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“GOOD LONESOME”

Jackson Hole, Wyoming, 1916.

EXT. HORSE RANCH - THE CORRAL - NIGHT

We are in the wild, open country of Wyoming’s Teton Valley.  
The RANCH HOUSE is dark and quiet, but the ten horses in the 
corral are restless.

TWO OUTLAWS

are in the shadows near the corral.  They look back at the 
ranch house, nod to each other.  Quickly, they move out of 
the shadows toward the horses.  The taller of the two outlaws 
is bearded.  He wears a red bandana.

The BEARDED MAN opens the gate, while the SECOND MAN enters 
the corral.  As quietly as possible, he starts herding the 
horses toward the gate.  Nervous now, the animals are 
SNORTING LOUDLY.

THE BEARDED MAN

has chiseled features and piercing eyes.  He looks back at 
the

THE RANCH HOUSE

still dark and quiet.

THE BEARDED MAN

mounts his horse, a gray mare, waves to the Second Man, who 
now climbs onto his mount.

AT THE CORRAL

The Bearded Man leads the horses out the gate and away, with 
the Second Man bringing up the rear.

THE MEN AND THE HORSES

hightail it for open country.  Their HOOFBEATS become a ROAR.

AT THE RANCH HOUSE

a light suddenly flickers inside.  Someone is awake.



EXT. SAGEBRUSH FLATS - NIGHT

Lit by a full moon, and galloping like hell, the two men lead 
the stolen horses toward some cliffs in the distance.

THE TWO HORSE THIEVES

lead their herd over a hill and down into a gully.

EXT. A ROCKY CREEKBED - NIGHT

Their progress slows as the horses stumble on wet, slippery 
rocks.  They continue along the other side of Flat Creek.

AN ENORMOUS BULL ELK

standing very still, cocks his big head, his huge antlers 
like tree branches, watches them pass.

EXT. THE CLIFFS - NIGHT

Men and horses start up the steep incline.  The going now is 
very slow.  Wherever they’re heading, it’s hell to get there.

THE BEARDED MAN

gently pats his horse’s neck, whispering in its ear, urging 
the animal onward and upward through the rocks... He finally 
dismounts, starts leading the horse on foot. He turns, looks 
back.

THE SECOND MAN

remains on horseback at the rear of the stolen herd, CURSING 
at the animals, whipping them, brutally driving them forward.

A STOLEN HORSE

stumbles as a result, nearly falls.

THE BEARDED MAN

looks at the Second Man, spits disgustedly.

EXT. RIDGE - NIGHT

The Bearded Man stops at the top of the ridge.  He WHISTLES 
LOUDLY -- a BUGLING ANIMAL SOUND.  A beat...  ANOTHER WHISTLE 
ANSWERS from beyond the ridge.  The Bearded Man then starts
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down into the canyon on the other side of the ridge.  The 
Second Man and the stolen horses follow.

EXT. CANYON - NIGHT

A small, secret place.  The Bearded Man leads the stolen herd 
down toward A LIGHTED CABIN AND CORRAL on the valley floor, 
some two hundred feet below.  A small fire is blazing 
outside.

A BRANDING IRON

is pulled out of the fire, glowing red hot.  The brand is a 
circle.

TWO MORE OUTLAWS

are standing by the fire.  ED TRAFTON, nervous and skinny, 
shows the smoking iron to LUM NICKERSON, mid-thirties, fat 
and mean.  He’s got a distinctive powder burn on his right 
cheek.

ED
We got to do this quick, Lum.

Lum turns angrily toward the Bearded Man riding in...

LUM
Where the hell you been?  It’s nearly 
daylight.

BEARDED MAN
Couldn’t be helped, Lum.

LUM
How am I supposed to get these animals 
over the Divide before sun-up?

As the horses are herded into the corral, the Bearded Man 
dismounts, and we get our first good look at him.  He’s older 
than we thought, but with his broad shoulders, slim waist, 
and long, bowed legs, his very presence suggests power and 
authority.  The man’s fists are bigger than his head.

BEARDED MAN
I said, it couldn’t be helped.

LUM
I’m sick and tired of your horseshit. 
What happens if we get trapped in this 
place?
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ED
I tell you what happens...we’re dead.

BEARDED MAN
There ain’t but one way in here --

ED
-- and one way out --

BEARDED MAN
-- and nobody knows about it but us.

Trying to diffuse the growing argument, the Second Man (JIM 
BERGER) brings over a stolen horse from the corral, turns it 
toward Ed, holding the circle branding iron -- ready to alter 
the animal’s Bar K brand.

JIM
Let’s get started --

Then, from far off, there is a LOW HUMMING SOUND.  The men 
all turn toward the SOUND, look at each other.

LUM
What the hell is that?

THE HORSES IN THE CORRAL

are startled by the unusual SOUND.  They begin to BOLT.

JIM BERGER

holds the stolen horse and looks at Ed, who’s still gripping 
the branding iron.

JIM
Come on, Ed -- do it.

Ed moves the white hot circle branding iron toward the 
horse...

THE HORSE’S HIDE

burns and smokes as the hot iron changes the Bar K brand to 
the phony new Circle K.

JIM

leads the horse away. Then the HUMMING SOUND returns, LOUDER 
this time.
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THE BEARDED MAN

turns his head, listening intently to the strange SOUND.

LUM AND ED

also turn at the sound.

LUM
Whatever it is, I don’t like it.

Jim brings in the next horse for re-branding, looks at Ed 
nervously.

LUM
Hurry up!

As Ed raises the hot iron to the horse, A POWERFUL LIGHT 
SUDDENLY HITS THEM ALL FROM ABOVE -- the HUMMING SOUND 
becomes the ROAR OF AN ENGINE...

A BIPLANE

-- a primitive, early aircraft (circa 1916) with a LARGE 
SPOTLIGHT mounted in front -- swoops down into the canyon!  
TWO MEN in the plane are FIRING RIFLES at the outlaws.

ED, LUM AND JIM

scatter for their horses and GUNS, as

THE BIPLANE

roars on top of them, the two men inside FIRING at a blinding 
pace.

ED

hurriedly tries to mount his horse.  A BULLET suddenly tears 
through his stomach, and he crumples where he stands.

LUM AND JIM

take cover, FIRE up at the aircraft.

THE BIPLANE

rises in the sky, taking it out of range, then turns for 
another run at the outlaws.
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THE BEARDED MAN

calmly watches the biplane as it completes its turn and heads 
straight for them again, rifles POPPING.  He makes no attempt 
to return the fire.  Somehow he knows he’s invincible.

LUM AND JIM

quickly leap on their horses.

LUM
Let’s get out of here!

But they are suddenly caught in the plane’s bright spotlight, 
and they struggle to control their spooked horses.  They both 
turn to fire at the plane, but CRACK! -- Jim is hit -- he’s 
dead before he hits the ground.

LUM

jumps off his horse, and using it for cover, he FIRES back at

THE BIPLANE

which roars past him, unloading another fusillade of GUNFIRE.

LUM

is hit in the shoulder and falls to his knees.  Bleeding, he 
looks off at the Bearded Man.

LUM
Eunoch, I’m hit!

THE BEARDED MAN

watches the aircraft fly north.  Coolly, with no sign of 
urgency, he mounts his horse.

THE BIPLANE

turns again to make another run at them.

LUM

gets to his feet, starts running toward the Bearded Man, but 
his eyes lock onto the returning biplane.

LUM
Over here!  Hurry!
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THE BEARDED MAN

rides to pick him up.  Lum makes a jump for the horse and 
manages to grab hold of the saddle.  His boots are dragging 
along the ground.

LUM
Eunuch!  Help me!  Help me, dammit!

The Bearded Man pulls him up onto the horse and takes off.  
Another BLAST of GUNFIRE comes from the biplane, hitting Lum 
in the leg.  Lum crashes to the ground, and the Bearded Man 
just keeps riding, leaving Lum behind.

LUM
Eunuch!  Come back!

THE BIPLANE

lands in a meadow.

LUM

looks after the Bearded Man, by now just about out of sight.  
He fires at him, misses.

LUM
(bitterly)

Bastard...

Revenge glows in his eyes...

THE BIPLANE

taxis to a stop, and TWO LAWMEN instantly jump out, advancing 
on Lum, RIFLES aimed at his heart.

FIRST LAWMAN
United States Federal Marshals!  Put your 
hands up!

EXT. CLIFFS - DAWN

In the pre-dawn darkness, the Bearded Man gallops down off 
the cliffsides and onto the sagebrush flats, riding like 
hell.
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EXT. THE GRAND TETONS - DAY

From out of the darkness -- a sudden blast of light and color 
and incredible natural beauty as the first sunlight hits 
those three heroic mountain peaks.  The Bearded Man rides 
past.

EXT. WATER HOLE - DAY

The Bearded Man stops to water his horse, but there’s 
precious little left in this muddy hole.

Using a straight razor, he begins to shave...

EXT. A RANCH ENTRANCE - DAY

The now Beardless Man rides up to a man-made wooden archway, 
which has a painted sign hanging from the top:  BAR BC.

He pats his horse, whose mouth is foaming from thirst.  He 
rides under the arch, entering the ranch.  The Snake River 
looms in the distance, fast and wide.

EXT.  BAR BC RANCH - DAY

The Beardless Man rides down a slope past a saddle shed and a 
corral of twenty horses.  A wrangler, JOE LEPAGE, mid-
thirties, wearing a black eye patch, mounts a horse, and it 
throws him instantly.  He looks up from the ground to see 
that the Beardless Man has witnessed his fall.

BEARDLESS MAN
Mind if I water my horse?

The wrangler speaks in a French accent:

JOE
Make no mind to me.  Better ask Mr. Burt, 
though.  He down in the main house.

The Beardless Man starts down the trail.  Joe stares at him 
as he rides away.

The Beardless Man rides toward the large MAIN LOG CABIN at 
the end of the trail, passing several smaller, sod-roofed 
cabins along the way.  The place is frantic with activity -- 
RANCH HANDS are fixing broken windows, patching roofs, and re-
chinking the chimneys.
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AT THE MAIN CABIN

a pretty young woman, POLLY, early 20’s, hurries out the 
front door, carrying an armful of linens.  She stops when she 
sees the Beardless Man riding up.

BEARDLESS MAN
I’m looking for Mr. Burt.

POLLY
And he’s looking for you.  You’re three 
days late.

BEARDLESS MAN
I am?

POLLY
(anxiously)

They’ll be here tomorrow!

She shakes her head in exasperation, opens the front door, 
calls out inside:

POLLY
Mr. Burt!  He’s finally here!

She hurries off, leaving the Beardless Man mystified.  As he 
dismounts, STRUTHERS BURT, 34, comes out of the main cabin, 
dressed in denims, workshirt and high boots.  He speaks with 
an Eastern accent.

STRUTHERS
You’re the man Dewey James sent?

BEARDLESS MAN
(playing along)

I reckon I am.

STRUTHERS
What’s your name?

BEARDLESS MAN
Carrington.  Cal Carrington.

STRUTHERS
Are you English?

CAL
Not as I know of. 

Struthers looks him over, pleased.
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STRUTHERS
Dewey said you were the real thing.  I’m 
Struthers Burt.  My wife Katharine and I -
- and my partner -- we own this place.  
We’re from Philadelphia.

Struthers starts walking, Cal follows along.

STRUTHERS
Dewey said there’s nothing you don’t know 
about horses.  You can rope, ride, track, 
hunt...He said you know this country as 
well as any man alive.

CAL
Old Dewey’s right about that.

STRUTHERS
Then you’re just what we need.  I don’t 
know what he told you, but all I can pay 
is five dollars a week, plus room and 
board.  I’d pay more if I could, but this 
is only our second season.  We’re still 
trying to get on our feet.  So how about 
it?  It’s steady work all summer, with 
good food and a warm bed, from now until 
September.

A refuge from the law, Cal smiles.

CAL
Got yourself a deal.

STRUTHERS
The bunkhouse is just this side of the 
saddle shed.  The fellow with the 
eyepatch, Joe, will show you where to 
stow your gear.  The dudes start arriving 
tomorrow.

CAL
The who?

STRUTHERS
Didn’t Dewey tell you?

CAL
I don’t think so.

STRUTHERS
The Bar BC isn’t what you’d call a 
regular ranch...
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EXT. BAR BC GATE - NEXT DAY

A buckboard wagon loaded down with EASTERN DUDES comes 
through the gate and starts down the slope toward the main 
cabin.

EXT. MAIN CABIN - DAY

Struthers’ wife KATHARINE, 33, very pregnant, sees them 
coming, starts ringing a large COWBELL near the front door.

KATHARINE
(calling out)

Struthers!  Horace!  They’re here!

From all corners of the ranch, various employees start 
gathering in front of the main cabin:  POLLY, the cabin girl, 
JOHNNY, a white-haired roustabout; “CUPS,” the dishwasher; 
RENEE, the waitress, and finally, the Filipino chef, PEDRO, 
dressed in cook’s white, with a black bow-tie.

Struthers and his partner, DR. HORACE CARNCROSS, 50, come out 
of the main cabin.  A dapper man of fifty, whose specialty is 
psychiatry, Dr. Carncross is wearing a smart-looking spotted 
black and white leather jacket.

The two men come over to Katharine, who is fluffing her hair, 
straightening her Western clothes nervously.

KATHARINE
How do I look?

DR. CARNCROSS
Splendid, my dear.  Positively rustic.

KATHARINE
Thank you, Horace.

Struthers waves his outfit into welcoming formation as Joe 
LePage and Cal walk up.

STRUTHERS
Everyone in line now.

The buckboard of people pulls up in front of them.

STRUTHERS
Welcome!  Welcome to the Bar BC!

The dusty dudes begin disembarking.  First one down is a 
large, regal-looking ELDERLY WOMAN, dripping with diamonds.  
Struthers helps her off.
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STRUTHERS
You must be Mrs. de Rham, from Newport...

MRS. DE RHAM
And you’re Mr. Burt.

STRUTHERS
My wife Katharine, our partner, Dr. 
Horace Carncross.  Careful the last step 
now...

She hits the ground, swoons immediately.  Struthers grabs 
her.

MRS. DE RHAM
Oh, dear, my vertigo.

CAL CARRINGTON

can’t take his eyes off her diamonds.

THE NEXT PERSON

is a no-nonsense GENTLEMAN dressed in a suit, wearing glasses 
and puffing on a cigarette.

HORNBECK
Hornbeck.  Chicago Examiner.

STRUTHERS
Welcome, Mr. Hornbeck.  We’re glad you 
came.

HORNBECK
(irritable)

I didn’t think we’d ever get here! Two 
nights on the train to Salt Lake, another 
one to Idaho, then two days more on this 
friggin’ wagon!

STRUTHERS
It’s worth it, you’ll find a lot to write 
about here.

Struthers looks at the buckboard driver, JOHN EMERY, as 
Katharine and Dr. Carncross continue welcoming the guests.

STRUTHERS (CONT’D)
Where’s the other wagon, John?   Why is 
everybody in this one?
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EMERY
Gib’s wagon is all loaded down with 
trunks from that Countess doo-hickey.
He’s comin’ slow, but he’s a-comin’.

Struthers looks off at the next guest...

STRUTHERS
Frances!   So glad you made it!

FRANCES MEARS, mid-thirties, a former Princeton classmate of 
Struthers, steps down off the wagon.  She’s wearing diamond 
earrings and a large pearl necklace.

