free... flutters down,
landing in the slow current of the Mssouri. The |ast | eaf
of the fall, taking its final journey south.

As it floats along the surface, rising and falling with the
current, all we can hear is the river’s gentle novenent...
the trickle of water... the splash of timd rapids... until
DI STANT VO CES invade this world... soft at first, but

growi ng louder... LAUGHTER .. SING NG

And then our | eaf CRASHES | NTO A WOODEN BOARD. .. the BOW OF A
BOAT. We hear the VO CES EVEN CLEARER. .. MEN S VO CES, as we
rise up the bow. .. see it’s a FLATBOAT BEACHED ON A SANDBAR
at the center of the river.

Beyond the flatboat are the voices... TVWENTY MEN of the Rocky
Mount ai n Fur Conpany, making canp along the shore... hauling
wood, building canpfires, pitching squares of canvas for
makeshift rooftops. And this canp is full of |ife because
these are some of the first nen to ever see this untouched

W | derness... nmen with a whole new world just waiting for
themto claimtheir share.

EXT. CAMP - EVEN NG

CAPTAI N ANDREW HENRY, (late 20’s), dressed in a buckskin
jacket with long fringe... thick belt pulled tightly around
his waist with two pistols and a knife hanging fromit. He
stands out among the others... like an inposter pretending to
be a nmenber of some exclusive club. He pulls off one of his
gl oves. .. exam nes the BLOOD- FI LLED BLI STERS |ining his palm

From across the canp, JOHN FI TZGERALD, (40’'s), solid and
thick... dark eyes of a killer, watches Henry. He nudges
MACE BOONE, (40's), a thief in a previous life.

FI TZGERALD
Li kely got a splinter. Can't
figure what to do without Mama here
to pull it out for him

Boone chuckles... spits in Henry’'s direction.



BOONE
Need a doc, Captain?

Henry | ooks up... sees Fitzgerald and Boone grinning at him
He slides his glove back on.

HENRY
Gat her nore wood.

Fitzgerald waits for Henry to turn, then gives his back an
exagger at ed sal ut e.

FI TZGERALD
(under his breath)
Shanme ny Pap was a broken down
drunk. Else he coul d’ ve bought ne
a Captain’s job too.

Boone snickers. Fitzgerald stonps his boot onto a branch,
easily snaps it into two easy-to-carry pieces.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
We got a plan for these fires,
Captain, or are we roastin’ berries
all the way up to Fort Union?

HENRY
G ass and the others will be back
with sone gane, Fitzgerald. Just
make sure you have the fires ready.

FI TZGERALD
My supper’s in the hands of a
hermt nigger, a kid and a dummy.
Hell, ny belly feels full already.

Fitzgeral d s boot CRACKS anot her branch... and when it does,
we hear the EXPLOSI ON OF A GUNSHOT.

CUT TGO

EXT. W LDERNESS - EVEN NG

And a CLOUD OF SMOKE surroundi ng the LONG BARREL OF AN
ANSTADT RI FLE.

The snoke fades, and at the other end of the rifle we see the
face of HUGH GLASS, (40's), African-Anerican, one eye stil
cl osed, as the other calmy stares down that barrel.

VO CE (O S.)
Shit fire, you got him M. d ass!



G ass lowers the rifle, as PIG G LMRE, (30's), fat and
filthy, races past.

PI G ( CONT' D)
Square as a barn door.

JI M BRI DGER, (17), young eyes that have already seen a |ot,
nods to d ass as he follows Pig.

A ass watches Pig and Bridger trot through the trees to a
fallen ELK. dass walks calmy after them graceful in this
world... his rifle so confortable in his hand it’s |ike he
was born with it there. Pig crouches over the dead el k..
grins up at d ass.

PI G (cont’ d)
Ri ght where you said he’d be.

BRI DGER
But bigger than we figured. Gonna
be a load to haul back to canp.

Pl G
Have to split it up | reckon.
GLASS
Yep. Bridger’'|ll take the tail, and

Pig you haul the rest.

And Fitzgerald was right about Pig being a little slow,
because he just nods... pulls out his knife to cut the tail
of f for Bridger.

Bri dger and d ass exchange a smle... until dass notices
sonething... steps over the elk, his eyes | ocked on the
ground beside it. He runs a finger over the dirt... touches
a broken tw g.
BRI DGER

Anot her one cl ose by?
G ass doesn’t answer... studies the track... feels the nearby
brush... inhales the scent fromhis hand. Bridger and Pig

watch him .. exchange a confused glance. And then in a flash
of novenent, G ass is on his feet, racing away.

Pl G
Hugh?

d ass just keeps running. Pig and Bridger chase after him

CUT TQO



EXT. CAMP - EVEN NG

The nmen building fires... laughing... enjoying thensel ves.
Boone on the outskirts, gathering branches.

CUT TO
GLASS - TEARI NG THROUGH THE WOODS. . .
...dodging trees... leaping over fallen logs... loading his
Anst adt as he runs.
BRI DGER AND PI G - CHASI NG AFTER GLASS. ..
...but not as gracefully. Pig trips... slans to the
ground... scranbles back to his feet to continue on.

CUT TO

BOONE - CARRYI NG AN ARMLOAD OF WOOD | NTO CAMP. . .

...Seeing other nmen playing cards. He stops along the edge
of canp, drops the wood to the ground.

BOONE
No rule says I'’mthe only one
that’s gotta gather this shit.

The other men don’t even notice. Then an ARROW VWH ZZES

THROUGH THE AIR from behind Boone... THWACK... it hits himin
t he back of the neck... erupts out the front of his throat.
Boone stands frozen... confused... reaches up and grabs the

bl oody arrow... finally drops to his knees. And that’s when
a TRAPPER | ooks up... sees Boone on his knees, hol ding that
arrow, his nmouth open like a dying fish.

AND BEYOND BOONE ARE FORTY ARI KARA WARRI ORS CHARG NG THROUGH
THE TREES... FEATHERS RI SI NG FROM THE MOHAVKS SPLI TTI NG THEI R
SHAVED HEADS. .. FACES PAI NTED FOR BATTLE

TRAPPER
‘ REE!

WHOOSH. .. AN ARROW SAI LS | NTO THE TRAPPER S CHEST, sendi ng
him flyi ng backward. The canp expl odes into chaos... nen
YELLI NG .. grabbing for weapons... stunbling over each other
as they duck behind trees.



HENRY - PULLI NG THE PI STOLS FROM HI S BELT. .
...taking aimat the attacking figures.

The Arikara pour into canp, arrows flying... knives and

hat chets swinging. And this is a massacre... the Arikara
wadi ng through the trappers... stabbing... clubbing...

scal ping. This once peaceful world is filled with a sickening
m x of war cries and screans of death.

Fitzgerald rises up frombehind a log... ainms his rifle..
BOOM .. takes down one of the warriors. He starts rel oading
as ANOTHER WARRI OR charges him .. draws back his knife.
Fitzgeral d pours the powder, but knows he isn’'t going to nake
it intine... the warrior |leaps toward him..

...BOOM .. it’s like the warrior hits an invisible wall..
flies back to the ground, very dead. Fitzgerald spins...
sees dass and his Anstadt right behind him

GLASS
GET TO THE BCQAT!
Fitzgerald takes off... flips his rifle around, swings it
like a club across a warrior’s head... WHACK!

GLASS (cont’ d)
(to Henry)
THE BOAT, CAPTAIN

Henry shoves a TRAPPER toward the water. An arrow drives
into the trapper’s leg... he goes dowmn. Henry lifts the man
to pull himinto the river, but several nore arrows bury in
the man’s back... he falls linp. Henry FIRES H S PI STAQLS,
dr oppi ng the WARRI OR

Bridger and Pig join Aass... splash into the river, SHOOTI NG
back at the attacking Arikara. The water deepens, and they
start swinmng toward the fl atboat

ARROAN5S HISS into the water all around them

Gass is still inthe shallows... ains his pistol... BAM..
shoots an oncom ng warrior... spins after the other nen...
joins themas they near the fl atboat.

A final TRAPPER charges down the shore behind them SEVERAL
WARRI ORS pur sue him

TRAPPER
WAl T!



He ainms his pistol over his shoulder as he runs... pulls the
trigger... CLICK .. pulls it again... CLICK But he's too
scared to stop his finger... CLICK .. CLICK .. CLICK .
THUD... as a hatchet buries in his back. He crashes face
first into the shall ows.

The Arikara | eader, (ELK S TONGUE), animal bones braided into
hi s nmohawk, a NECKLACE OF HUVAN EARS around his neck,
straddl es the dying man. El k’s Tongue grabs the Trapper by
the hair, and CUTS OFF HI S LEFT EAR, then holds it up to

d ass and the others, as he SCREAMS H S WAR CRY.

d ass and the nen shove the flatboat off the sandbar... start
scranbling aboard, as arrows dart past them.. drive into the
wooden boat.

Suddenly a WARRI OR EXPLODES FROM THE WATER. .. tackl es Bri dger

as he clinbs up the side of the flatboat... jerks himback
into the river. Bridger flails in the water... watches the
warrior raise his hatchet high to slamdown... just as d ass

SLAMS THE BUTT OF HS ANSTADT into the back of the Warrior’s
head.

The Warrior coll apses under the surface. d ass grabs
Bridger’s hand... drags himup onto the deck.

BRI DGER
Thank you.

But 3 ass is already gone... FIR NG BACK AT THE ARI KARA, as
the current carries them away.

VO CE (O S.)
HEY!

Pig | ooks over the side... sees a frantic WLLI AM ANDERSON
gripped to the edge. Pig pulls himonto the boat.

Fitzgerald and d ass grab LONGPOLES. .. shove them agai nst the
river’s bottomto pick up speed.

Henry stands on deck, watching as El k’s Tongue yanks a DYI NG
TRAPPER s head back by his hair to peel away his scal p.

Henry drops his eyes... can’t watch. The TRAPPER S SCREAM
ECHOES OVER H M

EXT. M SSOURI RI VER/ FLATBOAT - LATER

Qui et and dark... the battle long over. The flatboat floats
with the gentle current. The NI NE SURVI VI NG TRAPPERS ar e
scattered around the deck..
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d ass digging an arrow out of WALLACE MURPHY' S SHOULDER. . .
Fitzgerald poling on one side with Anderson on the other..

STUBBY BILL VANCE and Pig standing patrol with their

rifles... Bridger doctoring a badly WOUNDED TRAPPER. .. and
staring off

Henry standing at the front of the fl atboat,

bl ankl y.
FI TZGERALD
VWhat’ s the plan, Captain?
Henry's still lost in those screans.
FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Captain! Wat the hell do we do
now?
Henry snaps out of his stare... turns to the

doesn’t have an answer.
ANDERSON
W're just floatin farther from
Fort Uni on.
Henry’'s eyes instinctively ook to 3 ass.

GLASS

nmen. ..

The M ssouri’s no good. Not if the

‘Ree’s running it.

FI TZGERALD
So we just float the hell down to

Mexi co or wherever else this river

t akes us?

GLASS

We get ourselves safe outta range,

then track anot her course up

FI TZGERALD
Add weeks to the trip.

BRI DGER

Better that than endin’ up scal ped

on the side of the river.

FI TZGERALD
(shovi ng hi m away)

Shut up, kid, you don’t get no say

in this.

obvi ously

Bridger starts to respond, but Fitzgerald s angry glare stops

hi m



FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
(back to Henry)
And in case you hadn’t noti ced,
Captain, we’'re twelve nen short of
what we were.
(of f the badly wounded
trapper)
Thirteen before | ong.

HENRY
| understand our situation, M.
Fitzgerald. W do |ike d ass
said... put some distance between
us and the Arikara, then chart a
course to Fort Union.

Fitzgerald MUMBLES UNDER HI S BREATH... rolls those dark eyes
to Anderson. dass gives Henry a nod.

EXT. M SSOURI RI VER/ FLATBOAT - NI GHT
ANGLE ON THE BADLY WOUNDED TRAPPER. .. NOW DEAD. . .

...as hands push the body over the side of the boat. It
spl ashes into the water... floats downstream

We PULL BACK... see that the flatboat is beached al ong the
bank of the river. dass and Pig watch the body drift away.

Pl G
Reckon it’'s better ‘“an lettin’ the
‘Ree find him.. take his ears...
slice what’'s left all to shit.

@ ass nods... steps down off the boat to Henry and the
others. They're gathered around a map spread out on the
ground. Henry runs his finger along a THI N BLUE LI NE

HENRY
So we hike west to the Gand, then
followit up to Fort Union.

FI TZGERALD
On foot? You got any idea how | ong
that’s gonna take? |It’Il be wnter

before we get there.

ANDERSON
Unl ess we conme across a post...
trade for sone horses.



GLASS
No posts that far out.

FI TZGERALD
So if we do this, we do every step
with our own feet.

HENRY
We make canp here for the night,
then | oad supplies and head out for
the Gand at first light.
(beat)
And gat her extra bl ankets ‘cause
there won’t be any fires.

More GRUMBLI NG from Fitzgerald and Anderson, as they nove
toward the cover of trees. Bridger wal ks up beside d ass.

BRI DGER
Thank you... for what you done back
t here.

GLASS

You' d have done the sane for ne.

Bri dger nods... he hopes so.

EXT. WOODS - N GHT

Pig on watch... sitting at the base of a tree, rifle across
his | ap, eyes w de, scanning the darkness. All clear. He
peers back to canp... Fitzgerald, Anderson, Stubby Bill, and

Mur phy wrapped in blankets... passing a bottle of whiskey

around. Bridger across fromFitzgerald, poking at the dirt
wth a stick. Henry is off to one side, still studying that
map. G ass sits against a tree, cleaning his Anstadt rifle.

Fitzgeral d watches G ass a beat, then..

FI TZGERALD
You treat that Anstadt sweeter than
any wonman, Q ass.

STUBBY BI LL
Never seen a woman that could stop
a ‘Ree fromthree hundred feet.

ANDERSON
I knew a particul ar big-breasted
redhead in Boston that m ght cone
cl ose.
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The others manage a small laugh. d ass just keeps working on
that rifle.
FI TZGERALD
Bring it over here for ne to have a
| ook.
d ass doesn’t | ook up... wpes a rag down the barrel

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Did you hear what | said, boy?

Still nothing fromdass. And Fitzgerald doesn’t I|ike
that... the tension’s grow ng.
BRI DGER
(munbl i ng)

You seen it before.

Fitzgerald turns that nmean, drunken glare on Bridger.

FI TZGERALD
What’ d you say, kid?
Bridger hesitates a beat... until the other nen’'s eyes force
a response.
BRI DGER
(softly)

| said you shoul da al ready got a
| ook when he saved you with it

earlier.
The canmp falls still... nobody talks to Fitzgerald |ike
that... especially when he’s drunk. There isn’'t a sound

except for dass working nmethodically on his rifle..

...until the SWSH OF BLADE OVER LEATHER, as Fitzgerald tears
the blade fromhis belt... flings it into the dirt between
Bridger’s legs... AN INCH BELON H S CROTCH.

Fitzgerald stares at Bridger, daring himto react. But
Bridger’'s too scared... doesn’'t, so Fitzgerald just smles.

FI TZGERALD
You're lucky you ain't a man yet.
(of f the bl ade)
El se that m ghta nicked sonethin’.

A few NERVOUS CHUCKLES fromthe others, hoping this is over
And it is, because Fitzgerald reaches over and pulls the
knife away... cleans the dirty bl ade on Bridger’s |eg.
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FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)

And unli ke you, | don’'t need savin’

by hi mor nobody el se. Renenber

t hat .
Fitzgerald stands... wobbles just a bit. He slides the knife
back into his belt, then steadies his drunken gaze on d ass.
The ot hers exchange nervous gl ances... uh-oh.
Fitzgerald walks to G ass... snaps his fingers for d ass
Anst adt .

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Lenmme see what’s so special ‘bout
t hat shooter of yours.

Not hing from d ass, so Fitzgerald grabs the barrel, but d ass
holds firm

GLASS
M ddle of workin' on it.

FI TZGERALD
Wl |l you can stop workin’ on it,
and |l et me have a | ook like | said.

Fitzgeral d gives another tug, but Gass’ grip only grows
tighter. H's eyes roll up to Fitzgerald... nmake it clear he
isnt giving up his rifle. And they hold that stare just as
hard as they' re holding dass’ rifle.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
You forget your place?

GLASS
Best | can tell, ny place is right
where | want it... on the smart end
of ny rifle.

Fitzgerald realizes the barrel he’s holding is ainmed right at
his stomach, while d ass’ hand seens suddenly very close to
the trigger. But Fitzgerald s pride and that whi skey won’t
et himlose this tug of war.

FI TZGERALD
I’d be careful if | was you, boy.
And this thing s about to turn real ugly... until...
HENRY

That’ s enough, Fitzgerald. Go
sober up and get to sl eep.
( MORE)
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If you' re PR cant 'vllen we break

canp tonorrow, | |eave you here.

Fitzgerald holds his glare on G ass, then releases the rifle,
shoving it back at G ass. He glances to Henry, and throws
back a big gulp fromthe bottle just for spite, before
backi ng away from d ass.

FI TZGERALD
That’s the trouble with this part
of the world. No mrrors. N ggers
forget what color they are.

A ass ignores Fitzgerald... goes back to his rifle.
Fitzgerald tosses the bottle at Anderson, then jerks his
bl anket up... walks off to sleep by hinself.

@ ass glances up fromhis work... just |ong enough to give
Bri dger a nod.

EXT. CAWMP - LATER

Fitzgeral d sl eeping off that whiskey. The others snoring in
a cluster at the center of the canp. Henry lies there
awake... | ooks across to G ass, still sitting against the
tree, a HANDRAWN MAP in his lap, as his eyes pierce the
darkness. Henry eases over to @ ass.

HENRY
Can’t sleep either?

GLASS
Never like closin” ny eyes when |I'm
not sure who'll be standin’ over ne

when | open ‘em

HENRY
| keep thinking about Boone and the
others... how maybe | shoul d’ ve had

us make canp further up river.

GLASS
The tracks | saw... those ‘Ree had
been tailin us for a while. They'd
have gone as far north as it took.
(beat)

You' re a good man, Captain. Soon
as you realize that, these others
will too.

Henry likes hearing that... still isn't sure it’s true.
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HENRY
Your years trappin’ and guidin out
here... have you had nuch
experience with the Arikara?

GLASS
Enough to try and stay outta their
way .

HENRY

(nmotions to d ass’ nmap)
But you know this country well
enough to get us past them.. up to
Fort Uni on?

