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EXT. NEVADA DESERT – DAY

1. GRAYROCK

The desert is cold, dark, UNMOVING.
Then, as if the landscape itself is glowing, it’s bathed in warm light. The sand shimmers as the sun begins to rise over the horizon and the sky burns with a vibrant array of pinkish hues.

NARRATOR (V.O)
Watch the sun rise over the dunes,
No morning songbirds singing their tunes,
The golden light on the ground like fire...

A gila monster drags itself along the sand, slow and eerie.

NARRATOR (V.O, Cont’d)
The animals parched, the landscape dire.
But there is a place alone in the sand,
Where a traveller might lay back, whiskey in hand...

We track through the sloping dunes in a timelapse, the shadows fluttering over the landscape as the sun rises and passes overhead.
Past the rolling hills, deep in the desert, is a small, rundown shantytown, scarcely populated.

NARRATOR (V.O, Cont’d)
Partake in a card game, get down on your luck,
That’s just the way it goes in Grayrock.

There are gamblers in the GRAYROCK SALOON, affording each other wary looks and glares.

NARRATOR (V.O, Cont’d)
Well, there ain’t no law, there ain’t no gold,
There ain’t no shelter from sunlight’s scold,
But whether you’re dancing or drinking or dying or old,

There are people among the town; in the SALOON, in the LIVERY, in the STORE, and all appear, despite their squalor, to be in good spirits.






NARRATOR (V.O, Cont’d)
Down here in Grayrock there’s tales to behold!
In the beat-up saloon there’s a man of renown,
You’ll hear him play once the sun has gone down,
In the harsh, empty desert the sweetest sound,
Is the pianist who plays in Grayrock town!

INT. GRAYROCK SALOON – EVENING, Continuous

The PIANIST – formal, neat, waistcoat and sleeve garters - in GRAYROCK SALOON sits at the piano, skilfully playing an upbeat tune, few PATRONS around him drunkenly cheering along.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
There’s no man who’s more suited to entertain,
There’s gunfights, there’s sacrifice, victory and pain,
For tales of heroes and outlaws fit to amaze,
Come visit where the Grayrock pianist plays!

The SALOON flickers with warm light, the PATRONS are jovial, beers and whiskeys in-hand. 
Behind the bar, JENKINS – apron, well-dressed but untidy – is bobbing along to the music, wiping down the countertop.

NARRATOR (V.O, Cont’d)
No, there’s no-one quite like him for miles around,
When it comes to musicians our man holds the crown,
Well he plays, and he sings, and he captures the crowd,
No you mustn’t miss the pianist in Grayrock town!

The music comes to a stop. The PIANIST’S fingers hover over the keys of the piano for a moment, as if deep in thought. He swaps his sheet music around, revealing the next song in his roster.

2. TWO HEROES

He begins to play, slowly, gently.

PIANIST
Gather ‘round, o happy patrons,
For a story to impress,
I shall sing to you the tale,
The greatest heroes in the West,
No, they never asked for gratefulness,
Nor praise, nor cheer, nor gold,

Suddenly, the tune picks up. He begins playing in full swing and singing loudly and joyfully.

PIANIST, Cont’d
So we thank them by making their legend told!

The PATRONS cheer.

PIANIST, Cont’d,
Guy McMann! The fastest hand!
When he caught a crim’nal doing wrong,
He’d shoot him where he stands!

The PATRONS cheer again, encouraging the PIANIST and raising their glasses.

PIANIST, Cont’d
No, he never lost a fight,
Try as those loathsome bandits might,
He always fought for what was right,
Guy McMann!

PATRONS
(Cheering)
Guy McMann!

The PIANIST brings his hands down the keys an octave and begins bobbing his head as he sings faster.

PIANIST, Cont’d
Should a wretched vagabond come riding, stealing bearer-bonds,
McMann would swiftly be upon the crooked brute!
And upside-down he’d turn his smile,
McMann a-taunting all the while,
Our hero’s fists would be his trial and sentence too!

The PIANIST brings the song back up, singing louder, losing himself in the music.

PIANIST, Cont’d
Guy McMann, swiftest gun in all the land!
He’d never stop a-chasing outlaws,
Until justice was at hand!
No, he never lost a fight,
Try as those loathsome bandits might,
He always fought for what was right,
Guy McMann!
Not too far away another hero,
Riding on her steed,
In her stead the graves of highway robbers, murderers and thieves...
The PIANIST is loose; bobbing, dancing along to the music, tapping the keys with glee and leaning his full bodyweight into the chords.