FRANCES
Struthers!

STRUTHERS
You remember Katharine...

FRANCES
Look at you!  So far along.

(looks around)
It’s absolutely breathtaking what you’ve 
done here!

DR. CARNCROSS
More God’s work than ours.

STRUTHERS
This is our partner and friend, Dr. 
Horace Carncross.  Be careful:  he’s an 
alienist...

(winks)
...A Jungian.

CAL CARRINGTON

is now eyeballing Frances’s pearl necklace...

STRUTHERS

turns to the others still disembarking:

STRUTHERS
We’ll show you to your cabins now, and 
you can rest until this evening.  But 
when you hear this...

(rings the COWBELL)
...be back here for the dinner party.

The dudes BUZZ happily.
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MRS. DE RHAM
A dinner party!  How delightful!  What a 
lovely r-r-ahnsh you have.

EXT. TOP OF THE TETON PASS - DAY

START ON a Polish family crest, affixed to the side of a 
large wardrobe trunk.

MAN’S VOICE
(agitated)

Whoa!...WHOA!!

PULL BACK TO REVEAL another trunk, and another, and another -- 
seven in all -- stacked precariously in the bed of the second 
Bar BC buckboard.  A YOUNG WOMAN sitting on one of the trunks 
is crying and shrieking in French, while the wagon driver, 
GIB SCOTT, is trying to stop his two horses from tumbling 
head first down the steep mountain grade.

Sitting beside him, dressed in long-skirted English tweeds 
and high-laced walking boots, wearing a wide-brimmed Parisian 
chapeau is COUNTESS ELEANOR GIZYCKA, early thirties.  She 
turns to her maid, who’s still squealing in French.

COUNTESS
Marie, will you shut up!

(to Gib)
Driver, stop this wagon immediately!

GIB
What do you think I’m tryin’ to do?!

Finally, the long pole that serves as the brake finds a soft 
spot in the ground and digs in, stopping the wagon’s forward 
motion.  Gib is really pissed off.

GIB (CONTÍD)
Okay, everybody off the wagon!

COUNTESS
Off the wagon?  Why?

GIB
Because I said so.  Now!

The two women climb down.  Marie, the maid, finally stops 
crying.
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GIB (CONTÍD)
These horses ain’t elephants.  The load’s 
too heavy.  We’ll have to walk the rest 
of the way.

COUNTESS
Walk!  How much farther is it?

GIB
Twenty miles.

Marie starts crying again.

COUNTESS
Marie!  Be quiet!

GIB
It’s either walk or get rid of the 
trunks.

The Countess takes off her hat, shaking a pound or so of 
trail dust off it, revealing a beautiful, bountiful head of 
hair, all pinned up.  Finally, she looks at Gib.

COUNTESS
All right, we’ll walk.

GIB
(sarcastically)

Good idea, Countess.

The Countess removes a glove, touches her parched face, 
frowns.

COUNTESS
Marie!  Get my skin cream!

EXT. THE SKY - NIGHT

Lightning flashes, THUNDER BOOMS.  A torrential downpour.

INT. BAR BC - MAIN CABIN - NIGHT

An impromptu costume party is in full swing.  A hand-cranked 
Victrola is playing “My Isle of Golden Dreams.”   The pretty 
cabin girl, Polly, is dressed provocatively in coyote skins, 
doing a very sexy dance.

CAL AND JOE

are watching her with great interest.  Cal rolls a cigarette, 
never once taking his eyes off Polly.  Meanwhile...
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DR. CARNCROSS

is singing and dancing to an old English music hall ditty, 
“Gilbert, the Filbert, the Colonel of the Nuts.”  He wears a 
doile on his head; he is dressed as Queen Victoria.

CAL AND JOE

watch him.  Joe leans over to Cal...

JOE
Last year he was Marie Antoinette.

THE CHICAGO REPORTER HORNBECK

comes up to Struthers, nods off at Dr. Carncross.

HORNBECK
(with a laugh)

Not exactly how I pictured the Wild West.

STRUTHERS
Then your picture is too small.  Here, 
people are free to be exactly who they 
are.

HORNBECK
So where’s the Countess Gizycka?  The 
newspaper heiress.  I heard she was 
coming here to hide out.

STRUTHERS
I can’t discuss the private lives of our 
guests, Mr. Hornbeck.  That was our 
understanding.

HORNBECK
That husband of hers -- the Polish Count -
- has been chasing her for months.  
Haven’t you seen the headlines:  
“Cinderella Sues Prince Charming for 
Divorce!”

STRUTHERS
Excuse me.

Struthers leaves him, finds Cal.

STRUTHERS (CONTÍD)
I’m worried about one of our lady guests.  
She should have been here by now.  Will 
you ride out and see if you can find her?

16.



CAL
Yes, sir.

NEAR THE FRONT DOOR

Cal is headed out when Dr. Carncross, still dressed as Queen 
Victoria, intercepts him.

DR. CARNCROSS
My dear boy, I’ve been wanting to tell 
you all night -- your costume is 
absolutely magnificent!  Such imaginitive 
detail:  that scarlet kerchief, those 
leather cuffs.  Where do you get your 
wonderful fashion ideas?

Cal stares at him, speechless, then he suddenly makes for the 
front door.  But just as he gets there, it opens ahead of 
him, admitting a blast of wind and rain and the same TWO 
FEDERAL MARSHALS from the biplane.  Cal sees their badges, 
makes a quick turn.

FIRST MARSHAL
Hey, mister!

Cal stops, turns to them.

SHERIFF
We’re looking for Mr. Burt.

Before Cal can answer, Struthers walks up.

STRUTHERS
At your service, gentlemen.  What can I 
do for you?

(introduces Cal)
Cal Carrington.  One of my wranglers.

They nod at Cal, not recognizing him.

FIRST MARSHAL
We’re after a horse rustler.  Tall, lanky 
fellow with a beard.  His name’s Eunuch 
Julin.

SECOND MARSHAL
Got three of his gang the other night.

STRUTHERS
(almost laughs)

His name is Eunuch?
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FIRST MARSHAL
(nods)

He won’t get away -- people from three 
states are looking for him.

The Second Marshal is studying Cal carefully.

SECOND MARSHAL
Carrington.  There’s one I ain’t heard 
before.  I thought I knew every name in 
the Valley...

FIRST MARSHAL
(to Struthers)

Well...if you do run across this fellow, 
be careful, he’s meaner than cat piss on 
cellar stairs.

The MUSIC gets LOUDER.  The two lawmen look over at Polly 
dancing in her coyote skins.

STRUTHERS
Why don’t you gentlemen stay for the 
party?

FIRST MARSHAL
(winks at the Second)

Don’t mind if we do.

They head for the food, and Struthers turns around to Cal.

STRUTHERS
Cal ---

But Cal is gone.

EXT. BAR BC GATE - NIGHT

Cal is on his horse, riding out.  The violent thunderstorm 
continues.

EXT. SAGEBRUSH FLATS - NIGHT

He crosses the flats, heads toward a second muddy rise.  
BETWEEN CRASHES of THUNDER comes an unmistakable CRY...

WOMAN’S VOICE
Help!  Somebody help!!

Cal stops, listens again.  THUNDER obscures the VOICE.  He 
looks off.
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CAL’S POV - UP AHEAD

Lightning flashes, briefly illuminating a buckboard and three 
people, stuck in the mud.

EXT. SECOND RISE - NIGHT

Midway down the incline of the second rise, the wheels of the 
Bar BC buckboard are stuck deeply in the muck, with only the 
top of the wheels visible.  Gib Scott and the two women are 
so completely covered in mud that it’s impossible to tell 
who’s who.

GIB
It’s those damn trunks!

COUNTESS
Don’t raise your voice to me!

Cal comes riding up; Marie spots him.

MARIE
Help us!  Please!

Cal jumps off, and the Countess is on him immediately.

COUNTESS
It’s about time you got here!  My maid’s 
been screaming for twenty minutes!

Cal ignores her, goes over to Gib.  Gib shouts at him over 
the THUNDER and RAIN.

GIB
We’ll never get it out tonight!  Help me 
unhook the team and we’ll ride ‘em in!

He starts helping Gib unhook the horses.  The Countess storms 
up to Cal.

COUNTESS
What the bloody hell took you so long?

He ignores her, continues helping Gib free the team.  

COUNTESS 
(to Cal)

Hey, you!  I’m speaking to you!

Cal finally turns to her.
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CAL
Who are you?

She throws back a mountain of muddy hair, wipes the muck off 
her face, and announces, with as much hauteur as she can 
muster...

COUNTESS
I am Countess Eleanor Gizycka.  Who the 
hell are you?

Instead of replying, Cal picks her up, throws her ass-first 
over his shoulder.

COUNTESS 
What are you doing?!

Cal ignores her, carries her to his horse, the Countess 
cursing all the way:

COUNTESS 
Put me down!  Do you know who I am?

CAL
You just told me.

COUNTESS
Put me down, dammit!  This is not a 
request, you ruffian; it’s a command!

He throws her over his saddle like a sack of feed, jumps on 
behind her, and starts riding toward the main cabin.

COUNTESS 
What about my trunks?  You can’t leave
my trunks out here!

Cal ignores her, rides on.

EXT. MAIN CABIN - NIGHT

Cal rides up, with the Countess still hanging over his 
saddle.  He dismounts, ties his horse, then he grabs the 
Countess, sets her down on her feet with a jolt.

COUNTESS
I’ll have your job for this, you dumb 
bastard!

CAL
Somebody oughta take some lye soap and 
wash out that filthy mouth of yours.
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He walks off.

COUNTESS
Why don’t you come back here and try it?!

She heads for the front door as Gib and Marie come riding in 
on the buckboard team.  The poor maid, no longer crying, 
seems to have gone directly into shock.  Gib helps her gently 
off the horse.

Meanwhile, the Countess is pounding on the front door of the 
cabin.  A moment later, it opens -- a BLAST of PARTY NOISE 
assaults us -- and the tipsy, coyote-skinned Polly looks out 
at the Countess.

POLLY
Hello, I’m a cavewoman!

The Countess stomps past her, going inside, dripping water 
and mud.

INT. MAIN CABIN - NIGHT

Struthers and Katharine hurry to the front door; the Countess 
Gizycka starts raving at them:

COUNTESS
I want a hot bath, a soft bed, dinner in 
my room, and a chauffeur and a motor car 
to take me out of this shit hole the 
first thing tomorrow morning!

By now, the whole party has come to an astonished, open-
mouthed halt, watching this bizarre mud monster bellow and 
roar.

COUNTESS
Do you understand me?!  Have I made 
myself absolutely clear?!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SAGEBRUSH FLATS - NEXT MORNING

The storm has passed; an incredibly beautiful day has dawned. 
Bar BC RANCH HANDS are trying to free the buckboard from the 
mud.  The Countess’s trunks are no longer in the wagon.

EXT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - MORNING

Beautiful wildflowers are growing on the sod roof.
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INT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - MORNING

Last night’s fire in the small hearth is long dead.  A fog 
still covers the windowpanes.  A mostly uneaten meal grows 
crusty on a small table.  In a corner, a large galvanized tub 
is full of soapy water.

Finally, we come to a lump on a small, uncomfortable bed.  
The Countess Gizycka is asleep and shivering.  From off, the 
RANCH BELL starts RINGING LOUDLY.

COUNTESS
(groans)

Oh...oh, please...
(calls out)

Stop that frigging bell!

As the BELL CONTINUES RINGING, she suddenly bolts up in bed, 
remembering where she is.  The BELL STOPS.  She looks around 
the room then gets up, wraps the covers tightly around 
herself, and goes to the window.  She wipes away the 
condensation with her hand, looks out.

HER POV - OUT THE WINDOW

A dazzling view of the Grand Tetons.  But...

THE COUNTESS

is not impressed.  She turns away, goes to a white enameled 
chamber pot, lifts the lid.  A smell hits her.  She covers 
her mouth and hurries for the door.

EXT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - MORNING

She steps outside onto a small covered porch, takes a deep 
breath of the fragrant mountain air.  Then she notices...her 
seven designer wardrobe trunks have been stacked neatly by 
the front door.

INT. MAIN CABIN - MORNING

The dudes are all seated at a long pine table, digging into a 
sumptuous breakfast.  Renee and Polly are in and out of the 
room, immediately replenishing the stacks of hot flapjacks.

Near an enormous bull elk head hanging over the fireplace, 
Struthers sits at the end of the table, Katharine on his 
right, Dr. Carncross on his left.  He stands, taps his fork 
on his glass to get their attention.

22.



STRUTHERS
So how did everyone sleep last night?

A CHORUS of enthusaistic responses.  Reporter Hornbeck is 
taking notes between bites of flapjacks.

STRUTHERS (CONTÍD)
What did I tell you?  There’s no air like 
this in the world!  Good sleep, good air, 
plenty to eat, exercise, and some 
excellent company.  You’re about to 
discover how little you actually need to 
be happy.  Now, here at the Bar BC, you 
can do everything, or you can do nothing.  
If you want to ride, sign up in the 
corral book, which is located just inside 
the front door.  If you don’t, I can 
recommend the fishing in the Snake River.  
Or go hiking or hunting or swimming or 
camping or picnicking -- it’s completely 
up to you.  Stay here at the ranch if you 
like.  Read, write, paint...or just 
stare.  There’s a lot of room to think in 
Wyoming, so we encourage that, too.

The door to the dining room swings open, and there stands the 
Countess, resplendent in another expensive European 
travelling outfit.  Activity in the dining room abruptly 
ceases.

COUNTESS
I’m ready --

STRUTHERS
Beg your pardon?

COUNTESS
To go back.

Reporter Hornbeck slyly cocks an ear in her direction, flips 
to a blank page in his notebook.  Seeing this, Struthers gets 
up, goes over to the Countess, speaks to her so the reporter 
can’t hear him.

STRUTHERS
(in a low voice)

I explained to you last night that we 
have neither chauffeurs nor motor cars.

COUNTESS
What you told me last night is that if I 
wanted to return, I’d have to go back the 
way I came -- by wagon.
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STRUTHERS
I’m sorry, but that’s not possible 
either.  Your wagon was severely damaged 
in the mud.  All that weight...

COUNTESS
Yes, yes, I know...my trunks.

STRUTHERS
The other wagon has a cracked axle -- 
from carrying too many people.

COUNTESS
What are you going to do about this?

STRUTHERS
I have a thought...

COUNTESS
I hate to ask.

STRUTHERS
You could stay.

The Countess sighs deeply.

COUNTESS
I’ll just have to get someone to come for 
me.  Where is your telephone?

STRUTHERS
My what?

COUNTESS
You have no plumbing, you have no 
electricity, now you’re going to tell me 
that...

Her expression sinks.

COUNTESS
This is some cruel practical joke.  
George Porter tricked me.  He told me 
this place was paradise on earth.

STRUTHERS
It is, Countess.  If you’ll just give it 
a chance.
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COUNTESS
(a sudden thought)

Where’s that cowboy?  That smart ass who 
dumped me at your door last night.

STRUTHERS
Cal Carrington?

She bolts for the door.  Struthers hurries after her.

STRUTHERS
Wait!

EXT. MAIN CABIN - DAY

She rushes outside, SHOUTING:

COUNTESS
CARRINGTON!

Struthers hurries to the Countess, who’s still yelling:

COUNTESS
CAL CARRINGTON!

