EXT. TOWN STREET – DAY

Three boys are playing kickball. The ball gets away from them and runs down the street toward the camera… the boys chase after it. 

The ball comes to rest near the front hooves of a horse. A man sits on the horse, black hat, black string tie, red vest, black coat. 

Jarrod Randall: This the road to Rock Creek, boy?

The blond boy at the front of the trio nods his head wordlessly.

The man turns his mount and rides away.

INT. ROCK CREEK MARSHAL OFFICE

Teaspoon’s feet, adorned in heather colored socks with red hearts sewn onto the tops, has his feet on the desk, the brown paper wrapping they app. Came in is resting on top of his ankles. He’s asleep, his hand laid over his heart and a letter. Hat dropped over his eyes.

Three men enter the office. The first wears a white apron over a black vest and long sleeve white shirt, this is Albert. The second is Mr. Tompkins who has added a coat over his apron and a hat.

The last man, Mr. Dibble comes to stand between the two and his dress is more formal, a cravat, coat and vest area all black, as well as his hat. He’s holding a legal sized paper.

Mr. Dibble : Asleep on the job.

Teaspoon: (seemingly asleep) Mornin’, Mr. Dibble (Turning his head he lifts the brim of his hat) Albert? Tompkins? He puts his feet down on the ground and spares a look to the letter) To what do I owe the pleasure?

Dibble: Know who that is, Marshal? 

He holds out a wanted poster to Teaspoon, who has picked the wrapping up off the floor. He puts the letter on the desk and takes the wanted poster. He looks at it.

Teaspoon: I locked him up a couple times, why?

Tompkins: Teaspoon, I just rode in from Cottonwood. Now Randall’s there and he’s headed this way.

Teaspoon is putting on his boots beneath the desk.

Teaspoon: I see. I suppose there’s somethin’ you want me to do about it.

Mr. Dibble: It’s your job isn’t it?

Teaspoon: If he breaks the law it is.

Mr. Dibble: *If* he breaks the law?

Teaspoon opens his top right drawer.

Teaspoon: Mr. Dibble I got here a piece of paper come a couple weeks ago (he holds it as he stands up) Somethin’ called a court order. Got a lot of fancy words on it, but what it boils down to is when Randall broke out of jail he crossed into the territories, found himself a lawyer and got his conviction (drops the paper on his desk) overturned.

Mr.Dibble: Which means what, exactly.

Teaspoon: It means exactly that Mr. Jarrod Randall is a free man.

Mr. Dibble: What?

Teaspoon crumples up the poster.

Teaspoon: This bounty… ain’t legal.

Tompkins: Teaspoon, Randall’s a killer!

Teaspoon: I know that, but the law don’t quite see it that way.

Albert: Listen Marshal (he moves through the half-door/gate between the front area and the office) it was my brother’s testimony two years ago that got Randall convicted. 

Teaspoon: and you figure he’s comin’ back here to even the score? 

Albert: Well he swore he would. 

Teaspoon: Does Marty know?

A nod.

Teaspoon: Well, how’s he takin’ it?

Albert: Alright I guess, but you know Ma…she’s worried sick. The minute she heard she wanted to pack up and leave town. 

Teaspoon: Well, seein’ it’s Randall, I don’t blame her. (he walks back to his desk for his coat) I tell you what, I’ll talk to Marty. Get him to lay low for awhile. I’ll make sure that someone keeps an eye on him. 

As Teaspoon approaches the door. Mr. Dibble calls out.

Mr. Dibble: Marshal, what if you’d never received that court order over turning Randall’s conviction?

Teaspoon stops and turns back to face them.

Teaspoon: Well, then I’d guess he’d be fair game, wouldn’t he. He walks out of the office, leaving the three staring after him.

EXT. ESTABLISHING SHOT OF ROCK CREEK BUNKHOUSE

INT. ROCK CREEK BUNKHOUSE


Lou: So Jimmy, will ya do it?

Lou is seated at the table next to Kid, Rachel is on the other side. Teaspoon is at the End of the table. All are seated except for Jimmy who is pacing.


Jimmy: Aww, Lou... It depends. I never given no brides away before.

Lou lowers her gaze to the table and Rachel rolls her eyes to look up at Jimmy. 

Jimmy: What'du I do?

Lou: Well, uhhh, I think you walk me down the aisle.

There's a pause, then-

Jimmy: yeah... (pause before Jimmy circles his hands in the air like wheels) and then?

Rachel: The preacher asks, 'Who's givin' the bride away?' and you say, 'That's me.'

Jimmy: And that's it?

Rachel looks at Lou/Kid and then quickly back to Jimmy. 

Rachel: That's it.

Jimmy clasps his hands together and smiles.

Jimmy: Sure, I guess I can do that. 

Jimmy sits.

Kid nods, smiling. 

Kid: Good. Now that's settled. Uh, Teaspoon?

The older man is lost in thought at the end of the table. 

Teaspoon looks up.

Teaspoon: Huh?

Kid: We've been givin' this a lot of thought an' (the two share a look) well we.. we'd like you ta... you know, perform the ceremony. 

Teaspoon: Who me?

Lou: We wouldn't feel right havin' anyone else. 

Teaspoon puffs up with a chest full of pride. 

Teaspoon: Well, uh, s'pose I could. "Dearly Beloved..." I always liked that part. 

Everyone reacts and back to the couple.

Kid: Thanks Teaspoon. 

Teaspoon sighs

Teaspoon: Excuse me.

he gets up from his chair, picks up his coat from the back of the chair and he walks out, with Rachel following him with her eyes.

EXT. PONY EXPRESS STATION - RACHEL'S HOUSE

Teaspoon is sitting on a crate next to the corral, using the wooden planks as a back rest, his chin is down to his chest... 

Rachel walks up

Rachel: Teaspoon.

He looks up as though he's been sleeping.

Rachel: What's wrong?

Teaspoon: Nothin'

She reaches down and pulls up a crate to sit beside him. 

Rachel: Now it wouldn't have anything to do with that package that came yesterday, now would it? 

Teaspoon: You know me pretty good, doncha ya?

Rachel chuckles.

Rachel: Who's it from?

Teaspoon: Polly. My third wife. (sighs) The only one that ever broke my heart.

Rachel: How long's it been?

Teaspoon: (smiling) Twenty four years 

Rachel: What happened? If you don't mind my askin'.

Teaspoon waves off. 

Teaspoon: (tsk) I was deputy U.S. Marshal in Austin, aside from the Army, first job I had on the right side of the law. New to me, I took myself real serious. Had to be a way of life. May of '37 I come back after takin' 6 months to track down a bushwhacker. Polly was gone. Run off with a friend of mine. 

Rachel: Well, whad'yu do?

Teaspoon: Yeah, I got real good 'n' drunk. 

Rachel laughs.