GLASS
| been here a long while. \Wether
that gets us to Union or not...

Henry waits for nore... doesn’'t get it. So he just nods and
starts back to his blanket.... stops.
HENRY
What Fitzgerald said earlier... he

doesn’t speak for the rest.

GLASS
He wasn’t wong. Truth is that’s
what | prefer about this country...
it’s got no eye for the color of a
man’ s skin.

HENRY
(beat)
Try to get sone sleep, Hugh.

Henry clinbs back under his blanket. dass just sits there
| ooki ng at the map.

ANGLE ON GLASS MAP. .

...primtive at best. Sketched nountains... w nding blue
lines for rivers... snmall dots are scattered about w th nanes
beside them .. “Brazeau”, “Talbot”, “Union”. And DOZENS OF

TRI ANGLE PI NE TREES have been drawn, representing the endl ess
wi | der ness.

We Tl GHTEN ON THOSE TRI ANGLES until we’'re lost in them
DI SSOLVE TGO
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EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

Thick with trees. Henry leads the nmen single file through
t he woods. They each have a canvas sack of supplies over one
shoul der, and their rifle in their hands.

The only sound is their feet crunching the dried | eaves, and
even that seens too |loud as their eyes dart about, searching
for any sign of attack.

STUBBY BI LL
Shoul dn’t we have hit the G and by
now?

HENRY
W'l reach it soon enough. ( ass
said to keep this course.

FI TZGERALD
G ass said. Too bad I don’t see
hi m

Pl G

That’s on account he’s up ahead
makin’ sure it’s clear, and you get
to keep your ears.

Fitzgerald throws Pig an angry gl ance.

Fl TZGERALD
O he’s run off and | eft us.

BRI DGER
He woul dn’t do t hat.

Fitzgerald GRUNTS... doesn’t believe that.
FI TZGERALD
My bet, that nigger’s used to
runnin’ .
EXT. WOODS - DAY
@ ass noves slowy through the brush, alnost gliding...

subtle twists and turns to avoid branches and | eaves. ..
careful not to |l eave his scent behind. And his eyes cut

t hrough the trees as he noves... digging for any sign of
novenent .
He spots sonething at his feet... crouches down, running his

finger over the SMALL ANI MAL TRACK in the dirt.
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O S. RUSTLI NG snaps his head up... to the TREMBLI NG OF

BUSHES. .. growi ng harder... whatever’s in there is com ng
toward G ass. He calmy raises his rifle... presses the
stock firmy against his shoulder... closes one eye as he

t akes steady ai mdown the long barrel...

...to the shapes runbling out of the brush... TWO BEAR CUBS
playfully westling.

G ass lowers the Anstadt... |ooks past the cubs for sonething
el se... but the woods are enpty. A SUDDEN FEAR FI LLS GLASS
EYES. . .

...he spins... right into the G ANT GRI ZZLY SWNGA NG I TS PAW
AT HM .. hitting himacross the side of the neck. The
animal’s razor claws tear into dass’ throat, as the force
sends himflying through the air.

G ass sails into a thick tree... the CRACK OF H S LEG
SNAPPI NG agai nst the trunk. The rifle falls from his hand.

The Gizzly lets out a massive ROAR .. charges dass. dd ass
crawls to the Anstadt... grabs it... has just enough tinme to
tilt the rifle toward the bear... BOOM

CUT TO

HENRY - HEARI NG THE BLAST.

HENRY
uP AHEAD!

Henry takes off at full sprint. The other nmen foll ow

CUT TQO

GLASS - AS THE BEAR LEAPS ON TOP OF H M ..

...tosses Jass aside with a powerful swing. dass hits the
ground with a PAINFUL THUD. He starts CRAW.I NG AVWAY, pulling
the KNIFE fromhis belt as the bear rises up like a giant
behind him.. swings... tears its claws across d ass’s back,
shreddi ng deep into his flesh.

G ass is fighting for his life now .. flailing with the
knife... slicing it across the bear’s paw as it whips past
him The wound sl ows the bear enough for 3 ass to start
crawl i ng agai n.

But the Gizzly doesn’t give dass the chance... ROARS... is
on himin a flash, a BLUR OF CLAW5 AND FANGS... tearing
across Gass’ head... ripping into his face... his chest.
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G ass drives his knife into the bear again... deep... trying
to tear through the layers of flesh to sonething nore vital.

CUT TGO

HENRY - LEADI NG THE CHARGE THROUGH THE FOREST.
CUT TGO

GLASS AND THE GRI ZZLY - FIGHTING TH S EPI C BATTLE. ..

...locked in a death grip... tunbling along the ground..
trading violent blows... G ass’ blade versus the Gizzly's
claws and fangs... snapping small trees as they roll over
them.. toward the edge of a steep enbanknent...

... and ROLL DOWN... spinning over and over... each ROARI NG
AT THE OTHER .. d ass pounding the knife into the bear again
and again as they fall... neither wlling to surrender as

t hey careen down the slope at a dizzying pace, then SLAM TO
THE BOTTOM WTH A CRUNCH. And the forest falls still...

@ ass hi dden sonmewhere beneath the massive animal... both
deat hly noti onl ess.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Bridger’'s the first to reach the battleground... sees the TWD
FRI GHTENED BEAR CUBS SCURRY AWAY. He follows the bl oody
ground and crushed underbrush to the top of the slope..

| ooks down to the mass of flesh at the bottom

BRI DGER
Christ Al mghty.

Henry, Pig, and the others reach the edge.

HENRY
d ass!

No answer. And all they can see is the bear, so they scan
t he trees.

PI G
HUGH!

Still nothing. So Bridger takes off down the slope... |osing
hi s bal ance but rolling back to his feet. He reaches the
bear... sees GLASS MANGLED ARM STI CKI NG QUT FROM BENEATH I T.
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BRI DGER
He’' s down here!

Bridger uses all his strength to push the bear off, as the

ot her nen scranble down. But Bridger can’t budge the nmassive
carcass... not until Stubby Bill and Pig join in... shove the
ani mal over, revealing the bloody mass that is Hugh @ ass...

...his throat is torn wide open... scalp peeled back from
j ust above his eyebrows, hanging off the skull... stomach and
chest a gruesone design of gashes and cuts. H's right |eg
i s snapped, the jagged bone jutting out through the skin
Bridger’'s legs give out... he drops to a knee and vom ts.

MURPHY

Oh, Jesus.
STUBBY BI LL

He’'s tore to pieces.

The nen stare down at d ass’ corpse.

ANDERSON
Least he took that Gizz down with
hi m

Fl TZGERALD

W shed he’da done it without firing
his rifle. If there wasn’'t no ‘' Ree
around before, there will be now.

And that’s all Pig can stand... he TACKLES FI TZGERALD. .. they
roll to the ground. And in a flash Fitzgerald is on top,
rai ni ng punches down on Pig... turning his face into a bl oody
nmess.

Henry and Anderson grab Fitzgerald... drag himoff.

HENRY
THAT' S ENOUGH

Then sonehow, GLASS GASPS... this horrible, GJITTURAL MOAN

BRI DGER
Holy Christ, he's alive.

Henry and Bridger fall to their knees beside 3 ass. d ass
| ooks up at the nen, tries to focus through the bl ood and
pain. H's breathing is just a GURGI NG WHEEZE. .. bubbl es
form ng along the deep gashes in his throat with each gasp.
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HENRY
Get me sone water

Stubby Bill tosses Henry his canteen. Henry enpties it over
G ass’ throat... his face and scalp. The water hits the
wounds and i nmedi ately transforns to bl ood.

BRI DGER
Oh, Jesus... Jesus.
Gass |lifts a trenbling hand to his throat... feels the

gapi ng wound. His eyes widen in horror. He COUGHS... the
air splashes blood up fromthe open wounds in his throat.

HENRY
It’s okay, Hugh.
(pushing d ass’ hand away)
You' re going to be fine.

Henry spins his head away from d ass.

HENRY (cont’ d)
(whi spers)
I need sone rags before he bl eeds
out .

Pig whips a shirt fromhis bag... shreds it.

HENRY (cont’ d)
And your whi skey.

Pig tosses a bottle to Henry. Henry pours it over the
gashes. The BURNI NG PAIN arches G ass... he CRIES QUT in
that sane horrific noan

HENRY (cont’ d)
Hol d hi m down, Bridger, goddammt.

Bridger throws his weight against G ass’ shoul ders.

HENRY (cont’ d)
The rest of you spread out... scout
a circle around us. Fitzgerald,
you and Anderson take west and
north. Mirphy and M ke south and
east. Watch for anyone that
m ght’ ve heard that shot.

And for the first tine, Henry seens |like a | eader of nen...
firm.. in conplete control... just as 3 ass said he would
be. So the nen hurry off to their positions.
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Pl G
What about ne, Cap?

HENRY
Get down here and help nme tie off
t hese wounds best we can.

Pig shakily joins Henry in wapping the wounds. The bl ood
keeps seeping out, soaking the rags.

Pl G
It won’t stop bleedin
HENRY
Shut up, Pig.
(to d ass)
We're fixing you up, Hugh
G ass is like a shredded rag doll... dazed eyes staring up at
them as they work on his wounds... wapping the rags around
his throat... laying his scalp back over his skull, and tying

another rag around it and under his jawto hold it in place.
Bri dger wi pes the blood from d ass’ face.

BRI DGER
It’s gonna be fine, M. {d ass.

Henry gl ances down to the PUDDLE OF BLOCD spilling out over
his knees... oozing out from beneath d ass.

HENRY
Roll him over... easy.

They gently push d ass onto one side, revealing DEEP, JAGGED
GASHES runni ng across the width of dass’ back. Henry stares
at the open flesh, ready to panic again... but he doesn’t.
Instead he | ooks to Pig.

HENRY (cont’ d)
Get ne the kit. W need to stitch
hi s back up.

BRI DGER
VWhat about the rest of hinf

HENRY
He’s | osing nore bl ood back here.
(of f the throat)
And | don’t know what to do with
t hat yet.
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Pig digs out a thick needl e and spool of black thread..
hands it to Henry. Henry grabs the whiskey bottle.

HENRY (cont’ d)
I"msorry for howthis is about to
burn, Hugh.

Henry pours the whi skey over 3 ass’ back. And the pain nust
be excruciating, because 3 ass |lets out a HORRI BLE WAI L.

CUT TGO

EXT. WOODS - CONTI NUOUS

Fitzgeral d and Anderson standing watch together in the trees.
A ass’ screamerupts through the trees, and they both

i mmedi ately crouch down to a knee... out of sight to anyone
out there that m ght have heard that.

ANDERSON
They’'re torturin’ the poor bastard.

FI TZGERALD
And riskin gettin us killed in
the process. Proper thing would be
to end it for him quick.

ANDERSON
‘Less he could pull through.

FI TZGERALD
You seen what that grizz did to
him Shit, dass' || be dead inside
a hour. W all wll be if he keeps
screamin’ |like that.

EXT. WOODS - LATER

SERI ES OF SHOTS

HENRY, BRI DGER AND PI G WORKI NG OVER GLASS. .. Bridger and Pig
pressing G ass’ scalp down, as Henry slides the needl e and
thread through the skin, suturing the wound.

HENRY CLEANI NG GLASS SHREDDED THROAT.

BRI DGER AND PI G HOLDI NG THE SCREAM NG GLASS DOWN AS HENRY
SNAPS GLASS LEG BACK IN PLACE
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FI TZGERALD PEERI NG BACK THROUGH THE TREES... to Henry
doctoring G ass. Fitzgerald shakes his head in anger..
turns back to the darkening forest.

EXT. WOODS - EVEN NG

A ass rests unconscious on the ground. Two branches act as a
splint on his leg. A blanket covers his body... his face is
like a swollen, disfigured, Frankenstein's nonster...
stitches of black thread holding it in place.

Henry crouches a short distance away fromhim rinsing his
hands under a canteen. Bridger and Pig stand beside him

BRI DGER
What now?

HENRY
W wait. Does he have any kin you
know of ?

Pl G

He keeps to hisself. Never
ment i oned none.

HENRY
Go get the others. Tell ‘“emwe’re
meki ng canp here for the night.

Pig starts hustling away.
HENRY (cont’ d)
And gat her sone wood, but make sure
it’s dry. W don’t want nuch snoke
when we cook that grizzly.
ANGLE ON THE MASSI VE BEAR. .

...lying dead on the ground, its claws and fangs soaked w th
bl ood... d ass’ bl ood.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. WOODS - NI GHT
And what’s left of the grizzly... its fur cut away... slabs
of flesh butchered fromits skel eton.
A fire burns at the center of canp... a chunk of neat roasts

above the flame. The nen sit around the fire..
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Mur phy reaches up... tears a strip of neat fromthe roast,
tossing it in his mouth. The nen are silent... the pall of
G ass’ attack still hangi ng over them

Bridger rises... walks to the Gizzly... crouches down over

it, grabbing the animal’s enornous paw. It dwarfs his own
hand, as he exam nes the claws. Bridger pulls out his
knife... stretches the claw out to its full length, and CUTS
I'T OFF AT I TS BASE.

FI TZGERALD (0. S.)
VWhat makes you think you earned a

cl aw?
Bridger turns with a start... sees Fitzgerald standing over
him neat in his hand... his lips shiny with the grease.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
You didn't take that grizz down.

BRI DGER
It aint for ne.

Bridger stands... wal ks over to the sleeping Gass. Pig's
al ready crouched beside him Bridger lifts dass’ snal

| eat her POSSI BLES BAG from beside the Anstadt rifle... drops
the claw inside... throws a | ook back to Fitzgerald.

Pig holds his pal mout just above d ass’ nouth.

Pl G
| can feel sone air outta his
mout h.  Maybe Captain sealed up his
t hroat proper, huh?
(off Bridger’s silence)
VWhatta you figure his odds are,
Ji n?

Bridger stares down at what’'s left of @ ass.
BRI DGER

Long.
EXT. WLDERNESS - MORNI NG
The sun peeks over the horizon, sending an orange gl ow across
t he treetops.
EXT. CAMP - MORNI NG
ANGLE ON GLASS. .
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...unconscious but alive... his raspy breaths are weak and
staggered. The SHADOAS OF MEN hover over him..

...because Henry and the others surround d ass, staring down
at him

MURPHY
VWhat that bear did to him.. |
didn’t expect he’d last this |ong.

ANDERSON
| seen a fella go a week once after
a lion junped him Fever finally
finished himoff.

STUBBY BI LL
Whatta we do, Cap?

A | ong beat, then...

HENRY
We give himhis chance.

Henry turns and wal ks away.

EXT. CAMP - NI GHT

The fire has burned down to nothing. The nen sleep scattered
about. Murphy stands just outside of canp, rifle ready,
keepi ng watch

G ass lies there awake... eyes wide open... a living corpse.

And his breathing is just as | abored as before... raspy,

bl ood- soaked strai ns.

Fitzgerald tosses and turns, listening to dass’ gurgling.
FI TZGERALD

You ain’t doin” himor us no
favors, Captain, lettin himsuffer

t hat way.
Henry’ s awake, but doesn’'t answer. He’'s holding his pistol
in his hand, as he stares at dass... thinking the same thing
Fitzgerald just said. But he doesn’t nobve... not yet.

Fitzgerald angrily waps a bl anket around his head, nmuffling
the sound. Bridger sits beyond him.. smles at Fitzgerald s
m sery, as he attaches the BEAR CLAWTO A THI N LEATHER
STRAP. .. a neckl ace.



EXT. CAMP - MORNI NG
Bri dger kneels over a SHI VERI NG GLASS, hol di ng wet
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rags on

hi s head. Pig and Henry stand over them watchi ng.

Fitzgeral d, Anderson, Mirphy and Stubby Bill sit huddled

acr oss canp.

ANDERSON
Fever’s hit. Wn’t be |l ong now

FI TZGERALD
| seen a bad one drag on days.

ANGLE ON GLASS. .

...eyes open... he can hear every word.
FI TZGERALD (O. S.) (cont’d)
I nsi des shut down... flesh starts
to spoil and turn. ANt no way
for..
HENRY (O S.)

Qui et, Fitzgerald.
FI TZGERALD. . .
...points a stick at d ass.

FI TZGERALD
(to Henry)
We keep sittin’ here watchin him
die, only gives the ‘Ree nore
chance to find us.

Henry doesn’t answer... just keeps staring down at { ass.

BRI DGER
He’'s burnin’, Cap. Water turns to
boil as soon as it touches him

Henry considers this, then..

HENRY
Pi g, take Anderson and scout ahead.
Grand shoul d be just west of here.
Find us the best route.

FI TZGERALD
Tryin to buy Gass tine don’t make
sense for the rest of us, Captain.



25.

HENRY
(to Pig)
Get novin’'.

Pig nods... grabs his gear. He and Anderson take off out of
canp. Henry turns... wal ks over to Fitzgerald and Stubby
Bill.

HENRY (cont’ d)
(whi spers)
You two can start digging a grave.

Fitzgeral d tosses the stick away.

FI TZGERALD
Least it’s a step in the right
di recti on.

EXT. CAWMP - LATER

Fitzgerald is covered in dirt and sweat, standing knee deep
in Gass’ grave. Stubby Bill stands over him

FI TZGERALD
Any coyote digs that deep deserves
t he neal .

He takes Stubby Bill’s hand... pulls hinmself out.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
d ass won't know the difference no
ways.

Pig and Anderson wal k back into canp.
Pl G

Found it, Cap. Right where d ass
had us headed.

ANDERSON
No nmore than a nmile or so out.
Henry | ooks to Bridger, still doctoring 4 ass.
HENRY
We could build a litter. Haul him
with us.
ANDERSON

It’s rocky and steep goin’.

Henry |l ooks to Pig for an honest answer.
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Pl G
Mar shy and thick on the other side.
We could try it, but...

Pi g shakes his head.

FI TZGERALD
| signed on as a trapper, not a
goddam mul e.

BRI DGER
(to Henry)
Shape he’s in... | don’t see no way

he’ d make bein drug.

Henry nods, his mnd racing for a solution. And before |ong,

his hand is back on that pistol. He pulls it fromhis belt.
The other nmen all drop their heads... except for
Fitzgerald... he’s ready to see this end.

Henry stares down at dd ass.

HENRY
Lay that rag over his eyes, M.
Bri dger.

BRI DGER

But, Captain.

HENRY
Do it.

Bri dger hesitates, then reaches to fold the wet rag down over
G ass’ wi de open eyes. And d ass nust know what’s happeni ng,

because his eyes roll up to Bridger’s... his lips try to form
a word... his hand digs its fingers into the dirt beside him
CUT TO

GLASS POV - ON BRI DGER. ..