Now Katharine, Dr. Carncross and some of the dudes come out 
of the cabin.  Cal rides up on his gray mare, the Countess 
rushes up to him.

COUNTESS
Take me back to the train in Victor.  
I’ll pay you a hundred dollars.

She opens a bag, pulls out a fat roll of bills.

CAL
A hundred dollars?

COUNTESS
In advance.  Here...

She holds out the cash to Cal.

STRUTHERS
This man is my employee.  You are 
disrupting my business!

KATHARINE
Struthers?
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She pulls him into a quick private conference with Dr. 
Carncross.

KATHARINE
She’s going to ruin it for everyone else.  
Get rid of her.

DR. CARNCROSS
The sooner the better.

Struthers looks back at the Countess.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN CABIN - DAY

With her seven wardrobe trunks stacked nearby, the Countess 
waits impatiently on the front porch.  Struthers comes out of 
the cabin, and she looks at him.

COUNTESS
I’ll send someone for the trunks.

Cal finally rides up, holding the reins of a second horse.  
He dismounts, offers his hand to help the Countess up, but 
she pushes it aside, gets on herself.

STRUTHERS
Wait a minute, Countess!  What about your 
maid?

She could care less about Marie, and she gallops expertly 
away.  Then Marie herself appears beside Struthers, sticks 
out her tongue at her departing boss.

EXT. SAGEBRUSH FLATS - DAY

Cal catches up to the Countess, quickly passes her by.

COUNTESS
Hey, wait for me!

She kicks her horse and gallpos after him.

EXT. EDGE OF FOREST - DAY

With Cal leading the way, they leave the sagebrush, riding an 
incline into a forested region.  Wild ANTELOPE scatter out of 
their path.  A BUFFALO grazes nearby.
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EXT. FOREST - DAY

The trees are dense, the forest dark, and the path is narrow, 
but Cal knows the way.

COUNTESS
Hey!  I don’t remember coming this way!

CAL
It’s a short cut.

COUNTESS
Good.  The quicker the better.

EXT. ROCKY HILLSIDE - DAY

Cal and the Countess come out of the forest, start up the 
hillside.

EXT. CREST OF HILLSIDE - DAY

At the top, they have a spectacular, precipitous overview of 
Phelps Lake, with the gorgeous snow-capped mountains still 
rising above them.  The scenery is awesome.

EXT. ASPEN WOODS - DAY

Now they come into a forest of tall aspen.  The trees are 
even thicker than before.  Up ahead, in a small clearing, Cal 
stops to wait for her.

COUNTESS
What is it?  Why are you stopping?

CAL
I need you to do me a little favor, 
ma’am...

COUNTESS
Such as...?

He points a GUN at her.

CAL
If you’ll just hand over all the rest of 
that money you got.

COUNTESS
What?!
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CAL
I want your money.

COUNTESS
You’re robbing me?

CAL
Yes, ma’am, that’s about the size of it.

COUNTESS
I can’t believe this!  You’re actually 
robbing me!!

CAL
(angry)

Hand it over!  Now!

COUNTESS
If you men don’t get it one way, you’ll 
take it another!

She pulls out the roll of bills she flashed earlier.

COUNTESS
You’d really shoot me?

CAL
Would anybody give a damn if I did?

COUNTESS
(coldly)

Here, take it.  It means nothing to me 
anyway.

She tosses him the roll, he stuffs it in his pocket.  He tips 
his hat to her.  Then he takes off, racing through the trees.  
She YELLS after him:

COUNTESS
Don’t leave me here!  At least tell me 
how to get back!

(shouting)
Asshole!

She spins around on her horse, looking for the way out.

EXT. EDGE OF ASPEN WOODS - DAY

Cal rides like hell out of the woods, then starts down a 
slope.
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EXT. SLOPE - DAY

Carefully, urgently, Cal guides his horse down the hillside, 
toward a rushing river and the woods below.

EXT. RIVERWOODS - DAY

Just as Cal enters the woods...BANG!...a bullet goes WHIZZING 
by his head.  He quickly turns, looking in all directions for 
the sniper.  Or was it just a hunter’s stray fire?

BANG!  Another shot narrowly misses him.  Cal dives off his 
horse into the brush, pulls out his PISTOL.  BANG!  The gun 
flies right out of his hand!

Then, the COUNTESS’S VOICE comes from somewhere within the 
trees:

COUNTESS’S VOICE
Get up!  On your feet!

Cal looks stunned.

COUNTESS’S VOICE
Let me see your hands!  Walk toward me!

Cal raises his hands, moves toward the voice.  Out of the 
trees rides the Countess Gizycka, aiming a PISTOL at his 
heart.

COUNTESS
Give my money back.

Cal reaches for his pocket too fast...

COUNTESS
Slow!

He pulls out the roll of money, starts to toss it to her.

COUNTESS
No!  Put it on the ground and walk away.

He does.

COUNTESS
Now you’re going to get back on your 
horse and we’re going to ride to the 
ranch.  Then we’re going to turn you over 
to the Sheriff!
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CAL
No, ma’am.

COUNTESS
I said get on your horse!

CAL
And I said no.

COUNTESS
Don’t make me shoot you!

CAL
Go ahead, shoot.  I’ve been to jail, and 
I’m not going back.

COUNTESS
I’m warning you...!

She takes dead aim.

COUNTESS
Move!

And he does: Cal runs for his horse.  The Countess FIRES, 
misses.  Cal jumps on, rides for the river.  She takes off 
after him.

EXT. RIVER - DAY

Cal jumps his horse into the deep, rushing river.  Then he 
slides off the saddle, holding onto the horse’s tail as it 
swims across.

The Countess reaches the riverbank, jumps her horse in the 
water, too, chasing after him.

Cal’s horse suddenly falls into a deep hole, going under.  
Cal loses his grip on its tail, and he goes under as well.  
Finally surfacing, man and animal are separated.  The horse 
swims for the opposite bank, but Cal is floundering, unable 
to swim.  He struggles to keep his head above water.

Seeing this, the Countess stands upright in her saddle and 
executes a perfect dive into the water.  Hampered by her 
bulky clothes, she struggles as she swims for Cal, who is 
drowning.

The Countess grips him under the arm and starts dragging him 
toward shore.
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EXT. RIVERBANK - DAY

She pulls Cal, now semi-conscious, onto the bank and begins 
stripping off her heavy, soggy clothes.  Down to her lacy 
Victorian undies, she starts artificial respiration.

Finally, Cal spits out some water, comes around.  He looks up 
at her.

CAL
(gasping)

Why?...Why didn’t you...just let me 
drown?

COUNTESS
You looked so helpless and I just love to 
see a man in that condition.  Don’t tell 
me a tough old buzzard like you can’t 
swim.

CAL
...My horse usually does the swimming for 
the both of us.

Cissy grins.  Then he notices the Countess sitting there, 
stripped to her underwear, and the color comes rushing back 
into his face.

She twists the water out of her long hair, makes no attempt 
to cover herself.

CAL
Where’d you learn to shoot like that?

COUNTESS
Hunting pheasant.  My husband taught me.  
Another thief.

CAL
What did he steal?

COUNTESS
My heart, among other things.

Her mood suddenly sours.

COUNTESS
All right, you’re okay, so get up!

She goes for her pistol.

31.



CAL
You’re not really going to turn me
in, are you?

COUNTESS
Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t!

CAL
You got your money back.  How about we 
call it square?

COUNTESS
You robbed me!  And what do I do for you 
in return?  I save your life.  Goddamn 
it, you owe me!

Cal looks appreciatively at the sexy Countess.

CAL
So what do you want me to do?

CUT TO:

EXT. BAR BC RANCH - CORRAL - DAY

While several of the dudes look on, Joe LePage prepares to 
help wealthy old Mrs. de Rham up onto an old, gentle horse.

JOE
(to all)

Treat your horse just like you’d want to 
be treated.  That’s all there is to it.

Mrs. de Rham puts the wrong foot in the stirrup and climbs 
on...backward.  Struthers comes riding up, and the old lady 
screams at him:

MRS. DE RHAM
(panicky)

I can’t believe this!  You take a woman 
who has never been on a horse before and 
give her a broken saddle!

Struthers looks at her incredulously.

EXT. BAR BC GATE - DAY

The Countess and Cal are riding back to the ranch.  She looks 
at him, smugly in command.
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COUNTESS
Now, Cal, dear, the first thing I want is 
a steaming hot bath.  And I mean 
steaming.  Oh, and see if you can find 
some lavender rose petals to sprinkle in.

CAL
Rose petals?

COUNTESS
If you can’t find lavender, I’ll settle 
for pink.

EXT. CORRAL - DAY

Struthers leads the frightened Mrs. De Rham, still riding 
backward on her saddle, down a path.  She gives the other 
dudes a little wave.  They CHEER and APPLAUD.  Then Struthers 
looks off toward the front gate, reacts in surprise.

STRUTHERS
What are they doing back?

The other dudes look off, see Cissy, GROAN in unison...

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CAMPFIRE - DUSK

A breathtaking sunset.  The happy dudes are sitting around a 
blazing campfire, singing an old (cowboy?) standard...

DUDES
“East side, West side,
All around the town...                  
We trip the light fantastic
On the sidewalks of New York.”

Joe LePage has an affectionate arm around Marie, the 
Countess’s former maid.  Gib Scott and John Emery are rolling 
smokes.  From OFF comes the irritated VOICE of the COUNTESS:

COUNTESS’S VOICE
Carrington!  Cal Carrington!

Emery grins at Cal mockingly.

EMERY
Better not keep Her Majesty waiting.

Cal grunts, walks off.
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EXT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - NIGHT

As Cal approaches, Her Majesty continues to bellow:

COUNTESS’S VOICE
I’ll give you to the count of ten!   
One...!

Cal comes to the door, pounds on it.

COUNTESS’S VOICE
Entre vous!

INT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - NIGHT

Cal enters to find the Countess up to her neck in a bubble 
bath, drinking champagne.  Her beloved wardrobe trunks are 
inside now, opened up and overflowing with expensive 
garments.

COUNTESS
Why didn’t you come when I called?

CAL
(drily)

I was looking for rose petals.

COUNTESS
Oh, dear...

(holds out her glass)
I’m out of Dom Perignon.

Cal pours her another glass of champagne.

COUNTESS
Look in my large trunk -- the
top drawer --

Cal frowns, goes over to the largest trunk, opens it.

COUNTESS
There’s a tiny jar of goose livers -- 
from Paris.  Bring it to me.

He opens the drawer, rummages around, GRUMBLING CURSES.

COUNTESS
(challengingly)

What did you say?

He brings her a small jar.  But the Countess’s attention is 
already elsewhere.
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COUNTESS
Now my bath’s gone tepid.  I need more 
hot water.

CAL
How long can one woman take a bath?

COUNTESS
One minute would be longer than you take, 
apparently.  When’s the last time you had 
a bath?

CAL
Don’t like them, they weaken a man’s 
constitution.

COUNTESS
What?

CAL
(ignores her)

Especially hot water.  That’ll turn a 
bull into a steer just like that.

The Countess suppresses a laugh.

COUNTESS
Hurry, now -- bring my water.

CAL
You’ve had enough water for tonight.

COUNTESS
Mr. Carrington, do I have to remind you?  
You agreed to do whatever I asked of you.  
In return I gave my word not to go to Mr. 
Burt or the authorities and tell them how 
you tried to rob me.  Remember?

Cal GRUMBLES a curse under his breath.

COUNTESS
Now go, boy, fetch my hot water.

He growls, SLAMS the DOOR on his way out.  The Countess grins 
sadistically.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Pedro the chef is cooking dinner when Cal bursts in, grabs a 
pot of boiling water off the stove.
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PEDRO
No!

Cal leaves with the scalding pot.

EXT. COUNTESS’S CABIN - NIGHT

Carrying the pot of boiling water, Cal throws open the front 
door, goes inside, kicks the door shut.

HOLD ON THE DOOR.

Behind it, the Countess SCREAMS bloody murder as Cal pours 
the boiling water into her tub.

EXT. MAIN CABIN - NIGHT

Katharine Burt RINGS the COWBELL for dinner.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The owners and the dudes are all sitting down to a sumptuous 
meal.  Just as they are all seated, Cal enters, carrying the 
Countess in his arms.  He lowers her gently into her chair.

COUNTESS
You may go.

The dudes all trade quizzical looks as Cal leaves.  Struthers 
passes an envelope to the Countess.

STRUTHERS
This telegram for you was at the post 
office today.

(to Dr. Carncross)
Horace, would you give our blessing 
tonight...

Everyone bows their heads; everyone but the Countess, that 
is.  She opens the letter with her table knife, starts 
reading it.

DR. CARNCROSS
Dear Heavenly Father...

COUNTESS
(reading)

That slimy SOB...!

Everyone looks up, shocked.
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COUNTESS
How did that asshole find me?

Struthers gives a quick look at the reporter Hornbeck, who 
abruptly bows his head.

STRUTHERS
Countess, please!  We’re trying to say 
our evening prayer.

Bowed heads again.  The Countess crumples the letter into a 
little ball, stares off angrily.

DR. CARNCROSS
Thank you, dear Lord, for the 
extraordinary company you have assembled 
here in this extraordinary
environment...

CLOSE UP - THE COUNTESS

has fixed her glower on a massive mounted bull elk head 
hanging over the fireplace...

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

SUPERIMPOSE:  SALT LAKE CITY.

A three-story brick Federal Courthouse.  The two Marshals 
from the opening of the film are escorting a handcuffed Lum 
Nickerson toward the building.  The horse thief wears a 
bandage over the bullet wound in his shoulder.

The First Marshal starts down a stairwell to open the 
basement door.  Suddenly Lum charges him, slamming the lawman 
face-first into the door, knocking him out.  Quickly, Lum 
grabs his gun, turns it on the Second Marshal, FIRES!

The Second Marshal goes down, hit in the side.  Lum fishes a 
ring of keys out of his pocket, quickly unlocks his 
handcuffs.  He leaps out of the stairwell, disappears fast 
down an alley...

CUT TO:

EXT. BAR BC CORRAL - DAY

Cal Carrington is securing a teepee to a pack horse for a 
trip into the mountains.  The Countess rides up in britches, 
boots, a man’s shirt...and large diamond earrings.
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COUNTESS
I’m ready to go hunting.  What’s the hold 
up?

CAL
(mockingly)

Just because you’ve shot little birds, 
you think you’re a hunter?

COUNTESS
I almost shot me a cowboy the other 
day...does that qualify?

CAL
(ignores her)

Let me tell you about hunting in these 
hills.  It ain’t like rich folks hunting 
pheasant like you’re used to.  This is 
quiet work.  You gotta watch, you gotta 
listen, you gotta go slow.  This kind of 
hunting takes patience.

COUNTESS
Aren’t you ready yet?!

EXT. GROS VENTRE MOUNTAINS - DAY

Unlike the jagged, masculine Tetons, the Gros Ventre is a 
gentle, rolling, feminine range of mountains.

Cal leads the pack train, with the Countess riding beside 
him, as they head off into the mountains.

EXT. MOUNTAINS - DAY

Riding along silently amidst the incredible natural beauty 
surrounding her, the Countess begins talking aloud, suddenly 
furious.

COUNTESS
The gall!  The absolute, unmitigated 
gall!!

Cal looks around, sees her growling to herself.

COUNTESS
After all that man did to me!

CAL
Who the hell are you talking to?
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COUNTESS
My husband.