Teaspoon: Swore I'd shoot 'em both. After awhile I realized it wasn't anybody's fault. Polly was too much of a woman to be left alone, sittin' 'round 'waitin'. Wonderin' if I was dead or alive... 

Rachel: Did she say why she was comin'?

Teaspoon: Nope. 

a moment of quiet later he taps her leg. 

Teaspoon: I'm gonna go spell, Buck. 

He gets up with effort and Rachel watches him walk off a look of concern on her face.

EXT. ROCK CREEK

A lone rider comes into town, passing by town-folk that are all looking at him with curiosity. He meets their looks... last of all Mr. Dibble.

INT. BARBER SHOP

Marty is sitting in the barber's chair a cloth draped over his suit as the man trims his hair. 

Marty: Why don't you go on home, Buck. Henry here's not gonna hurt me. If he does, I'll shoot 'im.

Buck gives him a lopsided smirk.

Marty: In fact I'm gonna shoot you if you don't give me some room to breathe. 

Buck: It's not you I'm scared of, it's that mother of yours.

Marty: Look Buck, I appreciate what the Marshal's tryin' to do, but it probably wasn't Randall Mr. Tompkins saw anyway. 

Buck: You're probably right. 

Randall steps up into the window behind Marty

Buck reacts, swallowing hard. 

Buck: Marty, listen... when I give the word i want to you get up nice and slow and go in the back room. Whatever you do, don't look out front.

The barber backs away from his customer. 

Marty: Randall?

Buck doesn't take his eyes off the man. 

Buck: Just do it.

Marty gets up suddenly and stands next to Buck. They both see Randall outside smiling. The gunman lifts his hand and crooks his finger calling Marty outside. 

Marty: Sorry Buck. 

Buck grabs Marty and sits him back down in the chair. 

Buck: Henry, you keep him in here. 

Buck walks past and Henry struggles with Marty to keep him in the chair.

EXT. BARBER SHOP

Buck steps outside and faces Randall.

Buck: You’ve got no business here, why don’t you move on.

Randall’s jacket is pulled back to reveal two pearl-handled pistols.

Randall: Stay out of this, Indian. I got no quarrel with you.

Buck looks back at him and turns toward Teaspoon’ s voice. 

Teaspoon: Randall?

Teaspoon walks down the street toward them from the end of town.

Randall: Well, if it ain’t Teaspoon Hunter. Still wearing a badge, too. 

Teaspoon: ‘Know why yer here and I’m here to tell you it ain’t gonna happen, not in my town. 

Randall: I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about Marshal. 

The door opens behind Buck, who has pulled his own jacket back from his pistol rig, giving himself plenty of room to pull if he has to. 

Marty steps out, the ‘apron’ still around his torso. He raises a pistol and shouts

Marty: Randall!

Everything becomes slow motion as Buck whirls around and Teaspoon throws up his hands to stop the boy from shooting. 

Teaspoon: Marty!

Buck: No!

Randall turns and sees the boy, quickly drawing his right pistol and fanning back the hammer with his left hand, he shoots and hits Marty in the chest. The boy falls back through the Barber Shop window. 

Buck turns and goes to the doorway where Marty has fallen.

Buck: Marty….

Mr. Dibble walks through the crowd and sighs.

Buck kneels by Marty, smoothing his hair back. 

Buck: He’s dead. 

Teaspoon takes the news badly and whirls on Randall.

Teaspoon: Merciful God, 

He steps towards Randall.

Teaspoon: Gimme your gun. 

Randall: What for? 

Randall holds his arms out wide. 

Randall: He drew on me.

Teaspoon: You don’t’ understand, Randall. I ain’t askin.

Randall: That’s personal property.

Teaspoon groans softly

Teaspoon: Yeah, I guess you’re right. 

Randall chuckles.

INT. ROCK CREEK MARSHAL’S OFFICE

Teaspoon pushes Randall in ahead of him. 

Randall: You’re wasting your time Hunter you got no case against me. 

Buck follows them inside. 

Teaspoon: Just say that I’m lockin’ you up for your own safety.

Randall: Well you do what you want you can’t hold me good you know that.

Randall’s up against the bars of the cell, Teaspoon’s hands fisted in his jacket. 

Teaspoon: Up to three weeks ago I could have shot you in the back and been $100 dollars richer for it. So don’t tempt me, 

He opens the cell and throws Randall inside. 

Teaspoon: Or I may forget what month It is. 

He closes the cell door and locks it. 

Randall takes off his jacket as Jimmy walks in.

Jimmy: Teaspoon, I heard about what happened. 

Teaspoon: Keep an eye on him, will you Jimmy? I’ve gotta talk to Marty’s people. 

Buck from the door. 

Buck: I don’t think you’ll have to go anywhere, Teaspoon.

Randall turns toward the door as well. 

Marty’s mother and his brother step into the office. 

Teaspoon nods solemnly.

The two cross through the low swinging gate to get up to the cell. Marty’s mother is quietly sobbing. 

Mother: Murderer!

Randall, his arms hanging through openings in the bar/grid give a mock salute.

Randall: Ma’am.

Marty’s mom continues to cry. 

Teaspoon: Ma’am please… 

She turns on Teaspoon. 

Mother: and you… how could you do a thing like that? (pauses) How could you just stand there… and watch it while they killed my son? 

Teaspoon looks down.

Mother: why?

Teaspoon: Albert, you best take her home. 

Albert turns to the cell and sees Randall strike a match on the bar to light the cigar in his mouth. 

Mother and son leave the office, Hickok closing the gate after them.

EXT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE NIGHT

An owl is heard as Jimmy walks up behind Teaspoon on the boardwalk, his hand giving the Marshal a reassuring pat as he comes to stand next to Teaspoon. 

Jimmy: Tough day, huh?

Teaspoon’s barely audible answer?

Teaspoon: Yeah.

Jimmy looks at him. 

Teaspoon: I keep thinkin’, ‘If only-’

Jimmy: ‘If only’? Come on…

Teaspoon: One of these day’s Randall’s luck’s gonna run out. Just hope I’m there when it does. 

Jimmy: You think Peterson’s really got a case?

Teaspoon: Randall don’t even need a lawyer for this one, he could probably do it by hiself

Jimmy: Randall’s a gunfighter and if he called Marty out-

Teaspoon: Marty had the drop… it did not matter. 

Jimmy looks away and then back at Teaspoon

Jimmy: Are you sure about that?

Teaspoon: I wish to God I wasn’t.

Teaspoon sighs.

EXT. ROCK CREEK STREET - DAY

Marty’s Mother and Albert walk through the crowd and up the stairs to attend the trial. 

Teaspoon and his group walk up along the boardwalk coming up just as the two family members walk into the door. 

An older gentleman who tipped his hat to the family addresses him. 

Luke Murphy: Hello Teaspoon. 