...the boy | ooking away as he pulls the rag over our eyes...
everyt hi ng goes bl ack.

HENRY (O.S.)
Step clear, M. Bridger.

A LONG BEAT in the dark, waiting for that gunshot, then..

BACK TO SCENE
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Henry standing over dass... pistol ained dowmn. Hi s hand

trenbles slightly.

Pig turns away... presses his hands over his ears.

Bri dger takes a few steps back... stares at

Henry.

Henry struggles to steady his aim wuntil finally it calns...

because he’s thought of sonething el se.

HENRY (cont’ d)

There’ s a seventy dollar bonus from

t he Rocky Mountain Fur Conpany to

the two nmen that stay with d ass..

see this through. Then give hima

proper burial.

BRI DGER
I"ll stay with him.. noney or not.
Pl G
Sanme here.
HENRY
| can’t let you stay back, Pig.
Wthout dass, I'll need you to
scout .

Henry | ooks to the others... they all drop their eyes...

i nt er est ed.

HENRY (cont’ d)
Just need one npre.

FI TZGERALD

Two won’t stand much chance agai nst

a party of ‘Ree, Captain, and

seventy dollars won’'t buy ne a new

setta ears.

HENRY
A hundred t hen.

Still nothing fromthe others.

BRI DGER

They can have ny share too. | owe

d ass that at | east.

FI TZGERALD
That case 1’'Il hang back wth the

kid. | don't mnd fallin” a day or

so behind for two hundred.

not
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HENRY
But dass is to be cared for until
Under st ood?

FI TZGERALD
(notions to Bridger)
"1l let the young doctor do his

j ob.
Henry hesitates... doesn’'t like this, but knows it’s the best
option left.
HENRY
The rest gather your gear.
Bri dger reaches down... lifts the rag from d ass’ face.
Their eyes neet... Bridger gives dass a nod.

EXT. CAWMP - LATER

Henry and the others are | oaded and ready to |eave. Pig
bends down over dd ass.

Pl G
"Il see ya at Fort Union, Hugh.

d ass’s gl azed eyes focus on Pig. He noves the only thing he
can... BLINKS a “yes” back at him

HENRY
(to Fitzgerald and
Bri dger)
As | ong as necessary.

BRI DGER
I"lI'l ook after him

Henry turns... leads the nen into the trees... toward the
Gand... toward Fort Union.

EXT. CAMP - NI GHT

What’'s |eft of a small fire is nothing but snol dering ash.
Bridger crouches beside 3 ass, pouring a thin stream of broth
between his lips. Fitzgerald reaches in... grabs d ass

Anst adt | eani ng agai nst the tree.

Fl TZGERALD
"1l take first watch.
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BRI DGER
Not with his rifle.

FI TZGERALD
Trust me, kid, he ain’t gonna be
needin’ it tonight.

Fitzgeral d di sappears into the trees.

EXT. WLDERNESS - DAY

Pig stands on a ridge, scouting a course. He waves back to
Henry and the others. They start toward him

EXT. CAMP - EVEN NG

@ ass conscious on the ground... that sanme | abored breathing.

CUT TGO

GLASS POV - ON FI TZGERALD. ..

...smling down at d ass as he grabs the Anstadt, holds it...
runs his hand down the barrel, as confortable as if it were
hi s own.

FI TZGERALD
You were right to protect this.
Then he di sappears... and we’'re |left alone, staring up at the
branches above us... the evening sky... acconpanied by d ass’
deat hly breaths.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. W LDERNESS/ CREEK - DAY
Bri dger kneels beside the stream filling canteens.

EXT. CAWP - DAY

Fitzgerald sits bored against a tree, twisting a knife in his
hands... flipping it point first into the dirt... grabbing...
repeating... twist... flip... thwack. And as he does, his
eyes are | ocked on d ass.
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Finally, Fitzgerald snaps the knife fromthe dirt, stands,
and wal ks over to Aass. dass is asleep. Fitzgerald
crouches down over him.. eyes his red, infected wounds.

FI TZGERALD
(whi spers)
When are you gonna di e, boy?

Fitzgerald reaches out with the blade... gently touches one
of the threads holding G ass’ throat together. And when he
does, GLASS EYES FLY OPEN... focus on Fitzgerald.

Fitzgeral d doesn’'t even flinch... just holds that knife tip
t here agai nst dass’ throat.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
I"mnearly a week behind Henry’s
bunch on accounta havin’ to tend to
you. Be easier onus all if you'd
take that |ast breath.

The two nmen hold a stare... until Fitzgerald pulls back the
knife... grabs a bl oodstained rag frombeside them.. balls
it upin his fist.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
| could help ya wth that if you'd
like. Mizzle ya right now .. end
all this sufferin’ quick and easy.
Nobody’ d ever know you give up.

Fitzgeral d noves the rag over G ass’ nose and nouth... holds
it there, just inches above.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
You just ginme a blink if you want
me to do it.

A ass | ocks his eyes on Fitzgerald s... both nmen unbli nking.
A DROP OF BLOOD hangs fromthe rag... finally falls... lands
on dass’ |ips.

Fitzgerald alnost smles, waiting for the inevitable... as

3 ass stares back, fighting the urge to blink.

Suddenly Bridger’s hand cl anps down on Fitzgeral d s shoul der.
Fitzgerald spins... startled.

BRI DGER (O S.)
VWhat’ s goin’ on?
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Fitzgerald junps with a start, sees it’'s Bridger, and is
pi ssed that Bridger scared him.. and interrupted his
business. He rises quickly, planting his meaty hand in
Bridger’s chest, and SLAMM NG H M BACK AGAI NST A TREE

FI TZGERALD
Don’t you ever question nme, you
l[ittle piss-ant.

Bridger tries to fight back, but Fitzgerald s too strong...
hol ds hi m pressed against the tree... slans a heavy el bow
into Bridger’s nmouth, splitting his Iip.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
I"d just as soon | eave both you and
your nigger here to rot. *Cept
killin you ain't worth givin up
your share.

(l eans cl oser)

But that don’t nean | can’t be
coaxed into changin’ nmy m nd.

Fitzgeral d shoves himaway... Bridger stunbles and falls.
Fitzgeral d tosses the bloody rag at him

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
And | was just doin’ your job...
cleanin’ himup

Fitzgeral d grabs 3 ass’ Anstadt, al nost daring Bridger to say
sonething. O course Bridger doesn’'t. Fitzgerald wal ks
toward the trees.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)

Why don’t ya pour sone nore broth
down his throat... keep himalive
anot her week so we can fall farther
back. End up walkin all the way
to Fort Union on our own. ‘Ree
woul d | ove to poach on just two.

(turns to Bridger)
| prom se ya, you'll |ook a helluva
| ot worse than G ass when they're
done with you.

Bri dger watches him di sappear into the trees... w pes the
blood fromhis lip with a trenbling hand.

DI SSOLVE TGO
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EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

From hi gh above the trees. The world is silent... peaceful..
until SEVERAL STARTLED CROWS shoot up fromthe treetops.

CUT TGO

BLACK. . .
...the sound of FRENZI ED BREATHI NG
FI TZGERALD (V. Q.)
(pani cked whi sper)
Bridger! Get your ass up!

Dmlight fills the frane... then FITZGERALD S FACE right in
front of us.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
‘ Ree.

BRI DGER - SCRAMBLES UP FROM UNDER HI S BLANKET, W PI NG THE
SLEEP FROM HI S FRI GHTENED EYES

BRI DGER
\What ?

FI TZGERALD
Keep quiet. | was down at the
creek... there’'s twenty of ‘em at

| east, comn’ this way.

BRI DGER
Oh, shit. Whatta we do?

Fl TZGERALD
W& run. Now.

And Fitzgerald s just whispering, but it’s with such power

that Bridger has no response... watches as Fitzgeral d gathers
his bag, starts throwing in food and supplies. Bridger is
scared out of his mnd... does the same... grabs for his

rifle, resting near Q ass.

Bridger freezes... in his panic, he’'d forgotten all about
3 ass. And now the wounded man’s eyes stare up at him..
under st andi ng perfectly what’ s happeni ng around him

BRI DGER
What about d ass?
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FI TZGERALD
He’s on his own, same as us.
BRI DGER
| can’t |eave him
FI TZGERALD
Then I'mtalkin’ to a dead man.
G ass gives Bridger the slightest of nods... go. But
Bridger’'s frozen... doesn’t know what to do... until

Fitzgeral d shoves himback to life.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Move.

3 ass reaches out a weak hand out for his Anstadt... claw ng
for his weapon. Bridger starts to hand it to d ass, but
Fitzgerald grabs it first.

BRI DGER
What’' re you doin’? He needs that.

FI TZGERALD
He couldn’t hold it if you tarred
it to his hands.

G ass strains to hold out his trenbling hand for his gun.

BRI DGER
It’s his goddamm rifle! That’s al
he’ s got!

Fl TZGERALD
And nore than he’'ll need.

Fitzgeral d scoops up dass’ knife as well.

BRI DGER
W can’t |l eave himw th nothin’

But Fitzgerald is already sprinting away... disappearing into
the trees. dass stares after him his once-cal meyes
suddenly filled with a rage. And Bridger’'s frozen again,

| ost between duty and fear... until finally, he just shakes
his head and takes off into the trees.

G ass’s enpty hand falls back to the ground... he tries to
yell out in anger, but his throat EXPLODES IN PAIN. Hi s hand
digs into the dirt... pulls himover onto his side. He flops

over to his stonach... GASPS I N PAIN..
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then using his one good arm drags hinself over the dirt, his
heal thy | eg pushing weakly at the ground, trying to propel

himforward... a futile chase after Fitzgerald and Bridger..
...inch by inch... farther than he’'s been in days. But it’s
still only a few yards, and now he lies in the open... a

clear target for the Arikara.

Then he spots that hole... the grave Fitzgerald dug for him
He grunts into action... grabs SEVERAL, TH N BROKEN BRANCHES
fromthe ground, then claws forward, each novenent
excruciating... until finally, he reaches the hole, and ROLLS
INTOIT... lands with a PAI NFUL CRUNCH.

He rests there a nonent, trying to regain any ounce of
strength. Finally he fights through the pain... shoves the

branches back up... spreading them across the hole as
camouflage... a thin veil, but all that d ass has.
He lies there defenseless... INSIDE HS OMN GRAVE. Hiding..
listening for the Arikara’s arrival... waiting to die.

CUT TGO

GLASS POV - OQUT OF THE GRAVE... TIGHT AND CLAUSTROPHOBI C. . .
JUST THE NI GHT SKY THROUGH THOSE BRANCHES. .. AND THE SOUND OF
H' S PAI NFUL BREATHS.

DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. W LDERNESS - MORNI NG

Cold and grey. Fitzgerald crouches beside a snall fire,
warm ng his hands. WH SPS OF SMOKE rise into the sky.

FI TZGERALD
We ran the better part of six
hours. Had to gain sone ground on
Henry and t hem ot hers.

Bridger sits at the base of a tree, not listening...
staring... his mnd replaying the desertion of dass over and
over. He notices the snoke.

BRI DGER
Best douse that snoke before them
‘Ree spot it.

Fl TZGERALD

We put enough di stance between us
and them And it’s too damm col d
to go without one.
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BRI DGER
Al we know, they hoofed it through
t he ni ght same as us.

Fl TZGERALD
(shakes his head)
A dozen ‘Ree can’t nmake the tine us

two did.
Bri dger | ooks back to the trees... then considers sonething,
stares at Fitzgerald a beat, before...
BRI DGER
It was twenty earlier.
FI TZGERALD
What ?
BRI DGER
When you woke nme... you said you' d
spotted twenty ‘ Ree.
FI TZGERALD
A dozen... twenty. | wasn't in a
nood to count feathers. Hell, one

‘Ree woul da been too many.

Fitzgerald enpties his canteen over the fire, killing the
flames. Bridger stares at the water pouring out.

BRI DGER
What was you even doin’ down at the
creak in the mddle of the night?
(beat)
I'd already brought plenty a water.

Fitzgeral d doesn’t answer. Bridger tightens his grip on his
rifle... slowy rises.

BRI DGER (cont’ d)
Answer ne.

FI TZGERALD
Don’t start questionin’ nme on
accounta you feelin guilty *‘bout
| eavin’ your nigger buddy behind.

Bridger nusters up all the courage he can... ainms his rifle
at Fitzgeral d.

BRI DGER
ANSVER ME OR | BLOW YOUR DAMN HEAD
OFF!
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Fitzgeral d stares back at Bridger and his rifle... eyes
taking in everything... a snake sizing up its prey. Then
Fitzgerald stands... takes a step toward the boy.

FI TZGERALD

What’'re you askin’? Wy it was you
turned your back on dass? Wy you
let himdie to save your own sorry
skin?

(beat)
‘Cause you was scared shitless,
that’ s why.

BRI DGER
The ‘Ree... did you see ‘enf
(off Fitzgerald s silence)
DI D YOU SEE ‘ EM?

FI TZGERALD
(movi ng cl oser)
Not a one.

Bridger CRIES QUT... starts to pull the trigger, when
Fitzgeral d’ s hand fl ashes out, grabbing the barrel, and
shoving the butt back into Bridger’s face... THWCK.

The force of the bl ow knocks Bridger back to the ground, but
Fitzgerald holds his grip on the rifle barrel... flips it
around to aimit at the boy. Blood drips down Bridger’ s head
as he stares up at his rifle pointed down.

Fitzgerald s finger tightens on the trigger.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
So that there is the answer to your
guesti on.

And Fitzgerald PULLS THE TRI GGER .. AND BRI DGER SQUEEZES HI S
EYES SHUT IN FEAR. .. THEN CLICK. Bridger opens his eyes...
sees Fitzgerald sneering down at him

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
And the next tine you aimto kill
sonebody, kid, best renenber your
gun won’t fire without a flint.

Fitzgerald tosses the rifle back at Bridger, and turns away.
Bridger’'s face flushes with rage and humliation... he
charges Fitzgerald frombehind... tackles himto the
ground... starts pounding Fitzgerald with punches.

A few of themland, but it’s only a nonent before Fitzgerald
is back in control... HEAD BUTTI NG Bri dger off of him.
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tossi ng himaway, then KICKING BRIDGER I N THE STOVACH. . .
AGAIN. He grabs his knife... is ready to finish Bridger
of f...

...but Fitzgerald is smart enough to know that out here, two
are safer than one... even when one is just a kid. He starts
wal ki ng away.

BRI DGER
" m goin back for him

FI TZGERALD
Far as we ran all night, you
couldn’t find dass with dogs and a
map. And | don’t believe you
really want to. ‘Cause after
leavin” himto die the first tine,
| doubt he’d be too happy to see
you now.

Fitzgerald digs at the dirt with the knife... covers the
fire's remains.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
And just so we're clear. If you
try to backtrack w thout ne
knowi n’, or ever get so guilty you
feel the need to tell sonebody.

Fitzgerald | ooks at Bridger... hard... evil.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Il have no choice but to gut you
fromnuts to nose.

Fitzgeral d stares his point home, then shoves the blade into
his belt, and stands.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Now | et’ s go.

Bri dger wi pes the blood fromhis face, then throws one | ast
gl ance behind himbefore follow ng Fitzgerald.

EXT. CAMP - MORN NG

Enpty and quiet... no sign of life... until GLASS HAND RI SES
BETWEEN THE BRANCHES. His fingers dig into the earth

pul ling hinself up fromthe hole... a dead man cli nbing out

of his own grave.

He rolls out to the ground... arches in pain when his back
hits the cold, hard surface.
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G ass lies there shivering, regaining what little strength he

has, then rolls over... starts dragging hinself again wth
that one good arm He nmakes it to the blanket... waps it
around him

G ass rests there in the center of canp... unable to nove..
his eyes scanning the surroundings... no food... no water...
and he’s wide open in this clearing... an easy target for any

predator. So he grabs his Possibles bag and GUNPOADER HORN
and drags hinself toward the cover of brush.

And every novenent takes all the wll dass has... a push
with his good leg followed by a pull with his healthy arm..
inch by inch... foot by foot... sweat pouring down his face
as he finally reaches the cover of the trees... continues
on... dragging hinself across the forest floor in a
desperate, hopeless craw for survival.

But finally it’s too nuch for Gass... the fever and pain
overwhel mhim He collapses... falls unconsci ous.

EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

Gass lies inthe dirt, weak... dehydrated... starving. He
| ooks at his hands... scratched and bl oody fromclaw ng his
wei ght .

He unwaps his small, |eather Possibles bag... dunps it to
the ground, revealing it contents... flints, a straight

razor, his map, and a LEATHER NECKLACE W TH THE Sl X- | NCH BEAR
CLAW attached. dass grabs the razor... cuts SEVERAL TH N
STRI PS FROM THE BLANKET, and wraps them around his hands.

He shoves the rest back in the bag, and does the only thing

he can do... start crawing again... push with his healthy
leg... pull with his good arm

EXT. W LDERNESS - LATER

d ass dragging hinmself up a steep slope... over rocks... the
j agged edges catching the wounds... tearing the primtive
stitching. The gashes rip wider... blood oozes down, | eaving

a crinmson trail dripping down the rock behind him

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

The wind is howing through the trees. dass |lies beneath a
cluster of brush... shivering... bleeding. Every aching
breath creates a puff of snoke in the cold, night air.
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EXT. MARSH - DAY

Thick wwth a sea of four-foot high Cattails... like mniature
cornstal ks. Looking down from above the nmarsh we see a two-
foot wide path of crushed plants that reaches the center of
the marsh, and stops.

We tighten on the end of the path, until we see dass |ying
anong the Cattails. He's sawing off one of the stalks with
the straight razor... peeling away the husk, and eating the
tender flesh beneath.

Mosqui t oes nove in clouds around him.. over his face..

arms. But dass’ injured body only allows himone action at
a time, so the nosquitoes have their fill of him as he gnaws
on the Cattail.

EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

G ass pulling hinself along the ground... stopping to tear a
FEW BERRI ES from a plant, and shove themin his nouth. He
flinches as he swallows. He starts to nobve again, but
freezes... listens... RUSH NG WATER

G ass digs his fingers into the ground with new energy...
pulls hinself toward the sound... up over a ridge... and
there it is at the bottomof the ridge...

... THE GRAND RIVER... WATER. d ass crawls down toward it.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

G ass drags hinself to the river’s edge, cupping handfuls of
water and rubbing it over his parched |ips... wthstanding
the pain to gulp it down.