(mockingly)
“Come back to me, my little filly,” he 
says, “my loneliness is intolerable.”

(looks at Cal)
Bullshit!

Cal just shakes his head, turns back to the trail ahead.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Cal slows down the pack train.  He stops, sniffs the wind, 
reflects.  The Countess, meanwhile, is still venting...

COUNTESS
He wanted my money, but he’s not going to 
get it!  That’s the only thing 
intolerable to him!

CAL
Shut up!

EXT. ASPEN GROVE - DAY

Cal and the Countess start up a steep, wet, grassy hillside -- 
the horses dig in their hooves for the difficult climb.  Cal 
turns his horse at an angle, starts to zigzag up the 
mountain.  The Countess follows his lead.

EXT. RIVER EMBANKMENT - DAY

Now they start down the steep, muddy hillside.  Gripping his 
horse in the vise of his knees, Cal forces her onto her 
haunches so the animal can slide down the embankment.

At the bottom, the horse stumbles on the slippery bank 
opposite, so Cal spurs it.  The animal springs and falls, and 
her hind feet slip from under her.  Cal leaps from the saddle 
just as the horse rolls over on its back, down to the river 
bottom.

Now Cal slides to the bottom and bends over the prostate 
animal, all four feet in the air.  He grasps the check strap 
of the bridle.  The frightened horse’s ears are flattened, 
and the whites of her eyes are showing.

CAL
Come on, Queenie, honey, get up.  Now.
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She lurches violently to her feet.  Cal rubs the horse’s neck 
gently and leans against her shoulder.  He murmurs softly 
into the animal’s ear, almost seductively:

CAL
Queenie, honey...honey...

The scared horse finally seems to relax.  She lowers her head 
and nuzzles her bleeding nose into Cal’s warm shirt.

THE COUNTESS

has watched this whole tender love scene between man and 
horse.  Jealously.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Cal and the Countess riding together.  He pats his horse’s 
neck affectionately.

CAL
Queenie and me been together a long time.  
One morning when I was riding
home from Idaho, she kinda looked 
lonesome standing there all by herself, 
so I just invited the old gal to come 
along.

COUNTESS
So that’s what you were in jail for --
stealing horses.

CAL
Never been in jail for that.

COUNTESS
Did you kill somebody?

No answer.

COUNTESS
I said, did you ever ---

He freezes her with a look that says ask nothing else.  
Perversely, this only interests her more.

COUNTESS
(smiling)

You’re a dangerous man, aren’t you?
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CAL
(nods)

Meaner than cat piss on cellar stairs.

Suddenly Cal sits up rigidly in his saddle, sniffs the wind, 
looks right and left, listens...like an animal picking up a 
scent...finally...

COUNTESS
What is it?

CAL
(sharply)

Shhh!...

Cal starts up a steep slope, waves at the Countess to follow 
him.

EXT. EDGE OF WOODS - DAY

Cal stops just before the woods end; he dismounts, takes his 
RIFLE from its saddle holster.  The Countess does the same.

He creeps soundlessly to the edge of the trees, looks through 
the brush to the high rocky cliffs beyond.  The Countess 
comes up beside him; he gently pushes a branch aside so she 
can see.

THEIR POV - THE CLIFFS

A large, magnificent, black-horned MOUNTAIN RAM and THREE 
EWES stand on a high rim of rock overlooking the woods.  
Below them, a drop of about a thousand feet.

CAL

looks at the Countess...

THE COUNTESS

aims her RIFLE...squeezes the trigger...a long pencil of 
flame flashes from the barrel...BANG!

HER POV - THE CLIFFS

The bullet whizzes over the animals’ heads, and the ram turns 
quickly, driving the ewes before him.  They vanish beneath a 
ledge of rock.
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CAL

looks at the Countess:

CAL
Shoot in front of the ledge -- now 
that’ll drive them out for sure!

She aims and FIRES.

THEIR POV - THE CLIFFS

Her shot hits the ledge, and out come the sheep, back onto 
the rim of the rock.

THE COUNTESS

aims her RIFLE at the black-horned ram...BANG!

THEIR POV - THE CLIFFS

The bullet goes right through the ram’s shoulders!  He 
hesitates on the brink, then pitches headfirst...down and 
down...into the abyss below...

CAL AND THE COUNTESS

hurry to the edge of the canyon to watch the ram drop.

THEIR POV - THE CANYON BELOW

Very deep, very rocky, very dangerous.

COUNTESS’S VOICE
I can still hear it falling!

CAL AND THE COUNTESS

turn away from the canyon.

CAL
(admiringly)

Good shot.  Let’s go.

Cal heads for his horse, but the Countess stays put, looks 
back down into the canyon.

COUNTESS
I want its head.
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CAL
How do you think you’re gonna get it?  I 
haven’t seen any airplanes around here 
lately.

COUNTESS
Can’t you make it down?

CAL
I ain’t gonna risk breaking my legs for 
that damn little head.  Besides, the 
horns will be broke into pulp.

COUNTESS
What if I never get another one?

She sniffles and pulls at Cal’s sleeve coquettishly.

COUNTESS
Please...

He looks at her for a long moment.

COUNTESS
Remember...our deal...

Then Cal angrily yanks her hand off his sleeve, starts 
unbuckling his spurs.  Cal throws his hat on his spurs, then 
goes to his horse, grabs his lariat off the saddle.

Bitching to himself, Cal lets himself down over the edge of 
the precipice and into the precarious rock canyon below...

COUNTESS
Be careful.

Cal MUTTERS a CURSE.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CANYON PRECIPICE - HOURS LATER

The sun is low in the sky, and the Countess is reclining on a 
large rock, fanning herself with her hat.  She removes one of 
her large diamond earrings, rubs her painful earlobe...

Suddenly, a SHOUT from Cal below...

The Countess runs to the edge of the canyon, looks down.
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HER POV - THE CANYON BELOW

Far down the rocks is Cal’s lanky figure, a great hump on his 
back as he comes from behind a ledge.  He sees the Countess 
and holds up the head of the ram by its unbroken horns.

THE COUNTESS

lets out a triumphant WHOOP!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MOUNTAIN CAMPSITE - DUSK

Snow has fallen.  A small teepee carried on the pack train 
has been erected in the trees.   The horses huddle together 
for warmth.  The ram’s head has been covered and strapped to 
Cal’s saddle, its horns sticking out.

Snowflakes falling on the teepee’s warm canvas melt 
instantly.

INT. TEEPEE - NIGHT

A small fire is burning in the center of the tent.  Cal is 
melting butter in a small aluminum frying pan over the 
flames.

COUNTESS
How’d you find that ram so quickly?

CAL
I just feel the wind, get the lay of the 
land, try to put myself in their minds.  
It ain’t hard.

COUNTESS
For you, maybe.

Cal lays two freshly-killed and cleaned grouse hens in the 
pan, sprinkles ashes over them as he starts to cook them.

CAL
Indian style.  They use ashes instead of 
salt.  Awful good for a fellow’s insides.

CLOSE UP - CAL’S HANDS

turn the delicate cuts of wings and breast with dextrous 
skill.
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THE COUNTESS

is watching his hands, mesmerized.

COUNTESS
You’re a real cook, aren’t you?

CAL
Real cooks ain’t been born yet in these 
parts.  I found that out first time I 
went to New Orleans and ate them creole 
dishes.  Our women folk is too busy 
raisin’ kids and worryin’ how to fill 
their bellies to study on how to make 
food tasty.  All they know is the frying 
pan and the can opener.  Grease and tin 
cans.  Tin cans and grease.  Until a 
fellow’s system gets disgusted.

COUNTESS
Your hands...

CAL
What about them?

COUNTESS
They’re so elegant...the way your fingers 
move.

Cal looks embarrassed.

CAL
Want some coffee, Countess?

COUNTESS
Call me Cissy.  My friends back in 
Chicago do.

The grouse in the frying pan are done.

CAL
Grouse in the pan, coffee in the pot, get 
up and get it, eat it while it’s hot!  
Give me your plate, Cissy.

She hands him her dish and he serves the birds.  Cissy cuts 
into her meat, tastes it.

CISSY
Absolute perfection.  What’s Cal stand 
for?  Calvin?
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CAL
California.  Name of a rodeo cowboy I 
liked.  Carrington was an English fellow 
who helped me out one time.

CISSY
It’s not your real name?

CAL
My real name is Eunuch Julin.

Cissy’s jaw drops a foot.

CISSY
Eunuch!  How do you spell that?

CAL
E-N-O-C-H.

CISSY
Oh, Enoch!

Cal chews on that one a moment.

CAL
Eunuch sounds better.

CISSY
A eunuch is a man who’s been castrated.

Cal looks stunned.

CAL
Call me Cal.

CISSY
Your last name sounds Scandinavian.

CAL
I was born in Sweden.  I was just five 
when my folks sent me off on a ship to 
Utah to live with some Mormon mission-
aries.  I was crying and crying -- I 
didn’t want to leave my Mama -- so when I 
wouldn’t let go of her, she got mad and 
knocked me down on the dock.  Those 
Mormons had to carry me onto that ship 
screaming my little lungs out.  If my 
Mama and Daddy ever came to this country, 
they didn’t tell me about it, because I 
never saw them again.
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For the first time, something approaching compassion plays in 
Cissy’s eyes.

CAL
You didn’t ask, but I told you anyway.

Cissy seems genuinely touched.  Just then, from off, a 
PIERCING ANIMAL WHISTLE, followed by an eerie BUGLING...

CISSY
What the hell is that?

CAL
Bull elk.

The BUGLING comes again, followed by a DEEP, GUTTERAL ROAR.

CAL
It’s mating season.

Now comes a series of the bull’s TRUMPET CALLS.  Cissy looks 
at Cal.

CISSY
I want one.

CAL
One what?

CISSY
A bull elk.  Just like the one in the 
lodge.  And you’re going to help me get 
it.

Cal looks at her like she’s crazy.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. JACKSON HOLE, WYOMING (POP. 200) - DAY

Their pack team behind them, Cal and Cissy come riding into 
the small and dusty town as it was in 1916, with its widely 
scattered wood frame buildings.  Hardware store, grocery, 
drug-store, livery stable, dry goods, bank, several saloons, 
and the prominent two-story Crabtree Hotel, notable for its 
“widow’s walk” on the roof.  Occasionally, one of those new 
horseless Ford motorcars will pass through the street.
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EXT. CRABTREE HOTEL - DAY

FIVE WOMEN, dressed fashionably, stand on the front steps of 
the hotel, posing for a photograph.  The PHOTOGRAPHER holds 
up his hand...

PHOTOGRAPHER
One...two...three!

He takes the picture, and a small CROWD, mostly FEMALE, 
bursts into APPLAUSE.  One of the women on the steps, plump, 
pretty ROSE CRABTREE, 40, steps forward, addresses them.

ROSE
For those of you who don’t know me, I’m 
Rose Crabtree, and I want to thank the 
voters of Jackson for electing me 
Mayor...even if I did have to beat my own 
husband out of the job...

APPLAUSE.  She looks at her husband HENRY CRABTREE in the 
crowd, winks at him.

ROSE
(continuing)

By the fall I aim to make good on my 
promises.  We’ll have dry streets, a good 
road to the cemetery, and a town well for 
fresh water this winter!

More APPLAUSE.  Cal frowns, but Cissy smiles, taking an 
immediate liking to this woman.

ROSE
In the meantime, you’re all invited to 
the dance tonight here at my hotel.

(smiles)
But I’m warning you right now, our new 
Sheriff will not tolerate any rowdy or 
rambunctious behavior!

A woman on the steps behind Rose, SHERIFF PEARL WILLIAMS, 
comes forward, playfully brandishing her Colt .45.  She opens 
her coat to reveal a shiny gold badge.  The crowd LAUGHS and 
APPLAUDS.

Cal and Cissy ride on into town.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Struthers Burt and Dr. Carncross, both on horseback, lead the 
two Bar BC buckboards into town.  
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The wagons are full of dudes, excited about their first 
Saturday night in Jackson.  The pregnant Katharine Burt rides 
next to wagon driver John Emery.

EXT. HARDWARE STORE - DAY

The buckboards stop in front of the hardware store, and 
Struthers addresses the dudes.

STRUTHERS
All right, everybody, the day is yours -- 
just don’t miss the dance tonight at the 
Crabtree Hotel.

With a WHOOP, the dudes start disembarking.

EXT. DRY GOODS STORE - DAY

Struthers and Katharine approach the dry goods emporium, and 
Katharine looks at the window display of the latest Western 
fashions.

KATHARINE
(sighs)

I wonder if they have something for a 
woman with a fifty-inch waist.  Maybe 
they sell tents...

She breaks off as she suddenly spots something inside the 
store.  She puts her face to the glass, peers in.

KATHARINE
Struthers, look -- !

He looks inside...

INT. DRY GOODS STORE - DAY

Cissy, dressed in a fancy new Western outfit, holds up a 
wildly-colored Western shirt to Cal.  He shakes his head.

CAL
Nope.

She shows him another...

CAL
Nope.

Yet another...
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CAL
Nope.

CISSY
Just pick one, Cal.

CAL
I don’t need no new duds.  The ones I’m 
wearing do me just fine.

CISSY
But they’re all you’ve got.

CAL
And they’re all I need.  Let’s get out of 
here.

CISSY
No.  Not until you let me buy you some 
new clothes.  Do you expect me to go to 
the dance tonight with you dressed like 
that?

Struthers and Katharine approach.

CISSY
(sees them)

Struthers, help me -- tell him it’s all 
right to have more than one shirt!

CAL
Aw, Cissy...

Struthers and Katharine wink at each other knowingly.

STRUTHERS AND KATHARINE
Cissy?

CISSY
(to Cal)

Don’t be so damned stubborn.

CAL
I don’t want you buying me nothing.
I got money.  If I want to buy a shirt, 
I’ll buy a shirt!

CISSY
I guess I’ll just have to find another 
date for the dance.
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CAL
Suits me fine!

He stomps out of the store, bitching to himself.  The Burts 
exchange an amused look.

INT. SALOON - DAY

Dark, smoky, noisy.  A long oak bar with a lot of COWBOYS 
drinking.  Cal enters, heads straight for the BARTENDER.

CAL
Beer.

Cal is still steaming when Struthers comes up beside him.

CAL
(to the Bartender)

Make that two.

STRUTHERS
How was the hunting?

CAL
She got a ram.  Nearly killed me and 
Queenie fetching it.  Now she wants a 
bull elk.

STRUTHERS
Bull elk?!

The bartender brings two beers.  Cal clinks Struthers’ glass, 
downs his beer in one gulp.  A GRUNGY-LOOKING MAN approaches 
them, staring at Cal.

GRUNGY MAN
Eunuch!  Is that you?

Cal tries to ignore him.  Not possible.

GRUNGY MAN
Hell, son, I didn’t recognize you without 
the ---

CAL
(cutting him off)

My name is Cal Carrington.

GRUNGY MAN
(grins conspiratorially)

Whatever you say.  
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Did you hear about ol’ Lum Nickerson? -- 
he done excaped from jail.  Killed a 
Federal Marshal, he did.

Struthers looks at Cal questioningly.

CAL
I don’t know what you’re talking about, 
mister.

GRUNGY MAN
Word is, Lum’s a-howlin’ for yer blood 
for what you done to him up at Flat 
Creek.

CAL
Hey!  You got the wrong fellow.  Now get 
outta my face.

The Grungy Man’s friendliness disappears.  He sneers at Cal.

