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“"THE PERFECT CRIME”

TEASER
FADE IN:
INT. AN UNDERGROUND MINE

A MAN groans in pain, as the light of a lantern splits the
darkness. CLOSE ON -

KEVIN
(heavy whisper)
Jack, slow down. I - I can’'t
breathe.

PULL BACK to reveal Kevin Taylor and Jack Morgan (around 18
years) desperately making their way through the tunnel. Kevin
is obviously hurt bad ... He’s holding his side, and leaning
heavily onto Jack for support.

Jack is basically dragging him through the dark space. He
keeps looking over his shoulder, worried, scared.

JACK MORGAN
(urgent, a whisper)
... Just a little farther - we’'re
almost out.

They turn a corner, but Jack stops abruptly. Confused, they
look around as Jack holds the light out - towards the dark,
empty tunnel ahead.

KEVIN
Where are we?

Jack scans the tunnel. This route doesn’t look familiar.

JACK
I don’'t know. We gotta be close.

Kevin coughs, he’s losing his strength fast. Jack helps him
sit down against the wall.

JACK (CONT'D)
You rest ... I'1ll look around.

Kevin removes his hand from his vest, pure blood. He’'s been
shot in the chest.



CONTINUED:

KEVIN
Oh, Lord ...

But he’s heartened by the sight of Jack’s light coming back
down the tunnel.

KEVIN (CONT'D)
(heavy whisper)
Jack - did you find it?

No answer.

KEVIN (CONT'D)
Jack?

CLOSE ON THE LIGHT
As a revolver slowly rises.

We see the utter fear in Kevin’s eyes as he realizes that
it’s not Jack.

SMASH CUT TO:
KABOOM!
EXT. STONE’'S PORCH - DAY

Finch nearly jumps off his stool, as the EXPLOSION from the
mine behind him ROCKS the town.

Stone hardly moves a muscle, as he concentrates on his next
move. They are playing a game of CHESS. Stone’s in his
upholstered wing back chair.

STONE
Dale Parker, over at the Sentinel,
says you won’t give him an
interview.

FINCH
(concentrating)
I don’'t do interviews.

STONE
He says people are curious about
you. They don’t understand the
difference between a detective,
and a Peace Officer.



CONTINUED:

FINCH
... I don't do interviews.

There’s a beat. Stone just looks at him - moves his Knight.

STONE
You are curious, Finch.

Perhaps it’s the way he said it; Finch’s eyes slowly rise
after he moves his Knight into position.

FINCH
What do you mean by that?

Stone makes his move.

STONE
Nothing ... It’s about time to
spell those guards over at the
mining office, isn’t it?

Finch checks his watch, sure enough. He stands up.

FINCH
Don’t touch that board. I’'ll be
back in ten minutes.

That’s when Stone gets up to stretch, notices an ELDERLY MAN
setting up his transit for a land survey.

With curiosity, Stone notes the official seal on the
buckboard: “U.S.G.S.D.” Stone steps outside to make small
talk with the surveyor.

CUT TO:
EXT. MINER STREET (OFF STONE’'S PORCH) - SAME DAY
STONE
... Afternoon.

The GENT turns with a smile. He’s a pleasant soul, slight
build, gentle. He’'s wearing a beard and a wide brimmed hat
for the sun. He has a slight limp, or infirmity.

THE MAN
Hello.

STONE
I don’t believe we've met. Jared Stone.



CONTINUED:

THE MAN
Keller. Irving Keller.

Irving pulls off his hat in humble respect for the badge, and
they shake. Stone turns to look at all the equipment in his

wagon.

STONE
U.5.G.S.D?

TRVING
United States Geographical Survey
Department.
(Stone looks at him)
.+« I'm a Map Maker.

Stone approves. But suddenly, just down the street, he hears
someone shouting.

VIC SIMMONS
Not like that! You gotta lean in
there - stick it waaaaay down!

Stone and the gent exchange a curious look: VIC SIMMONS is
holding the door to a nearby outhouse open - and he’s giving

someone inside holy hell.

STONE
Would you excuse me, Mr. Keller?

Keller nods, inwardly amused, and goes back to his transit.