As he does, d ass notices a FISH hovering in the shall ows
beside him He nmakes a desperate grab for the fish, but it
darts easily away.

A ass cups nore water to his nouth, but with each drink, he
feels the water leak froma hole in his throat... run down
his neck. He |eans out over the surface to check his
reflection... barely recognizes the swollen, stitched-

toget her, disfigured face staring back at him He fights off
the urge to vomt... pulls the razor fromthe | eather bag,
and cuts nore strips of blanket, soaking themin the river,

t hen cl eani ng hi s wounds.
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He runs a finger up to his shredded throat... around the
open, wet hole. He cups another handful of water to his

mout h... strains to swallow, then feels the liquid GURGLE OQUT
OF THE HOLE.

d ass shoves the cloth against the wound... tries to press
the flesh together... no good. He dunps out his Possibles
bag... stares at the neager contents. He picks up one of the
flints... |l ooks to the powderhorn.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - LATER
ANGLE ON A SMALL CLUMP OF DRI ED GRASS. .

...as d ass SPARKS one of the flints... ignites the grass.
As the fire grows, G ass pours a handful of GUNPOADER from
the horn, and RUBS I T ALL OVER THE HOLE IN HI S THROAT.

He lifts several small blades of burning grass... a mniature
torch. And only then do we realize what he’s about to do...
because he stares at the flane a beat, then raises it toward
hi s gunpowder - covered throat.

The flanme nears the black powder, and LEAPS OFF THE GRASS,
igniting the powder, and SETTI NG GLASS S NECK ON FI RE

G ass falls back to the ground in agony... TRIES TO SCREAM
but his burning, shredded vocal chords won't allow him

The gunpowder sizzles and burns... the flane spreads...
G ass’ flesh sears... nelts. And the pain is too nmuch for
d ass... he passes out.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - NI GHT

ANGLE ON GLASS. .. | ooking dead beside the river, but we know
he’s alive because we can hear those sane painful, raspy

br eat hs.

And then we hear sonething else... an O S. RATTLING grow ng
LOUDER. .. FASTER .. BUZZING .. until d ass’ eyes flash open

CUT TGO

GLASS POV - ON A RATTLESNAKE CO LED | NCHES FROM HI S FACE

G ass stares back in horror... has tine to throw up his arm
in protection as the snake STRIKES... SINKS I TS FANGS | NTO
H S FOREARM
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He shakes it free, but can’'t escape the snake s next
strike... locking its jaws onto d ass’ burned throat. dd ass
opens his nmouth to scream

CUT TGO

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

And 3 ass’ eyes flying open in the glaring sun, as he awakens
fromhis nightmare... looks to his arm.. no snake. His hand
instinctively junps to his nelted throat. No bites.

But that’s when he hears it... we all do... that sane
RATTLING FROM H'S DREAM d ass slowy turns his head toward
t he sound. ..

...and there’s a RATTLESNAKE CO LED just a few feet away.
Only it isn't poised to attack Gass. |It’s facing the other
way, its target a FIELD MOUSE, trapped agai nst a rock.

The snake attacks, sinking its fangs into the nouse. The
field nouse tunbles over... quivers as the poison runs
t hrough its body, then dies.

As d ass watches the snake begin to make a neal of the nouse,
his hand grips a rock. He drags hinself toward the occupied
snake... raises the rock high, then SMASHES | T DOAWN ON THE
SNAKE' S HEAD

G ass imediately pulls the razor fromhis bag, and slices

off the rattlesnake’s head, the field nouse still | odged
hal fway inside. @ ass then drags the razor down the length
of the snake... digs his fingers under the fresh seam then

peel s the outer |ayer down off the rattler.

Wth the skin still hanging off the round tube of flesh,

G ass BITES I NTO THE SNAKE, tearing off a chunk of neat. He
gobbles it down, slowing only to painfully swallow the food
past his injured throat.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - LATER

ANGLE ON THE REMAI NS OF THE SNAKE. . .

...the head, skin, and not nuch el se.

GLASS - at the water’s edge, drinking... touching his
charred, nelted throat... no | eaks. He opens his Possibles

bag... pulls out the GRI ZZLY CLAW NECKLACE... stares at it a
beat, then slips it over his head.
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He drags out the map... spreads it on the ground, then throws
a glance around him.. fingers the point on the blue line...
a rough guess of his |ocation.

ANGLE ON THE MAP. ..

...Fort Union at the top... hundreds of mles north. Fort
Brazeau south... but not nearly as far away.

d ass gazes north up the Gand, as if he can see Fitzgerald
and Bridger just ahead of him Then he | ooks back down to
his reflection in the water... battered and scarred. He

| ooks to his leg... all but worthless for now .. his one good
arm It’s clear he’s not ready to take revenge on anyone.

So d ass shoves the map back into the bag... ties it around
his armw th the powderhorn and bl anket, then grabs a THI CK
FALLEN LOG and rolls it into the river. dass crams in
behind it... deeper, until the current grows strong enough to
carry the weight of his mangl ed body downstream

A ass drapes his healthy armover the log, and starts
floating... letting the river do the work. He watches the

| and nove past himfaster than it has in days... and w t hout
all the agony of every nove.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

W ndi ng through the open prairie. @ ass hangs onto the
log... floats with the gentle current.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - EVEN NG

The sinking sun casts an orange gl ow over the water. (d ass
floats downstream .. past a HERD OF ELK grazing al ong the
riverbank. The animals don’t even notice him

EXT. GRAND RIVER - N GHT

Dark... the noon hi dden behind clouds. A heavy m st hangs
over the river. dass is draped across the |og, eyes
closed... letting the slow current carry himsouth. But then
hi s eyes open... because he hears sonething... a LOW RUMBLE.

G ass looks to the river banks... too foggy to see anything
clearly. The RUVMBLE GROAS LOUDER. He peers ahead... too
dark to see nuch... just ANOTHER SPLI NTERED LOG floating in
front of him its one jagged branch rising up in the air.
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But then THE LOG VANl SHES. d ass squints through the fog,
scanning the surface. But it’s gone... the water’s enpty...
t hat LOW RUMBLE GROANS EVEN LOUDER

A ass | ooks to the water beside him.. a BRANCH GLI DES PAST
AT A H GHER SPEED. And now d ass knows what’s com ng, but
it’s too late... because the world suddenly turns upside
down, as d ass tunbles over the edge of a TWENTY FOOT
WATERFALL.

He spirals downward... crashes into the rushing current.
He’ s washed forward with the suddenly violent rapids. They
pul | himunder the surface, then toss hi m GASPI NG back out.

The river carries himblindly through the mst... tossing...
turning... SLAMM NG H M I NTO A HUGE BOULDER... CRACK... he
spins off, swept away headfirst... the foam ng water sucking
hi m down the rocky gauntlet.

He tunbl es over nore boul ders... his Possibles bag snaps

| oose... dass nakes a grab for it, but is suddenly flipped

down anot her set of falls.
The Possibles Bag is lost in the raging river.

3 ass sinks beneath the surface, then floats back up, as the
rapids calm.. spit dass to the gentle shallows. Hi s body
drifts face-down toward shore.

And just when we're sure G ass has to finally be dead, his
armreaches up fromthe water... he digs his fingers into the
muddy bank, and drags hinmself out of the river.

d ass col | apses unconscious to the ground, his body shrouded
in that m st.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

TIGHT ON THE LEFT SIDE OF GLASS FACE... the right stil
pressed into the nuddy bank. The sun beats down... then
SHADOWS APPEAR. .. BOUNCE ACRCSS HIM .. sonething is standing
over d ass.

And then a VULTURE' S HEAD DROPS | NTO FRAME. ..

...latches its beak onto dass’ cheek... tugs at it..
stretches it. dass’ eyes pop open... we PULL BACK to see
THREE VULTURES surroundi ng d ass’ body, pecking and cl aw ng
at his battered wounds.
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d ass swings his good arm knocking one of the vultures away.
He tries to cry out, but only that PRIM TIVE H SS ERUPTS from
his throat.

The vul tures dance away fromhis flailing... aren’t willing
to give up their neal so easily... dart in for quick attacks
on his flesh.

d ass grasps a branch... swings at the birds, beating them
back. The vultures give up the battle... fly away.

G ass crunbles back to the ground... squints up into the
sun... the SILHOUETTES OF THE VULTURES Cl RCLI NG ABOVE H M ..
waiting for himto die.

G ass | ooks down to his wounds, again oozing blood. He
gl ances around... sees a ridge just a few hundred yards away.

At the base of the ridge, a G ANT BOULDER has broken free,
creating a partial cave. dass starts crawming toward it.
And if it’s possible, he | ooks even closer to death now t han
when he started this journey.

EXT. CAVE - DAY

No nore than ten feet deep, but enough to hide from
predators. dass drags hinself as far back in the recess as
he can... coll apses against the rock wall.

I NT. CAVE - DAY

G ass gathers | oose sticks and grass into a small pile...
begi ns sparking rocks together to build a fire.

I NT. CAVE - LATER

The fire burns beside dass, as he TEARS A SI NGLE THREAD of
cloth fromthe tattered bl anket, then feeds it through a tiny
hole in a JAGGED, NEEDLE-SIZED SLI VER OF SHARPENED ROCK... a
man- nade needl e and t hread.

A ass goes to work on the open wounds of his chest..

piercing his skin with the rock... wincing with pain as he
tugs the thread through the fresh hole in his skin... pierces
the other side of the wound, then pulls the flesh tightly
together... before repeating the excruciating process al

over again... pierce... pull... pierce... tighten.
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EXT. GRAND RIVER - N GHT

The noon’s glow reflects off the water.

I NT. CAVE - N GHT
ANGLE ON GLASS HAND. . .

...holding a small sharp stone, and SCRATCHI NG LETTERS | NTO
THE CAVE' S ROCK WALL.

VWE PAN DOWN TO THE GROUND. .. still listening to the
SCRATCHI NG OF THE ROCK as we glide across the dirt... reach
the fire... its flame warmand strong. W Tl GHTEN ON THE
FIRE, until WE RE INSIDE IT... and then WE PULL BACK. .

...and we see the fire has long died away... just black ash.
The O S. SCRATCHI NG has silenced. W glide back across the
cave floor... to d ass unconscious on the ground. And above
himon the wall, we see what he had been scratching..

“Robbed and left to die by Fitzgerald and Bridger. |If find
eether kill for Hugh d ass”

We hold on those words a beat, then..

Dl SSOLVE TGO
EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY
DROPS OF RAIN dot the surface. THUNDER RUMBLES... the rain

grows heavi er

EXT. CAVE - N GHT

Rain pouring... gullies of water run down the ridge, spew ng
over the nmouth of the cave. But inside, dass doesn't
stir... lying there just as we |ast saw him

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

Rain com ng down in buckets. The river’s raging.

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

Clouds drift across the noon... the storm has ended.
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EXT. CAVE - DAY

Sunny and clear. A rabbit hops along... stops for a nonent
outside the cave. Beyond it, Gass is still sprawl ed on the
cave floor... he nust be dead. The rabbit continues on past.

I NT. CAVE - DAY

TIGHT ON GLASS FACE... as his eyes flutter open. He stares
strai ght ahead, unnoving.

EXT. CAVE - DAY

G ass crawm s out of the crevice... shields his eyes fromthe
sun, as he takes in the scene.

The river has sunk back to normal, |eaving the banks battered
and muddy. The water is thick and browmmn with all the fl ooded
earth it pulled up.

G ass uses all his strength to rise up to his knees, then
higher... onto his healthy leg. He braces hinself against a
tree. He's still crooked and hunched over, but for the first
time since the Gizzly attack, he | ooks nore |ike a man than
an animal. He bends down... picks up a BROKEN TREE BRANCH.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

d ass |inps along the bank... beside the brown water stirred
up fromthe flood. He noves along the washed-out area,
searching for food... grabs sone plants... tears themfrom

the ground to chew on the roots.

He continues on... spots a DEAD SNAPPI NG TURTLE drowned in
the flood, frozen on its back. d ass kneels down to pick up

the turtle... sniffs it. As he does, he spots sonething
across the river... a DEER, staring back at him

G ass slowy raises his | MAA NARY RIFLE. .. takes careful aim
at the deer... pulls the trigger. If only he had his Anstadt.
But then the deer’s head snaps... to sonething beyond d ass.
G ass follows the aninmal’s eyes... turns to the ridge... and

t he FI VE ARl KARA WARRI ORS STANDI NG AT GLASS' CAVE

G ass drops flat to the ground behind a tree uprooted in the
flood. He | ooks back across the river... THE DEER IS LONG
GONE.
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d ass inches his head up over the tree... to the warriors now
crouched outside the cave... studying the tracks.

G ass’ eyes junp to the soft dirt along the river... H'S
FOOTPRI NTS CLEAR. .. an obvious trail leading right to him

He throws a gl ance around... nowhere to run even if he coul d.
So he starts backing into the river on his stomach... feet-
first... dragging a small branch over the tracks around him
W ping them away as he noves. And his eyes are | ocked on the
Arikara... watching to see if they spot him

But they haven't yet, and G ass keeps sliding backward. ..
five feet off shore... only three feet deep in the nurky
wat er and sludge. But if he goes any further, the current
will catch him.. pull himinto the next set of violent
rapids... and nmake hima clear target.

The Arikara follow the tracks down fromthe cave.

G ass sinks neck-deep into the water... the Arikara keep

comng... near the river. So @ ass drops beneath the surface.
CUT TO

UNDERWATER -

And d ass’ eyes spread wide... searching the nuddy water. He

grabs a LARCE ROCK... rolls onto his back, and places the
rock on his stomach, its weight holding himfirmy to the
river bottom

EXT. GRAND RI VER - DAY

ANGLE ON THE ARI KARA WARRIORS. .. following G ass’ tracks to
the edge of the river... |ooking out over the brown river.

CUT TO

UNDERWATER -

d ass pressing his head back against the bottom.. staring up
t hrough the cloudy water... to the FI VE SHADOAS STANDI NG ONLY
A FEW FEET AVWAY.

EXT. GRAND RI VER - CONTI NUCGUS

The Arikara... unknow ngly standing just above d ass...

| ooki ng back to the tracks... scanning the water. But the
surface is enpty, and the river’'s too thick with nud to see
anyt hi ng bel ow.
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But they keep looking... and we’'re waiting for Gass to
expl ode fromthe river, gasping for air. But he doesn’'t...
and they keep scanning for what seens an eternity, until

finally, the warriors turn... start wal king back up the path.
Behind them dass’ face inches to the surface... pulls in
sone oxygen... watches as they fade into the trees.

Then A ass rolls the rock away... starts noving deeper into
the river... fighting the current to grab rocks and

boul ders... pulling hinmself to the other side.

EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

A ass linps through the trees, still dripping with the nuddy
wat er of the G and.

EXT. WLDERNESS - LATER
G ass is on his knees, desperately grabbing for a TINY FIELD

MOUSE. The rodent escapes into a hole. dass claws at the
ground after it. He's starving to death.

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

The rain beating down through the trees. dass huddles in a

cluster of bushes, trying to stay dry... shivering in the
cold. He reaches out fromthe cover, grabbing his noccasin
boot standing in the rain. He pulls it in... slurps back the

rainfall that it’s caught.

EXT. PRAIRIE - EVEN NG

Gass linps slowy across the rolling prairie. He' s weak..
starving... isn't going to make it much further. He drops to
hi s hands and knees.

And then he feels sonething... the ground al nobst trenbling
under his hands. He watches his hands quiver with vibration.
A RUMBLE BUI LDS. d ass strains to hear... looks to the crest
of a hill... labors up the gentle slope toward the sound.

EXT. PRAIRIE/H LL - EVEN NG

d ass reaches the crest... | ooks over the other side to a
HERD OF BUFFALO THUNDERI NG ACRCSS THE PRAI Rl E
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An incredible site... hundreds of nmssive creatures... their
hooves tearing up the earth, leaving a cloud of dust behind
t hem

Behind the herd, a PACK OF WOLVES FI GHT OVER A FALLEN
BUFFALQO

G ass lies in the high grass, watching the wol ves SNARL AND
SNAP over the remains. And he eyes that buffalo... the
cl osest he’'s been to food in days.

EXT. PLAINS - N GHT

The five wol ves rest around the downed buffalo, their snouts
bl oody fromthe neal. Suddenly, one of the wolves’ heads
snaps up... bares its teeth... SNARLS.

And then we see what the wolf is growing at... d ass..
i nping out of the shadows toward the animals, holding a
BURNI NG SAGE BUSH I N EACH HAND. .. |ike giant FLAM NG HANDS

clawing in the night.

The wolves junp to their feet, unsure of what’s approachi ng.
They grow at G ass. But dass keeps coming... doing his
best to YELL... nore |ike GROAL back at the wolves. He
swings the flam ng brush, tossing glow ng sparks through the
air.

The wol ves spread out, instinctively surrounding dass. But
3 ass singles out each one... charges, waving the flanes...
driving each wolf back.

Four of the wol ves back away, but the | eader holds its

ground... even noves toward dass... only a few feet away...
SNARLING. .. bloody jaws ready to attack, but still not sure
what its up against.

G ass shakes the flanes at the wolf... it SNAPS AT GLASS

ARM d ass swings the other... slans the fiery plant across
the wol f’ s head.

The wol f YELPS... |eaps back... starts to run away, but turns
back... nmakes another charge at 3 ass. But dass is ready..

throws the flam ng ball of sage at the wolf, then clubs it
with the other. The animal’s fur begins to burn.

The frightened wolf has had enough... rolls on the ground,
then spins to join the rest of its pack. They run a safe
di stance, then stop... keeping a watch on d ass.
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d ass drags the burning sage bushes al ong the ground,
igniting the grass and brush... creating a foot-high flam ng
wal | between himand the wol ves.

He stretches the flane into a circle, a fiery ring surrounds
the fallen buffalo.

The wol ves have seen enough... turn... race away fromthe
fl ames.

As the grass around himburns, dass drops the sage plants..
attacks the buffalo remains, tearing away bl oody chunks of
flesh fromthe carcass, and shoving theminto his nmouth... a
starving animal that’'s finally found food.

EXT. PRAIRIE - N GAT

From hi gh above the prairie... dass and the buffalo at the
center of that glowing ring of fire.

EXT. PRAIRIE - DAY

The wind s gusting... bending the high golden grass over on
its side. dass noves slowy across, pulling his collar up
to shield his face fromthe cold winds. He spots sonething
in the distant sky ahead... a THI N LI NE OF BLACK SMXE

G ass picks up his pace... hope spurring himon.