GRUNGY MAN
If I was you, I’d watch my ass.

He leaves.  Struthers looks at Cal again...suspiciously this 
time.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - DAY

Cissy impatiently RINGS a large bell at the front desk.  Rose 
Crabtree appears from the back.

ROSE
All right, all right.

CISSY
Aren’t you the mayor?

ROSE
Just got elected.  I’m Rose Crabtree.  
This is my hotel.

Rose moves the register and ink well toward Cissy, hands her 
a pen.

ROSE
Ain’t seen you around here before.

CISSY
(as she signs)

I’m the Countess ---

52.



ROSE
Countess?

CISSY
(crossing it out)

No, it’s Cissy Patterson.  I’m using my 
maiden name now.

ROSE
Nice to know you, Cissy Patterson.
Breakfast is at six, dinner at noon, 
supper’s whenever I get around to it.

CUT TO:

EXT. JACKSON HOLE - NIGHT

This town is partying, no question about it.  Cowboys and 
their ladies, townsfolk and tenderfeet.  Loud, uninhibited, 
glorious chaos.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - NIGHT

A COWBOY COUPLE carrying their infant BABY take the stairs to 
the second floor.  The SOUND of BABIES CRYING.

INT. HOTEL - SECOND FLOOR - NIGHT

They walk down a corridor, enter a room at the end.

INT. NURSERY - NIGHT

The Cowboy Couple lays their infant on a blanket on the 
floor...next to MANY OTHER INFANTS, lined up side by side in 
the large room.  The Cowboy gives an ELDERLY WOMAN a few 
coins, then he and his wife head for the dance...

INT. DANCE HALL - NIGHT

A COUNTRY BAND of fiddle, guitar, banjo and accordion is 
playing up a storm, and the dance floor is jammed, shoulder-
to-shoulder.

ON THE DANCE FLOOR

the belle of the ball, no question, is Cissy, dressed in 
britches, laced boots, and a poofy Western blouse, with a 
LINE of COWBOYS waiting to dance with her.  One COWBOY barely 
gets in a step before ANOTHER COWBOY cuts in.  Glowing from 
all the male attention, Cissy is having a helluva good time.  
She’s finally in her element -- a party.
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ROSE CRABTREE

is all decked out in buckskin, smiling, watching her.

ON THE DANCE FLOOR

A MAN in a three-piece suit cuts in to waltz with Cissy.

MILLER
Countess Gizycka?

CISSY
Yes.

MILLER
I’m Robert Miller.  I own the Jackson 
State Bank.

(she’s not impressed)
I don’t know whether you’re aware of it, 
Countess, but there are some very 
exciting investment opportunities in this 
area.

CISSY
(bored already)

Is that so?

MILLER
Oh, yes, indeed.  Jackson Hole has 
enormous possibilities for tourism, 
industry, ranching.  Once we have rail 
service, there’ll be no stopping us.

CISSY
Bully for you.

AT THE ENTRANCE TO THE DANCE HALL

a well-dressed newcomer has arrived:  Cal Carrington has 
cleaned up and bought himself a new shirt.  He goes over to 
Struthers.

CAL
Where is she?

Struthers looks off toward the dance floor.

ON THE DANCE FLOOR

Miller gets tapped on the shoulder; he releases Cissy.

54.



MILLER
(to Cissy, as he departs)

Don’t forget to stop by the bank.

Then Cissy’s new partner steps in, continues the waltz.

CISSY
Cal!  That’s the shirt I liked!

CAL
Don’t make a big thing out of it.

CISSY
(sniffs him)

Did you take a bath?

CAL
No, I did not.

CISSY
Then what’s that I smell?   Cologne?

He doesn’t answer, continues dancing.

CISSY
(laughing)

It is!  It’s cologne!  Well, what do you 
know?

The WALTZ ENDS, and they move off the dance floor.

CISSY
You look magnificent.

The band starts a FAST NUMBER.  Cissy smiles at him.

CAL
(a challenge)

Can you really dance?

CISSY
Can you?

A courtly bow, and they’re off...

CUT TO:

THE BAND

is really cooking now.  And they aren’t the only ones...
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CAL AND CISSY

are dancing sensuously.  Never once taking their eyes off of 
each other, they move expertly around the floor.  Their 
sparks are incendiary; their sexy dance is burning up the 
room.

DISSOLVE TO:

THE DANCE FLOOR - MUCH LATER

The party is winding down, but Cal and Cissy are still 
dancing.  Slow.  Close.  Hot.  The MUSIC STOPS and exhausted, 
she falls into his arms.

CISSY
I’m so tired.

She takes her head off his shoulder, looks up at him.

CISSY
Let’s go to bed.

CAL
What?

CISSY
I got us a room.

Cal stiffens.

CISSY
What’s wrong?

CAL
Who do you think you are, lady?

CISSY
A woman who wants you very badly.

CAL
What about me wanting you?

He walks off.  Cissy sighs, too tired to make a fight of it.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - NIGHT

The hotel is much quieter now.  Cissy goes up to the desk, 
glumly RINGS the BELL.  Rose comes down the stairs, removing 
a pair of brass knuckles.
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ROSE
Gol’ dern cowpunchers ain’t got the 
manners of a buffalo.

CISSY
The key for number seven.

ROSE
What happened to that fellow I seen you 
cuttin’ the rug with?

Cissy’s frustration and fatigue overflows.  Tears come to her 
eyes.  Rose looks at her sympathetically.

ROSE
Honey, what’s the matter?

CISSY
I don’t know...

ROSE
You know what?  I got two bushels of 
‘taters in the back that need peeling, 
and I sure could use some help.  What do 
you say?

EXT. JACKSON MAIN STREET - NIGHT

On horseback, Struthers and Dr. Carncross are doing a dude 
count on their two buckboards.  The dudes are worn out from a 
night of partying, and most are trying to sleep.  Katharine 
is napping in Gib Scott’s wagon.

STRUTHERS
Looks like everybody’s here.

Cal comes riding by, back in his old clothes...

CAL
If she’s so damn smart, she can find her 
own way back...

Struthers motions to his wagon drivers.

STRUTHERS
Take us home, fellows.

And the buckboard caravan heads out of Jackson.
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COMING FROM THE OTHER DIRECTION

escaped criminal Lum Nickerson rides onto Main Street, right 
past the dudes. Filthy, ragged -- with revenge in his eyes -- 
he doesn’t recognize Cal without the beard, nor Cal him.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - KITCHEN - NIGHT

The heart of the hotel.  A large, black, woodburning stove 
divides the room in half, with a large 24-foot dining table 
in front.  Red-and-white curtains and tablecloths, Navajo 
rugs on the floor, and pictures of family and friends 
everywhere.

Cissy and Rose sit near the stove, wearing aprons, peeling 
potatoes, and LAUGHING uncontrollably.  A bottle of whiskey 
and two glasses are in front of them.

CISSY
....and then...and then he says that hot 
bath water would ruin his manhood!

ROSE
He didn’t!

CISSY
I swear to almighty God.

(imitating Cal)
“Turn a bull into a steer jes’ like 
that.”

They howl again.

EXT. THE ROAD BACK TO THE BAR BC - DAY

The first rays of a spectacular sunrise highlight the Teton 
peaks.  Cal rides apart from Struthers and Dr. Carncross, 
suddenly starts MUTTERING.  Struthers gives Carncross a look; 
they ride up to Cal.

STRUTHERS
It’s about the Countess, isn’t it?

CAL
No!

DR. CARNCROSS
Would you like to talk about it?

CAL
No!
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INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - KITCHEN - DAY

Rose dumps the peeled and sliced potatoes into a huge pot of 
boiling water.

ROSE
Ain’t a cowboy been born that’ll take to 
bein’ bossed.  Even for a poke.  Might as 
well try to hog-tie a tornado!

Cissy laughs sardonically.

CISSY
Ha!  That’s what my husband tried to do 
to me.  The most handsome, sophisticated 
man in Vienna swept me off my feet, took 
me to his castle in Poland and tried to 
hog-tie me.  Some castle.  It was falling 
apart.  And the Count -- he was dead 
broke.

She takes the bottle, pours herself another whiskey.

CISSY
God, he was so handsome.  So passionate.  
I can still smell his cologne:  spice and 
white lilac.

ROSE
(disgusted)

On a man?

CISSY
The first time we danced it was heaven.  
I was wearing a white tull dress from 
Worth of Paris, and he was in a dark 
green uniform coat with patent leather 
top boots.   When he held me, I could 
feel his silver shoulder strap against my 
cheek.  I went numb inside.  I thought 
the whole room could hear my heart 
beating.

Rose stops her cooking to sit down and listen.

CISSY
My parents begged me not to marry him.    
My mother said if I’d call it off, she’d 
give me her best set of pearls. They did 
everything they could to stop it.

(sighs)
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We went to Paris on our honeymoon, and he 
unwrapped that city for me like it was a 
gift.  Everything went downhill from 
there.  The only thing we really had in 
common was horses.  He loved horses.

ROSE
Horses?

CISSY
I was this wild filly that he thought he 
could tame.  I was a challenge:  could he 
control my will without crushing my 
spirit?  What do you think?

She pours herself another whiskey.

CISSY
The son of a bitch!

She downs it in one drink.

EXT. SNAKE RIVER AT MENOR’S FERRY - DAWN

The Bar BC buckboards roll onto a small ferry barge to cross 
the rapid waters of the Snake.  The wheels on Gib’s wagon 
look wobbly.  He looks down, noting the queer motion.

As they cross the river, Dr. Carncross counsels Cal.

DR. CARNCROSS
People often seek out their opposites in 
love relationships, Cal, because they 
have an unconscious need for completion, 
for contact with what Dr. Jung called the 
shadow, or dark side.

Cal squints at him, clueless.

CAL
What?

The ferry reaches the opposite bank.  The wagons roll onto 
the shore.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - LOBBY - DAWN

Arm around Cissy’s waist, Rose helps a very drunk Cissy out 
of the kitchen, walks her across the lobby toward the stairs.
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CISSY
He didn’t want me to read.  He didn’t 
want me to think.  He didn’t want me to 
do anything.  And then he told me I was 
boring.

Cissy is very wobbly as they start up the stairs.  She smiles 
at Rose, gratefully.

CISSY
...That’s when I found his diary...all 
the women...names, dates, places, 
positions... everything!  He was so mad!

ROSE
He was mad?

INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDING - DAWN

They come to the top of the stairs, start down the hallway.

CISSY
He said, “Women have loved me all my life 
and the sooner you get used to it, the 
better.”

ROSE
Bullshit.

They come to Room No. 7.  Rose kicks the door open, and they 
start in.

INT. ROOM NUMBER 7 - DAWN

Daylight is coming in through the curtains.  Cissy continues 
her story as Rose deposits her on the bed, starts taking off 
Cissy’s boots.

CISSY
I wish I could find a man I didn’t have 
to lie on my back to look up to.

Rose pulls the covers over her.

CISSY
I just got a wire from him, Rose.
He wants me to take him back, stop our 
divorce. I’m so afraid...

ROSE
Of what, darlin’?
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CISSY
...That I’ll take him back.

Rose tucks her in compassionately, like a loving mother.

EXT. A HIGH RIDGE - MORNING

The Bar BC caravan starts up a narrow ridge high above the 
Snake River.  Cal finally figures it out...

CAL
So what you’re saying, Doc, is I’m trying 
to hook up with somebody that’s like 
everything I ain’t.  Is that it?

DR. CARNCROSS
Exactly!

CAL
Why would I want to do a damn fool thing 
like that?!

Suddenly -- on the narrow ridge, the right side of Gib 
Scott’s buckboard collapses, and the dudes are thrown 
violently to the side!   They SCREAM, desperately trying to 
hold on to each other and the wagon.  The right side of the 
buckboard is hanging over the ridge -- a hundred foot drop 
below!  In most imminent danger is Katharine Burt...

KATHARINE
Struthers!  Help me!

He’s at her side instantly, reaching for her.  Up ahead, the 
other buckboard has stopped; John Emery and the others are 
running to help.

STRUTHERS
My God!  Katherine!  Hold on!
Everybody move to this side!

The dudes carefully try to crawl to the left side of the 
wagon to redistribute the weight, but the load is very 
heavy... The wagon is slowly slipping off the edge...

STRUTHERS
(to Katharine)

Try to move toward me!

KATHARINE
I can’t!  We’re going to fall!
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The men all line up on the left, high side of the wagon and 
push down, trying to right it.  But the wagon only slides 
further toward the edge of the cliff!  Mrs. de Rham SCREAMS, 
begs for help.  Frances Mears is numb with fear, frozen.

Without a word, Cal goes to the ridge, starts lowering 
himself down the face of the cliff under the wagon.

STRUTHERS
Cal, don’t!  It’s too heavy!  It’ll fall 
on top of you!

But Cal ignores him, inches his way downward, under the 
wagon.

The rocks under his feet crumble, threatening to give way any 
moment...

IN THE WAGON

the dudes are silent now, afraid to breathe.  Katharine is 
losing her grip on the wagon.

KATHARINE
Oh, God, help me, please!  My baby...

CAL

finally positions himself securely beneath the right edge of 
the wagon, pushes his shoulder up against it.

CAL
(calls out)

Push down on your side, and I’ll push up 
on mine!

The men take a fresh grip on the left edge of the wagon, 
ready to push.

CAL
On three...one...two...three!

The men push the wagon down with all their strength...

CAL

pushes the wagon up with his shoulders, his powerful 
legs...his pant legs rip open...
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CLOSE SHOT - CAL’S FEET

The rocks under his boots are sliding away...

THE WAGON

dips suddenly toward the cliff!  The dudes SCREAM in terror!

CAL

closes his eyes...and with all his strength...PUSHES...

THE WAGON

up and back over onto the ridge!  The dudes jump out 
quickly... all except Katharine, who is lying on her back in 
the wagon bed, writhing in pain.

STRUTHERS
Katharine!  What is it?  What’s wrong?

She looks at him through the tears of her labor pains.

KATHARINE
My water broke!

STRUTHERS
(panicked)

My God!  Horace!

Before Horace can get there, however, Cal appears, jumps up 
onto the wagon.

CAL
Get me some clean rags -- quick!

(to Struthers)
Don’t worry, I done delivered many a 
foal.  And I ain’t never lost a one...

Struthers, Dr. Carncross and the others watch, mesmerized, as 
Cal begins delivering Katharine’s baby...

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BAR BC - MAIN CABIN - DAY

Katharine is cuddling her new baby boy.  Cal appears in the 
doorway.

CAL
Mrs. Burt?
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KATHARINE
Cal!  Come in.

He enters, looks at the baby.

CAL
How’s the little feller doing?

KATHARINE
He’s fine, thanks to you.

CAL
What did you decide to call him?

KATHARINE
Nathaniel.

Cal bends down to the infant, and the baby grabs his huge 
finger.

CAL
Nate... That’s a good Western name.

KATHARINE
Cal?

CAL
Ma’am?

KATHARINE
I don’t know how Struthers and I can ever 
repay you.

CAL
Don’t you worry about that.

Cal leaves.  Katharine looks back at her baby boy, smiles.

KATHARINE
(likes the name)

...Nate...

INT. MAIN CABIN - LOBBY - DAY

Their luggage beside them, Mrs. de Rham and Frances Mears are 
checking out.  Struthers and Dr. Carncross are trying to 
convince them to stay.