ANOTHER ANGLE

VIC SIMMONS
That’'s it. Work it. Take it deep -
deeper!

Stone approaches the outhouse (on outhouse row) with morbid
curiosity. Reluctantly, he draws closer, but stays just this
side of the door, not wanting to intrude on the person’s

privacy inside.

STONE
(self-conscious)
Vic, what are you doing?

VIC SIMMONS
Huh? Oh, hey, Marshal.
(beat)
(MORE)



CONTINUED: (2)
VIC SIMMONS (CONT'D)
I got out of mining. Too damn
dangerous ... and dirty.

Stone just looks at him. Vic is wearing an orange cover-all.
As he swings the outhouse door closed, a wooden barrel is
revealed with a hand pump and a hose on it: the sign reads:

“Smiling Simmons Sucking Septic Service”

VIC
The Mayor gave me the contract to
service all the earth closets in
town.

STONE'S POV - INSIDE THE OUTHOUSE

Peeking through the door, Stone sees a MAN inside bent over,
working the “hole.” He’'s feeding the large hose down into the
sewage, while Vic turns a crank to pump it into the barrel.
Thus, the sucking part of the septic service.

STONE
(to the man in the
outhouse)
... Babbles?

Meet BABBLES, mid thirties. Babbles doesn’t talk much - in

fact, even when he does nobody can understand him. Mentally,
he’s about six years old. But he likes Stone, so he’s happy
to see him. He mutters something incomprehensible and grins.

VIC SIMMONS
He says hi.

Stone just looks at him - he gathered that much. But Stone’s
weak stomach instantly rebels when he gets a whiff of
Babble’s gloves and clothes. He steps back, grimaces. Stone
looks at Vic.

STONE
This isn’t right, Vic.

VIC SIMMONS
What ain’t right?

STONE
Babbles. How come he’'s got the sh -
... dirty job?

VIC SIMMONS
Because I'm the boss and he’s the
employee.

(MORE)



CONTINUED: (3)
VIC SIMMONS (CONT'D)

I hired him away from Luci'’s fair
and square. Even gave him a raise
and a promotion.

STONE
(highly skeptical)
A promotion?

VIC SIMMONS
Yep. He’'s the Director of
Excavation now.

Stone just glares at him. Vic frowns, lowers his voice and
eases the door to the outhouse shut. (He doesn’t want Babbles

to hear.)

VIC SIMMONS (CONT'D)
... Well, he ain’t complaining.
Besides, Babbles don’t know any
better. This is a big opportunity
for one of his kind.

There’s no malice in Vic’s analysis, that’s just the way
society sees it.

STONE
‘One of his kind?’

VIC SIMMONS
(shifting his weight, a
bit awkward)
Well, you know what I mean.

STONE
Yeah, Vic ... I'm afraid I do.

VIC SIMMONS
(defensive)

At least I'm paying more than Luci
did.

STONE
Well whatever it is, it’s not enough.

Stone turns away, disgusted.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Suddenly, Detective Finch, and another MAN hustle through the
unfinished walls of the porch, looking for Stone.



CONTINUED: (4)

FINCH
Stone!

STONE
What?

The man with Finch is Ted Grady, of the Silver Star Mining
Company.

TED GRADY
(urgent, breathless)
I've been robbed!

STONE
Robbed?

TED GRADY
(spitting mad)
And this so-called big city
detective you put in charge of
security let it happen!

Grady points at Finch - but the look in Finch'’s eyes is
anything but reaffirming.

FINCH

It’s true. The Silver Star Mining
company has been robbed.

END TEASER



ACT ONE
FADE IN:
INT. THE SILVER STAR MINING OFFICE - DAY

The crime scene; we’'re CLOSE on a finger print brush, dusting
powder on the combination wheel of the safe. The door is
open, and the safe is empty.

PULL BACK to reveal that Ted Grady, beside himself, is
pacing.

TED GRADY
Twenty thousand dollars - gone ...
I'm ruined.

Stone knows there is very little he can say until they have
some facts. He takes a knee beside Finch.

STONE
Well?

But Finch’s face registers his disappointment -

FINCH
(lowers his voice)
No finger prints. No acids or
corrosives were used - no
explosives, or pry bars ...