EXT. BURNED ARl KARA VI LLAGE - DAY

The charred, skeletal renmains of a tribe's village... just
bl ack posts where tee-pees once stood... a half-burned | og
| odge still smokes, sending that black line into the sky.

d ass |inps through the graveyard of structures... all signs
of life in this village |ong gone. He searches a basket...
pul s out a BLANKET... wraps it around his shoul ders.

I NT. LODGE - DAY

d ass steps into the snmoky warnth of the | odge... black and
enpty. He slides down to the floor... unwaps strips of
roasted buffalo fromwhat’'s left of his blanket. He starts to
take a bite, when SOMETHI NG DARTS PAST THE DOCRWAY TO THE
BACK ROOM The O S. SHUFFLI NG OF FEET.

G ass freezes... heisn't alone. He rises... grabs a
splintered post |ike a spear... eases toward the doorway.. .
rai ses the post to swng...
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...and sees the SMALL PUPPY standing in the back room The
dog takes off around a crunbled wall. dass follows it.

I NT. LODGE/ BACK ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

G ass |inps across the room.. turns the corner of the

crunbled wall... and sees the dog slide to a stop beside an
ANCI ENT ARI KARA SQUAW huddl ed in the corner, her bony arns
outstretched in front of her in weak defense. And her eyes
are SCLID WH TE... the old woman is blind. She CRIES OQUT A

CHANT over and over... her death chant, as she waits for this
stranger to kill her.

G ass stands frozen... confused. He tries to speak, but his
throat still won't let him He crouches down in front of the
old woman... reaches for her hand, but she flails himaway.
He grabs her again... gently... just holds it until she
calnms... studying the woman... her hollow face all skin and
bones... she’s obviously dying.

He pulls the strip of buffalo nmeat from his pocket... pushes

it into the squaw s hand. She immediately jerks it to her
mout h... and that’s when G ass sees the WOVAN HAS NO TEETH. .
she can’t eat.

G ass turns to an old pot tipped over on the floor.

EXT. BURNED ARl KARA VI LLAGE - DAY

G ass carries the pot toward a nearby stream The dog
scurries out behind him.. follows G ass to the water.

I NT. LODGE/ BACK ROOM - DAY

The pot boils over burning logs. dass dips a cup in,
pulling out a warmbroth. He carries it to the squaw, stil
sitting in the corner... takes her hand, placing the cup in
it for her. She gulps the liquid back.

G ass goes back to refill the cup. The old woman MUMBLES
SOMETHI NG we can’t understand... over and over, as d ass
brings the cup back to her. He tries to ease it into her
hand, but the woman pushes it away... slides her hand up

G ass’ armto his face... patting it... MJIBLI NG THOSE SAME
WORDS. .. thanking d ass.
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EXT. BURNED ARl KARA VI LLAGE - EVEN NG

G ass carries several blankets toward the | odge. The puppy
trails behind him biting at one of the corners... hanging on
as G ass pulls himacross the dirt.

I NT. LODGE - EVEN NG

G ass enters the back roomw th the blankets... stops when he
sees the old woman sl unped over to the floor, her white eyes
frozen open in a lifeless stare.

EXT. BURNED ARI KARA VI LLAGE - N GHT

G ass has stacked several burned posts into a crude pyre at
the edge of the village. The squaw lies atop the pyre,
covered in the blankets he gathered for her. d ass stands
beside the pyre, a FLAM NG TORCH in his hand. The puppy
rests at his feet.

EXT. DI STANT RI DGE - CONTI NUOQUS
THREE I NDI ANS sit on horseback, watching 3 ass |ight the
pyre... the flames rise into the night.

EXT. BURNED ARI KARA VI LLAGE - N GHT

d ass crouches... pets the dog, as he watches the flanes
spread... engulf the woman.

ANGLE ON THE GLOW NG EMBERS. . .
...floating into the night. Beyond the sparks, we see

sonet hing el se... THOSE THREE | NDI ANS GALLOPI NG TOMNMRD THE
VI LLAGE. .. FAST.

And now d ass sees themtoo... knows it’s too late to run, so
he just stands there. But the dog’ s seen enough... darts
awnay.

G ass watches the Indians ride into the village... their

braided hair and dress is different than the Ari kara we' ve
seen earlier, because these are Sl OQUX WARRI ORS, and d ass
knows it.

The Sioux surround d ass on horseback... stare down at Jd ass.
The | ead warrior (SPOTTED HORSE), (30’s), poised and strong,
points to the flam ng pyre... says sonething to d ass.
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G ass tries to answer... can’t... touches his scarred throat.
Spotted Horse slides gracefully off his horse. The other two
warriors, (THREE FEATHERS and RUNNI NG FOX) do the sane...
close in on d ass.

G ass stands firm Spotted Horse says sonething else to him
Agai n, dass touches his throat... holds his jacket out from
his sides... no weapons. Spotted Horse studies G ass hard...
reaches out, wiping his finger down d ass’ cheek, al nost
testing to see if the color cones off.

One of the other warriors pats dass’ hair... smles... says
sonething to the others. Spotted Horse and the other warrior
join him each touching G ass’ hair.

Then Spotted Horse spots d ass’ necklace... the grizzly cl aw
hanging fromit. He exam nes the enornmous claw, then nods to
G ass’ stitching and scars.

SPOTTED HORSE
Giz-lee.

G ass hears the famliar word... nods. Three Feathers pulls
a WH TE SPECK fromthe back of dass’ neck... holds it up to
Spotted Hor se.

Spotted Horse jerks out his knife. dass is confused...

hol ds up his hand, as he takes a step back. But Three

Feat hers and Running Fox grab dass... secure him.. pull his
j acket down off his shoul ders, exposing his shirt, as Spotted
Hor se wal ks around behind G ass... raises the knife... d ass
GROALS A PLEA... but Spotted Horse slices the knife down

@ ass’ back... just cutting open his shirt... and revealing a
MASS OF WHI TE WORMS. .. MAGGOTS. .. COVERI NG THE DEEP GASHES ON
GLASS' BACK.

The three warriors exchange gl ances... they’ ve obviously
never seen anything like this. G ass sees their reaction...
throws a nervous glance... what?

Three Feathers runs his hand across d ass’ back, dragging a
HANDFUL OF WORMS for G ass to see. As (dass’ eyes widen in
pani c, Spotted Horse SLAMS THE BUTT OF HI S KNI FE agai nst

3 ass’ head.

G ass drops to his knees... makes a dazed grab for Spotted
Horse... m sses... and Spotted Horse H TS GLASS AGAIN. d ass
tunbl es unconscious to the dirt.

Spotted Horse says sonething to the others... they grab
G ass’ linp arns... drag himtoward the horses.



54.

EXT. SIOUX VILLAGE - N GHT

Dozens of glow ng canpfires dot the prairie, along wwth a sea
of tee-pees, their wllow poles fanning against the night

sky. Animal hides and painted designs decorate the various

t ee-pees and | odges. Sl QUX CHI LDREN | augh and pl ay about the
village... freeze when they hear Spotted Horse and the other
riders splash across the stream

The warriors ride into the village, A ass’ body tossed over
t he back of Three Feather’s horse. The children race to them

ANGLE ON GLASS. .. regai ning consciousness... eyes blinking..
trying to focus.

CUT TGO

GLASS POV - FROM THE BACK OF THE HORSE. . .

...to the children’s eager faces swarm ng around him..
studying this strange face.

Spotted Horse - YELLING SOVETHI NG at the children... they

back away from3ass... fall into line behind the riders.
Si oux MEN and WOVEN watch as the procession noves past... to
a tee-pee set away fromthe rest... its hide walls decorated

with wild lightning bolts and buffal o and vaguely human
figures circling the sun

An OLD MEDI CI NE MAN, gnarled and | eathery, a DEAD RAVEN tied
in his long hair, his naked chest painted with red and bl ack
stripes, steps out of the tee-pee. He eyes dass, as Three
Feat hers and Runni ng Fox carry himinside.

Suddenly, the Medicine Man begi ns CHANTI NG

CUT TO
A FLURRY OF | MAGES ACCOVPANI ED BY THE MEDI CI NE MAN' S V. O
CHANTI NG. . .

LEATHER STRAPS SNAPPI NG AROUND GLASS WRI STS AND ANKLES. . .
stretched tight.

d ass, naked, on his stomach at the center of the tee-pee,
his arns and | egs outstretched, secured to wooden stakes in
the ground. The white worns cover his back.
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The Medicine Man... CHANTING .. waving burning sticks in the
air.

ATH CK LIQU D BOLINGIN A POT... the Medicine Man’'s tw sted
hand reaching a gourd container in... filling it with the
steam ng m xture.

The |iquid POURI NG OVER GLASS' BACK.

GLASS FACE... arched to the sky... twisted in horrible pain.
He SCREAMS THAT HORRI BLE GROALI NG CRY

MORE | MAGES. .. even faster... the CHANTING nore frantic...
A SI OQUX WOVAN, (WAKI ), staring down.
HANDS wi pi ng a GREEN SLUDGE over d ass’ neck... chest.

The Medi ci ne Man dancing... chanting... shaking sticks |ined
wi th RATTLESNAKE TAI LS.

The noonl i ght shining through the tee-pee, illumnating the
i mges of the buffal o and danci ng shapes.

Waki gently pouring fluid into G ass’ nout h.

The Medi ci ne Man hol di ng the SEVERED HEAD OF A SNAKE. .
lightly sinking the fangs around the wounds on  ass’ throat.

GLASS EYES... wde open... rolling up white into his head.
AND THE CHANTI NG STOPS... the world goes dark

EXT. YELLOASTONE RI VER - DAY

Cutting through the open prairie. Snow covered peaks touch
the sky in the distance.

Fitzgeral d and Bridger trudge their way across the prairie,
dressed in furs. They rise up a steep slope... reach the
top, and spot the cluster of |og buildings inside a nmassive
thirty-foot tall wooden fence. Fort Union.

Bridger smles... relieved.

FI TZGERALD
‘ Bout goddamm ti ne.

They start down the slope. Fitzgerald grabs Bridger’'s arm..
firmy.
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FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
And we’re under st ood on

everything... dass’ dyin in his
sleep... us buryin” himlike was
agr eed.

Bri dger doesn’t respond. Fitzgerald doesn’t like that.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
You're as guilty as nme in |eavin’
him Don’'t you forget that. You
got a future up here. No sense
tossin’ it away when he was as good
as dead already. Shit, all we did
was skip the funeral

Bridger pulls his armfree... continues on.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
I won't take to givin’ up that two-
hundred on accounta you gettin’
weak- kneed.

Bri dger keeps wal king. Fitzgerald follows behind.

I NT. FORT UNI ON - DAY

Like a small town surrounded by a log wall. The main TRADI NG
PCST BUI LDING i s busy... TRAPPERS, SIQUX, all with things to
trade. But nost of the life is in the FORT UNI ON SALOON next
door... crowded with custoners downstairs, and just as busy
in the whores’ roons upstairs.

A small village of tents rests off to the side of the
bui | di ngs, hol ding the overflow of traffic.

I NT. SALOON - DAY

Fitzgerald and Bridger enter the crowded room.. squeeze
their way to the bar.

Fl TZGERALD
Twi ce the fol ks here than when we
left.

BRI DGER
We shoul d go see Captain Henry.
FI TZGERALD
Far as we hiked... we got time for

a drink on the conpany’s tab.
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PIG (O.S.)
Jim

They spin... see Pig, Murphy and Stubby Bill sitting at a
table. Pig scranbles up... rushes to Bridger, locking himin
a big bear hug.

PIG (cont’ d)
You made it! | was scared the ‘Ree
m ghta caught up to ya.

FI TZGERALD
If your fat ass could get through,
we didn’'t have no worri es.

Pig glares at Fitzgerald... watches himwalk to the tabl e,
joining the others.
Pl G
(off Fitzgerald, to
Bri dger)
Had to be a helluva |l ong wal k for
you.
Bri dger nods... Pig has no idea.
PIG (cont’d)
Hugh?

Bridger hesitates a beat, then just shakes his head.

PIG (cont’d)
@uess we all knowed how it woul d
turn out. Did he suffer nuch nore?

Anot her | ong beat, then..

BRI DGER
I hope not.

A PROSTI TUTE wal ks down the stairs... stops on the | anding,
wai ting for her next customer. Fitzgerald spots her...
grins.

FI TZGERALD
(to Bridger)
Maybe we best go see Henry, kid. |
just got a itch to spend the first
of ny two-hundred.

The other men | augh. Not Bridger.
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I NT. ROCKY MOUNTAI N FUR COMPANY OFFI CE - DAY

Henry sits at his desk. Fitzgerald and Bridger stand across
fromhim The others... Pig, Anderson, Mirphy, and Stubby
Bill crowd the room behind them

FI TZGERALD
I won't pretend to been his friend,
but | respect any man that fights
t he way he done.

HENRY
And the grave?

FI TZGERALD
We had those extra days so we went
deeper... covered it in rocks. To

keep the scavengers off him

HENRY
Any sign of hostiles?

Fl TZGERALD
Not a one.

The words are like a punch in the gut to Bridger. He can't
take the pain... opens his nouth to speak, but Fitzgerald
beats himto it.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
Truth is, | was worried ‘bout ‘Ree,
and ready to get novin', but
Bridger here argued to stay and
make a cross for the grave.

Bridger’s head snaps to Fitzgerald... don’'t nake this worse.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
So that’'s what we did.

Pig reaches up... gives Bridger a pat on the back. But to
Bridger, it feels like a red-hot bl ade.
HENRY
A ad to hear you pulled your
wei ght, M. Bridger. | knew you
woul d.
FI TZGERALD

More than his share, Captain.
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And now Fitzgerald has snared Bridger into his lie. Bridger
drops his eyes to his feet.

HENRY
Speaki ng of shares.
Henry turns to a SAFE resting against the wall. Fitzgerald
wat ches as Henry spins the dial... locks in the conbination,

then pulls the latch. The safe door sw ngs open..
...revealing STACKS CF CASH

Fitzgerald s eyes lock on all that noney. Henry pulls out a
handful ... starts counting themout onto the desk.

HENRY (cont’ d)
Am | to assune the agreed
arrangenent didn’t change?

Fl TZGERALD
Fortunate for ne, it did not.

HENRY
Wl | thank you both for your
courage and honor. You have done
your sel ves proud.

Fitzgerald swipes up his pile of bills. Henry drops a couple
bills in front of Bridger.

HENRY (cont’ d)
You’' re owed sonet hing for what you
di d.

Bri dger stares down at the bills a beat, then snatches
them .. pushes his way out of the office before he m ght have
to | ook soneone in the eye.

FI TZGERALD
He’' s beat hisself up nost of the
trip... wshin" he da done nore.
HENRY

W all saw the shape d ass was in.
There was no nbre to be done.

Fl TZGERALD
That’'s what | been tellin’ him
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I NT. BUNKHOUSE - DAY

Enpty, except for Bridger curled up on his cot, squeezing
those crunpled bills in his hand, crying.

DI SSOLVE TGO

| NT. TEE- PEE - DAY
G ass sl eeps under a buffalo robe. H's eyes flicker open.

CUT TGO

GLASS POV - ON THE BUFFALO AND DANCI NG FI GURE DESI GNS
SHADOWED THROUGH THE TEE- PEE.

GLASS - His hand reaching up to his throat. It |ooks nuch
better than we |l ast saw. And the stitches are gone fromhis
face, now just long, pink scars. He stiffly raises hinself
up... renenbers his back... struggles to reach behind him..
scarred but clean... no naggots.

He | ooks beside him.. sees BUCKSKI N PANTS AND SHI RT resting
on the ground... waiting for him

EXT. TEE-PEE - DAY

ANGLE ON GLASS... dressed... pushing his way out through the
flap of the tee-pee... linping out into the m dday sun, and
shielding his eyes. He |ooks |like a man that hasn’t seen the
[ight of day for weeks.

A ass adjusts to the brightness... stares in wonder at the
scene.

And then we see what 3 ass is |ooking at, and understand his
reaction... the entire village is blanketed in snow. The
Si oux VI LLAGERS nobve about, wearing heavy skins and furs.

AWIMENS OS. VOCE turns d ass...

...to WAKI, the woman fromthe images, wal king toward him
bundled in fur. She says sonething el se we can’t
understand... points to G ass’ feet. dass |ooks dowm... to
hi s BARE FEET BURI ED DEEP I N THE SNOW He hadn’t noti ced.

And then Waki smiles... a sweet, pretty smle. She takes his
hand... |eads himback into the tee-pee.
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I NT. TEE- PEE - CONTI NUOUS

G ass and Waki enter. She pulls a pair of nobccasins froma
basket... hands themto d ass.

He slips themon, then presses his fingers against his
throat... alnost trying to hold it all inside to nake it
wor k, then. ..

GLASS
(scrat ching and rough)
Thank you.
Waki doesn’t understand... just raises a cup of liquid..
says sonet hing, then touches his throat... notions for himto
drink. dass sips the drink... grimaces... shakes his head,
trying to give the cup back, but Waki refuses... points at
his throat, and notions for himto drink. dass stares in
the cup a beat, then gulps it back... shakes his head.

GLASS (cont’ d)
Bad medi ci ne.

Waki smiles... hands himhis BEAR CLAW NECKLACE. dd ass nods
in thanks, then achingly lifts his arns up to slip it over
hi s head.

GLASS (cont’ d)
How | ong have | been here?

Waki just stares back... no idea what d ass said.
GLASS (cont’ d)
You're Sioux. | only know a bit a
Pawnee.

d ass stunbl es through a sentence of Pawnee. Waki shakes her
head... throws a junble of Sioux back at him

GLASS (cont’ d)
The snow... ny healin .
(points to hinself)

(points to the ground)
Here. How | ong?

Waki shakes her head again. @ ass |eads her outside.
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EXT. SI OUX VI LLAGE - CONTI NUOUS

d ass points to the sun overhead, then rai ses both hands,
fingers outstretched.

GLASS
How many suns? Ten?

Waki studies dass... the sun... begins to understand. She
nods... SAYS A WORD... holds up all ten of her fingers.

GLASS (cont’ d)
Ten suns?

Then Waki cl oses her hands into fists... opens them again...
cl oses them again... SAYS A DI FFERENT WORD.

GLASS (cont’ d)
Chri st.

d ass glances around... for the first time, notices Sioux MEN
and WOMEN staring at him Children freeze in the mddl e of
their play... all eyes |locked on 3 ass. TWO SMALL BOYS, (NEW
MOON and LI TTLE ONE), repeat the sane TWO WORDS to each

ot her. ..