Teaspoon: Luke? Luke Murphy, is that you? Ha ha…

The two men claps hands. 

Teaspoon: It’s been a long time. 

Luke Murphy: It has. 

Teaspoon: What’s you doin’ in these parts? Can’t be for no card games, unless you’re playin’ for the horse’s feed instead of the horse. Ha ha ha.. 

Luke Murphy: Truth be told Teaspoon, I come to see you.

The laughter fades a bit. 

Teaspoon: Hold on a minute. 

Teaspoon moves the edge of Murphy’s coat back and sees the silver star on the man’s vest. 

Teaspoon: Is that a Territorial Marshal’s Badge? What did you do, marry the governor’s daughter? Ha ha ha… Boys, Rachel… I’d like you to meet an old friend of mine -

Luke Murphy: Can I talk to you a minute? Alone? 

EXT. VIEW OF ROCK CREEK STREET

Teaspoon: (VO) I don’t believe I’m hearin’ this… 

Luke Murphy: Now the Governor wants Randall convicted, Teaspoon. He wants it a lot. 

Teaspoon: What’s got into you, Luke?

Luke Murphy: Times is different than when you and I started, Teaspoon. Nowdays they give a man a badge he’s gotta set a good example. Do things right.

Teaspoon: Luke, If I’m called to testify I’m gonna tell the truth. 

Luke Murphy: Which is?

Teaspoon: The truth’s the truth, Luke. Whether the Governor likes it or not. 

Teaspoon shifts and moves off. 

Teaspoon: I’ll see you inside. 

He’s a few steps away when Luke says

Luke Murphy: You shoulda killed him when you had the chance. 

Teaspoon spares Luke a glance before going into the Hotel. 

As Luke looks off camera we hear Teaspoon’s voice testifying.

Teaspoon: (VO) All I seen was Randall, so I come across the street to have words with ‘im.

INT. HOTEL ROCK CREEK – LATER

Attorney: And what happened next, Marshal Hunter?

Teaspoon: Well Marty busted out of the Barber Shop and yelled Randall’s name. 

Attorney: I see, and was he holding a gun?

The Judge sits at the desk with the flag spread on the wall behind him. 

Teaspoon takes a moment before he answers. 

Out of his sight, Marty’s Mother shakes her head. 

Luke Murphy watches from the back. 

Teaspoon looks up and finally answers. 

Teaspoon: yeah, he was holdin’ a gun. 

The crowd erupts in noise and the Judge calls out. 

Judge: Quiet! Quiet please! Everybody be quiet. 

The judge hits the gavel against the desk a hollow sound in the room.

Attorney: And was Mr. Hutchins aiming that gun at Mister Randall?

Randall smiles at Teaspoon. Marty’s mother looks at Teaspoon, as well as Albert. 

Teaspoon looks at Luke. 

Teaspoon draws in a breath. 

Teaspoon: Yep. 

The crowd erupts again and Marty’s mother shakes her head, upset at the answer. 

Tompkins and Dibble in the front row are visibly upset. 

Judge bangs his gavel over and over. 

Judge: Quiet please!

(L to R) Buck, Noah, Jimmy and Rachel sit quietly in their row. 

Judge: Quiet!

Attorney: No further questions, your Honor. 

Randall gives Teaspoon a knowing smile. 

Teaspoon has a self conscious smile that touches his lips for a moment.

ON the JUDGE’s GAVEL

The judge hits his gavel several times on the desk . 

Judge: Given the evidence presented to me at this time, I have no choice, but to have all charges against Jarrod Randall dismissed. 

Randall smiles as the rest of the ‘courtroom’ erupts in dismay. 

The judge pounds the gavel to try to get the attention of the room, but he’s nearly lost. 

Judge: This hearing is adjourned. 

Randall smiles at Teaspoon and Teaspoon stares back s the scene fades out.

INT. COURTOOM

Luke is waiting for Teaspoon near the door. 

Luke Murphy: Governor ain’t gonna like this Teaspoon. 

Teaspoon lifts up a hand in frustration. 

Teaspoon: Well then, maybe he aught to take care of it himself. (lowers his voice) Or is that why you’re here? 

Luke Murphy: Be seein’ ya.

Teaspoon walks past. 

Luke touches the brim of his hat as Rachel goes by. 

Luke Murphy: Ma’am.

She doesn’t look up at him, just continues on. The others follow suit. 

EXT. SALOON/COURT - DAY

Teaspoon descends the stairs, the riders [Buck, Noah, Jimmy] and Rachel following behind. Just as he steps in the street a woman walks up to him and takes hold of his face, bringing him in for a solid 'friendly' kiss.

Polly: Mmmmm, Hello 'Sugar Lips'... Oh my, it's been a long time

Teaspoon looks a bit shell-shocked and his smile is joyous. 

Teaspoon: Polly? 

Polly: Well, is somethin' the matter? 

She still has her hands on his chest/coat.

Teaspoon: Uh... no, um,... it's just that... How come I got older and you stayed the same?

Polly: Must be all that hard livin' I guess. 

Her smile only seems brighter.

Teaspoon looks sheepish.

Teaspoon: Yeah, well.. it does take it outta you don't it?

Polly: Not you, silly, me!

They share a laugh and start walking off, arms around each other. 

Teaspoon: Well you sure are a sight for sore eyes.

Rachel calls from behind: 

Rachel: Uhhh Teaspoon! (clears her throat quietly)

Teaspoon and Polly turn around

Teaspoon: Oh! (clears his throat) Polly Hunter, this here is Jimmy, and Rachel... Noah, Buck. 

Polly: Pleased to meet you.

Teaspoon: Polly here, (puts his left arm around her shoulders) my third wife, and while I don't normally make comparisons, I'd have to admit she's one of the best. 

Polly: One of the best? How many were there?

Noah: Ol' Sugar Lips here's been married six times, Ma'am. 

Polly: Six times? 

Teaspoon looks up and counts them off silently on his fingers. 

Teaspoon: yeah

Polly: So tell me, did'ya ever manage to get it right?

Teaspoon: Actually, no... come to the conclusion that it can't be done.

Polly nods... 

Buck: (pointing off behind them) Teaspoon.

Teaspoon and Polly both turn and see a man motioning Teaspoon over.

Teaspoon: (to Polly) Why don't you get acquainted.

He walks off and Polly looks at Rachel.

Polly: Somethin' wrong. What is it?

The four move closer to her. 

Jimmy: It's a long story, ma'am. 

Rachel: Let's just say you could've picked a better time to come visit. 

Polly: I'm not here to visit. I'm here to stay. I bought the Saloon.


EXT. BUCKHOUSE NEXT TO RACHEL'S

Rachel: (VO) So, Polly, how exactly did you and Teaspoon get together?

INT. BUNKHOUSE - SUPPER TIME

The group is set around the table, plates filled with food. 