There’s a beat.

STONE
Hall safes are supposed to be the
best.

FINCH

They are; very few people in the
world could crack this safe.

Stone nods, looks around the mining office.

STONE
No sign of forced entry. Nothing
out of place; bars on all the
windows, guards, front and back.

FINCH
Both guards said only one person’s
been inside the building today ...



CONTINUED:

Stone follows Finch’s eyes to Grady. Enough said.
ANOTHER ANGLE

STONE
Ted, you said you’re the only
person in the company who knows the
combination to this safe?

TED GRADY
That'’s right.

STONE
It’s not written down where an
employee might have seen it?

TED GRADY
Absolutely not.
(wary)
Why?

There’s a beat, as Stone and Finch look directly at him.

FINCH
Like you said, Mr. Grady; you're
the only one who knows the
combination.

There’s a beat, then Grady explodes - grabs Finch by the
collar!

GRADY
Why you son of a -

Although Grady is bigger, Finch breaks his hold with a
martial arts move and spins Grady onto the top of a nearby
desk, holding his arm behind his back.

GRADY (CONT'D)
hhl(in pain)
Ahh!

Finch applies even more pressure.
FINCH
It’s Sunday. Why did you come to

the office?

GRADY
Marshal, I -



CONTINUED: (2)

STONE
Just answer the question, Ted.

GRADY
I was on my way to church - I
forgot my pocket watch!
(beat)
It’s in my desk ...

Stone searches the drawer; sure enough. He holds the pocket
watch up. Realizing that he’s telling the truth, Finch lets
him go.

GRADY (CONT'D)
(to Stone)
Accusing me isn’t going to get you
off the hook, Stone. You told me
Finch was the man for this job ...

Grady glares at Stone and Finch as he adjusts his coat and
hat.

GRADY (CONT'D)
(still fuming)
When word of this gets out, you're
the one who'’s going to be answering
questions. Like where the hell were
you when the Silver Star was being
robbed in broad daylight!

Message received. Grady stomps out the door. There’s a quiet
beat; Finch looks at Stone, knowing that words and excuses
are pointless.

As we leave the frame, we see the guilt and deep regret in
Finch’s eyes as he turns back to his work.

CUT TO:
EXT. THE SILVER STAR MINING COMPANY - DAY

Forensic kit at his side, Finch is combing the exterior of
the building, he has marked a small section off with a rope.

He’'s looking at footprints that lead half way down the side
of the building - then disappear.

KATIE
Finch ...
(he turns)
I just heard.

10.



CONTINUED:

FINCH
I'm sure everyone has by now.

His comment isn’t filled with self-pity, so much as it is
filled with anger - at himself.

KATIE
Is there anything I can do?

Finch stops, looks at her.

FINCH
Yes. You can loan me twenty

thousand dollars.
Katie smiles, and so does Finch - reluctantly. Katie is
into his preoccupation with the footprints.

KATIE
What are we looking for?
FINCH
Clues ... Anything.
KATIE

What do you have so far?

Finch points to the prints.

FINCH
Come with me ...

ANOTHER ANGLE
Finch and Katie walk around the building to the back

FINCH (CONT'D)
When I started working for
I was young, and rather

Pinkerton,
brash.

KATIE
- You?

Finch stops, looks at her.

FINCH

(flat)

Hard to believe, I know.

Katie smiles.

11.

drawn



CONTINUED: (2)

FINCH (CONT'D)
Armed with all the new forensic
techniques, I was convinced that no
criminal in the world could elude a
modern detective - and I said as
much in the press.

Katie’s smile diminishes, realizing the mistake.

KATIE
You didn’'t -

FINCH
I did. But the comment was taken
out of context - and it read as if
I said that I was unbeatable.

Finch stops to look at a footprint - nothing.

FINCH (CONT'D)
Anyway, shortly after the article
came out, Pinkertons were hired to
provide security for the Brandon
Jewelry collection. But sometime
during the day - a Sunday - the
museum was broken into, the safe
was cracked, and the jewels and the
thief disappeared without a trace.

KATIE
Let me guess; you were in charge?

FINCH
Good guess.

Finch and Katie round the back of the building.