BOYS
Tat anka W casa.

...over and over.
d ass stares back, unsure. Then...

SPOTTED HORSE (O S.)
Buff-A-1 o Man.

G ass turns... sees Yell ow Horse stepping out of a tee-pee.

Spotted Horse (cont’d)
(very broken english)
What they call you.
(points to dass’ hair)
Fur of Buff-A-Io.

@ ass touches his hair... nods... smles. The children smle
and | augh now too... repeat the words LOUDER

GLASS
You speak Engli sh.

SPOTTED HORSE
Need words when trade with whites.
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GLASS
Well 1I'’mgrateful for you bringing
me here... havin' themcare for ne.

(of f Spotted Horse’ s nod)
Now i f you could point ne which way
it is you do your tradin ... with
t he whites.

SPOTTED HORSE
(points)
VWi t es. Br a- zo.

GLASS
Fort Brazeau? That's where |’'m
tryin” to get. Is it far fromhere?

Spotted Horse doesn’t understand. d ass notions into the
di st ance.

GLASS (cont’ d)
Far? Long way?

Spotted Horse points to a horse, then holds up three fingers.

GLASS (cont’ d)
Three days on horse?

Spotted Horse nods... |ooks 3 ass over, and shakes his head.

SPOTTED HORSE
Not wal k. H des soon.

G ass doesn’t understand... until Spotted Horse points to a
ROW OF BUFFALO HI DES hanging froma |ine.

Spotted Horse (cont’d)
We trade Bra-zo.

G ass stares at the tanning hides, then down at his |eg.
Finally, he nods. Spotted Horse starts wal king... waves for
G ass to fol l ow.

Spotted Horse (cont’d)
Cone. Eat.

d ass follows after him The children sneak in behind,
giggling as they tail d ass across canp.

d ass gl ances back... New Moon and Little One duck behind a
tee-pee... wait for himto continue before they scoot back
out after him
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INT. CHIEF S LODGE - N GHT

3 ass, Spotted Horse, Three Feathers, Running Fox and OTHER
WARRI ORS sit around a fire, eating wth CH EF RED HAVK, the
Medi ci ne Man, and several other TRI BAL ELDERS.

GLASS
The nmen stole ny rifle.

The Sioux don’t understand. @ ass reaches over, taking
Spotted Horse' s plate.

GLASS (cont’ d)
They took. They took..

G ass ains an imaginary rifle.

GLASS (cont’ d)
...my rifle. M gear

Now Spotted Horse understands... translates for the others.

GLASS (cont’ d)
They left me to die. So | nmean to
find “emboth. Get ny rifle back.

Spotted Horse translates again. Red Hawk nods, studying
a ass.

Red Hawk SAYS SOVETHING to 3 ass... notions to the BEAR CLAW
NECKLACE. d ass | ooks to Spotted Horse.

SPOTTED HORSE
Red Hawk ask who kill griz-I|ee.

d ass touches his chest. Red Hawk nods, inpressed. @ ass
points to the JAGGED SCARS running up Red Hawk’s neck to a
M SSI NG Rl GHT EAR.

GLASS
Gizzly?

Red Hawk sm |l es... shakes his head.

RED HAVK
Ari kar a.

That word, G ass understands. Red Hawk ranbles a | ong
sentence in Sioux. The other nenbers LAUGH.
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Spotted Horse
He say Arikara take right ear of
Sioux. Left ear of whites. Not
know what they take from you.

G ass smles along wwth the others. They continue their neal.

EXT. SI OUX VI LLAGE - DAY

Snow falls over dass, as he stands outside the tee-pee,
flexing his injured leg... putting nore weight on it...
testing its recovered strength.

Suddenly, a SPEAR PLANTS | NTO THE GROUND BETWEEN HI S FEET.
G ass turns, startled... sees Spotted Horse, Three Feathers,
Runni ng Fox, and several OTHER WARRI ORS staring at him

A ass’ eyes junp fromthe spear to the warriors, unsure.

Spotted Horse strides to G ass... grabs the spear, then spins
it sideways... stares at dass, until a smle spreads across
Spotted Horse’'s face... he holds the spear out to d ass.

SPOTTED HORSE
Buff-A-lo Man hunt with Sioux?

G ass relaxes... nods... takes the spear from Spotted Horse.
Three Feathers hands a BUFFALO HHDE to 3 ass... notions for
G ass to put it on.

THREE FEATHERS
Tat anka W casa.

d ass waps the hide around him The Warriors smle and nod.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

A world of silent white... like we're inside a giant snow
gl obe. The sky is enptying all the snow it has over us...
pouring down... the only sound cones fromthe flakes hitting

the already fallen snow. The pale trunks of Cottonwoods rise
up fromthe white ground.

Then out of the white... a SHAPE APPEARS... a G ANT WOLF
VWALKING ON I TS HND LEGS. But as the wolf cones cl oser, we
see it’s not a wlf at all... it’s THREE FEATHERS, weari ng
his WOLF SKIN. He CRIES QUT... HOW.I NG WLDLY.

A few yards beside him another WARRICR i s doing the sane...
CHANTI NG. .. beating his spear against the Cottonwoods as he
wal ks.
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GLASS - WEARI NG THE BUFFALO HI DE. ..

...walking slowy through the trees, carrying the spear.
Yell ow Bear is beside him.. notions for A ass to spread out.

FROM ABOVE THE TREES. ..

...we see the fur-covered warriors are forned into a w de
circle... and slowy converging... YELLING .. pounding their
spears... making as nmuch noi se as possible, as they tighten
their ring.

POV FROM THE BRUSH. . .

...wat chi ng DI STANT CHANTI NG WARRI ORS pushi ng through the
trees. V.O SNORTING .. our POV darts sideways... charges

t hrough the brush... slides to a stop when we see Runni ng Fox
nmovi ng toward us... spins back another direction.

GLASS - MOVI NG THROUGH THE FOREST. .

...the falling snow clinging to his face... covering the
buf fal o hi de.

And then a MASSI VE SHAPE BLASTS t hrough the trees ahead of
him dass freezes, his grip tightening on the spear. He
| ooks to Spotted Horse, who nods... YELLS QUT, beating his
spear against the trees, and notioning for dass to do the
samne.

G ass is apprehensive at first... just lightly tapping his
spear. But as the other warriors’ chants grow, G ass gets
caught up in the hunt... begins beating the trees... YELLING

as loud as his throat will allow.

THE WARRI ORS - EYES Pl ERCI NG THROUGH THE SNOW .. CHANTI NG .
BEATI NG THE BUSHES.

OUR LOWN POV AGAI N - RACI NG CHACOTI CALLY THROUGH THE BRUSH. . .

...to Spotted Horse waving his spear... back over the snow. ..
to Three Feathers SCREAM NG .. we spin again... crash through
bushes, then suddenly TUMBLE... DROP THROUGH THE SNOW



67.

GLASS - HEARI NG THE ANI MAL’S WAI L. ..

...seeing Spotted Horse pick up his pace... start trotting
forward. @ ass does the sane... all the hunters converging
around a LARCGE BLACK HOLE I N THE SNOW ..

...and the ELK trapped at the bottom

The warriors cry out victoriously... begin DRI VING THEI R
SPEARS | NTO THE TRAP, killing the animal.

EXT. SIOUX VI LLAGE - EVEN NG

The el k roasts over a fire at the center of the vill age.
G ass sits alone outside the tee-pee, using the sharp tip of
the spear to carve into a small chunk of wood.

As he carves, New Moon and Little One sneak around the tee-
pee behind him.. watch 3 ass work. @ ass hears them

G GALING .. doesn't react... just keeps carving... tilts the
| ong handl e of the spear as he works, tapping the side of the
t ee- pee, and SHAKI NG LOOSE A CLUWP OF SNOW DOWN ONTO THE
BOYS.

The shocked boys freeze in the cold... wi pe the snow from
their faces to see Gass grinning at them The little boys
charge 3 ass, leaping onto him.. westling himto the
ground, as they squeeze his hair.

BOYS
Tat anka W casa!l Tatanka W casa!

Spotted Horse stands across the village, watching dass and
t he boys play in the snow.

EXT. SIOUX VI LLAGE - N GHT

d ass stands at the edge of the village, carving at the wood
with the spear tip, and watching the Sioux froma distance.

Yel | ow Bear sees him .. approaches, carrying his SON on his

shoul ders. The little boy gnaws on a strip of neat.

Spotted Horse holds out a bow of food to d ass.

GLASS
Thank you.

SPOTTED HORSE
Good hunt .
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GLASS
Yes.

G ass smles up at Spotted Horse s son

SPOTTED HORSE
You. Fami -1 ee?

GLASS
(shakes hi s head)
No.

SPOTTED HORSE
No wom an?
(pointing to son)
Wakayaj a?

A | ong beat, then...

GLASS
No. Not for a long tine.

G ass continues eating... watches Spotted Horse bounce the
giggling little boy on his shoul ders.

EXT. SIOUX VI LLAGE - DAY

G ass steps out of his tee-pee, whittling with the spear tip.
He gl ances up... freezes because he sees several Sioux
pulling the hides fromthe line... rolling themup to carry.

Spotted Horse (O S.)
Bra-zo.

@ ass turns to Spotted Horse, pointing to the hides. d ass
nods... | ooks back to the |ast of the hides being pulled
down... doesn’'t seem as excited as he once m ght have been.

EXT. SIOUX VI LLAGE - LATER

Spotted Horse and Three Feathers sit atop their horses.
Three Feathers holds the reins to another horse packed with
hi des. An enpty horse stands beside them.. waiting for

3 ass.

G ass is leaning over to New Moon and Little One... handing
t hem t he CRUDE BUFFALO CARVI NG he made from t he wood.

GLASS
(taps his chest)
Tat anka W casa.
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The little boys smle. dass nods to Waki, then waves to Red
Hawk and the Medicine Man. They return it... watch G ass
clinmb onto his horse.

d ass, Spotted Horse and Three Feathers ride out of the
vil | age.

EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

G ass, Spotted Horse and Three Feathers ride along a high
ri dge, surrounded by enpty snow covered w | derness. They
have the world to thensel ves.

EXT. CAMP - NI GHT

@ ass crouches over a shallow, five-foot |ong hole surrounded
by deep snow. The hole is filled with small fires and rocks.
And he’s watching Spotted Horse and Three Feathers tossing
rocks into their own matching holes, then dragging the dirt
back into them Spotted Horse throws a gl ance back to {d ass,
maki ng sure he under st ands.

G ass nods... pulls the dirt back in, covering the flanes.
He wat ches Spotted Horse spread a bl anket over the warm
ground, then does the sane. He sits on the nmound of dirt...
| eans back against a tree... feels the warnth rise up from
beneat h hi m

He nods to Spotted Horse, who is already resting under his
bl anket .

GLASS
Ni ce.

SPOTTED HORSE
(nods)
Ni ce.

G ass pulls the buffalo hide around hinself... keeping watch.

SPOTTED HORSE (cont’ d)
Sl eep. No Arikara.

G ass nods... but still doesn’'t close his eyes. Spotted
Horse tosses his knife over beside dass. dass takes it...
nods to Spotted Horse.

SPOTTED HORSE (cont’ d)
Me sl eep.



70.
Spotted Horse rolls over, turning his back on @ ass...
trusting himwi th the knife. Three Feathers does the sane.

G ass just stares out into the night.

I NT. FORT UNI OV BUNKHOUSE - NI GHT
Dark and quiet... except for the SNORI NG of a few nen.

Fitzgerald sleeps on his cot. A shadow glides across him..
hovers over his face.

Fitzgeral d’ s eyes blink open.

CUT TO

FI TZGERALD S POV. ..

...on GLASS STANDI NG OVER HHM .. his scarred face cal mand
deadly... raising a knife to drive down into Fitzgerald s
chest.

FI TZGERALD
No... please.

But 3 ass swi ngs the bl ade.

CUT TO

EXT. W LDERNESS - MORNI NG

And Spotted Horse shaking G ass awake from his dream @ ass’
hand flies up, the knife gripped. But Spotted Horse grabs
his arm.. stops it in md-swing... holds it until d ass
realizes it was a dream .. rel axes.

SPOTTED HORSE
We go.

d ass cal ns... nods.

EXT. FORT BRAZEAU - DAY

Just a small cluster of log buildings sitting along the banks
of the Mssouri. Dozens of tee-pees and tents are set up
out si de t he conpl ex.

G ass follows Spotted Horse and Three Feathers into the canp.
BEGG NG | NDI ANS and DRUNK TRAPPERS paw at the nen as they
ri de past, pleading for handouts.
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One of the Indians grabs for the hides. Three Feathers

plants his foot in the Indian’s chest... shoves him back into
t he snow.
They continue on... clinb off their horses outside the

TRADI NG POST. Three Feathers stays to guard the hides, as
Spotted Horse and G ass enter

I NT. TRADI NG POST - DAY

A small, dingy roomlined with shelves, all stacked high with
pots, pans, dry goods, whiskey, blankets, weapons... anything
that can be traded. KIOM BRAZEAU, (60’s), French-Canadi an,
stands behind the counter... |ooks up when the BELL over the
door RINGS... sees Spotted Horse with 3 ass behi nd.

BRAZEAU
(thick French accent)
Bon jour, Spotted Horse. You cone
wi th many hides | hope.
(of f Spotted Horse’ s nod)
We make good trades then

Brazeau’'s eyes lock on Qass... stares at him unsure.

BRAZEAU (cont’ d)
Monsi eur d ass?

GLASS
Good to see you again, M. Brazeau.

BRAZEAU
Jesus Christ, what happened to your
goddamed face?

GLASS
Had a tussle with a grizzly.

d ass shakes Brazeau' s hand. Brazeau studies his face...
notices the Bear C aw Necklace... sm | es.

BRAZEAU
And now the grizzly, he don’t | ook
so good either, eh?

d ass shakes hi s head.
BRAZEAU (cont’ d)

(of f Spotted Horse)
You run with the Sioux these days?
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GLASS
They | ooked after me for a spell.
I"’mon nmy way to catch back up with
Captain Henry... at Fort Union.
Needed to trade for sone supplies
on the Conpany’s credit if | could.

BRAZEAU
Qui, of course. Anything you liKke.

d ass pulls down a KENTUCKY LONG RI FLE

GLASS
We can start with this.

I NT. TRADI NG POST - LATER
G ass is |loaded with gear. He signs a ticket for Brazeau.

BRAZEAU
You can pick up the horse at the
[ivery in the norning.
(off G ass’ nod)
I wish | could give you a room for
t he night, but...

Brazeau | ooks to SEVERAL TRAPPERS st andi ng across the room
glaring at 4 ass.

BRAZEAU (cont’ d)
I cannot risk the trouble of
letting a colored stay inside.

d ass glances to the trappers... one of themspits in d ass’
direction... nmakes sone MONKEY SOUNDS... daring 3 ass to
respond. @ ass just turns away.

GLASS
Wwn't be the last night | sleep on
t he ground.
G ass nods to Brazeau, then wal ks out.

BRAZEAU
Take care of that face, d ass.

EXT. TRADI NG POST - DAY

Spotted Horse and Three Feathers sit on their horses. The
ot her horses are now packed with new goods. d ass
appr oaches.
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GLASS
(points to the tents)
You stay here tonight?

Spotted Horse shakes his head... notions back toward the
wi | derness. Then he points to the trading post... the
TRAPPERS

SPOTTED HORSE
Your peopl e?

G ass | ooks back to all the white faces... trappers, drunks,
prostitutes. He shakes his head.

GLASS
No.

SPOTTED HORSE
You cone t hen.

Spotted Horse taps his own chest... points back the way they

came. d ass hesitates, alnost |ike he's considering it...

t hen he shakes his head again... points the opposite way.
GLASS

Fort Uni on.
Spotted Horse stares at 3 ass a | ong beat, then..
SPOTTED HORSE

You spend your life hunting eneny.
Eneny wi ns.

GLASS
It will be over soon.
Then d ass pulls the Bear C aw Necklace off... hands it to

Spotted Horse. Spotted Horse holds it... then proudly slides
it over his head.

GLASS (cont’ d)
(in Sioux)
Thank you.

Spotted Horse raises his hand in goodbye, then spins his
horse and starts away. Three Feathers does the sane. d ass
returns it... watches themride off.

EXT. FORT BRAZEAU - NI GHT

G ass is in the trees beyond the tents and tee-pees..
crouched on the ground...
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dragging the dirt back over the fire and rocks. He slides up

onto the nound... feels the warnth, and smles... just a
little.

EXT. M SSOURI Rl VER - MORNI NG

G ass rides a PAINT MARE al ong a ridge overl ooking the river.
Fort Brazeau stands in the distance behi nd him

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - DAY

Snowy and cold. G ass leads the line of riders through the
sSnow.

EXT. FORT UNI ON - EVEN NG

But you can’'t tell if it’s day or night through the blizzard.
Fitzgerald, Pig, Anderson, Bridger, Mirphy and Stubby Joe
trudge through the snow in their snowshoes... finally reach

t he bunkhouse.

I NT. BUNKHOUSE - EVEN NG

Ander son shoves the door closed against the wind... |atches

it. The nen | ook worn and battered... w nd-burnt faces,
icicles in their beards.

FI TZGERALD
I had enough of this cold as hel
shit.

ANDERSON

What’ d you figure when ya signed on
outta that St. Louis whorehouse you
was workin ? That you was headin’
of f to paradi se?

Pig snorts a laugh at Fitzgeral d’ s expense.

FI TZGERALD
| tell ya what | figured, | figured
I"d be somewhere the piss woul dn’t
freeze before | got it outta ny
pecker.

BRI DGER
Fi gured w ong.
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Fitzgerald throws Bridger a glare... wants to throw nore, but
Bridger’s returning the stare... hard... so Fitzgerald
deci des he’d better not push it.
FI TZGERALD
Waste a tinme to check traps in this
weather... while Henry sits warmn

his ass on the stove in his office.

STUBBY BI LL
Wy don’t you go tell himthat,
Fitz? Then start your hike back to
St. Loui e.

FI TZGERALD
Shit, I wal ked up here, | got no
probl em wal ki n” back

MURPHY
Contracted for twelve nonths. W
all did.

FI TZGERALD
Henry can shove that contract up
his toasty warmass, or |I'Il do it
for him

The others |laugh at Fitzgerald s ranbling.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
You don't think I will?

The nmen shake their heads. Fitzgerald grabs his gloves...
starts strapping his snowshoes back on.

