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FADE | N:

EXT. GHOST CHRI STI - DAY

Remains of a run-down mning village. Sparsely popul at ed.

EXT. KITTY'S CATHOUSE - DAY
Decrepit hotel. Sign: "Cheapest Worehouse in South Texas."
JUAN VILLA, a grizzly-faced man of fifty, drags --
-- KITTY, 40s, a pretty Southern Belle through the streets.
JUAN
Kitty, I'll teach you not to stick
your nose where it doesn't bel ong.

KITTY
Sonebody get the sheriff.

A handful of TOAMNSPEOPLE - turn a blind eye.

PREACHER (Q. S.)
Juan, just wait one m nute.

Juan rolls his eyes.

PREACHER, 50s, all skin and bones marches over, adjusts his
collar. A bible in hand.

JUAN
Preacher man, save the goddamm gospe
for Sunday.

PREACHER

Just so ya' know...

JUAN
This is comng froma man who spends
nmore tine in that whorehouse than at
church. You shoul d be ashamed of
yoursel f.

Preacher flips through the good book. Juan shoves a BONE
KNI FE under his chin.

JUAN
As you wal k through the valley of
t he shadow of death

He stares at Kitty - synpathetic.



PREACHER
VWll, the Lord works in nysterious
ways. .. maybe he has sonethin' up

hi s sl eeves.
Preacher squints, |ooks across the way, wld-eyed --

-- A gloved hand pulls a duster back. It buttons a strap,
reveals... a pair of nickel-plated Colt peacenakers.

SAMANTHA (O S.)
Let go of the girl.

Juan spins, blinded by the sun glinting off her shiny guns.
He lets go.

JUAN
I reckon themguns are gonna be m ne
in a second or two, cause', I'mfixin'

to take "emoff a y'ur corpse!

SAMANTHA HOUSTQON, 20s - face of an angel, tough, in calfskin
| eat her riding breeches, stands there.

SAMANTHA
Ease those guns out and drop them on
t he ground.

He | aughs, thunbs the hammer off his gun. Juan flexes his
fingers.

JUAN
| don't back down from anybody,
especially no skirt. Draw

Bot h peacenekers clear leather - five inch barrels barking.

Juan drops dead. Hands on the butt of his revolver. Stil
hol st er ed.

Samant ha flicks open the | oading gate, ejects shells, then
rel oads. She does the sane wth her other peacenaker.

Pl CKET, 50s, a sad, scruffy Sheriff wal ks up. Mayor W NSTON
60s, nutton-chop sideburns, tags al ong.

Pl CKET

Lady, you just killed -- Juan "quick
draw' Vill a.

Surprised, Samantha's gaze shifts to his corpse.
SAMANTHA
And | thought he was suppose to be
real fast.

She hol sters - scans the street.



Pl CKET
You al ways | ook around |ike that?

SAMANTHA
Habit. Bad people seemto al ways
have bad friends wth m spl aced

| oyal ties.

W NSTON
Funny you should nention that. He
has a twin brother... Jose.

SAVANTHA
Then -- he better be quick. O he'll
be dead.

Pl CKET
What's your business in Ghost Christi,
Texas?

SAVANTHA
Littl e Johnny R ngo.

Pl CKET
A ranger -- Sam Houston is com ng.

Samant ha faces them- tin star ablaze by the sun

SAMANTHA
Samant ha Houston. M friends cal
me Sam

HOVER, 60s, pulls up, wooden coffins in the back of his buggy.
He eyes Juan, wol fs down sone whi skey, then turns to Samant ha.

HOVER
(hi ccups)
Thanks for the business. |It's been
ki nd of sl ow around here.

I NT. SHERI FF' S OFFI CE - DAY

Behi nd bars - JOHANNY RINGO, 18, a Billy the Kid clone, paces.
Samant ha brushes Pi cket asi de.

Pl CKET
Johnny, neet Sam Houst on.

J OHNNY
Www One fine |ookin'" woman at that.
Let nme outta here so | can greet
her. ..

SHI MMERS of |ight in Johnny's eyes. He's astonished.



SAMANTHA
" mtaking you back to Abilene to
hang froma rope. W ride at dawn.

J OHNNY
A Texas Ranger...?

SANMANTHA
VWl cone to the new west.

As Samant ha wal ks of f. ..

JOHNNY
| don't think so. M boy's comn
to spring ne | oose.

SAVANTHA
They'll hang too. That is -- if |
don't shoot "emfirst.

Pl astered on the wall, WANTED POSTERS. Pi cket and W nston
| ook on, as Samant ha studi es them

SAMANTHA
You don't update these?

Pl CKET
W're just a small town. Sonetines

it takes nonths.

SAMANTHA
| captured, Rowdy "rustler" Hancock
in San Antone.

She takes one down, swaps it for another. Both take a hard
| ook at the poster. This isn't |lost on Samant ha either.

SAVANTHA

You haven't seen him around these

parts... have you?
W NSTON

Hey, Picket -- isn't that the feller,

t hat gunslinger over at the crazy

hor se?

Her eyes widen. Picket's still glued to the picture.

Pl CKET

It looks like him but...

The door shuts behi nd Sanmant ha.



EXT. STREET - DAY

A main stretch of town. Samantha noves at a fast clip,

di stract ed.
DOLLY (V.0O.)