PIANIST, Cont’d
See, this gal, she was a hero too,
Of a rather frightful sort,
She’d tie her lasso like a noose,
Catch a crim’nal, pull it taut!
Chelsea Pierre!

PATRONS
(Cheering)
Chelsea Pierre!

PIANIST
A bandit’s worst scare!
Whate’er your excuse is for your crime, she doesn’t care!
There won’t even be a fight,
‘Cause if Pierre sees something awry,
She’ll just hang you out to dry without a care!

He brings the octave down again and begins singing as if explaining; teaching the listeners a lesson, courting their full attention.

PIANIST, Cont’d
They say that once a man came riding through,
Seemed regular, like me or you,
But once the sun had set he showed his truth,
He went from store-to-store,
Stealing all they had, and more,
Until ol’ Chelsea caught and cracked him in her noose!

The PATRONS cheer, and the PIANIST brings the tune back up.

PIANIST, Cont’d
Chelsea Pierre! Bandits run scared!
Woulda got hanged anyway, so it’s only fair!
The folks of ol’ Dufresne, they live in peace,
‘Cause if Pierre sees a six-shooting piece,
She’ll tie your neck and hoist you through the air!

The PIANIST concludes the song, and the PATRONS cheer and clap for him. They are silenced by the sound of JENKINS setting a glass down on the bar. JENKINS leans in, looking intensely at the PIANIST.


3. INTERLUDE: OUTLAWS

JENKINS
You know, your stories are something of a joy to behold,
But on a night of drink and gambling we want one a bit more bold,
A gunslinger and a hero, well, they’re interesting, sure,
But we want to hear a story about an outlaw!

The PATRONS cheer in agreement.

PATRON #1
The violence...

PATRON #2
The gunfights...

PATRON #3
The victims...

PATRON #4
The blood...

JENKINS makes his way out from behind the bar and walks around to the PIANIST.

JENKINS
Why, it’s got all the colour a good story should,
So you’ve got our attention, we’re hankering for more,
Do you have any stories about an outlaw?

JENKINS and the PATRONS all lean in, waiting. The PIANIST turns back to the keys and thinks for a moment. He switches his sheet music to another, then gently places his fingers on the keys.













4. BLACK-EYED MURPHY

He begins in full swing, the same melody, but in something of a gruffer tone.

PIANIST
Stick around, dear friends, and listen,
I’ll give you some exposition,
From back before the manumission,
All those years,
Of a wretched, evil villain,
Fought against the abolition,
He liked nothing more than killing,
And stoking fear.

The PIANIST picks up the tune again, getting back into his stride. JENKINS smiles.

PIANIST, Cont’d
An infamous, ruthless killer,
Quite prolific, but revered by his posse,
While he maimed and murdered they would simply cheer,
They’d a-storm in on their horses, thieves and killers, all his crew,
And take every bit of gold in sight and every dollar too!

The PATRONS cheer and raise their drinks. JENKINS makes his way back behind the bar.

PIANIST, Cont’d
Black-Eyed Murphy! Black-Eyed Murphy!
The West’s most vile villain, tried and true,
Every lawman, every townsfolk, every housewife, every cowpoke,
Why, there ain’t nobody Murphy won’t run through!

The PATRONS cheer out a shrill “yeehaw!”

PIANIST, Cont’d
Now I’m sure you’ve got to wondering,
How Black-Eyed Murphy got his name,
He and our hero Guy McMann,
Were in a standoff one long day,
After hours of violent bloodshed,
Guy was tired of the fight,
So he drove an arrow straight through Murphy’s eye!

The PATRONS guffaw.

PIANIST, Cont’d
Black-Eyed Murphy!

PATRONS
(Cheering)
Black-Eyed Murphy!

PIANIST, Cont’d
Black-Eyed Murphy!
The West’s most vile villain, tried and true,
Well he sure don’t got no friends,
But until his cruel life ends,
Should he come across yours you won’t have none too!

The song comes to an end, and the PATRONS happily cheer for the PIANIST, who gives them a humble nod.

INT. GRAYROCK SALOON – SUNSET

5. JUST A STORY

The SALOON is empty now, save for the PIANIST, who is packing away his sheet music into a bag, and JENKINS, who is finishing putting away glasses behind the bar. JENKINS looks over to the PIANIST and watches him with intrigue.

JENKINS
Do you really just makes up them stories?

The PIANIST looks up at him and smiles.

PIANIST
I’m your singer, that’s about all I do.