Polly: When I first laid eyes on Teaspoon Hunter he was behind bars in my Daddy’s jail in Austin. I said to myself right there and then, “That’s the man I’m gonna marry.”

Teaspoon give her a bright smile and hands a plate of rolls to Noah.

Noah: What was he in jail for?

Polly: You know I don't quite remember, but, if it wasn’t one thing It was another, 'cause he was real wild back then.

Buck: Really-

Teaspoon: (loudly to cover Buck) Uh Polly, how is that father of yers? Got a letter from him a couple months back, sayin' he was takin' off the badge. (lifts up his cup) never thought I'd live to see the day.

Polly: Well, neither did he. Got himself killed first. 

Teaspoon sets his cut down. 

Teaspoon: (mumbling) Lordy... Lord... Lord...

He gets up and walks to the window. 

Polly watches him go, the table is quiet...

Teaspoon leans against the wall beside the window and pressed the back of his hand against his forehead/eyes.

Teaspoon: What happened?

Polly: He was leadin' a posse after a couple'a horse thieves... chased 'em into a box canyon 

Polly gets up and moves toward Teaspoon. 

Polly: you know Daddy, he walked in there alone, unarmed. Managed to talk 'em into givin' themselves up, until they stepped out there and they saw that posse wasn't there for justice, they were a lynching party. 

Teaspoon looks at her. 

Polly: The horse thieves ended up shooting him in the back while he was tryin' to protect them from his own posse. 

Teaspoon puts his hands on her shoulders, searching for words. 

Teaspoon: that's the kind of man he was. 

Polly nods.

Polly: Look what it got him. 

EXT. BUNKHOUSE - EARLY EVENING

Teaspoon is back sitting on his crate, using the corral to hold him up. Jimmy comes walking outside and sits down beside the older man. 

Jimmy: Polly’s father was important to you, wasn’t he.

Teaspoon: Wasn’t for him I wouldn’t be here today. When I first rode into Austin, I was an angry young buck; real good with a gun. He saw somethin’ in me, somethin’ I didn’t see. Went ahead and made me his deputy. ‘Course, when I saw his daughter it was either that or shoot me.

Jimmy: What was he like?

Teaspoon: Didn’t have an ounce of fear in him. Always looked for the best in people, always give people the benefit of the doubt, I guess you can say he’s the kind of man I always wanted to be. They don’t make ‘em like that anymore, Jimmy.

Jimmy looks at Teaspoon with a smile on his face.

Jimmy: Yeah, they do.

Cody runs up

Cody: Teaspoon, there’s trouble at the Hotel. It’s Randall.  

Jimmy and Teaspoon run after Cody.

INT. ROCK CREEK HOTEL

Teaspoon and Jimmy burst through the front door and Teaspoon strides up to the man at the bottom of the stairs. 

Teaspoon: Where is he?

The man points up the stairs and Teaspoon runs up the stairs with Jimmy at his heels.  

INT. ROCK CREEK HOTEL – SECOND FLOOR

As they reach the second floor they hear crashing noises, a woman screaming and ominous laughter. They use the noise to direct them to Randall’s room.
Randall: come on, darlin’

Woman screams.

Teaspoon bangs on the door.

Teaspoon: It’s Marshal  Hunter, open up Randall!

A moment passes and then Teaspoon kicks the door open. 

Randall’s on the bed and he has his hand over the girl’s mouth. 

Randall: ‘s there somethin’ I can help you with Marshal?

He’s pulled his hands off the girl, holding them up almost in ‘surrender’… the girl is still sitting on the bed sobbing, now covering her own mouth.

Teaspoon rounds the bed

Teaspoon: Shut up and get your hands off her. 

Teaspoon grabs fistful’s of Randall’s clothes and lifts him off the bed and against the wall.
Randall: Havin’ ourselves a little party

Teaspoon lets him go and turns to the woman on the bed. 

Teaspoon: Miss, did he do this to you?

Randall: Of course not. She fell and hit her head. Didn’t ya, darlin’…

Teaspoon: I told you, keep your mouth shut. 

He turns back to the woman

Teaspoon: Did he?

Randall looks down at her, his expression filled with warning. He shakes his head slowly.

Girl: No…

Teaspoon: Listen, Miss… if he hurt you I’m can put him in jail, make sure you’re protected. 

Randall laughs

Randall: Oh yeah… he’s REAL good at that, aren’t you?

Teaspoon is back in Randall’s face, grabbing Randall’s shirt.

Jimmy steps up and puts a restraining hand on his mentor

Jimmy: Teaspoon! 

Teaspoon: You’re right, Jimmy. This ain’t the place. 

He lets go of Randall’s clothes and turns back to the bed holding out his hand.

Teaspoon: Let’s go, Miss.  

She takes his hand and gets up off the bed, with a backward glance at Randal.

Teaspoon: Party’s over Randall. 

Teaspoon may not have turned around to look at Randall, but Jimmy does, following them out of the room. 

Randall seems not to care, lifting a hefty bottle to his lips and drinking from it. 

INT. ROCK CREEK SALOON – LATER

Polly stands at the bar, a stool upended on it as she pounds at one of the legs.   She wears an ill fitting apron over her dress.  It takes her a few seconds to hear the knocking on the front door over the ruckus.

She turns and sees Teaspoon in the glass panes of the door. She turns back to the bar, smiling, and sets down the hammer. She touches her face, sweeping her hair back and then touches her hand to middle as though afflicted with butterflies. 

A moment later she’s turning to and heading for the door.  

She opens the door and Teaspoon quickly steps in. The talk as they head for the bar.
Polly: I sure hope you ain’t thristy, ‘cause I’m not gonna be open for awhile. 

Teaspoon: Gonna work all night? 

Polly: Well I got a lot to do. 

Teaspoon: You ain’t plannin’ on fixin’ this place up all by your lonesome are you?

She stops for a second and then turns to him, leaning on the bar. 

Polly: Teaspoon, what is it you want?

Teaspoon: Well, I was just takin’ a walk, ‘n I could use some company. 

She smiles and then quickly turns away. 

Polly: Sorry, but I got a lot to handle here. 

She moves the stool away and is visibly worried as Teaspoon starts to walk away. As he hesitates in his step she grabs for a glass so she looks busy.

Teaspoon turns around. 

Teaspoon: You know I’ve been thinkin’…  that, I could, uh… round up a bunch of strong boys for help. Maybe even tomorrow mornin’.

He’s back beside her and she finishes wiping the inside of the glass and sets it on the bar.

Polly: Can’t afford to pay ‘em.

Teaspoon: Sixty days of sarsaparillas on the house. 

He nervous drums his fingers on the bar as she smiles, considering.

Finally turning to him

Polly: Two weeks.

Teaspoon:  a  month.

Polly nods and turns around grabbing her cape.

Polly: Guess I could stand a little breath of fresh air.