FINCH (CONT'D)
The Brandon heist was pulled by a
master safe cracker. It’s still
known in Chicago as a perfect
crime.

KATIE
So what happened? Did you get the
blame?
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CONTINUED: (3)

FINCH
That’'s putting it mildly. A few
weeks later, I got a letter - from
the thief - expressing his
disappointment in my ‘so-called’
modern detective work.

KATIE
He was taunting you?!

No words are necessary; Finch just sets his jaw.

KATIE (CONT'D)
Finch, do you believe the robbery
in Chicago, and here, are
connected?

Finch silently points to his proof ...
THE AREA ARQOUND THE SIDE WINDOW OF THE MINING COMPANY

Is already roped off; Finch’s camera sits on a tripod,
pointed at the glass.

ON THE WINDOW - KATIE'S POV

In the corner of the dusty glass, a small symbol has been
drawn by someone’s finger - on the inside of the glass.

KATIE (CONT'D)
... What is it?

CLOSE ON THE SYMBOL it is the shape of a human eye.

FINCH
A private eye.

Katie frowns, puzzled.

KATIE
I don't get it.

FINCH
That’'s what Alan Pinkerton liked to
call us ... A watchful eye that
never closes is the company logo.
“... We never sleep”.

Katie looks at it again - sure enough. It’s an eye. But far
from filled with dread, she’s excited.
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CONTINUED: (4)

KATIE

Does Marshal Stone know?
FINCH

Oh, yes ... He also raised an

interesting theory.

Finch turns to the dusty symbol on the window.
FINCH (CONT'D)

This is personal: the thief is

telling me he knows I'm a former

Pinkerton.
Leave the frame on the enigmatic symbol on the window.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE BACK ROAD ATOP SILVER CITY - LATE DAY
Two miners are riding a buckboard back to the mining camp
when they are startled by the sight of a man in lying in the
scrub. Reacting to the body -

RUSSEL BROWN
Fred, pull up a minute.

They cautiously approach foot sticking out of the scrub.
ANOTHER ANGLE

As they push back the brush, the miners find a MAN, lying
just down the embankment; it looks as if he tried to make it
to the road, but couldn’t.

THE YOUNG MAN

Nineteen years old (and probably a miner by the way he’s
dressed) 1is unconscious.

RUSSEL
He’s all shot up.

FRED
Let’s get him into the wagon.

CUT TO:
EXT. MARSHAL STONE’'S OFFICE - SAME DAY

Rushing, Fred drives the wagon right up to the steps -
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CONTINUED:

FRED
(urgent - calling)
Marshal Stone! Marshal Stone!

Seconds later, Stone appears in the threshold of the door,
concerned.

STONE'S POV

Below, in the back of the buckboard, the YOUNG MINER is
laying in a small pool of blood. Russel is tending to his
wounded leg - worried.

RUSSEL
We found him in the scrub - on the
side of the road.

STONE
Well what are you waiting for? Get
him over to Doc'’s.

RUSSEL
We tried. Doc’s out at Troyer'’s
delivering a baby. This guy’s
bleeding to death, Marshal. I can’t
stop it...
Stone looks up the street - sees Katie’s sign.
STONE
Get him over to Katie’s then - and
throw a tourniquet on that leg!

As Fred hits the reigns, Russel uses his kerchief for the
tourniquet. Stone hustles down the boardwalk to keep up

CUT TO:
INT. KATIE'S MORTUARY - SAME

Stone holds the door as Fred and Russel carry the wounded
young miner to a table.

One look, and Katie knows this is bad.

KATIE
... Put him over there.

She immediately grabs his wrist for a pulse.

She taps his cheek, lifts one of his eye lids ...



CONTINUED:

KATIE (CONT'D)

Hey ... can you hear me?

(no answer, to Stone)
What happened?

STONE
Looks like he was robbed - ambushed
on the road. These boys found him.

Katie has zeroed-in on the severity of the bleeding in his
leg. She checks his eyes, dilated and fixed.

KATIE
He’'s lost a lot of blood. Somebody
get Finch. Tell him to hurry.

Stone gives the nod, and Fred is out the door, running. As
Katie tends to the victim ...

