THE VALLEY OF THE DEAD OAKS

By Colin Bannon

SHOOTI NG SCRI PT.






VARl QUS EXTREME CLOSE- UP SHOTS:

A SI X- SHOOTER rests on a wooden table. The hand of a YOUNG

G RL noves into FRAME, tightly griping the gnarled hand of an
CLDER MAN. The girl guides the man, as if he’s bind, in
polishing the gun with a HANDKERCH EF. Toget her, they open
and spin the chanber. It’s enpty. The little girl guides the
man as he | oads the gun wth a SINGLE BULLET. Their hands
slide the gun off the table and out of FRAME.

EXT. MOUNTAI N PASS - DAY

The beauty of the nountains is overwhel m ng. The sun

illum nates the dense forest at the end of a dirt trail. A
man on horseback rides al one grippi ng anot her pack horse by
the reins. He is JAMES EARLY, approaching his twlight years.
H s pack-horse chock-full of supplies. CANTEENS, BLANKETS,
PACKS, AND TWO SADDLE BAGS, his whole life. Early’'s hand is
wrapped in a RAG TI ED ON W TH BAI LI NG TW NE

Early sits beside a FIRE drinking froma bottle of BOOZE. He
has set up canp beside a gigantic rock formation. He | ooks as
if he's under a spell, lost in the flames. Suddenly, a |ook
of contenpt conquers his cal mface.

I NT. BLACKSM TH SHOP - FLASHBACK

A group of RUFFIANS crash through the door of the shop
carrying Early by his hands and feet. He's bl eedi ng, beaten.
Hoots and hollers fromthe rowdy group as they set him down

in front of an anvil, clasping himdown so he can’t escape.
VARGAS, a gnarled man who seens to be their | eader, kneels
beside the anvil. This man has a glow of insanity in his eyes

and a smle fromcheek to cheek.

VARGAS
Early. ..

Early raises his head. The frightened | ook is gone. What's
left is a look of pure hate. Vargas takes hold of Early’s
ri ght hand. Laughing and nuttering fromthe ruffians.

Vargas picks up the SLEDGE HAMVER t hat rests against the
wal | . The ruffians grab a hold of Early’s hand and set it on
top of the ANVIL. They hold it steadily in place. Vargas

rai ses the hammer above his head. A beat. Early readies

hi nmsel f. Vargas brings it down hard. SOUNDS OF CRUSH NG BONE
echo throughout the barn. Early screans in pain and cries for
themto stop. Vargas conmes down hard again.



Cries of pain flood the barn. The third tine is the hardegf
and the nost painful, as the screans have turned fromthose
of pain to those of terror. Vargas throws the hammer to the
ground. BLOOD spills over the anvil.

EARLY
(1 naudi bl e whi nper)
Kill me... Kill ne...
VARGAS

You' d Iike that, wouldn't you?

The Ruffians |eave Vargas and Early al one.

Early wakes with a start. Another bad dream The pain
subsides in his eyes as he becones aware of his

consci ousness. He wi pes his | ong bangs away fromhis eyes
wi th his bandaged right hand, a RAG HELD ON W TH BAI LI NG
TW NE.

A weak fire remains. Early renoves his revolver fromit’s
HOLSTER with his bare left hand and holds it in his palm He
stares at it for a nonment, recollecting. Qut of nowhere, the
hand of the young girl enters the FRAME and waps Early’s
finger around the trigger. Again, as if he’s blind, she

gui des the gun up and out of FRAME. The CAMERA noves back to
hol ster. W hear the CLICK of an enpty gun. A nonent passes.
Early returns the gun to the holster without the help of the
little girl. Hs hand trenbles. In a WDE ANGLE, we see he is
al one. The fire dies out.