Teaspoon laughs, taking her cape to help her settle it on her shoulders. 

EXT. ROCK CREEK STREET – LATER

Walking down the dark street, her right hand in the crook of his elbow they look like old friends…

Polly: you know I didn’t even make his funeral. I miss him, Teaspoon. Maybe that is the reason I’m here, that I want to be close to family. 

She turns, touching her left hand to his arm. 

Polly: Oh, I forgot. 

She pulls a tin star from her pocket and holds it up. 

Teaspoon: No, I couldn’t.

Polly puts the star in his hand.

Polly: He wanted you to have it. 

He looks down at the star.

Polly: Tell me somethin’… you got a girl?

Teaspoon: Who me? Naw…  my heart can’t take the aggravation. 

Polly laughs at the self-depreciating humor.

Polly smiles at him. 

Polly: We’ll see ‘bout that. 

She holds his upper arms as she leans in to press a kiss on his cheek. Then she turns and walks toward the doors of the Saloon. With one last look at him she goes inside and closes the door. 

Teaspoon slowly turns and walks away.

In the shadows across the street, Randall has been watching.

EXT. ROCK CREEK DAY
Teaspoon steps out of the Marshal’s Office

Peterson:  Excuse me, Marshal Hunter…

Teaspoon:  What do you want, Peterson?

Peterson: I want you to stop harassing my client.

Teaspoon: You’re kiddin’ right?  Did you see what he did to her last night? 

Peterson looks away.

Peterson: Well she didn’t press charges, did she?

Teaspoon adjusts his belt in a huff.

Teaspoon: No she didn’t.

Peterson: Marshal, Mr. Randall was engaged in a private concern when you broke down his door and threatened his life.  Then later on, someone threw ‘this’ through his window. 

Teaspoon opens the paper and sees a rock inside and the paper is the wanted poster for Randall with a big red X through Randall’s face.

Teaspoon: You think I did this?

Peterson: I’m taking the morning Stage for Ft. Kearney for a writ of injunction protecting my client from any further harassment from you or anyone in your charge. 

Teaspoon looks like he’s got a few choice things to say but has his lips buttoned. 

Peterson touches the brim of his hat.

Peterson: Good day. 

As he turns away…

Teaspoon: Uh… Mr. Peterson

The lawyer turns back.

Teaspoon:  You forgot your rock.

Peterson’s gaze narrows on the older man before he turns away.

ROCK CREEK STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Luke Murphy walks down the busy street and Teaspoon is on the corner, still outside the Marshal’s office with the paper and rock in his hand. 
Teaspoon: Luke!

The man slows to a stop and Teaspoon steps down into the street to meet him. 

Teaspoon: Mornin’ Luke. 

Holding out the paper and rock to the man Teaspoon asks…

Teaspoon: You know anythin’ about this? 

Luke Murphy: What is it?

He takes it from Teaspoon’s out-stretched hand.

Teaspoon: Someone tossed it through Randall’s window last night.  

Luke Murphy: Come on, Teaspoon you know me better than that.

Teaspoon: you know I was bear huntin’ one time… a big ol’ nasty thing.  Chased him into a cave.   I could’ve gone in after ‘im, but I figured why take the risk. So I waited until the wind was blowin’ just right then I lit a little fire.  Wasn’t more’n a minute ‘fore he come chargin’ out straight at me.  

Luke Murphy: What’d’you do?

Teaspoon:  I wore his coat for the next ten winters. 

Luke answers with a hard stare.

Teaspoon:  You huntin’ bear in my town, Luke?

Luke smiles in response.

INT. POLLY’S PLACE

Polly, her blue dress covered with an apron rushes into the Saloon and closes the door with a smile.  Inside the tables are all topped in green with vases of daisies… yellow and white.  She walks along checking the arrangements and humming to herself. 

As she reaches the bar and starts arranging what looks to be the last arrangement, a dark figure comes in the door behind her.  It’s Randall, who closes the door behind him. 

Randall: Knock knock! 

Polly looks over her shoulder at him and then turns. 

Polly: Is there somethin’ you want?

Randall laughs… 

Randall: Well it’s a Saloon, ain’t it… how ‘bout a drink?

He pulls one of the daisies from a nearby vase.

Polly: We’re closed. 

Randall: Well, I’m thirsty.

Polly:  There’s water outside.  

He continues forward, the daisy in his hand. 

Randall: I hate that stuff. 

As he steps up beside her she turns to face him. 

Polly: Look Randall, I know who you are and you ain’t welcome in here, now get out. 

She nods her head to the door as he lifts the daisy to his nose for a sniff.  

Randall: Oh yeah, well what’re you gonna do? You gonna run out there and get your boyfriend, huh?

He’s reached up his left hand to touch her cheek.

Polly: Get your hands off me. 

She leans her head back to break the contact and he shrugs.

Randall: Fine… anything you say.

He lifts the daisy to her face and slides the petals over her lips before grabbing the back of her head/neck with both hands and pulling her in for a kiss. 

Her cry is muffled against his lips and she gets her hands in between him to hold him off for a moment. Her attitude changes quickly and she’s the minx, softly whispering

Polly: Wait… wait…

He eases off, lowering his hands as her eyes promise more…

Randall: Well, yes ma’am.

She reaches in behind her apron, as though opening her blouse.

Randall: How do you do…

He gives her a wolfish grin and she smiles back. 

A moment later she has a derringer pressed up under his chin. 

Polly: (hissing out her words) now you get out… 

Now, he’s breathing hard for an entirely different reason. 

Polly: Understand? You get out…

Randall: alright… fine… 

They both move slowly… him toward the door and Polly mirroring him to keep the gun against his throat.

Randall: Whatever you say.  

He finally steps back to put air between himself and the gun. 

Polly: GO!

He points the daisy at her 

Randall: I’m gonna see you ‘gain real soon. 

Polly: (yells) Get out!

As he nears the door, Randall turns back to smile. 

Randall: I like you.

Polly’s expression is panicked. Frantic. 

Polly: (louder) Now!

Randall reached out and turns the doorknob.

Randall: Okay.  

He steps out and gives her a smile before he closes the door. 

Polly continues to stare at the door, her breaths coming in quick gasps. 

ROCK CREEK STREET – LATER
Randall walks along the boardwalk smiling to himself.  He stops before a window, perhaps admiring ‘himself’…. Behind him in the street. A man rushes along, gun in hand, hat falling from his head.

Albert:  This is for my brother, Marty!
Albert fires first and there’s a whisper of metal against leather as Randall whirls and fires at the young man. Albert staggers back in the street, gun help up in his hand. The young man looks down at his chest then falls down in the dirt street.  

Randall stretches to his full height and watches and town folk rush up to Albert’s prone body. 

Randall holsters his gun and Teaspoon works through the crowd and bends over Albert.

Teaspoon: You alright son?

Albert whispers and gives a little head jiggle. 