STRUTHERS
I wish you’d reconsider, Mrs. de Rham.  
Please stay.
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MRS. DE RHAM
It’s just too dangerous out here.

DR. CARNCROSS
It was a freak accident.  The odds 
against it happening again --

MRS. DE RHAM
(cutting him off)

-- You can only die once!

FRANCES
I’m sorry, Struthers.  Maybe city people 
are just meant to stay in the city.

Struthers and Dr. Carncross look at each other, exasperated, 
disheartened.

EXT. BUNKHOUSE - DAY

Cal looks into a small mirror hanging from a tree branch, 
shaving.  Cissy walks up.

CISSY
Hello.

Cal ignores her.

CISSY
(lightly)

It was easy finding my way back.  I just 
followed the scent of that new cologne of 
yours.

Cal gives her a dirty look, wipes off the shaving cream, 
walks away.

EXT. PATH TO SADDLE SHED - DAY

Cal walks toward the saddle shed, Cissy hurries to keep up 
with him.

CISSY
I heard about what you did -- saving 
those people and delivering Katharine’s 
baby.  I guess you’re a hero now, aren’t 
you?

He just keeps walking.

CISSY
Cal, I’m sorry.
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He ignores her, walks faster.

CISSY
Did you hear me, dammit?!

Finally, he slows his walk.

CAL
What are you sorry about?

CISSY
For being presumptuous.  For thinking you 
wanted a poke just because I did.  I 
didn’t mean to offend your morals.

CAL
(squints)

Are you making fun of me?

She gives him a sly smile.  Now he really tries to lose her.  
Cissy calls after him angrily.

CISSY
Hold on right there, cowboy!

CISSY
You and I -- we’ve got a deal!  You’re 
supposed to take me elk hunting!

CAL
Deal’s off.

CISSY
Like hell it is.

CAL
It’s getting too complicated around here.

CISSY
What’s so goddamned complicated about 
taking me hunting?

CAL
Ain’t no woman ever shot no bull elk 
before.

CISSY
So that’s it.  You’re just afraid I’ll be 
a better shot than you.  This mythic 
cowboy crap gives me a pain in the arse.

Cal just keeps walking.
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CISSY
I’ll just have to tell Struthers and 
Katharine that their great big hero is 
nothing but a cheap crook.  Is that what 
you want me to do?

That stops him.  HOLD ON Cal, steaming...

CUT TO:

EXT.  JACKSON HOLE - MAIN STREET - DAY

A stagecoach from Victor, Idaho arrives, and out of it steps 
COUNT JOSEF GIZYCKI, 40, carrying a valise.  He is even more 
dashing and handsome than Cissy led us to believe.  The Count 
is dressed more for Paris than the Wild West, beyond elegant 
in a striped waistcoat and lavender tie, with matching blue 
silk socks.  His fingernails have a manicured shine.

He turns to a couple of DUSTY COWBOYS walking by.

GIZYCKI
Pardon me?  I wonder where I might obtain 
proper directions to the Bar BC Dude 
Ranch?

The cowboys stare at him like an extraterrestrial and keep on 
moving.  The Count turns, spies the Crabtree Hotel...

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

The Count enters, shakes the dust off his hat, RINGS the 
BELL.

Rose appears from the back and reacts; she has never seen a 
man so goddamned pretty.  The flash of Gizycki’s white teeth 
is nearly blinding.

GIZYCKI
I was hoping to get directions and a 
driver to the Bar BC Dude Ranch.  Do you 
know it?

ROSE
Sure do.

GIZYCKI
Lovely.

She sniffs a strange, sweet scent in the air.
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ROSE
You here for the whole season?

GIZYCKI
However long it takes to convince my wife 
to come back to me.

Now Rose sniffs in his direction.

GIZYCKI
Is something wrong?

ROSE
I smell flowers.

GIZYCKI
That’s my perfume -- Peau d’Espagne --   
spice and white lilac.  Do you like it?

Now she knows exactly who he is...

ROSE
Your wife -- is she one of them dudes 
from back East?

GIZYCKI
If you please, I’d like to depart as 
quickly as possible.

ROSE
Oh, it’s too late to go today.  It’s 
seventeen miles out there.

GIZYCKI
(frowns)

How vexatious.

Rose looks at him sideways.

EXT. GROS VENTRE MOUNTAIN RANGE - DAY

Cal and Cissy ride into the hills, hunting for elk.  Her good 
mood pisses him off.

CISSY
Aren’t the mountains absolutely 
breathtaking today?

Cal doesn’t respond.
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CISSY
What is that wonderful sweet smell?

(still no response)
Cal?

CAL
(growling)

Carrot.

CISSY
Wild carrot!  How exotic.  Where do you 
think we’ll camp tonight?

He raises both fists to the sky.

CAL
Look at them hills!  I ain’t been up here 
for months.  Maybe there’s no grass left!  
Maybe there ain’t no place to camp!  How 
the hell do I know?!

Cissy flinches.  They ride on.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

They enter the woods.  Suddenly Cissy stops, sits up rigidly 
in her saddle.  Imitating Cal, she sniffs the wind, closes 
her eyes, and listens...

Cal watches her impatiently, finally interrupts her 
meditation.

CAL
What are you doing?

CISSY
Trying to put myself into the mind of an 
elk -- like you do.

CAL
Now I’ve seen everything.

She closes her eyes again, takes a deep breath.  Cal spits 
out a long stream of tobacco.

CISSY
Shhhh!

From off, suddenly, the unmistakable BUGLING of a bull elk.  
Cal whips around in his saddle, surprised, looks off.  Cissy 
rides toward the sound, Cal follows.
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EXT. TRAIL INTERSECTION - DAY

Cissy pauses at the intersection of several trails, 
dismounts, and points to the ground.  Cal comes down beside 
her, looks at the trail.

CLOSE SHOT - THE TRAIL

There are many different animal footprints, silent witness to 
the passage of vanished feet.  One large imprint of a GREAT 
CLOVEN HOOF stands out prominently.

CISSY

points to it.  Cal nods.

CAL
Bull elk.

Then, the BUGLING again.  Cissy looks at Cal excitedly.

CISSY
Let’s go!

She remounts her horse and takes off on the trail of elk 
footprints, with Cal right behind her.

EXT. EDGE OF WOODS - DAY

Cissy slows down as they come to the other side of the woods 
and finally stops.  She looks back at Cal.  She dismounts 
very quietly and creeps slowly toward the edge of the woods.  
She peeks through some branches, points to a meadow beyond.  
He comes up quickly beside her, handing her a RIFLE.  She 
looks through the branches.

HER POV

At the edge of a small stream, an enormous fourteen-point 
BULL ELK is having a drink of water.

CISSY

is breathless at his majestic beauty.  Trembling, she raises 
her rifle...

THE ELK

suddenly looks right at her, starts BUGLING its eerie love 
call...
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CISSY

is so startled she nearly drops her RIFLE.  Quickly, she re-
aims it...

HER POV

The elk is gone.

CISSY

looks back at Cal.  He smiles at her.

CAL
That was some damn fine tracking...

(she smiles)
...for a woman.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. JACKSON HOLE - DUSK

The lights come on at the Crabtree Hotel.

INT. CRABTREE HOTEL - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Count Gizycki enters the empty dining room, takes a seat at 
the long table, looks around for a waitress.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Rose Crabtree looks at him through the round window of the 
swinging door to the dining room.  Then she turns to a PRETTY 
YOUNG WAITRESS.

ROSE
Take care of Pretty Boy.  I’ve got to go 
out to the Bar BC.

WAITRESS
The Bar BC?  That’ll take you all night.

ROSE
I’ve got to get there before he does.

Rose’s husband Henry enters, protesting her departure.

HENRY
She’s a grown woman, Rose.  Surely she 
can handle her own husband.
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Rose kisses Henry.

ROSE
Get some sleep, honey.  I’ll be back 
tomorrow.

Henry looks after her in frustration.

HENRY
Rose!

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The pretty waitress enters, approaches the Count.

WAITRESS
Beef or mutton?

GIZYCKI
Mutton.

WAITRESS
We ain’t got no mutton.

GIZYCKI
Very well, then.  Beef.  What do you 
recommend with it?

WAITRESS
Gravy and ‘taters and beans.  Tea or 
coffee?

GIZYCKI
(smiles)

Which one do you have?

WAITRESS
Coffee.

Gizycki puts his hand on her arm, flashes a killer smile.

GIZYCKI
You know, my dear, you’re really quite 
lovely.  Did you know that?

He kisses her hand.  She blushes, hurries away to the 
kitchen.  Gizycki smiles, pleased with himself.

MILLER’S VOICE
Count Gizycki?
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Gizycki turns to see the banker, Robert Miller.

GIZYCKI
Indeed I am.

Miller bows obsequiously.

MILLER
Word of newcomers travels fast in these 
parts.  I’m Robert Miller, President of 
the Jackson State Bank.

Instantly on his feet, it’s now the Count who genuflects.  He 
CLICKS his heels, offers his hand.

GIZYCKI
My pleasure, indeed.  Won’t you join me?

MILLER
If I’m not intruding.

GIZYCKI
A banker, intruding?  Never.

EXT. TRAIL CAMP - NIGHT

Cissy’s teepee has been set up in the woods.  A warm glow 
emanates from inside.

INT. TENT - NIGHT

Cal and Cissy have finished dinner and are sitting close 
together by the fire.  She is reading aloud, and he is 
listening intently.

CISSY
“Pakhom’s workman picked up the spade, 
dug a grave for his master -- six feet 
from head to heel, which was exactly the 
right length -- and buried him.”

CAL
Who wrote that?

CISSY
A great Russian writer, Leo Nikoleyevich 
Tolstoy.

CAL
That feller and me got a lot in common.
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Cissy smiles, shakes out her hair, letting it fall to its 
full length.

CISSY
How is that?

CAL
All I want is a place where I can raise 
peaches and cream out of this hard 
climate and let the rest of the world go 
by.  Buy nothing, sell nothing.  Just me 
and my horses.

CISSY
That’s all?  No one else?

CAL
I ain’t fit to be nobody’s husband -- if 
that’s what you’re getting at.  Just like 
you ain’t cut out to be no wife.

Cissy looks stricken.

CISSY
Why did you say that?

CAL
Being married and all that would be fine 
if we only had to respect it on Saturday 
night.  But seven days a week just ain’t 
natural.  Marriage means giving part of 
yourself away, and there’s just too much 
of me I got to hold onto.

CISSY
You’re right, Cal.  You’re absolutely 
right.  I’m exactly the same way.

CAL
Hey, I didn’t mean to get you all
stirred up.

CISSY
(emotional)

I’m so selfish, Cal.  I don’t know how to 
love anybody.

CAL
Hey, now...shhh!

CISSY
It’s true!
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He touches her hair compassionately.

CAL
Where’s your hair comb?

CISSY
(distractedly)

My what?

He reaches for her brush lying nearby.  Immediately, he 
divides Cissy’s long hair into thick strands, begins to braid 
it.

CAL
Learned how to do this when I was living 
with some Indians in Arizona...

Like an obedient little girl, Cissy submits, letting Cal 
expertly comb and twist and braid.  As he works, she begins 
to sob, an eruption from somewhere very deep inside.

CLOSE UP - CAL

He looks at Cissy with great feeling...

EXT. SALOON (JACKSON HOLE) - EARLY MORNING

Lum Nickerson enters, heads straight to the bar.

LUM
Whiskey.

The Bartender pours.

LUM
I’m lookin’ for a cowboy, name of Eunuch 
Julin.  Real tall, with a beard, wears a 
red neckerchief.

BARTENDER
Lots of fellows look like that around 
here.

LUM
Rides a gray mare named “Queenie.”  On 
account of that’s where he stole her:  
Queensburg, Idaho.

The bartender recognizes the name...
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EXT. BAR BC - EARLY MORNING

Rose Crabtree rides through the main gate of the ranch, heads 
toward the main cabin, passing a bunch of dudes at the 
corral, who are waiting to ride.

EXT. MAIN CABIN - EARLY MORNING

As she rides up, Struthers comes out of the cabin to meet 
her.

STRUTHERS
Mayor Crabtree!  What a pleasant 
surprise.

ROSE
I’m lookin’ for Cissy Patterson.

STRUTHERS
You missed her by a day.  She’s up in the 
hills on a hunting trip.  How about some 
coffee?

Very tired, Rose smiles gratefully.

EXT. ROCKY CREEKBED - EARLY MORNING

Back on their horses, Cal leads Cissy across the wet, 
slippery riverrock of Flat Creek.  Her hair is braided now, 
Indian style.  Her Western transformation is nearly complete.

CISSY
Where are we going?

CAL
There’s a place I want to show you.

EXT. CLIFFS - DAY

They start up a steep rock incline.  It’s very slow going.

EXT. THE TOP OF THE CLIFFS - DAY

Cal dismounts at a five-foot gap in the rock wall, removes 
two logs blocking their way.  He waves Cissy through, then 
puts the logs back.
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EXT. FLAT CREEEK CANYON - DAY

A mile long and a quarter-mile wide, with lush meadows of 
sage grass and wild geraniums, nestled among stands of 
lodgepole pine, aspen, balsam and willow.  Sheep Mountain 
towers over the terrain like an enormous sleeping Indian, 
looking down on Flat Creek.  The stream cuts through the 
valley, flowing with the force of a river.

Cissy is overwhelmed by the scenery.

CISSY
My God, Cal, it’s extraordinary.  It’s 
the most beautiful place I’ve ever seen.

She points to a cabin down on the valley floor.

CISSY
Who lives there?

CAL
I do.

CISSY
(surprised)

It’s your place?

CAL
I built it, so I don’t reckon it’s 
anybody else’s.

CISSY
Is that where you’re going to raise your 
peaches and cream and cuddle up with your 
horses?

CAL
(nods)

It’s a good place to be lonesome.

Cissy suddenly looks off.

CISSY
(in a low voice)

Cal, over there -- by the water -- !

He turns...

THEIR POV - A SMALL LAKE

A LARGE HERD of FEMALE ELK are coming out of the woods to 
drink from the lake.
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CISSY

grabs her RIFLE excitedly, as Cal quickly scans the area.

CAL
I don’t see a bull -- yet, but he’s 
around...you can be sure of that...

(sniffs)
...He won’t be able to resist the smell 
of all these females.

CISSY
Sounds like my husband.

CAL
Let’s go...real quiet now...we’ll catch 
him with his pants down.

CISSY
Exactly like my husband.

They dismount and start down the canyon on foot.  RIFLES 
drawn, avoiding brittle twigs and dried leaves.

AT THE LAKE

an elderly FEMALE ELK looks up, stops drinking.

CAL AND CISSY

creep silently closer and closer to the unsuspecting herd.  
Cal keeps an eye out for the bull.

AT THE LAKE

another OLD COW looks up from drinking.  She SNORTS.  Both

female elk are on guard now...

CAL AND CISSY

creep around the corner of some brush.  Suddenly, they are 
face to face with an indignant MATRON, fifty yards away from 
the herd.

Animal and humans stare at each other, frozen, as if turned 
to stone.

Suddenly the matron elk gives a warning SNORT and dashes for 
the herd.  The elk cows and calves start running, too, on the 
matron’s heels, up the opposite side of the canyon.
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Then there is the BULL ELK’S MATING CALL.  Cal looks 
around...

CAL
There!  Get ready!

Cissy turns to see

THE BULL ELK

running out of the trees, after the herd of females.