JENKINS
You’re my pianist.

PIANIST
That’s just showmanship.

JENKINS
All you’d have to do is play from this.

He gestures to the piano.

JENKINS, Cont’d
But instead you give them fiction, too.




PIANIST
Well there ain’t nothing fictional ‘bout it;
There’s shootists, there’s good-guys, there’s crooks,
But the fact is we live in a place in the West,
Where those folks are in real life, not books.

JENKINS
So why not move away? Wouldn’t it be much better,
To sing to the folks who don’t live in the desert?

The PIANIST shakes his head.

JENKINS, Cont’d
To tell them the stories they don’t have to live?

PIANIST
But that’s just it; a story is all that it is.

JENKINS
But ain’t stories meant to be escapist?
The ones you tell, to them, are too real.

PIANIST
Nah, a story’s as real as you make it,
I just try to make mine fun to hear.

JENKINS
Out in the city there’s theatre, there’s shows.

The PIANIST chuckles.

PIANIST
I’d hardly see myself alongside the pros.

JENKINS
But the folks come through here, they’re just tryna relax,
You could be singing to a theatre that’s packed!

PIANIST
Now Jenkins, you know I don’t care about that,
I’m hardly fit for a Vaudeville act,
For my tales to outlive me is all I can ask,
I just like to hope that my characters last.

JENKINS smiles at him empathetically. JENKINS dons a top hat and heads over to the PIANIST. He places a gentle hand on his shoulder with a warm smile, then turns and heads out through the back.
The PIANIST continues sorting through his sheet music, looking proudly at the lyrics for Two Heroes.
Then suddenly, BAM! The door is thrown open and in storm CHELSEA PIERRE – dark clothes, long coat, stern – and GUY MCMANN – dirtied clothes, low-brimmed hat, rugged - both looking behind them with heavy frowns, guns drawn. They slam the door behind them.

6. YOU MIGHT WANT TO DUCK

PIANIST
(Shock)
What in the world is this?

MCMANN turns to him, as if only now noticing his presence.

MCMANN
Listen to me feller, Imma make this clear; you ain’t got much say in what a-happening here.

The PIANIST opens his mouth to speak.

MCMANN, Cont’d
We’ve seen folks shot, wounded, some of ‘em died, and in a matter of minutes the killer’s gon’ be outside, so get away from that window, put your game face on.

MCMANN gestures to the window behind the PIANIST, who nervously looks out of it. MCMANN leans in with a sly expression.

MCMANN, Cont’d
‘Cause if you don’t you prob’ly won’t stay alive for long.

PIERRE passes him, indignantly knocking his hat over his eyes as she goes, prompting him to chuckle.

PIERRE
McMann, keep your mouth shut; we don’t have time.

MCMANN perches himself on the bar, leans back, and tosses PIERRE a bottle of bourbon. She catches it and set it down on a table.

PIERRE, Cont’d
We need whiskey for the wounds and bullets for the fight...

PIERRE un-holsters her gun and inspects the barrel, then spins the chambers. MCMANN removes his overcoat and slings it over the bar. The PIANIST watches on, a little taken aback.

PIERRE, Cont’d
We need to barricade the door and block up the back,
So we can make sure we’re ready when Murphy attacks.

She tosses MCMANN a chair, and he props it up under the backdoor of the saloon. PIERRE turns to the PIANIST.

PIERRE, Cont’d
So, Mister, if you don’t feel like trying your luck,
Then get away from that window, and you might want to duck.

PIERRE removes her coat and sets it down on the back of a chair. The PIANIST timidly shuffles away from the window, then thinks to himself for a moment.

PIANIST
McMann and Murphy? I recognise those names...
You expect me to believe you’re from the songs I play?

He points to PIERRE sceptically.

PIANIST, Cont'd
So I suppose that would make you Chelsea Pierre, too?
Yeah, I doubt that what I sing about has somehow come true,
So if you don’t mind explaining, ‘cause I’m a little stuck,
Could one of you please tell me exactly who the f--

BOOM! A loud gunshot shatters the sky from outside, and a bullet flies through the window, hitting the PIANIST’S bag and popping it open, scattering his lyrics and sheet music across the floor of the SALOON.
PIERRE flips a table onto its side and ducks down behind it. The PIANIST scurries to hide beside the couch, and MCMANN ducks down behind the bar. PIERRE notices a Winchester rifle on display on the wall.

PIANIST
Where the hell did that come from? Was that a gunshot?