Randall calls down from the walk.

Randall: he’s a lucky boy. I could’ve killed him if I wanted to. 

Teaspoon gives him a hard look and Randall smiles broadly.

Albert’s mother pushes through the crowd… 

Mother: Oh my God! Albert.

She kneels down beside Teaspoon and pillows Albert’s head in her lap.

Teaspoon: He’ll be alright, Ma’am.

Mother: Get your hands off of my son.    

*trivia/goof: Teaspoon isn’t touching Albert, most like a line in the script that didn’t work out in blocking

Luke Murphy shows up in the crowd. 

Teaspoon looks up at the other man. Luke looks uncomfortable. 

ROCK CREEK – JUST OUTSIDE TOWN

Polly is driving a small carriage and stops beside Teaspoon who is sitting alone.

Polly: Rachel told me I might find you out here.

Silence.

Polly: I heard what happened.  

Silence. 

Polly: Mind if I join you?

Teaspoon: I was kind of hopin’ on bein’ alone.  

Polly: one thing I’ve learned livin’ as long and stupid as I have is that there’s always time for that.  Now when it comes to gettin’ what you really need, then that’s somethin’ else again.  

Teaspoon: What might that be?

Polly: Shoulder to cry on?

As Polly steps down out of the carriage, Teaspoon looks up at her, then looks away.

Polly: Warm body to pass the night?  

She sits down beside him.

Polly:  Friend to sit with and… just do nothin’ at all.  

Teaspoon: Seems like every day… more and more trouble.  I’m caught in the middle an there ain’t nothin’ I can do about it.  You know it wasn’t supposed to be like this.

Polly: Well I remember Austin,  twenty some years ago and it wasn’t exactly peaceful. 

Teaspoon: I know… that was different.  

Polly: And so were you.

They share a look.

Polly: Honey, you (she taps his thigh with her hand) … you’ve put a lot of years into provin’ yourself.  Helpin’ other people.  Tryin’ to live up to somethin’. Trouble is it’s a game you can’t win. Hell I was born to the best look what happened to him.  
Teaspoon: Polly –

Polly: Now just turn around, go on shut up.

He turns to face away from her and she begins to massage his shoulders. 

Teaspoon: Oh… I remember them magic fingers… 

Polly: Sure do take the years off, don’t they?  

Teaspoon straightens his back.

Teaspoon: A little lower. 

A moment of adjustment.

Polly: You know I never did like playin’ second fiddle to a piece of tin. 

Teaspoon tries to turn around.

Teaspoon: Polly –

She turns him back away.

Polly: You don’t have to do a thing, sugar lips.  This one’s on the house.  

She leans in to kiss him on the cheek and he laughs.. his eyes closed. She goes back to massaging his shoulders.  

ROCK CREEK – NIGHT
Men stagger in and out of batwing doors, laughter and music are heard inside of the brightly lit Saloon.

POLLY’ S SALOON – CONTINUOUS

Seven glasses set together rim to rim are seen on a tray and an amber colored liquor is poured into them all. The tray is removed for service and the boys are seen against the bar.   (Polly’s LtoR) Buck, Cody, Jimmy, Rachel 

Cody: She knows what she’s doin’.

Rachel: Looks like business is good.

Polly: I haven’t had this much fun in a long time. 

She pours more sarsaparilla into Jimmy’s glass.  

Polly: Has anybody seen Teaspoon, he said he was gonna be here.

Rachel looks down at the floor. 

Jimmy: Uh…  you know he’s proud and all, but people around town…

Buck: I’m sure he’ll be around sometime.  

The angle is on the crowd and loud laughter is heard from the door. 

Nearly everyone turns as Randall throws open the batwing door. 

He leans over a smaller man. 

Randall: Howdy!

The man nods a greeting just before Randall shoves him down toward the floor.  

The music stops and Rachel looks uncomfortable. 

Luke Murphy lifts his beer mug at his table.  Then sets it down.

Polly gives Randall a look. 

Randall: My… my… 

He grabs the chin of a saloon girl and she turns away from him. 

Polly:  I told you before, you ain’t welcome here.  

Randall: I just thought I’d come in for a friendly little drink, Ma’am. 

Cody stands away from the bar. 

Cody: The lady asked you to leave.  

Buck at his side chimes in.

Buck: Now. 

Randall’s smile fades.

Randall: Now?

He laughs at the combined front of riders. Luke Murphy sets his hat on the table with his left hand. His right hand is all but hidden under it as well. 

Randall turns and touched the brim of his hat at the crowd.   Tompkins is seen in the crowd. Randall picks up a glass from a table and holds it aloft. 

Randall: You know… ah… pretty little gal like yourself aught’n’t run a place like this.  You never know what kind trouble she’s gonna run into. [drinks the contents and wipes his mouth with his fingers before dropping the glass on the table… it rolls off and smashes on the ground.] What a town!  

Randall backs out of the Saloon and starts left down the walk. 

Polly: (OS) Show’s over, folks. 

Luke Murphy puts his hat back on and picks up his gun from the table, releasing the hammer before he puts it back in his holster. 

POLLY’S SALOON – MOMENTS LATER
Randall’s walking along the board walk and stops to look in the window. Laughing he picks up a chair and prepares to throw it through the window.

Teaspoon: I wouldn’t do that if I was you.

Teaspoon’s got his gun in his right and carrying the holster in his left.  

Randall: What are you gonna do? You gonna shoot me? That ain’t your style, Hunter. 

Teaspoon pulls back the hammer with an audible click. 

Teaspoon: Jus’ drop it.

Randall makes a show of dropping the chair down on the walk.  

Teaspoon: Good. Now take off your gunbelt and toss it over there. 

To illustrate his point, Teaspoon tosses his own belt into the darkness.   

Randall: Whatever you say. 

He reaches down and unties the leather thongs from around his thigh and tosses it away, all while Teaspoon watches with his gun pointed at the man. 

Then Randall kicks the chair to the side as Teaspoon released the hammer on his gun.  

Teaspoon: Good.  

The gun follows the holster as Randall starts laughing again.  

Teaspoon walks forward, shucking his coat as he goes.  

POLLY’S SALOON – INTERIOR – CONTINUOUS

A body flies through the window toppling a table and putting an end to the music.  Teaspoon steps through the new opening and moves up after Randall who is on the floor amongst shards of glass and playing cards.  

Teaspoon: Get up, Randall. 

The man does and tries to get Teaspoon with a fist to his gut which Teaspoon deflects.  Teaspoon spins the younger man toward the wall and gives him a few punches of his own. Then spins him up against another wall.  Tompkins and the other patrons smile as the fight continues.  

Randall picks up a chair and throws it at Teaspoon. Teaspoon ducks and the men grapple  until Teaspoon lands two more punches.  Teaspoon grabs the man by the front of his shirt. 