CISSY

quickly gets her rifle into position.

CAL

looks at her.

CAL
Now!

THE BULL ELK

pauses at the sound of Cal’s voice to turn and look back at 
them.

CISSY

squeezes the trigger...BANG!

THE BULL ELK

drives on up the canyon after the herd, but then he stumbles.  
He’s been hit.

CISSY

looks at Cal; she’s shaking with excitement.  Suddenly, from 
off -- a GREAT, AGONIZING, SAVAGE ROAR!

THE BULL ELK

tumbles down the canyon, rolling over and over, mortally 
wounded.  He finally disappears into a thicket of brush.  The 
animal continues to SCREAM in AGONY.
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IN THE THICKET OF BRUSH

where the bull elk disappeared, the brush shakes furiously as 
the huge creature struggles to live...

CISSY

watches, suddenly feeling sick....

THE THICKET OF BRUSH

gives a final shake....the bull bellows a final, angry 
ROAR... and then it is still.  Very quiet.

CISSY

is riveted to the quiet thicket.  She is relieved...horrified 
...her eyes are glassy with tears...

HER RIFLE

falls to the ground.

EXT. BAR BC - MAIN CABIN - LATE DAY

Some of the dudes are hanging around out front, talking, 
painting, playing cards.  From off, the Burts’ new baby is 
CRYING.  From a distance comes an EXUBERANT SHOUT, and the 
dudes all look off.

Cal and Cissy are riding hard for the main cabin.

Seeing them, Struthers and Katharine (carrying her baby) come 
out of the house with Rose Crabtree.  Cal rides up, ecstatic, 
proud of Cissy.

CAL
I didn’t think she could do it, but by 
God she did it.  Look at this!

He pulls a blanket off a portion of a large load carried by a 
pack horse.  Under it...

THE HEAD OF THE BULL ELK

with its massive fourteen-point antlers.

STRUTHERS AND THE DUDES

react with surprise.  However, one FEMALE DUDE SCREAMS and 
covers her mouth, runs inside.  Cissy sees Rose.
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CAL
One shot!  I couldn’t have done better 
myself.  We’ve got enough meat for the 
whole summer!

CISSY
Rose!  What are you doing here?

ROSE
There’s somebody here to see you...

Then Count Gizycki steps out of the main cabin...

CLOSE UP - CISSY

Absolutely floored.

CAL

looks from Gizycki to Cissy.  No one has to tell him who this 
man is..

COUNT GIZYCKI

notices Cissy’s new Indian braids.

GIZYCKI
(distastefully)

What have you done to your hair?

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CISSY’S CABIN - DUSK

Lantern light glows from inside.  Two shadows.

INT. CISSY’S CABIN - DUSK

The cabin is full of beautiful flowers.  The Count hands 
Cissy a tiny black velvet box.  She opens it.

CLOSE SHOT - BOX

An ENORMOUS DIAMOND RING.

CISSY

looks up at her husband coldly.  Her hair is down again, no 
longer in the Indian braids.
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CISSY
How did you pay for it?

GIZYCKI
You cut me to the quick.  This is a gift 
of love, my darling.  Didn’t you get my 
telegram?

CISSY
I burned it.

GIZYCKI
Did you read it before you burned it?

CISSY
Yes.

GIZYCKI
I meant what I said.  I’ve been such a 
bastard.

CISSY
(coolly)

Yes, you have.

He takes her hand, kisses it.  She looks at him skeptically.

CUT TO:

INT. BUNKHOUSE - NIGHT

Sitting up in his wooden bunk, Cal looks out the window at 
Cissy’s cabin and the two shadows inside.  He lies down, 
stares up at the ceiling, his face lit by the moonlight.  He 
looks like he’s just been kicked by a mule.

The bunkhouse door opens, and Count Gizycki, carrying his 
valise, enters the room of SLEEPING COWBOYS.  He looks around 
in the dark, calls out LOUDLY:

GIZYCKI
Where do I sleep?

A couple of COWBOYS complain.  Cal lights a lantern next to 
his bunk.  Gizycki looks at him.

GIZYCKI
(giving orders)

You, cowboy -- I need a bed.  The 
concierge told me to come here.
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CAL
There ain’t no empty bunks.  You’re 
welcome to use the floor.

GIZYCKI
I know.  I’ll sleep in your bed.

Cal starts rising slowly from his bunk...

CAL
You’ll do what?

GIZYCKI
I’m a paying guest, you’re a servant.  
It’s only proper.

Cal approaches the Count menacingly.

CAL
Your wife is the paying guest.  And 
unless you brought one, we don’t have 
servants in these parts.

The other cowboys complain LOUDLY now:

COWBOYS
(ad lib)

Cut the talk!
We’re tryin’ to sleep!
Put that light out!

Cal is eye-to-eye with the Count.

CAL
You want the floor, take a spot.  If you 
don’t, get the hell out.

Gizycki considers fighting Cal, looks him over, then thinks 
better of it.  He moves off toward an empty corner.

GIZYCKI
The management shall hear of this.

INT. CISSY’S CABIN - NIGHT

Cissy and Rose are lying together like sisters, their faces 
lit by moonlight streaming through the window.  They lie in 
silence for a long time, then...

ROSE
I ain’t never smelled a man that sweet in 
my whole life.

84.



CISSY
He wants me to go back to Europe with 
him.  Start all over.  Have a family.

He says he’s a changed man.

ROSE
Just like that, huh?  What about all 
those other women?

CISSY
He swears never again.  He says I’m 
enough woman for him.

ROSE
How come you weren’t enough before?

CISSY
Rose, he’s been chasing me all over the 
world for months.  He wouldn’t do that 
unless he really loved me, would he?

Rose looks at her squarely.

ROSE
Honey, do you really want to be caught, 
or do you just like being chased?

EXT. SADDLE SHED - NEXT MORNING

Cal is examining his horse’s left front hoof.  The horse is 
jumpy, WHINNIES in pain.

CAL
What is it, girl?  What’s bothering you?  
Ahhh, I see it...

He pulls a small rock out of her hoof, then rubs it 
soothingly.

Struthers enters.

STRUTHERS
Morning, Cal.  The Countess is looking 
for you.

CAL
Let her look.  How’s little Nate doing?

STRUTHERS
(with a smile)

I’m more worried about his parents.  
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Katharine and I haven’t slept an hour 
between us in three days.

CAL
Mr. Burt, something’s been preyin’ on my 
mind, and I just need to spit it out.

STRUTHERS
Go ahead.  Spit.

CAL
My name ain’t really Cal Carrington.
It’s Eunuch -- I mean, Enoch ---

STRUTHERS
(stopping him)

Cal.  As far as I’m concerned, you’re the 
man who saved Katharine’s life and 
delivered my son.  Whatever it was you 
did in the past...

CAL
Yes, sir?

STRUTHERS
It makes no difference to me.

Cal is moved.  Cissy appears in the door of the saddle shed.

CISSY
There you are.

Struthers winks at Cal, leaves.  Cal ignores Cissy, turns 
back to massaging his horse’s leg.  She watches his loving 
care.

CISSY
No woman could ever compete with that 
horse, could she?

Cal ignores her.

CISSY
Cal, Josef wants me to go back to Europe 
with him.  Call off the divorce.

She puts her hand on his arm affectionately.

CISSY
I need your advice.  He wants an answer 
quickly.
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CAL
What are you asking me for?  I ain’t your 
damn daddy.  You’re a big girl. Figure it 
out for yourself.  You told me you were 
finished with him.

CISSY
I was.

CAL
So now you’re not?  I thought you were 
getting to like it here.

CISSY
I love it here, thanks to you.  After 
this, I don’t know if I could live in his 
world anymore.

Cal laughs sardonically.

CAL
I’d damn sure like to see him try and 
live in this one...

He walks off.  A smile of revelation suddenly comes to 
Cissy’s face...

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. GRAND TETONS - DAY

On horseback, dressed in Western buckskin, with her hair 
braided, Cissy shows off her new world to the Count.  In 
contrast to his wife, Gizycki is dressed in classic country 
riding clothes, with a fancy gray hat, cocked to one side.  
He looks ridiculously out of place.

Gizycki looks at the trail ahead to the tall, snow-capped 
Tetons before them.

GIZYCKI
(impatiently)

We’re going all the way up there?!
How long will that take?

CISSY
I thought you wanted to be alone
with me.

GIZYCKI
I do, indeed, but I thought we were going 
back East straightaway.
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CISSY
Let’s play hookey from the real world for 
a few more days.  Please?

GIZYCKI
(whining)

A few days?  Must we?

She turns her horse toward a dense forest rising on the 
mountainside, and Gizycki follows.  A sudden gust of wind 
blows off his hat, but he grabs it just in time.

BEHIND THEM

at a discreet distance, Cal Carrington follows them, 
undetected.

EXT. DENSE FOREST - DAY

Cissy and the Count ride into the shadowy forest.

CISSY
Look, Gizy, the dark light -- doesn’t it 
remind you of Rembrandt?

GIZYCKI
(blandly)

Beautiful, my dear, absolutely 
breathtaking.

CISSY
That sweet smell is wild carrot.  Isn’t 
it wonderful?

FOLLOWING BEHIND THEM

Cal smiles at hearing his own words adopted by Cissy.

CISSY AND THE COUNT

ride on through the forest.  Cissy spies something on the 
ground.

CISSY
Josef, look at these flowers!

She dismounts and hurries to a patch of beautiful 
wildflowers.  Bends down for a closer look as Gizycki walks 
up.
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CISSY
I had a tea gown in the very same colors.  
Remember?  And my blue satin belt -- 
exactly the same color as this stem.

GIZYCKI
Shall I pick you a bouquet?

CISSY
No, don’t disturb them!  They’re so 
frail.

(laughs)
I’m such a damned fool!  Yesterday I 
murdered an innocent beast, and now I 
pretend to be sentimental about flowers.

GIZYCKI
Like Robespierre and his canaries.

She laughs.

EXT. BAR BC RANCH - DAY

THREE RIDERS are riding fast toward the main cabin.

Struthers Burt and Rose Crabtree come out of the cabin, 
watching them approach.

STRUTHERS
Who is it?

ROSE
The Sheriff.

Jackson Sheriff Pearl Williams and TWO FEMALE DEPUTIES ride 
up.

ROSE
What is it, Pearl?

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
Outlaw on the loose.  Name of Lum 
Nickerson.  He killed a Federal Marshal 
in Salt Lake City, and we got a tip he 
was headin’ here.

STRUTHERS
Here?  To the Bar BC?  Why?

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
He’s lookin’ for a man named Eunuch 
Julin.
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Struthers recognizes Cal’s real name, but he keeps silent.

ROSE
Well, he ain’t showed up here.

Pearl looks at her two deputies.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
Let’s go, girls!  He’s gotta be on this 
side of the river.

ROSE
Wait a minute, Pearl.  I’m coming with 
you.  Cissy’s out there.

Rose starts untying her horse.

EXT. ROCKY HILLSIDE - DAY

Cissy and the Count ride out of the dense forest and start up 
the rocks.

EXT. CREST OF HILL - DAY

We’ve seen it before -- that spectacular overlook of Phelps 
Lake.

CISSY
(to the Count)

Look, Josef, Phelps Lake.  Isn’t it 
glorious!

GIZYCKI
(bored)

Yes, glorious, indeed.

They ride toward a thick aspen forest.

CISSY
We’ll make camp up ahead.

EXT. TRAIL CAMP - DUSK

Cissy and the Count gather twigs and branches for the 
campfire.

He GRUMBLES, not a very good sport about it.  He hands his 
tiny handful of kindling to Cissy.

90.



She kneels, makes a tiny crisscross of the dry wood.  She 
strikes a match, holds it for a second in the hollow of her 
hand, then lights the wood.  A spiral of smoke rises 
instantly from the firewood.  Count Gizycki watches in 
amazement.

CISSY
Now we need something to eat...

EXT. ASPEN FOREST - DAY

Cissy aims her RIFLE and FIRES TWICE into the brush.  She 
disappears into the trees, as Gizycki watches.  A moment 
later, she reappears, grinning, holding two dead grouse.

IN THE TREES NEARBY

Cal watches her, smiling.

EXT. TRAIL CAMP - DAY

Gizycki plucks the last of the feathers from one of the 
birds.  He holds it up to Cissy.

GIZYCKI
Finished.

CISSY
Okay, now gut ‘em.

GIZYCKI
Do what?

On his disgusted look...

DISSOLVE TO:

THE CAMPFIRE - LATER

START ON the two cleaned birds, frying in a pan over their 
campfire.  Just as Cal did, Cissy sprinkles fine gray ashes 
over them.  She looks at Gizycki, who’s a little green around 
the gills.

CISSY
Ashes.  They’re good for the digestion.

GIZYCKI
Lovely.

The Count shakes his head in wonderment.
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GIZYCKI
Until now, I’ve always associated you 
with moonlight and swans and the perfume 
of yellow roses...

CISSY
My scent has changed.

He moves around the fire toward her.

GIZYCKI
Have you come to a decision, my flower?  
Will you have me back?  Shall we stop 
these odious divorce proceedings?

She hesitates... He moves in to kiss her.

GIZYCKI
I love you more than life itself.

Cissy dodges the kiss, pulls out two bottles of ale.  She 
starts pouring it into tin cups.

GIZYCKI
How far we’ve come from champagne and 
crystal.

She hands him an ale.

CISSY
I need more time, Josef.

GIZYCKI
Our divorce becomes final in two weeks.   
Is that time enough?

CISSY
(sighs)

I wish I’d been your mistress instead of 
your wife.  That way I’d have known for 
sure that you really loved me.

She sips her ale thoughtfully.  A long beat...

GIZYCKI
By the way, when I stopped off in 
Jackson, I had the occasion to meet a man 
named Robert Miller.

CISSY
The banker?
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GIZYCKI
(nods)

He has the most clever investment scheme.

CISSY
Investment scheme?

GIZYCKI
He and his partners are going to create 
an enormous lake, then they’re
going to dig and lease irrigation ditches 
to new farmers ---

The grouse in the frying pan suddenly go up in blue smoke, 
catch on fire, and Cissy hurries to douse them with her ale.  
She hears a SOUND behind her -- quickly turns -- and CRIES 
OUT in surprise.  Cal Carrington is standing behind her.

CISSY
Cal!

CAL
(to Gizycki)

You can’t farm the land up here.  It 
won’t grow anything but rocks.

GIZYCKI
That’s precisely what’s so clever about 
it.  These naive farmers won’t know that.  
They’ll lease our ditches for years, then 
give up and sell their land to us at a 
pittance.  It’s brilliant.

CAL
(disgustedly)

Unless you’re a farmer.

GIZYCKI
(to Cissy)

I told him we’d most certainly
invest in it.

CISSY
We?  You said we’d invest?

GIZYCKI
Is there anything wrong with that?

CISSY
(upset)

You had no right to speak for me, Josef.  
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We’re in the middle of a divorce!  Damn 
it!  Just when I start to trust you...

Cal suddenly hears a RUSTLING NOISE in the trees.  He turns, 
pulls his pistol.  Too late.  BANG!  He’s hit in the 
shoulder.

His pistol falls to the ground.  Then a rope comes flying out 
of the trees, lassoing Cal’s arms to his body.

Cissy rushes for her rifle, but Lum Nickerson rides out of 
the trees, two guns pointed at her and Gizycki.

LUM
Hands up!