ANDERSON
Just give that fat little whore
you're so sweet on a couple extra
bits... she’ll have you thinkin’
it’s Spring already.

The nmen | augh as Fitzgerald wal ks out... |eaves the door w de
open for the cold wind to pour over the others. Pig scurries
over, shoving it cl osed.

As the other nen gather around a table to play cards, Bridger
pulls a JOURNAL fromunder his cot... falls onto the cot, and
starts writing.

I NT. ROCKY MOUNTAI N FUR COVPANY OFFI CE - EVEN NG

Fitzgerald enters... |ooks around the enpty office.
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FI TZGERALD
Hel | 0? Captai n?
The place is enpty. Fitzgerald eyes Henry's desk... then

past his desk... to the SAFE... its door CRACKED OPEN..
STACKS OF MONEY vi si bl e inside.

Fitzgeral d gl ances around... |ooks back to that safe.

EXT. FORT UNION - NI GHT

Dark and quiet. The snow has stopped.

I NT. BUNKHOUSE - N GHT

Fitzgeral d eases up fromhis cot... |ooks around at the
sl eepi ng nen.

EXT. FORT UNION - NI GHT

Fitzgerald slips out of the bunkhouse door... across the
conmpound... toward the front gate.

MURPHY (O S.)
Where’ re you headed?

Fitzgeral d | ooks up... sees Murphy in the Bl ockhouse on
sentry duty.

FI TZGERALD
To the river, Mirphy.

Mur phy squints down into the shadows.

MURPHY
That you, Fitzgerald?

FI TZGERALD
Left ny rifle down there... don't
want it out all night.

MURPHY
That weren't too snart.

Fl TZGERALD
Just don’t take a shot at ne when |
conme back in.

MURPHY
W'l see.
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Mur phy waves Fitzgerald out.

FI TZGERALD
Not that you'd hit ne if you tried.
Mur phy fakes a laugh... raises his rifle down at Fitzgerald.
CUT TGO

POV DOWN MURPHY’ S RI FLE. ..

...on Fitzgerald noving toward the river... disappearing into
t he darkness.

EXT. M SSOURI RIVER - N GHT

Qut of sight fromthe fort. Fitzgerald slides the ANSTADT

FROM UNDER HI S COAT... hurries down the bank... searches
under the brush and snow... pulls out an OVERTURNED CANCE

He drags it to the icy edge... slides it across the ice
toward the mddle of the river, where the water still hasn’t
frozen over. The ice CRACKS UNDER HI S FEET. Fitzgerald
clinbs in the canoe... pounds the ice with the oar, breaking
it |oose.

The current seeps through the cracks... catches the canoe,
pulling it to the center of the wide river... sends
Fitzgeral d shooting south. He throws a glance back at the
shadow of Fort Union in the distance... growing smaller.

EXT. W LDERNESS - DAY

Cl ear blue sky. The sun glistening off the snow covered
ground. dass is bundled under furs, as he rides through the
snowy trees.

EXT. W LDERNESS/ CAMP - N GHT

Tucked under the rooftop of trees. A small fire burns.
G ass sits on his fire-bed, |ooking over a map.

An OS. SNORT fromthe Paint Mare, tied to a tree. d ass
| ooks over in tine to see the horse’s ears perk up

Wth his eyes searching the darkness, d ass slowy reaches
over... grabs his rifle. Then he drops to his stomach..
slides backward into the brush.
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@ ass peers through the brush... the woods seem enpty. ..
unti| SEVERAL DARK SHAPES APPEAR .. noving through the
distant trees... comng straight toward G ass’ canp.

Then an O S. SNAP BEHI ND GLASS... he glances back in tine to
see an ARI KARA WARRI OR SW NG NG A HATCHET.

A ass spins his rifle... shoves it into the stomach of the
Warrior as he swings... BOOM.. the Warrior flies back

The dark woods suddenly ERUPT IN WAR CRIES... Arikara appear
fromall sides... charge toward the canp.

d ass scranbles up... races toward the Paint Mare as ARROAS
AND GUNSHOTS FLASH THROUGH THE Al R ALL ARCUND HI M

A ass swings up onto the Paint Mare... spots ELK S TONGUE

| eadi ng the charge... the necklace of ears hanging around his
neck. And Elk’s Tongue’s eyes are | ocked on 3 ass... al nost
i ke he renmenbers him

G ass takes off through the forest.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

@ ass hanging onto the paint mare, as she gallops through the
trees... the animal’s nostrils spread wide, pulling in al
t he oxygen it can.

d ass gl ances back... sees SHAPES BEHIND HHM .. HORSES. ..
ridden by Elk’s Tongue and ei ght other warriors.

G ass digs his heels into the horse, squeezing every ounce of
speed fromher legs... pushing her toward the clearing up
ahead... throw ng another gl ance back... then looking in
front of him and realizing it isn't a clearing at all...

...1t’s the edge of the world.

The paint mare explodes fromthe trees, then runs out of
ground... because she’'s just galloped off the side of a
cliff.

The horse sails downward toward a thick forest of trees, its
legs flailing for sonmething to stand on.

A ass drops the rifle to grip the horse’s mane, hangi ng on
for what seens an endless fall.
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The mare SLAMS LEG FI RST | NTO THE TREE-TOPS with d ass stil
on her back. The Paint Mare SQUEALS as she drops into the
snow covered trees, carrying dass with her

CUT TO
EXT. FOREST - CONTI NUOUS
And the horse conmes crashing through the branches... the
massive |inbs slowing her fall... snapping off as her body

hits and twists... tosses d ass away.

The Paint Mare continues her deadly descent, the trees
tearing at her body... catching her head... SNAPPI NG her
neck.

G ass slans off a branch... tunbles to the ground with a
thud. The Paint Mare hits the snow beside him.. very dead.

A ass struggles to breath... finally GASPS... sucks in the
oxygen. He lays there a nonent... stares up through the
trees...

...to Elk’s Tongue and the others staring down fromthe top

of the cliff... with no way to get to d ass.

G ass rises to his knees... glances around for his rifle...
lost. He flinches with what nust be broken ribs... drags

hi nsel f up, and staggers to the horse... pulls his knife and
cuts the snowshoes fromthe back of the saddl e.

He throws the snowshoes over his shoulder... continues on,

t hrough the woods... alone... in the m ddle of nowhere..
agai n.

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - DAY

From hi gh above... the small shape of d ass meking his way
over the snowy ground... heading toward TWO DI STANT SHACKS.
EXT. FORT TALBOT - DAY

A makeshift town on the banks of the Mssouri. Two

ranmshackl e structures... the General Store and a tattered
livery stable filled with horses.



80.

I NT. FORT TALBOT/ GENERAL STORE - DAY

More like a saloon that sells a few supplies. A gang of
TRAPPERS drink and play cards. A RUNTY MAN stands behind the
counter, watching them..

...until the door blows open, and in steps G ass. He pulls
the fur hat away fromhis face, and what a sight he is...
scarred face stiff fromthe cold... ice frozen in his beard.

The roomfalls silent... everyone staring at 3 ass. Unti
TRAPPER #1 snorts a laugh. dass linps to the counter. Al
eyes follow him

GLASS
(struggling to make his
frozen |ips nove)
" m Hugh G ass of..

RUNTY MAN
We don’t serve niggers.

G ass stares at the Runty Man a beat, then...

GLASS
O the Rocky Mountain Fur Conpany
on my way to Fort Union.

RUNTY MAN
I don’t care if you was with Lew s
and C ark headed for the new worl d.
We don’t serve niggers.

GLASS
All 1 need is a horse and enough
supplies to...

TRAPPER
Ice musta froze up his ears, ‘cause
he aint listenin to you, Cees.

GLASS
...to get ne to Fort Union. | can
sign a draft made good by Captain

Henry.
The Runty Man just stares at dass... grins a TOOTHLESS GRI N

RUNTY MAN
What the fuck happened to your
face, boy? You try to slice al
the black off?
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TRAPPER #2
Maybe we oughta help himdo it
right.

FAT TRAPPER

Best get on your way, boy.
G ass stares back at the men for a | ong beat, then..

GLASS
I’ m Hugh @ ass of the Rocky
Mount ai n Fur Conpany, and all |
need is...

RUNTY MAN
(to the trappers)
Do you believe this shit?

Trapper #1 and Trapper #2 pull the SKINNI NG KNI VES fromtheir
belts... start toward d ass.

FAT TRAPPER
Hell, | warned ya.
GLASS
Al | need...

And that’s when Trapper #1 grabs for 3 ass, but in a flash of
novenent that catches themall off-guard, G ass has is own
knife pulled and JAMVED UNDER TRAPPER #1's CHI N

Everyone freezes.

GLASS (cont’ d)
...1s a horse and enough supplies
to get ne to Fort Union.

Then d ass slides Trapper #1's PISTOL fromhis belt... ains
it at the other nen.

GLASS (cont’ d)
And this shooter here. Al made
good by Captain Henry and The Rocky
Mount ai n Fur Conpany.

EXT. FORT TALBOT - DAY

The snow pours down on the Runty Man and the trappers, as
they stand outside, rifles ainmed into the distance.

RUNTY MAN
Shoot him goddanmit!
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TRAPPER #2
| can’t get a clear |ook.

RUNTY MAN
Shoot ‘ em bot h!

The Runty Man snatches one of the rifles... BOOM.. fires a
wild shot past the riders.

CUT TO

GLASS - GALLOPI NG AWAY ON HORSEBACK. . .

...With Trapper #1 sitting backward on the horse behind him
G ass has the pistol jammed into his ribs, and keeps gl ancing
back to the nen growi ng smaller behind him

Finally, dass shoves the man off the back of the horse.
Trapper #1 tunbles into the snow.

The RUMBLE OF DI STANT GUNSHOTS... too far away to reach
@ ass, who just keeps racing north.

CUT TO

THE RUNTY MAN - WATCHI NG GLASS ESCAPE.

RUNTY MAN
Get after the son of a bitch!
The trappers exchange gl ances... don’t nove.
TRAPPER #2
It’s cold as hell, Cees.
FAT TRAPPER

And he did say to put it all on the
Rocky Muntain tab.

The Runty Man gl ares at the trappers.

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - EVEN NG

G ass riding the horse at a trot through the snow.

EXT. FORT UNION - NI GHT

Thick with fog, and silent as death. The noon fights its way
t hrough the m st, sending an eerie glow over the fort.
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EXT. FORT UNI OV BLOCKHOUSE - N GHT

Stubby Bill sits dozing in a chair, his rifle across his |ap.
O'S. CRUNCH NG .. getting |louder... |oud enough to nudge
Stubby Bill awake. He sits up... peers over the wall, but

can’t see anything in the fog... just hears the CRUNCH NG
MOVI NG CLOSER. .. FOOTSTEPS IN THE CRI SP SNOW

CUT TGO
STUBBY BILL' S POV...
...on the blanket of fog hanging in the air... that sane
CRUNCHI NG as a SHADOW APPEARS. .. growing clearer... a FIGURE
wal ki ng... leading a horse behind him.. appearing out of the

m st |like a ghost... GLASS.
STUBBY BILL - STARES DOMWN | N SHOCK. . .

...sure his eyes are betraying him But then d ass | ooks
straight up at Stubby Bill, and there’s no doubt.

STUBBY BI LL
Jesus Chri st.

I NT. BUNKHOUSE - N GHT

Dark and quiet... just Pig's snoring rattling the silence.
Suddenly the door kicks open... SLAMS into the wall... and
there’s GLASS SILHOUETTE FI LLI NG THE DOCRWAY.

GROANS from t he awakened nmen... hands noving through the dark
for oil lanps... turning thembright... until the roonis
fully lit... and they all see dass standing there... eyes

floating across the room searching for a target.

The nmen just stare back at him like they're all part of the
same dream

Except for Bridger, who' s propped up in his cot |like he’s
been waiting all night... waiting every night... for Qass to
appear in that doorway.

BRI DGER
|’ msorry.
G ass raises the stolen pistol... ains it at Bridger. And
the young man doesn’t flinch... alnpbst as if he wants to nake

sure d ass doesn’t niss.
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The other men just watch in silence, not sure what the hell’s
goi ng on.

A ass holds his aimon Bridger’'s face... a face that’s
haunted him.. kept himalive.
GLASS
You took everything |I had... left
me to die.
G ass wal ks toward Bridger, the gun still raised... each step

of his feet on the wood floor is like the thud of an
executioner’s drum

MUMBLI NG from the other nmen, as they watch this ghost reach

Bridger... stand over him the pistol ained down.

GLASS (cont’ d)

Why ?
BRI DGER

I was scared of dyin.

(beat)
But every day since, |'ve w shed I
had.

A ass’ finger tightens on the trigger, ready to nake
Bridger’s wi sh cone true.

The rest of the bunkhouse watches this execution in w de-
eyed, stone silence, afraid to nove.

GLASS
There wasn’t no ‘Ree that night,
was there?

A | ong beat, then...

BRI DGER
No.

3 ass PI STOL WH PS BRI DGER, knocking himto the floor. And
before Bridger can crawl away, dass in over him.. those
aching, frozen fists beating nercilessly down on Bridger.

And Bridger doesn’t fight back... just does his best to cover
up, but the blows keep com ng, and Bridger’'s face is covered
in blood...

...just as Henry runs inside, half-dressed fromwhere Stubby
Bill awoke him Henry grabs dass... pulls himoff.

G ass spins... janms his pistol right in Henry' s face.
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HENRY
Hugh. Wait.
G ass is crazy wth rage... barely stops hinself frompulling
that trigger. But finally, he calns... his armsinks,

lowering his aim He glances around the bunkhouse.

GLASS
Were's Fitzgerald and ny rifle?

HENRY

Deserted two days ago. Along with
about five hundred dollars of
conpany noney.

(beat)
Let’s get sone coffee to warm you
up.

(to d ass, but | ooking at

Bri dger)

I wanna hear what happened.

G ass | ooks back to Bridger... they hold a long stare, until
G ass wal ks out.

BRI DGER
Wai t. Pl ease!

But d ass and Henry di sappear, |eaving Bridger alone with al
t hose eyes burning into him Bridger |ooks to Pig, but Pig

just lowers his eyes... can’'t even | ook at the boy.
The nen step into their boots and furs... file out after
G ass and Henry... leaving Bridger alone in the bunkhouse.

I NT. ROCKY MOUNTAI N FUR COMPANY OFFI CE - NI GHT

G ass sits by the warnth of the stove, sipping coffee.
Henry’s behind he desk, with the other nmen scattered around.

GLASS
| cut the shoes | oose of her, and
hi ked over to Fort Tal bot.

STUBBY BI LL
Christ al mghty.

GLASS
And you may hear fromthe fella
t here about a stol ed horse and
supplies charged to you.
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HENRY
We'll take care of it. You should
go settle in.

MURPHY
There’ s a couple fair whores next
door that’' Il ease the mles on ya,

scars or not.
Stubby Bill gives Mirphy an el bow.

ANDERSON
Jesus, Murph.

MURPHY
| just meant 1’d go roust one of
‘emfor ya if you wanted.

GLASS
She can take the night off, but I
woul dn’t mind the use of her bed.

HENRY
(to Murphy)

Go clear out a room The rest head
on back to bunk.

Mur phy hustles out. The others nove toward the door, each
stopping to shake 3 ass’ hand, or give hima pat on the back

Pl G
| told ya I'd see ya up here. You
remenber that, Hugh?

GLASS
I do, Pig. You nust have a little
gypsy in ya.
Pig grins and nods.
Pl G

I"ll see ya in the nornin’

Pig exits, leaving just dass and Henry, sitting in a beat of
silence, until...

HENRY
Can | talk you outta what you're
pl anni ng?
d ass doesn’t answer... just stands, placing the coffee cup

on the table.
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GLASS
Thank you for what you done for
me... stitchin ne back together..
givin nme a chance.

HENRY
I"mofferin” you another right
now... to stay here... let this
t hi ng go.

GLASS

(beat)

He thinks he et ne die. But he
don’t know that he’'s the one that’'s
kept nme alive... for the chance of
findin him.. makin himpay for
what he done.

HENRY
The law wi || make Fitzgerald pay.

d ass stares out the window. .. his SCARRED REFLECTI ON st ares
back at him

GLASS
You told ne once that other nen
didn't think like him

(beat)
But the truth is, nost do. | seen
it my whole life... the | ooks folks
give... the whisperin'. | watched

nmy wife and son die fromthe fever
on accounta no white doctor would
care for “em Wasn't no different
to themthan if their neighbor’s
dog was si ck.

(beat)
So | don’t figure nobody’ s gonna
care much that Fitzgerald took sone
dyin’ nigger’s rifle, and left him
in the mddl e of nowhere.

(turns to Henry)
Do you, Captain?

Henry doesn’t answer... because he knows G ass is right.

GLASS (cont’ d)
| thank you for the coffee.

G ass wal ks out. Henry just sits there.
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EXT. FORT UNI ON - DAY

d ass, Pig and Murphy stand by G ass’ horse, as he ties off
his supplies.

MURPHY
He said he was goin’ to get his
rifle..
And then Murphy catches hinself... shrugs.

MURPHY (cont’ d)
Your rifle. But he never showed
back up. The next day | figured
himmghta fell in, but then Pig
seen the canoe was nissin'.

Pl G
And the Captain found the noney
gone.

GLASS

"1l make ny way down river. See
what turns up

A ass pulls the cinch tight around the horse. Stubby Bill
comes waddling toward them

STUBBY BI LL
The kid' s gone... gear and all.
Musta slipped out before |ight.

Stubby Bill waves Bridger’s journal at them

STUBBY BILL (cont’d)
Just left this on his bunk.

Henry takes the journal... flips it open.
HENRY
(readi ng)

“Every day | think about what I
done. | want to tell Pig and the
others the truth but am afraid what
they' Il think of ne. | [ook at
Fitzgerald and want to kill him but
amafraid to try. | ama coward
and wi sh he hadn’t been |yin about
the Ree that night. | w sh they

had come and kilt us both.”

G ass considers the words a beat, then swings onto his horse.
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GLASS
If I run across the boy, I'll send
hi m back your way.

G ass sees Henry on horseback, trotting toward them

GLASS (cont’ d)
Where’ re you headed?

HENRY
Fitzgerald stole five hundred
doll ars. Rocky Muntain Fur
Conpany wants hi mt oo.

GLASS
I can do this on ny own.

HENRY
I know you can. But maybe you
won’ t have to.

G ass stares at Henry a beat, then finally just pulls his
horse around... heads for the river. Henry nods to Pig and
Mur phy as he follows after @ ass.