MCMANN rolls his eyes. PIERRE stands and darts over to the display.

MCMANN
Oh, for God’s sake, man, are you listening or not?

PIERRE takes down the rifle from the wall and ducks back behind the table.

PIERRE
Guy, get your ass in gear and get ready for the shooting,
‘Cause I won’t be happy with you if we end up getting wounded,
Don’t forget that you’re the reason we’re in this situation,
So could you please take it seriously, I’m losing my patience.

MCMANN
(Nonchalant)
This ain’t the first time we’ve dealt with Murphy in a bind...

MCMANN, staying low, goes over and hides beside PIERRE.

MCMANN
Keep your wits about you and we’ll be just fine

MURPHY (O.S.)
(Yelling)
Get your ass out here, McMann, and don’t make me wait!
I got killing to do and it’s getting kinda late!

MCMANN
(Humorous)
Are you sure you wouldn’t rather talk to Pierre?

PIERRE hits MCMANN in the shoulder, prompting a chuckle from him.

MURPHY (O.S.)
I ain’t in the mood for this, don’t make me come in there!

MCMANN turns to PIERRE and the PIANIST, the latter of whom is whimpering and desperately trying to crouch lower.

MCMANN
If you’ll both excuse me, Imma go wrap this up.

MCMANN stands and adjusts his hat. He takes a step towards the door, then looks back down at PIERRE and the PIANIST.

MCMANN, Cont’d
Oh, and as long as he’s out there you might want to duck.

MCMANN steps out of the SALOON. PIERRE looks over at the PIANIST, dismayed at his cowardice, and adjusts her position, peering carefully over the table and watching MCMANN through the window.

EXT. GRAYROCK - Continuous

MCMANN steps out into the town, his spurs rattling as he takes heavy steps over the dense, muddied sand.

7. FIRE!

Across the town stands BLACK-EYED MURPHY - tall, combative, eye-patch - silhouetted by the setting sun behind him, his hand held rigidly by his holstered gun. MCMANN’S hand instinctively brings itself around to the gun on his own hip. There is silence for a moment.

MURPHY
Obviously you are not too competent or you would not have come to this spot expecting not to get shot,
It’s been a while, McMann, I must admit I’m impressed,
I’ve had to track you down through shanty towns across the whole West.

MCMANN shrugs smugly, accepting the compliment.

MURPHY, Cont’d
But now I’ve got you, no more running, so I think it’d be best,
If you stand nice and still and I’ll make it quick and painless.

MCMANN scoffs.

MCMANN
Murphy, I don’t know where you get your self-assuredness,
See, slinging guns and fighting duels, well partner I was born for this,
You know they say I’ve got the fastest hand in all of the West...

MCMANN flourishes his revolver around his finger in an action so quick it isn’t discernable when he even un-holstered it.

MCMANN, Cont’d
Now you’ve killed innocents and Pinkertons and I’ve killed men for less,
You seriously think you’re ‘bout to walk away from this?
You only got one eye left and we got unfinished business.

MCMANN holsters his revolver again. MURPHY’S lip curls.

MURPHY
Unfinished business? Sure, that’s one way to put it,
Nah see, I’m after straight revenge, I hope you’re ready for a bullet,
You and them savages, you trapped me, I was riding alone,
And you disfigured me deliberately, left me to decompose,
And of course you played your little Christ routine pretending...

MCMANN rolls his eyes.

MURPHY, Cont’d
That you’d let me walk away if I just sought redemption,
You wanted me to take a chance at living honest and true?
I was Murphy, now I’m ‘Black-Eyed’ and the blame for that’s on you,
So you can keep pretending that you’re all altruistic,
But it doesn’t matter, ‘cause you had your shot and you missed it,
You gouged my eye out with an arrow; somehow I’m the antagonist?
Should’ve seen it coming seeing as you rode with the savages.

MCMANN
(Repulsed)
That day there was only one savage in that canyon.

MURPHY sneers and shakes his head.




MCMANN, Cont’d
You think that you were a victim just ‘cause your posse abandoned?
You should’ve known better than to lend them your faith,
Everybody knows the desert’s got no shortage of snakes,
And sure, I may have given you a shortage of eyes,
But you gave good as you got and all my friends paid the price.

MURPHY
Well everybody knows that you ain’t got no shortage of lip,
It ain’t hard to be a smart-ass with a gun on your hip,
But it makes me think: would you still be talking that shit,
If you didn’t have your gun could you depend on your wit?
You and your big fucking mouth, I bet it’s cost you some victories,
‘Cause how can you defend the needy without taking it seriously?
You don’t pay proper respect to all your competition,
Well, we’ll see how funny you are when you’re lying there twitching.