When are you gonna stop playing second
fiddle to the ghost of Sam Houston?

FLASHBACK - EXT. HOUSTON S RANCH - DAY

DOLLY, 50s, haggard, hangs up clothes. She hones in on

Samantha's tin star

DOLLY
Don't no badge bel ong on any wonan.

SAMANTHA
Ma, | thought you'd be happy for ne.

DOLLY
Wiy? So you can | ook for a man who's
probably al ready dead.

SAVANTHA
He killed nmy daddy.
DOLLY
Ain'"t nothin' gonna bring himback.
SAVANTHA
Wiy are you acting like this?
DOLLY
And what are you going to do when
you find him.. huh? 1[1'Il tell you,
go and get yourself killed. That's

what .
Stare down. Their hearts breaking.
DOLLY
Aw... it's no use. You're just as
stubborn as him

They enbrace. Tight. Loving.

DOLLY
| know he didn't raise you -- but
remenber... he's still your father.

EXT. CGENERAL STORE - DAY

Samant ha conmes out of her reverie. Overwhel ned.
bunmps into -- Kitty smles in appreciation.

Near |y



KITTY
| could use a woman |ike you. The
pay is real good.

SAVANTHA
Thanks, but no thanks.
KITTY
Well, lady... I'mplunb di sappoi nt ed,

enough to nmake a rattl esnake cry.

| NT. CRAZY HORSE SALOON - DAY

At the bar - HONCHO 50s, w pes down the counter. He shoots
a | ook across --

-- BLACKSM TH, a tall and lanky gunslinger in black, lifts
his head. Hard-lived 40s. Several facial scars.

BLACKSM TH
One for the road.

Honcho pours whi skey. Blacksmth | ooks down, flicks open a
heavy POCKETWATCH on a gold chain: photo of a LITTLE G RL.

He throws it back. Tosses coins. They rattle around..
...a hand sweeps themup, slides a poster towards him
Samant ha SLAMS a rusted tin star with traces of bl ood on
t op.

Bl acksmi th st ares. Hs mnd drifts... drifts..

FLASHBACK - EXT. BANK OF ABI LENE - DAY

GUNFI RE erupts frominside. Blacksmth, 20s, nmakes a hasty
departure. Bags of cash

SAM (O S.)
Bl acksm t h.

He whirls -- Marshal SAM HOUSTON, 30s, famliar pair of Colt
peacenmakers trained on him

BLACKSM TH

Sam .. you planning on using those?
SAM

|"d rather not. |'m hoping you'l

come quietly.

BLACKSM TH
Now why woul d you think sonething
i ke that?



SAM
(eyes pl eadi ng)
| have Samantha with ne.

Bl acksm th stares, a slight hint of apprehension --
-- Samantha, 6, terrified, sits in a horse and buggy.

SAM
"Il see that you get a fair..

THREE SHOTS ring out. Samantha screans.
BACK TO SCENE
He snaps out of it. They exchange | ooks - sadness.

BLACKSM TH
| reckon this day was comn'.

SAMANTHA
Well, you reckoned right.

Honcho knocks over tables and chairs to get the heck out.

SAMANTHA
You're com ng back to stand tri al
for the nurder of Sam Houst on.

Bl acksmth draws his TWN | VORY PI STOLS -- stares down the
barrel of her peacenakers.

Even he's i1 npressed.

BLACKSM TH
You're a chip off the old bl ock

SAMANTHA
W may share the sanme bl ood, but
that's as far as it goes. Wy...?

H s eyes waver, filled wth renorse.
BLACKSM TH
| don't believe inlivin' in the
past. There's no future in it.

Bl acksm th nods his head towards the poster.

BLACKSM TH

Like it says, dead or alive.
SAVANTHA

Don't make ne kill you.
BLACKSM TH

Sam .. you planning on using those?



Qutside a commoti on. GUNSHOTS.

JOSE (O S.)
(slurred speech)
Come out here you whore.

Samant ha spins - FREEZES. The proverbial deer |ook. Turns
back.

JOSE stunbles inside, shit-faced, guns ablaze. Bullets rip
t hrough walls, splinter wood, and ricochet.

Bl acksm th shoves her out of harm s way, FIRES, blows Jose
to hell! Jose sprawls back, hits the deck. Sawdust fl oats.

On the floor -- Samant ha eyes her guns beside Jose's body.
A shadow falls over her as droplets of blood sprinkle down.

Bl acksmth -- eyes far off, gun hangs linply in his hand,
col | apse besi de her.

EXT. SHERI FF' S OFFI CE - DAY

Early nmorning. Blacksmth exits, his armin a bloody sling.
Samant ha escorts Johnny. Picket follows. They reign their
hor ses.

Pl CKET
You gonna be okay, San?

Her eyes neet Blacksmth's. Bittersweet. She sets her sights
on Picket - tips her hat.

BLACKSM TH
How did you know I wouldn't Kkill
you?

SAMANTHA

Mama said if raindrops from heaven
danpened your bitterness, and washed
away the bl ood on your hands, there
was a decent man.

BLACKSM TH
It's a long ride to Abilene.

SAMANTHA
Gves us tinme to catch up

They ride into a glorious sunrise, then..

FADE QOUT:
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