EXT. ROCK LEDGE - DAY

From above Fort Union. Qur POV on d ass and Henry riding
south along the icy river.

And then we see our POV is Bridger’s... standing along the

| edge, |l oaded with all his gear. He watches the riders

anot her nonment, then turns... hikes the opposite direction..
| eavi ng Fort Uni on behind forever.

EXT. FORT TALBOT/ GENERAL STORE - DAY

The Runty Man behind the counter. A few of the sanme Trappers
drinking... playing cards. Just another day at Fort Tal bot.

The door sw ngs open, and a FUR- COVERED FI GURE enters.

RUNTY MAN
W ain't got no food to spare,
friend, if that’s what you're
| ookin’ for.

The figure pulls back his furs, and we see it’'s Fitzgerald...
cold and m serabl e.
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FI TZGERALD
Then what the hell have ya got?

RUNTY MAN
Wi skey and bl ankets nostly.
Weat her’ s hel d back deliveries.

Fitzgerald throws a glance to the Trappers.

FI TZGERALD
G mre a couple bottles then
Goddamm i ce shredded ny boat. Been
wal kin” for two days.

The Runty Man hands Fitzgerald the bottles. Fitzgerald pops
one... gul ps sonme down.

FI TZGERALD (cont’ d)
How nmuch for one of them horses out

t here?

RUNTY MAN
Horses ain’t cheap this tine a
year.

FI TZGERALD

Wat ever the price, Rocky Mountain
Fur Conpany’s good for it.

And those words stop everything. The Trappers all turn from
their game. The Runty Man gl ares at Fitzgerald.

RUNTY MAN
You' re the second son of a bitch
conme in here makin' that claim
And the first one left a bad taste.

FI TZGERALD
That right? Well | don’'t know
not hin” about that. Just that |
need a horse.

RUNTY MAN
So did this other fella. So he
stole one... along with Lange’s

pi stol a.
Trapper #1 nods to Fitzgerald.
FI TZGERALD

Fine then, 1'll pay cash for the
horse. How nuch?
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RUNTY MAN
How ‘ bout you pay for your friend s
t 0o.

TRAPPER #1

And mny shoot er

FI TZGERALD
Wasn’'t ny friend.

Trapper #1 stands up.

TRAPPER #1
Then from where | stand, you don’t
got no friends at all.

The other Trappers glare at Fitzgerald. The Runty Man j ust
grins that toothless smle of his. Fitzgerald s in a bind,
and he knows it.

FI TZGERALD
Yeah, okay. 1’1l collect fromhim
How nuch?

RUNTY MAN

How ‘ bout we say eighty...
(sees Fitzgerald doesn’t
ar gue)

...five.

Fitzgerald starts digging into his pocket.

Fl TZGERALD
You boys are leavin’ ne with
nothin". Better be a helluva
hor se.

RUNTY MAN

Pick of the litter
The Runty Man snatches the cash.
RUNTY MAN (cont’ d)
And when you see that scarred-up
ni gger, you tell himhe’ d best not
show up here agai n.
Fitzgerald freezes... not sure he heard correctly.

Fl TZGERALD
When | see who?
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RUNTY MAN
The bl ack son of a bitch that
robbed me. You tell himthat.

A | ong beat, then...

FI TZGERALD
Scarred up, you say... and headed
up to Union?

RUNTY MAN
That’s what he told us. Seened
real anxious to get there too.

FI TZGERALD
(nods)
"Il nmake sure to give himthe
nmessage when | find him

EXT. FORT TALBOT - DAY

Fitzgerald sits on the horse, staring back over the ground..
his LI NE OF TRACKS LEADI NG THROUGH THE SNOW He turns...

| ooks south, then back to the tracks.

Finally, Fitzgerald digs his heels into the horse. The

ani mal takes off, right along Fitzgerald s tracks in the
snow. .. right back toward 4 ass.

EXT. M SSOURI RI VER - DAY

Thick ice along the edges, tapering to a narrow stream of
flow ng water at the very center.

d ass and Henry ride along the snow covered bank

HENRY
Hugh.
Henry points. dass follows his finger along the river... to
a CANCE resting on the bank ahead. They disnmount... exam ne
the canoe... the letters “RWC’ painted on the side.
HENRY (cont’ d)
That’s it.

G ass runs his mttened hand al ong the gashes in the wood.

GLASS
Ice tore it up
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G ass | ooks to the FOOTPRINTS I N THE SNOW | eadi ng deep into
the trees. He glances up to the sky... clear and bl ue.

GLASS (cont’ d)
If the snow holds off, we'll have a
good trail to track

HENRY
VWhat’'s out that direction? Tal bot?

GLASS
And the M ssouri. Doubt he'd risk
the river with the ‘Ree. Likely
grab a horse, and cross over
high... take his chances goin’ east
agai nst the weather. Wen d you
say he skipped out?

HENRY
Three days ago now.

GLASS
We best pick up our pace.

They clinb back onto their horses... trot into the trees.

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - DAY

d ass and Henry gallop across, their path dead on
Fitzgeral d s tracks.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

The snow is shallow here, the ground protected by the trees.
There’s a bl ack spot where a fire once burned, and footprints
all over the place. dass is off his horse, crouched,
studying the site... lifting the charred chunks of wood.

HENRY
This was Fitzgeral d canped here?

GLASS
Coupl e nights back. But these
tracks aren’t all his.

HENRY
He’'s travelin’ with sonmebody?
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GLASS
(shakes hi s head)
Cane in after. Prints are snooth.

Mbcassi ns.
Henry throws d ass a | ook... he knows what that neans.
GLASS (cont’ d)
Coul d be Sioux... Blackfoot even.

HENRY
But you figure they ' re ‘Ree.

GLASS
| don’t figure nothin’, Captain.
But whoever it is, they're a good
day behind Fitzgerald.

d ass wal ks, leading his horse, as he follows the tracks away
fromcanp. Henry rides after him

GLASS (cont’ d)
And they’'re on his trail too, so we
shoul d keep it quiet... don't
announce we're back here.

HENRY
You told nme once you knew enough to
keep away fromthe ‘' Ree.

GLASS
| do.

HENRY
You figure this is smart then?

A ass swings up onto his horse.
GLASS

You' re wel cone to head back

Capt ai n.
G ass trots off. Henry watches hima beat, then throws a
glance into the trees... follows after d ass.
EXT. W LDERNESS/ CAMP - NI GHT
G ass kneels on the ground, building a fire-bed... dragging

the dirt over the fire and rocks. Henry' s under a bl anket,
wat chi ng him
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HENRY
VWhat if we find Fitzgerald... and |
ask you not to do this?
G ass spreads a bl anket over the ground.

GLASS
Don't ask ne.

A ass settles in on the warmearth. Henry just keeps
wat chi ng him

EXT. W LDERNESS/ CAMP - LATER

ANGLE ON HENRY. . .

...asleep under the blanket. O'S. RUSTLING sends his eyes
flashing open. He raises up... rifle ready.

He gl ances at d ass, who puts a finger over his lips.
HENRY
(whi spers)
‘ Ree?
G ass doesn’t answer... just keeps searching the brush.

Henry’s groggy eyes dart around the night... spots MOVEMENT
I N THE BRUSH

HENRY (cont’ d)
Ther el

GLASS
Wi t !

But it’s too late... Henry fires... BOOM .. the shot expl odes

t hrough the night. ..
...and the DEER | eaps away.
Henry | ooks to dass... shakes his head... sorry.

HENRY
So much for stayin’ quiet.

CUT TO
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FI TZGERALD - SQUATTI NG BESIDE A SMALL FIRE. ..
...Sstaring out into the darkness, as the GUNSHOT ECHOES OVER
HM Fitzgerald imediately throws dirt over the flanes.
EXT. W LDERNESS/ CAMP - NI GHT
d ass and Henry are | oaded up, back on their horses.
HENRY
Guess you woul d’ ve been better off
on your own.
GLASS
We needed to pick up sone tine
anyways.

The two riders disappear into the dark trees.

EXT. W LDERNESS/ CLEARI NG - NI GHT

d ass and Henry riding across a neadow. dass stops... tilts
his head back to sniff the air.
HENRY
VWhatta ya got?
GLASS
Snoke.
d ass pulls sone snow fromhis horse’s mane... tosses it in
the air, and watches it blow to the side.
G ass turns his horse toward the breeze... squints out into
t he ni ght.

GLASS (cont’ d)
No nore than mle out that way.
(pulls his rifle)
"Il head in fromthe west... you
t ake the east.

HENRY
VWhat if it's ‘Ree?
GLASS
Then we | eave ‘em be... neet back

up here.
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Henry nods... G ass takes off at a trot. Henry veers the
other direction... splitting up across the snow.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

Splinters of noonlight shoot through the pines. dass on
hor seback, wal ki ng through the trees... appearing and
di sappeari ng.

He spots sonmething in the distance... the slightest of gl ows.
d ass eases off his horse... waps the reins around a branch.

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

Henry's already off his horse... leading it through the
trees... searching as he wal ks.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

d ass noves silently through the darkness... rifle poised to
aimand fire... just like the first time we saw him
perfectly confortable in this world.

H s eyes shine in the darkness, drifting back and forth...
pi cki ng up everyt hing.

He reaches the glow... the remains of a canpfire. The
slightest bit of dying snoke rises into the air. d ass
crouches down, studying the surround ground... HOOF- PRI NTS
bl ended in with the other tracks.

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

Henry’s horse is making too nuch noise with each step. He
stops wal king... waps the reins around a tree... wal ks back
around the horse...

...AND THERE' S FI TZGERALD STARI NG AT HH M ..
...dass’ Anstadt ained and ready to fire.

FI TZGERALD
Didn’t figure an inportant man |ike
you to be away fromyour stove on a
ni ght as cold as this, Captain.
You | ost?

Henry just stares back at Fitzgerald and that rifle. Hi's
eyes drift to his owm rifle, still strapped onto his saddl e.
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HENRY
I"mhere to save your life.
FI TZGERALD
| done told you boys... | don’t
need savin’ by you or nobody el se.
Henry knows he’s only got one chance... he nmakes a grab for
the rifle.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

A ass running his fingers across the tracks. Suddenly an

O S. GUNSHOT EXPLCDES IN THE DI STANCE. dass spins to it...
races back through the trees toward his horse.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

G ass at full gallop through the woods... veering between

trees... ducking branches.

EXT. WLDERNESS - N GHT

G ass charges fromthe forest... spots Henry’'s horse standing
in the trees... tears through the snow toward it... |eaps off
the still-nmoving animal in a fluid slide... hits the ground

with his rifle ready...
...and sees HENRY' S BODY face-up in the snow.

A ass drops to a knee... scans the darkness, as he slides
over to Henry...

...and we see he’s a bloody ness... a GUNSHOT WOUND in his
chest | eaking out onto the snow... H' S HEAD SCALPED. .. LEFT
EAR SLI CED OFF.

d ass stands back up, turning in a circle, as he peers into
t he di stance around him But there’s nothing out there.
G ass SCREAMS in rage.

He turns back to Henry... crouches down over him

GLASS
You shouldn’'t a cone.

As G ass | ooks at Henry, he notices sonething... takes Henry
by the chin, and tilts his head. And HENRY' S Rl GHT EAR HAS
BEEN CUT OFF AS WELL.
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G ass stares at Henry a beat, then squints out into the
forest.

GLASS (cont’ d)
(repeating Spotted Horse’'s
wor ds under his breath)

Ari kara take right ear of Sioux.
Left ear of whites. Not know what
t hey take from you

EXT. W LDERNESS/ CLEARI NG - NI GHT

d ass on horseback, |eading Henry’s horse behind himacross
t he snow covered neadow. Henry's fur-covered body is draped
over the saddl e.

EXT. FROZEN RI VER - N GHT

A thick layer of ice covers the narrowriver, thinning just a
bit at the center. @ ass kneels near the mddle, chopping at
the thick ice to get to the water beneath. He nmakes a
hole... dips his canteen down into it, glancing around into

t he darkness.

Then d ass turns... stares up a slope into the dark forest
beyond... like he knows what’s waiting for himthere.

He wal ks to the horses, tied in the trees at the base of the
slope... Henry still laying across the saddle of his horse in
hi s bl oody furs.

G ass SNAPS A BRANCH FROM A FALLEN TREE... | ooks back up that
sl ope.

EXT. W LDERNESS - N GHT

OUR POV FROM DEEP I N THE FOREST. .

...watching fromthe shadow brush, as G ass appears up over
the distant slope... riding through the trees, with Henry

dr aped over the horse behind.

The forest is quiet... just the CRACKI NG of crusty snow and
branches under the horses’ hooves.

Then BOOM .. as the ANSTADT BARREL WE HADN T SEEN BESI DE US
FLASHES IN THE NI GHT. .

...and d ass tunmbles off his horse.
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The horses prance around with a start, then settle... and
t hen FI TZGERALD RI SES FROM THE BRUSH BESI DE US... eases
toward the horses, reloading the Anstadt as he noves.

He reaches d ass, face down in the snow .. his furs covering
hi m

And Fitzgerald has that rifle ained, ready for Gass to
suddenly roll over firing...

...but G ass doesn’'t nove. Fitzgerald nudges himwth his
boot, then crouches down... grabs d ass by the shoul der, and
pul | s hi mover. ..

...and there’'s HENRY' S LI FELESS FACE H DDEN BENEATH THE
FURS. .. and that BROKEN BRANCH sticking up al ong his back.
ANGLE FROM BEHI ND HENRY' S HORSE. . .

...on the REST OF THE BRANCH RI GGED TO GLASS SADDLE to hold
Henry upright...

...and then what we thought was Henry flung over the second
horse... MOVING .. the bloody fur-covered armlifting a

rifle... the head raising up... it’s GLASS... taking aim..
...as Fitzgerald realizes what’s happened... spins with the
Anst adt . . .

...to dass laying across the horse... rifle dead set on

Fitzgerald... BOOM.. BOOM .. both rifles explode...
...Fitzgerald goes flying backward into the brush.

Fitzgerald s wild shot hits Henry’'s horse, sending it rearing
up, tossing 3 ass to the ground.

But dass is on his feet in a flash... reloading as he
charges into the brush...

... but FITZGERALD | S GONE.

Until the flash of novenent behind G ass... he turns... as
the butt of the Anstadt whips through the air... WHACK ..
cl ubs himacross the head, sending himtunbling down the
slope to the frozen river.

Fitzgerald swings the Anstadt back over his BLOODY SHOULDER,
snatches up his knife, and charges down the slope to finish
G ass of f.
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EXT. FROZEN RI VER - N GHT

G ass lies on the ice, barely conscious. Blood oozes down
his head... over his eyes. He wipes it away to see
Fitzgeral d barreling down toward him

Fitzgerald dives in attack, but G ass kicks up his |eg,
sending Fitzgerald flying over... SLAMMNG into the frozen
river, his head CRACKI NG THE I CE.

G ass rips the knife fromhis belt... noves after Fitzgerald,
his feet slipping and sliding under him

Fitzgerald rises to his feet... the nen charge like two wld

animals... crash into each other... knives flailing.

They roll along the ice, blades glistening... slicing through
furs... across flesh.

Fitzgerald thrusts his knife down... plants it through the

back of A ass’ hand, pinning it to the ice. dass CRIES
QUT... drops his own knife to pull Fitzgerald s out. As he
does, Fitzgerald kicks G ass in the face, sending himsailing
back... sliding to the center of the river.

The thin ice around himsplinters... cracks. d ass |ooks
up... sees Fitzgerald stal king toward him HOLD NG BOTH
KNI VES now. d ass is trapped...

...until he pounds his el bow down on the weakened ice... it
begins to give... he pounds it again and again... Fitzgerald
speeds up to get to Gass intinme... raises one of the

kni ves, as d ass shatters the ice... drops beneath the
surface.

Fitzgerald rushes after him but the ice cracks under his
feet, forcing himback.

CUT TGO

UNDERWATER. . .

...and G ass just under the ice, floating with the current.
H's fingers search for a hole, but there’s nothing.

CUT TGO
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FI TZGERALD. . .

...making his way down the river, peering through the ice,
searching for G ass. He spots something... stops... |eans
cl ose to make out the shape... it’'s GLASS FEET.

Then suddenly, GLASS FI ST EXPLODES THROUGH THE | CE AT
FI TZGERALD S FEET... grab Fitzgerald' s |leg, pulling himdown.

Fitzgerald crashes to the ice... it splinters around him..
gi ves away, and he sinks into the icy water... but the
ANSTADT STRAPPED AROUND HI M CATCHES ON THE I CE... holds him
agai nst the current.

d ass drags hinself fromthe water... stands... stares down
at Fitzgerald trapped in the hole... his face | ooking up at
A ass through the ice. dass lifts one of the fallen
kni ves... stands over Fitzgerald.
FI TZGERALD
(through the water and
ice)
Hel p ne!
(off G ass’ stare)
3 ass. .. please!

G ass hesitates a beat, staring at him just as he did with
Bridger that night in the bunkhouse. And then G ass |eans
down... grabs the Anstadt to pull Fitzgerald up.

Except G ass SLI CES THE BLADE ACRCSS THE STRAP OF THE
ANSTADT, sending Fitzgerald floating away under the ice, as
@ ass holds on to the Anstadt.

CUT TO
FI TZGERALD. . .
...floating under the surface... pounding at the ice as he
drifts, until his swnging slows... stops... his body drifts
away.

EXT. FROZEN RI VER - N GHT

@ ass stands on the ice, blood dripping dowm his face,

hol ding his Anstadt. He begins to trenmble... not fromthe
cold, but fromfinally reaching the end of this journey. His
eyes begin to fill with tears...
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...and then he sees ELK' S TONGUE, and SEVERAL OTHER ARl KARA
WARRI ORS wat ching himfromthe other side of the river

G ass and El k’s Tongue exchange a long stare, until finally
A3 ass SCREAMS QUT.

G_ASS
| am Tatanka Wcasa! | have killed
whites and | have killed Arikara
and | have killed grizzly! AND I
WLL KILL YOQU

El ks Tongue doesn’t nove... just stares back at d ass..
soaked in blood and water. Then dass CRIES QUT at the
warriors again.

GLASS (cont’ d)
COVE ON!

But the Arikara don’'t attack... don’t nove at all... until
El k' s Tongue gives d ass the SLI GHTEST OF NODS, then turns...
t hey di sappear back into the trees.

3 ass wat ches them fade away, then collapses to his knees on
the icy river... exhausted in every possible way.

He begins to cry.
FADE QOUT.

THE END