MCMANN
Look, let’s drop the pretence, we know what this is about,
This battle’s still gonna be going on when we’re not around,
There isn’t any guts or glory in shooting people the most,
This is bigger than simply just who lives and who don’t,
It’s about good and bad, about justice and vengeance,
Self defence ain’t no excuse when your attackers are your victims,
You kill, I save, but we both do it with a smile,
What is it exactly, you think, makes mine charming and your vile?
Do you know why it is that I’m funny and you ain’t?
It’s ‘cause no-one gives a shit what men like you have got to say.



MURPHY
And no-one gives a shit about anything you do,
My victims will stay dead, the folks you save will die too,
We’re cut from the same cloth, you remind me of this gun...

MURPHY un-holsters his gun, prompting a subtle flinch from MCMANN. MURPHY inspects the weapon, almost lovingly.

MURPHY, Cont’d
Except only one of you can say for sure that your deed was done,
See, life runs out but death only gets stronger,
So out of you and me it’s what I do that lasts longer,
You think a sob story ‘bout my victims is gonna make me cry?
I’m just freeing those poor souls and I do it with pride.

He holsters his gun again.

MCMANN
(Incredulous)
Who are you to decide where we should place our pride?
You and your posse, you run wild, people scared for their hide,
How could you ever understand what brings out pride in a man?
Your feeling only span how far a monster’s can,
Well that’s about the only thing that’s really monstrous about you,
See the problem is your lack of morals leads me to doubt you,
Standing there talking all the killing that you’re gonna do to me,
Why should I believe fighting words from a man with no integrity?

MURPHY adjusts the position of his legs and brings his hand much nearer his holstered gun. MCMANN does the same.

MURPHY
You want to see the superior fighter?
Go ahead, roll the dice, pull the hammer back, fire!

MCMANN and MURPHY both rapidly draw their pistols but, mid-draw, before either can fire, PIERRE shoots MURPHY’S out of his hand through the window.
MCMANN, a little disoriented by this, fires on MURPHY, who ducks down to grab his gun and begins rapidly firing at MCMANN, who retreats back into the SALOON.

INT. GRAYROCK SALOON - Continuous

8. STANDOFF

MCMANN crouches behind a support pillar and cocks his revolver. He looks over at PIERRE.

MCMANN
(Angered)
What the hell was that? God damn it, I had him!

PIERRE
No you didn’t, Murphy caught you off-balance and you panicked!

MURPHY (O.S.)
(Yelling)
McMann, you damn coward,
I ain’t finished with you!

MCMANN rolls his eyes.

MCMANN
(Disgruntled)
Oh, see, now it’s my fault.

PIERRE
(Hissing)
Would you just shut up and shoot!

MURPHY slams open the door. MCMANN fires a shot from around the edge of the pillar. As MURPHY turns his gun on MCMANN, PIERRE rises over the table and points her rifle at him, but MURPHY draws a second gun from behind his back and aims it at her. Both MCMANN and PIERRE have to duck back into cover to avoid shots from MURPHY. The PIANIST crawls, whimpering, into the far corner and guards his head with his arms.
Then, MCMANN and PIERRE spring out again, MURPHY with a gun trained on each, and each with a gun trained on MURPHY. They look between one another for a moment.

MURPHY
Look at the three of us,
The tension in between us,
Contention for pre-eminence,
Contempt fuelling our grievance.

They are all sidling into the more open space of the SALOON, guns still intently locked onto one-another.

MCMANN
You can’t expect to walk away,
You’re outgunned and outmanned.

MURPHY
(Humorous)
Well, you say that, don’t forget I’ve got one in each hand.

They all continue to look between each other, PIERRE and MCMANN nervous, each attempting to reassure the other, MURPHY smug and arrogant.
They are slowly circling, keeping each other at gunpoint and at equal distance.

PIERRE
Murphy, don’t forget what brought you here,
A battle that you lost,
Is laying down your life just to avenge your pride,
Really worth the cost?

MURPHY
It’s cost me everything already.

MCMANN
It’s cost us a lot more,
In your rampage all you’ve done is affirm what we’re fighting for.

MURPHY
(Resentful)
You want to talk about a rampage?
You’ve been outrageous in your campaign,
To rid the world of men like me,
Just to usher in a new age,
Trying to bury a history,
That’s your reason for existing,
You owe your life to our fight,
I’m just here to take what’s mine.