Teaspoon: Randall?

Randall: Huh?

Teaspoon: Randall??

The gunman looks up and Teaspoon delivers the final blow and Randall falls to the floor.  

Lined up to watch are (L to R) Rachel, Jimmy, Cody, Buck, Polly… 

Teaspoon covers his right hand with his left as Luke Murphy walks up. 

Luke: Feel better?

Teaspoon: Yeah. [looks at his right hand] Lot better. 

Luke: Come with me, Teaspoon.  

Teaspoon nods

Teaspoon: I figured.  

Luke walks away and Teaspoon looks over at Polly.

Polly nods and gives him a smile. 

Teaspoon winks at her and then follows after Luke. 

INT. ROCK CREEK JAIL  - LATER

Jimmy is standing at the bars in the 

Teaspoon:  You know, aside from the food, this ain’t a bad life, deputy.

Jimmy: So what are you gonna do when you finally get out?

Teaspoon: You mean am I goin’ after Randall?

Jimmy gives Teaspoon a knowing look. He nods

Jimmy: Mmmhmm

Teaspoon: Well, I dunno. Maybe he’ll come after me.  

Jimmy: Teaspoon if it were me in there instead of you, I know exactly what you’d say. You’d ask me if killin’ Randall would make you feel any better.

Teaspoon: Would it?

Jimmy smiles and shakes his head thoughtfully. 

Jimmy:  It’s hard to say.

ROCK CREEK – POLLY’S SALOON – LATER

Polly closes the door behind her and walks across to a stairwell.  Seven steps down her feet hit the dirt and she looks up into the moonlight.  Randall rushes out of the darkness and grabs her. Her initial screams stop when Randal covers her mouth with his hand and pushes her up against a wall. 

Randall: I’ve been lookin’ forward to this…

He laughs as Polly continues to scream behind his hand.  A moment later she opens her mouth and sinks her teeth into his hand. He lets her go as he grabs onto his injured hand. Polly runs away but he’s right behind her and with a groan he launches himself onto her, tumbling them both to the ground.

ROCK CREEK – MORNING

Rachel walks through town, a small package tucked up against her chest as she strides down the dirt road.  As Rachel comes up to the corral, horses whiny and a groan on the other side of the street is heard.  

Rachel stops and looks over to see a hand reaching up to grab a carriage wheel.  Polly is laid out under the wagon, lifting herself up with one hand clasped onto part of the wheel. 

Rachel: Oh my God… Polly…

Rachel runs to the other woman and pulls Polly up onto her lap as Polly finally collapses. 

ROCK CREEK – LATER

Men are gathered around Tompkins and Mr. Dibble. 

Mr. Dibble:  I’d like to announce that the Bank of Rock Creek is reinstating  the bounty on Jared Randall. 

Men on horseback with rifles braced against their legs wait behind other men standing before them.

Mr. Dibble:   One hundred dollars, dead or alive, no questions asked. 

The crowd roars and whoops its approval.  

A single shot is fired and the crowd quiets.

Luke Murphy steps through the line of horses. 

Luke Murphy:  The first man that rides out o’ here lookin’ for blood money has to deal with me. 
No one moves.

Luke Murphy: Alright if we’re gonna mount a posse we’re gonna do it right, which means I’m in charge. It also means no bounty and no shootin’ until I say so, understand?

There is grudging acceptance.  

Luke Murphy: Alright  we gotta make this legal so I have to deputize the lot of you. Raise your right hand and repeat after me.

Throughout the crowd men raise their hands into the air. 

Luke Murphy: I, state your name…

*note: looks like either Monty or Lee is mounted in the group

ROCK CREEK – MARSHAL’s OFFICE – JAIL CELL

Jimmy’s again at the bars as Teaspoon surges forward, angry/pleading. 

Teaspoon: You saw what he done, now dammit Jimmy, let me outta here! 

Jimmy screams back.

Jimmy: So you can track him down and kill him? 

Teaspoon: If I don’t, they will.  

Buck: Posse that large, Randall will hear ‘em comin’ a mile away. 

Jimmy paces away from the cell toward one desk,  Rachel is leaning against the other.

Jimmy grabs a bullet in his right and a rifle in his left, preparing to load. 
Jimmy: When they leave we’ll go after him, and we’ll bring him in alive if we can. 

Teaspoon: One or the other Randall’s gonna die, now son,  I’m askin’ you please, as a friend… unlock the damn door! 

Jimmy looks up from loading the rifle and shakes his head. 

Jimmy: I’m sorry Teaspoon

He slides the rifle closed.

Jimmy: I can’t do that.  

After a look from Teaspoon, Jimmy turns and walks out the door. Buck lifts his gun to check the cylinder. 

Teaspoon:  Buck!  

Buck looks up at the marshal and while clearly torn he holster’s his pistol and walks out the door. 

Rachel follows after them and Teaspoon is left alone. 

With a shout he upends his bed, mattress, sheets, and all. Then with the flat of his hand he pounds on the back wall before leaning his forehead against it.  

PRAIRIE 

Randall rides his horse past a standing pile of rock. He’s fighting his mount and laughs before continuing on.  
CROSSING A SLOW MOVING RIVER

Buck, Jimmy, Kid and Cody are riding together

Jimmy: Whoa!

Buck crossed the river and Jimmy, Cody and Kid turn their horses around.

Buck looks down at the mud and calls back

Buck: He didn’t cross! Least not here!

He crosses back to the others.

Jimmy:  Alright, let’s split up. Buck you come with me.  You two try downstream. Be careful.

ROCK CREEK MARSHAL’S OFFICE

Frustrated, Teaspoon smacks the wall  with an open palm. 

Rachel: (begins OS) Hi Teaspoon. Thought you might be hungry. 

She lifts a basket in one hand as she closes the doors behind her. 

Teaspoon: Rachel, there’s somethin’ I want you to do for me.  There’s an extra key hidden under that stove. 

Rachel pauses a few feet from the door.

Teaspoon:   I want you to get it… and bring it over to me.

Rachel: Teaspoon, you know I can’t do that. 

Teaspoon: Why not?

Rachel sighs.

Rachel: Cause Polly needs you more than you need revenge. 

She gives him a slight smile. 

Teaspoon:  Rachel, if me ‘n the boys’d stopped you from goin’ after the men who killed your husband you’d’ve found a way, wouldn’t you? 

Rachel: This is different. 

Teaspoon: No, it ain’t.  

ON THE TRAIL

Buck slides to the ground and examines the trail.  

Buck: Someone’s been through here.

Jimmy turns his mount. 

Buck: Not long ago.  

Jimmy brings his mount closer as Buck swings into the saddle.   

Jimmy: Alright, let’s just hope he keeps headin’ for them hills. It’s a box canyon. Come on.   

They ride off.