STONE
(low tone, to Russel)
Russ, did you see anything?

RUSSEL
No, sir.

Katie looks up, worried.

KATIE
He’'s been shot twice - once in the
ribs, once in the leg. But it’s the
leg that’s bad - he’s bleeding to
death.

Katie’s anxiety builds as she realizes that this young man’s
life is in her hands.

STONE
Can you stop it?
KATIE
I don't know ...
(frustrated)

He needs a surgeon, not a

mortician.

Finch enters, breathless. He looks at the victim, the profuse
amount of blood, then at Katie.



CONTINUED: (2)

KATIE (CONT'D)
(to Finch)
The bullet must’ve nicked the
artery.

Finch is already rolling up his sleeves -
FINCH
Cut the leg off then - immediately.
It’s the only way.

Katie looks into Jack’s face; we see the pain and fear in her
eyes.

KATIE
No - I think I can stitch it.
FINCH
(dubious)
An artery - under that much blood
pressure?
KATIE

It can be done. I've seen it.
(she looks at him)

Finch, look at his face - he’s

practically a kid. I can’t just

cut off his leg. I have to try.

Finch won’t argue. Katie turns the tourniquet over to him.

KATIE (CONT'D)
Hold this - I’'1ll get my kit.

Finch checks the victim’s pulse.

FINCH
Hurry ... He’'s barely got a pulse.

CUT TO:
EXT. KATIE'S MORTUARY - SAME
Stone is waiting anxiously on the porch. He turns to look

through the window at Katie and Finch, now operating on the
young man.

17.



INT. KATIE'S MORTUARY - SAME

Sweat beads on Finch’s forehead, just watching Katie stitch
the delicate artery is nerve racking. A spritz of blood
shoots into the air.

KATIE

More pressure, Finch!
FINCH

I'm trying ...

A few more stitches and Katie lifts her hands away. There’s a
beat, as she reaches into her kit and hands Finch a small,
but jagged hand saw.

KATIE
If the stitches don’t hold we’ll
have to move fast.

Finch looks at her, realizing that she wants him to do it.

FINCH
... I've never done it before.

KATIE
Just cut straight - and bear down;
once you get through the bone, back

off until I can re-clamp the
artery.

Finch nods that he’s ready.
KATIE (CONT'D)
Okay. Let the pressure off -
slowly.
CLOSE ON KATIE & FINCH
As they wait, breathless, to see if the stitches will hold.
ANOTHER ANGLE

Slowly, gradually, FINCH turns to Stone in the window and
nods. The kid’s going to make it.

Leave the frame on Katie'’s relief - realizing that she saved
him - and his leg.

CUT TO:

18.



INT. KATIE'S GUEST ROOM - NIGHT
Katie tucks her patient into bed. Finch looks on ...

FINCH
It’s kind of strange to see you
working on someone who’'s still
breathing.

The irony doesn’t escape Katie. But right now she’s too
worried to smile.

KATIE
Let’s hope it stays that way.

Finch looks at the clock -

FINCH
It’'s late. Would you like me to sit
up with him so you can get some
rest?

KATIE
Oh, I couldn’t sleep. I want to
keep an eye on his fever.

Finch smiles - touched by the way she’s holding the young
man’s hand.

FINCH
I'll look in on you in the morning.

Katie nods, and Finch turns for the door.

KATIE
Finch ...
(he turns)
Thanks.

Finch exits. Leave the frame on Katie, as she applies a cold
compress to her patient’s forehead.

CUT TO:
EXT. MAIN STREET - SILVER STAR MINING CO. - DAY
Stone exits the Mining Company, then wishes he hadn’t; TWO

ANGRY MINING EXECUTIVES are just walking up. He turns to go
the other way, but -

19.



CONTINUED:

HARLAN CLARK
Stone - we want to talk to you.

Slowly, Stone turns; sets his jaw.

STONE
I told you, Harlan - this one’s
gonna take some time.

HARLAN CLARK
You’'ve had enough time! What the
hell are you people doing to get
our money back?

STONE
I've wired the police in Denver,
and every sheriff’s office along
the front range - when those
thieves start spending the money,
we’'ll know.