The tension is starting to build, MURPHY clearly becoming impatient, his arms tensing, readying for the shot. PIERRE and MCMANN are becoming uneasy, looking to each other more frequently.




MCMANN
Murphy, I won’t stand for this,
Your hate’s born out of madness,
I exist to stop you, not because of you,
Take responsibility for your injustices,
It’s not my fault you can’t exist without a war,
But it’s to late to live that way anymore,
Comprehend the concept of the future,
You’re just a relic now, time to move forth.

They’re all readying themselves now. There’s restlessness, but they all gain a new confidence. MCMANN and PIERRE switch from concern to determination. MURPHY’S lip curls, his shoulders tighten. All three hold their heads high.
In the corner, the cowering PIANIST notices and stands, his back firm against the wall.

MURPHY
There’s no escape from this.

MCMANN
Can’t walk away from this.

MCMANN & PIERRE
Now that we’re standing here on the precipice.

PIERRE
Countless other crimes.

MCMANN
Another hundred lives.

MCMANN & PIERRE
No telling what the cost could be if he survives.

MURPHY looks at them both with contempt.

MURPHY
Look me in the eye.

PIERRE
Look him in the eye.

	PIERRE
So you can see where to aim when you fire!
	
	MURPHY
So I can see your life slip away as you die!



The tension grows even more intense. All three bring the sights of their guns right up to their eyes, taking deadly aim, their entire bodies braced.
The PIANIST takes a step forwards, watching intently, his eyes darting between them all, his brow furrowed with concern.

MCMANN
This is the end!

PIERRE
This is the end!

MURPHY
I’ll have my vengeance!

MCMANN
It’s all led to this!
Time to stand tall!

PIERRE
Time to stand tall!

PIERRE & MCMANN
Who will win and who’ll fall?

	MCMANN
In a standoff!
	
	
PIERRE
In a standoff!



The PIANIST leaps into the middle of the trio, both of MURPHY’S shots hitting him. MCMANN and PIERRE each simultaneously land their shots on MURPHY.
MURPHY crashes back against the wall, dropping his pistols, and the PIANIST tumbles to the ground.
MCMANN kneels down beside the PIANIST, and PIERRE keeps her gun trained on MURPHY until he takes a final, guttural breath and his eyes glaze over. Then she, too, crouches beside the PIANIST.
The PIANIST places a hand on each of their shoulders, gasps for air, and then falls limp. MCMANN stands, removes his hat, and runs his hand through his hair.

9. HE DIED FOR US

PIERRE’S lips purse and her brow furrows. MCMANN replaces his hat and leans back on his heels, looking around at the havoc wrought in the SALOON.

MCMANN
Another death.
Another sacrifice, another dying breath.

He looks down at the PIANIST. PIERRE notices a page of the PIANIST’S lyrics beside him, wet with blood. She examines it

MCMANN
More collateral, more damage done, one more to rest.

PIERRE stands, and shows the lyrics to MCMANN. They both look taken aback, confused.

PIERRE
He died for us.
Claimed he dreamt us when he met us, recognised us.
And he cared for us so much he gave his life for us.


MCMANN & PIERRE
Called us songs he played.
Doesn’t make sense, yet his lyrics lay there on a page.
Told our stories, shared our exploits, gave us centre stage.

PIERRE slings the rifle over her shoulder. MCMANN crouches down, gently places his hat over the PIANIST’S eyes, picks up his revolver, stands, and holsters it.

MCMANN & PIERRE
Doesn’t matter now,
If he told the truth,
Thanks to him the future’s ours,
He gave his for me and you,
We owe him all we have,
And all we ever do,
Tomorrow we’ll be here,
Which means he will be too.

MCMANN
This is the end.
I wonder; does this mean Murphy got his revenge?
The final life we had left to save we failed to defend.

PIERRE
It isn’t right,
It was our fingers on the triggers but we’re still alive,
Pulled our hammers back and he’s the one who faced the fire.





MCMANN & PIERRE
Doesn’t matter now,
Who should feel the guilt,
It’s not our battle now,
It wasn’t our blood spilled,
The war is done at last,
After so many gone,
We put it in the past,
The future’s not where it belongs.

PIERRE grabs her coat, steps over MURPHY’S body, and heads out of the SALOON. MCMANN shrugs on his own coat, picks ups MURPHY’S hat, dons it, and follows her out of the SALOON, sparing the PIANIST one final, solemn glance.
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