ESCAPING

Randall rides off through some brush

CROSSING THE SLOW MOVING RIVER

Teaspoon rides through the water and pauses at the point where the four separated into two groups. He looks around, reading the signs and then heads off in the direction that Jimmy and Buck rode.

ESCAPING 

Riding up into a stand of trees, Randall stops for a moment, looking around. He starts to back his mount up.

ON THE TRAIL

Jimmy and Buck ride into the area and Jimmy fires a warning shot.

Jimmy:  Randall, there’s no way out!

Randall pulls his pistol with some difficulty and fires at them. 

Jimmy and Buck duck and ride into the cover of nearby trees. 

They dismount and hide behind trees, moving closer. 

Randall fires again.

Randall: come on! 

Randall fires a third shot and continues to move. 

Buck and Jimmy fire at the same time.  

Randall has a fourth shot that rips into the tree that both riders are using for a shield.  

Laughing, Randall fires again and then turns to run behind another tree for his own protection.  Then fires off his fifth and sixth shots. 

Jimmy takes two of his own, hitting the tree Randall is using for cover.  

Two answering shots from Randall have Buck pulling back behind the tree without firing.  

ON THE TRAIL

Teaspoon is riding hard toward the sound of gunfire.  

GUNFIGHT

The two riders are trading fire with Randall but it looks like there may not be one side with the upperhand.   

Teaspoon rides up behind Jimmy and Buck and they turn to see what’s going on.

Jimmy: How the hell did he get out?

Buck: it’s his jail.

Teaspoon runs over to them.  

They all flinch as Randall sends up woodchips with a shot.

Jimmy: What are you doin’ here?  

Teaspoon: Puttin’ an end to this once and for all. 

Teaspoon: RANDALL!

Randall fires and woodchips go flying again. 

Buck: We’re takin’ him in alive, Teaspoon. 

As Buck and Jimmy start to move he calls out.

Teaspoon: Hold it!  

They turn back to look at him.

Teaspoon: I ‘ppreciate what y’er doin’ boys.  But this ain’t y’er fight. 

Jimmy: yeah, it is.  

Teaspoon looks over toward Randall, then back at them. 

Teaspoon: No, it ain’t.

Jimmy doesn’t answer back.

Teaspoon: Cover me.

He turns around to the other side of the trees ‘

Teaspoon: Randall!

Randall takes a shoot at him. 

Teaspoon: Randall, can ya hear me? I wanna talk to ya! 

Randall lifts his pistol.

Randall: ‘bout what?

Teaspoon: Throw down y’er gun and come out so’s I can see ya. 

Randall smiles

Randall: After you, Hunter! 

An audible click is heard and Teaspoon walks into the clearing, his gun held uselessly in his hand, his hands out to the sides of his body.  

Randall at first looks a little shocked, then he starts to laugh.   

Teaspoon stops and drops his gun into the grass and drying leaves.  

Randall lowers his own hammers and steps out from behind the tree and heads down the slight embankment to be level with Teaspoon.  His guns are still in his hands.  He lifts them slightly and then drops them into the dirt.  

Buck and Jimmy peer around the tree, concerned and curious.  

Teaspoon: I’m takin’ ya in, Randall. Give yerself up, you got my word you’ll get a fair trial.  

Randall leans over a few inches to spit. 

Randall: What for?  Any way you look at it, I’m a dead man.  

He pushes the brim of his hat high and away from his face. 

Randall: You know, uh… I seen your lady friend last night.  (chuckles)  Oh yeah,  we had ourselves a real party.  (laughs)
Teaspoon looks down at his gun.

Jimmy: Don’t do it, Teaspoon.

With effort, Teaspoon raises his gaze to Randall’s face.  

Teaspoon: Well then, I guess we got nothing to talk about. 

He gives a half shrug and stars to turn around.   

Randall: I guess not.  

Teaspoon nearly has his back to Randall when the man goes for a hidden gun at his back.

Jimmy: Teaspoon!

Teaspoon turns and rolls to the ground.

Randall fires a shot, but Teaspoon’s two hit him square in the chest.   Randall staggers and fires off an errant shot before collapsing into the dirt. 

Teaspoon gets up as Jimmy and Buck come out from behind the tree. 

Buck: You did what you had to, Teaspoon. 

Teaspoon: Get the horses. 

ROCK CREEK

A blanket is lifted away from the face of Randall as he lies on the back of a wagon.  

Teaspoon: I guess you got what you come for. 

Murphy looks over his shoulder at Teaspoon. 

Luke Murphy: Eh… sorry things worked out this way, Teaspoon.   

Teaspoon: Me too.

The two men look at each other. 

Teaspoon:  You ever see a landslide, Luke?

Luke Murphy:   Sure, why?  

Teaspoon:   If a man’s on a mountain and the rocks start slippin’ he’s got a choice. He can either run and hide or he can try to stop ‘em.  

Luke Murphy:   Careful they don’t roll ‘ya over.   

Teaspoon:   I’ll take that chance.  

Murphy turns away and moves to mount. When he’s up in the saddle.

Luke Murphy: ‘be seein’ ya.  

POLLY’S PLACE
Polly sits alone at the bar a bottle of amber colored liquid beside her and a glass that was full in her hand at her lips. 

Teaspoon pauses outside the door for moment, looking in before he pushes it open and turns Polly’s head.   

She looks back to the wall as Teaspoon picks the sign up off its nail on the door.  

Teaspoon moves closer. 

Teaspoon: Ain’t you supposed to be in bed?

Polly:  (sighs) Comin’ here was a crazy idea, wasn’t it? 

Teaspoon raises his hands to massage her shoulders.  

Teaspoon: Depends on what you mean by ‘crazy’.

Polly: Tryin’ to make up for all my past mistakes.

Teaspoon: Well/now I never could figure out how to do that.  

She nods.

Polly: You know when I heard that Daddy died somethin’ inside my changed.   All of a sudden I felt real tired, you know?   I wanted to start over.  

Teaspoon: Well, why don’t you stay around for awhile? Give it try.

She turns toward him.

Polly:  You really mean that?  

Teaspoon: Yeah… 

His hands drop back to the hold the CLOSED sign. 

Teaspoon: I’ve been givin’ it some thought.  I know a bunch of strong boys. I could get ‘em together to fix this place back up in no time. 

Polly: I can’t afford to pay ‘em.

Teaspoon:  Sixty days! (changes his mind) a Month of Sarsaparillas on the house

Polly: Deal!

Teaspoon tosses the CLOSED sign over his shoulder 

Teaspoon: Good. That’s settled. Now uh… 

He clears his throat and starts to take off his gloves and then points at the bottle beside her.

Teaspoon:  You suppose a man can get a drink around here?

Polly places a glass before him and takes up the bottle 

Polly: I think that can be arranged.  

She pours him some and they lift their glasses up.   

Teaspoon:  To Polly’s Place. 

They clink their glasses together. 