She and the Count raise their hands.  The rope on Cal is tied 
to Lum’s saddle horn.

CISSY
Who are you?

LUM
(nods at Cal)

Just call me bad luck.

CAL
His name is Lum Nickerson.

CISSY
(to Lum)

What do you want?

CAL
He wants me.

Gizycki suddenly moves toward Lum.

GIZYCKI
This is outrageous!  I will not submit to 
such barbarism!

Lum points a gun at the Count, stopping him.  He laughs at 
Gizycki’s fancy outfit.

LUM
Well, lookee here.  Where’d you come 
from?

CISSY
(looks at Cal)

He’s bleeding!
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LUM
And he’s gonna bleed some more.

(to Gizycki)
I’ll take that watch.

GIZYCKI
(horrified)

This watch is irreplacable.  It belonged 
to my grandfather!

LUM
You wanna die?!

Gizycki gives him the watch.

CAL
Leave them out of it, Lum.  This is 
between you and me.

He bludgeons Cal with the barrel of his rifle, knocking him 
to the ground.

CISSY
Stop it!  Leave him alone!

CAL
I’m all right, Cissy.  He’ll have to do 
more than that.

Lum looks at Cal sadistically.

LUM
Don’t worry...

And with that threat, Lum rides back into the forest, 
dragging the still lassoed Cal on the ground behind him.

CISSY
Cal!

As soon as they’re gone, Cissy goes for her gun, heads for 
her horse.

GIZYCKI
What are you doing?!

CISSY
I’ve got to help him!
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GIZYCKI
Your friend said it was between the two 
of them.  I’m satisfied to leave it at 
that.

She mounts her horse.

CISSY
I’m not.

GIZYCKI
What’s going on here?  Why should you 
risk your life for some filthy cowboy?

CISSY
Because I love him.

She rides off into the trees in pursuit of Lum and Cal. 
Gizycki looks stunned.

EXT. SNAKE RIVER AT MENOR’S FERRY - DAY

The water is fast and dangerous.  Bruised badly, his shirt 
soaked with blood, Cal walks behind Lum’s horse, still tied 
to the rope.  As Lum approaches the dock, the genial ferry 
operator, BILL MENOR, comes out of his cabin.  Lum points his 
RIFLE at Menor.

LUM
Get us across!  Now!

Menor doesn’t hesitate, quickly opens the gate, and Lum and 
Cal move onto the ferry.  Lum keeps his gun on Menor.

LUM
Quick, if you want to keep breathin’!

From the shore, Menor starts pulling the ropes to get them 
across.  The ferry begins to move through the rushing waters.

EXT. MOVING FERRY - DAY

On their way across, Cal yells at Lum.

CAL
Just kill me and get it over with!

Lum kicks him in the face.

LUM
Don’t rush me...
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EXT. OPPOSITE RIVERBANK - DAY

The ferry reaches the other side, Lum and Cal disembark.  Lum 
immediately takes out a large BOWIE KNIFE, starts cutting the 
ropes.  When he finishes, the rapid river currents sweep the 
useless ferry downstream, crashing against the bank.

Lum rides for the hills beyond, and Cal stumbles to stay on 
his feet behind.

INT. MENOR’S CABIN - DAY

Bill Menor rushes to his TELEGRAPH, starts tapping out and 
SOS.

EXT. SNAKE RIVER AT MENOR’S FERRY - DAY

Cissy rides out of the aspen trees to the edge of the river.  
Then she sees that the ferry is adrift downstream, on the 
opposite shore.  Bill Menor runs out of the cabin, panicky, 
yelling at her:

MENOR
Watch out!  There’s outlaws on the run!  
I just wired the sheriff!

Cissy turns at the SOUND of HOOFBEATS.  Sheriff Williams, 
Rose Crabtree, and the two deputies ride up.

CISSY
Rose!  He’s got Cal!  He’s going to kill 
him!

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
Lum Nickerson?

MENOR
He’s got a powder burn on his right 
cheek.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
That’s him.

MENOR
He just cut the ferry loose.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
Come on, girls, looks like we’re goin’ 
swimmin’...
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They HEAR SPLASHING, look off.  Cissy is already in the 
water, guiding her horse expertly across the treacherous 
river.  Sheriff Williams leads her posse in after the 
Countess.

EXT. SNAKE RIVER - OPPOSITE BANK - DAY

Sheriff Williams, Rose, and the deputies come up out of the 
river to find Cissy crouched on the ground, examining  Lum’s 
hoofprints.  Her eyes follow their course into the hills.

CISSY
(pointing off)

That way.  Let’s go!

Cissy mounts her horse, and the posse follows her into the 
hills...

EXT. TRAPPER’S CABIN - DAY

A halfway house for badmen on the dodge.  START ON a blazing 
fire outside, with several red-hot branding irons in it...PAN 
to Cal, lying on the ground nearby, hog-tied like an animal.

Lum comes out of the cabin, examines a glowing iron from the 
fire, shakes his head.  He looks at Cal menacingly.

LUM
I want to get ‘em real hot.

CAL
How did I ever hook up with scum like 
you?

LUM
Who are you callin’ scum?!

Lum rips off Cal’s shirt in one violent motion.

LUM
You sold me out quick enough, you 
bastard.  Left me for dead.

CAL
You’d have done the same thing to me.

Lum laughs, grabs a branding iron from out of the fire.  He 
holds it over Cal’s bare upper body.

LUM
Let’s see now, where do I wanna start...?
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Finally he moves the scorching iron toward Cal’s neck.

CAL
Go to hell.

Lum sticks the iron to Cal’s neck.  His skin sizzles and 
smokes.  But Cal never even flinches.

Lum throws the iron aside, grabs another one from the fire.  
As he moves it toward Cal, a VOICE CALLS OUT...

SHERIFF WILLIAMS’ VOICE
Hold it right there!

He reaches for his pistol, but BANG! -- a SHOT RINGS OUT, and 
he freezes.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS’ VOICE
Don’t move!  You’re surrounded!

Lum looks around.  Riders on horseback come at him from five 
different directions.  Then he notices that they’re all 
WOMEN.

He laughs loudly.

LUM
Surrounded by what?  A bunch of bitches!

(laughs)
What are we gonna have -- a tea party?

Surreptitiously, he reaches for a small pistol hidden in his 
boot...

CLOSE UP - CISSY

sees him, aims her rifle, fires!

LUM

grabs his hand, HOWLING like a banshee!  The pistol goes 
flying.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS AND THE POSSE

rush forward to surround Lum, leaping off their horses to 
subdue him.

CISSY

runs to Cal, starts untying him.
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CAL
You’re a dangerous woman.

CISSY
Meaner than cat piss on cellar stairs.  
What would you do if I wasn’t around to 
save your life?

CAL
(smiles)

I reckon I’d be up a creek.

He passes out.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS

is handcuffing Lum Nickerson.  Cissy comes up to them, looks 
the sadistic killer in the eyes.

LUM
What are you lookin’ at?

Then she kicks him hard in the balls, dead on!  Lum sinks to 
his knees, MOANING.

CISSY
That’s for calling me a bitch.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. BAR BC RANCH - MAIN CABIN - DAY

The front porch is crowded with dudes.  Chicago reporter 
Hornbeck is interviewing Sheriff Pearl Williams and her 
deputies.

SHERIFF WILLIAMS
That’s what happens when you turn things 
over to women.  Things get done.  Period.

Hornbeck smiles, scribbles in his notebook.

COUNT GIZYCKI

mounts a buckboard, sits next to Bar BC driver John Emery.  
He looks down at Cissy.

GIZYCKI
Goodbye, my darling.  If you ever come to 
your senses, you know where to find me.
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CISSY
You’ll never understand, will you?
I already came to my senses.

Gizycki turns to look at seven wardrobe trunks crowding the 
back of the wagon.

GIZYCKI
Are you sure you don’t want these?

CISSY
Goodbye, Josef.

She slaps the wagon team, and Emery drives the buckboard 
away.

Cissy goes over to Rose Crabtree, who’s been watching nearby.

CISSY
Dead weight, those trunks.  Just like my 
husband.

ROSE
Way to go, girl.

Cissy hands her a small, delicate, floral bottle.

CISSY
This is for you.  Part of my divorce 
settlement.

Rose looks at it quizzically.

CISSY
Peau d’Espagne.

ROSE
(excitedly)

His perfume!

The two soulmates embrace.

TWO FEDERAL MARSHALS

escort the handcuffed Lum Nickerson out of the main cabin.  
Struthers comes up to them.

FIRST MARSHAL
(indicating Lum)

Mr. Burt, this man says that wrangler who 
works for you -- Carrington -- is a horse 
thief.

101.



STRUTHERS
Horse thief?

SECOND MARSHAL
He says Carrington is not this man’s real 
name.

Cal and Cissy approach the group.  Cal’s shoulder and neck 
are now bandaged.

FIRST MARSHAL
Nickerson here says he and this man used 
to phony the horse brands and sell the 
animals on the other side of the Divide.

LUM
We sure as hell did.

SECOND MARSHAL
Shut up!

Struthers looks at Cal.  A long beat.  Finally, Struthers 
turns back to the Marshals.

STRUTHERS
Must be somebody else.  I’ve known Cal 
here for years.  I’ll personally vouch 
for him.

FIRST MARSHAL
That’s good enough for me.  Come on,
Nickerson, let’s go.

They lead him away.  Lum goes crazy.

LUM
He’s lyin’!  The son of a bitch is lyin’!

SECOND MARSHAL
Shut up, Nickerson!  Move!

Struthers steals a glance at a grateful Cal:  the two men are 
bonded for life.

LUM
(shouting)

You’re lettin’ him get away!  His real 
name is Eunuch Julin!

Dr. Carncross, walking up to Struthers and Cal, reacts in 
surprise:
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DR. CARNCROSS
There’s a person named “Eunuch”?

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CISSY’S CABIN - LATE DAY

As Cal watches, Cissy opens a long box...inside is a pair of 
leather CHAPS.  She gasps as she takes them out.

CISSY
Cal, they’re beautiful!  I’ve never seen 
anything so magnificent!

CAL
Made them myself -- from that elk you 
shot.

Cissy looks at him with rising excitement...

EXT. FLAT CREEK CANYON - TOP OF CLIFFS - LATE DAY

On horseback, Cissy rides up ahead of Cal to the familiar gap 
in the rock wall.  She dismounts, moves the two logs.  She is 
proudly wearing her new elkskin chaps.

She waves Cal through, then remounts, follows him.

EXT. CANYON FLOOR - LATE DAY

Cissy rides ahead of him -- up to Cal’s small cabin and empty 
corral.  As he rides in, Cissy enters the cabin.

INT. CAL’S CABIN - LATE DAY

Cissy lights a kerosene lantern in the cabin.  There’s a 
fireplace, a wooden bed, a stove, a few sticks of primitive 
furniture -- that’s it.

Cal enters, sees her trying to light a fire.

CAL
What are you doing, woman?  This is my 
place.

She comes up to him, smiling.

CISSY
I want to buy it.  The whole canyon.  
Everything you own.
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(smiles)
It’s a good place to be lonesome.

CAL
But I live here.

CISSY
If it’s good enough for you, it’s good 
enough for me.

CAL
What about Paris and Vienna and champagne 
and those little goose livers?

CISSY
Not interested.

CAL
I’ll believe that when I see it.

CISSY
I’m serious.  This is a legitimate offer.

CAL
If I sell to you, where am I gonna live?

CISSY
You can live here, too.

That stops him.

CAL
Whoa, girl, you done hit a mud hole.  I’m 
not about to marry you or any other 
woman.

CISSY
Who said anything about marriage?  You’re 
so old-fashioned.

CAL
What are you getting at?

CISSY
I want you to work for me.

CAL
Me work for you?!
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CISSY
With all the improvements I plan to make, 
I’ll need a foreman.  You’re perfect for 
the job.

CAL
I never worked for no woman before, and I 
don’t aim to start now.

CISSY
Back East, men work for women all the 
time.

CAL
Well, this ain’t the East!

CISSY
For God’s sake, Cal, when are you going 
to join the rest of the Twentieth 
Century?

Cal thinks that one over.

CAL
What are you going to pay me?

CISSY
How much did you try to steal?

CAL
I never had time to count it.

CISSY
You’ve tried to rob me twice.  How about 
earning your money this time?

A pause.

CAL
I don’t have the deed.  It’s in a metal 
box over in Driggs.

CISSY
Let’s go get it.

CAL
That’s a long ride.  All night, for sure.

CISSY
I’ve got nothing else to do.

Cal scratches his head...
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CAL
Let me get this straight.  I’d be working 
for you.  You’d be my boss.

CISSY
That’s correct.

CAL
I’d have to do what you tell me to do.

CISSY
Within reason, of course.  I wouldn’t be 
a tyrant.

CAL
What’s the catch here?  What am I 
missing?

She moves close to him, adjusts his collar seductively.

CISSY
Naturally, there’d have to be certain 
rules.  A ranch without rules is simply 
not a ---

CAL
(interrupts)

What kind of rules?

CISSY
The usual, about keeping the cows fed 
...not letting the horses out of the 
barn...You know...

CAL
(suspiciously)

What else...?

CISSY
Oh, I suppose the standard rules about 
orderliness and cleanliness...

CAL
Ah, hah!

CISSY
What?

CAL
Now I get it...

Cal starts backing out the door.
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CAL
...Now I know what you’re up to!  First 
time I turn around, you’ll have me in a 
bathtub!

CISSY
Not every day.  Maybe twice a week.

CAL
Twice a damn week?

CISSY
Don’t worry, we’ll use cold water.
I want a bull, not a eunuch.

CAL
I got to think about all this...

He’s almost out the door now.

CISSY
We can negotiate...how about once a week?

He’s gone.  She goes to the door, SHOUTS after him.

CISSY
Cal, be reasonable!

She stands in the door, watches him get on his horse.

CISSY
Once every two weeks!  Cal!

HER POV

The cowboy rides off into the sunset...without the girl...the 
SOUND of HOOFBEATS FADE into the distance...

CISSY

gives Cal one last look...then she shrugs...goes back inside 
the cabin, closes the door.

HOLD ON THE DOOR.

Now we HEAR the SOUND of APPROACHING HOOFBEATS, returning... 
The SOUND STOPS...

Cal’s big hand KNOCKS on the door.  Cissy opens it, looks out 
at him.
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CLOSE UP - CAL

Hat in hand, he hesitates for a moment, then...

CAL
How about once a month?

CLOSE UP - CISSY

gives him a long, thoughtful look.  She smiles.  Then she 
yanks Cal into the cabin and slams the door behind him.

LONG SHOT

CAMERA PULLS BACK from the cabin, gradually including the 
magnificent purple, snowcapped mountains behind it, a million 
trees, and the incredible light of the Wyoming sunset.

From off, a BULL ELK gives its mating call...

THE END
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EPILOGUE

Cal Carrington finally sold Flat Creek Ranch to Cissy 
Patterson for $5,000 and became her foreman for the next 
fifteen years.  The ex-Countess built herself a barn, seven 
more cabins and an enormous lodge, and she filled them with 
priceless antiques, lavish rugs and a grand piano.

In 1930, Cissy became Editor-in-Chief of the Washington 
Herald, the first female newspaper executive in America’s 
history. 

Cissy passed away on July 24, 1948, but through an annuity, 
she paid Cal’s salary for the rest of his life.  He died on 
December 22, 1959.

Cal and Cissy never married.
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