HARLAN CLARK
Not good enough. We hold you
personally responsible for this,
you know.

Stone looks at him, angry; he’s finally had enough. But Finch
steps out of the mining office to stand with the Marshal.

FINCH
Gentlemen ... If anyone’s
responsible, it’s me.

There’s a beat, as all eyes turn to Mr. Finch.

ROBERT DRAKE
As for you, Mr. Finch, your
reputation in this town is ruined.
If T have my way, you’ll never work
in Colorado again.

Finch takes his medicine, but doesn’t so much as blink with
self pity.

STONE
Feels for Finch, but they both know there is nothing he can

do, or say. The executive was right. Unless Finch solves the
crime, he’s ruined.

20.



CONTINUED: (2)

As the impromptu meeting breaks up, we can see by the look on
Finch’s face, that frustration has turned to despair.

FINCH
I've been over every inch of this
building ... Other than the size 8

footprints that lead nowhere, and
the Pinkerton logo in the window,
he didn’'t leave a clue as to how
the thief did it. As far as I'm
concerned, it’s a perfect crime.

STONE
That doesn’t help, Finch.

FINCH
I only meant -

STONE
I know what you meant. But a lot of
miners in this town aren’t going to
get paid now ... We let them down,
and that’s unacceptable.

Stone walks away. Leave the frame on Finch, embittered with
resolve, as Ted Grady comes out of the office to nail a flyer
to the side of the building. It reads:
“REWARD: $1,000 CASH FOR THE STOLEN MONEY”

CUT TO:
INT. KATIE’'S MORTUARY - DAY
Katie enters with a bowl of fresh water to clean and dress
her young patient’s wounds. She’s surprised and relieved to

see that he’s awake.

KATIE
Well, hello there.

STRANGER
Hello.

He looks around; sees an old funeral parlor sign leaning
against the closet.

STRANGER (CONT'D)
W-where am I?

21.



CONTINUED:

KATIE
My funeral parlor.

Katie is amused by his worried look, but offers no
explanation.

KATIE (CONT'D)
I'm Katie Owen.

He extends his arm to shake, but the bullet hole in his ribs
curbs that real quick.

STRANGER
0o ... I'm Jack Morgan.

Jack tries to get up, but he’s too weak. He eases back down
in great pain.

KATIE
You’'re not going anywhere for a
while. You’'ve lost a lot of blood.
You need to take it easy.
(beat)
Do you remember what happened?

Jack hesitates - but it’s hard to tell if he’s holding back,
or honestly uncertain.

JACK MORGAN
... I don’'t remember anything.
(beat, troubled)
I can’t just lay here. I’'ve got to

go -
He tries to get up again, but this time Katie stops him.

KATIE
Jack, you don’'t seem to understand;
you’'re lucky to be here; that leg
wound is bad - you could easily pop
the stitches if you aren’t careful.
... Besides, you might make me look
bad.

JACK MORGAN
What do you mean?
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CONTINUED: (2)

KATIE
(slow smile)
I don’'t want people to know I lost
the first patient I ever operated
on.

Jack swallows hard. He looks under the sheet - at his leg.

JACK MORGAN
I was your first?

KATIE
(amused)
Don’t worry - it’s all there.

(beat)
You get some rest. Is there anybody
you want me to notify - tell them
you’'re okay?

JACK MORGAN
Oh, um, no - nobody.

He looks away. Katie waits, but she can tell he doesn’t want
to talk about it, so she doesn’t push.

KATIE
You rest then ... just holler if
you need me. I won't be far.

Uneasy, Jack forces a smile and lays back. But as Katie
exits, we can see that he’s plenty worried.

CUT TO:

INT. STONE'S OFFICE - SAME

Stone is at his desk when he hears more arguing from Vic
Simmons behind the office.

VIC SIMMONS (0O.S.)
It’s mine damn you - turn loose of
it!

Stone’s in no mood for Vic to disturb the peace. He storms
out the back door -

CUT TO:
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EXT. STONE’'S PORCH - SAME

Stone exits and walks straight up to Vic’s shit-wagon to
find ...

VIC SIMMONS
Babbles, you lame-brained idiot!
You work for me. That means
everything in these outhouses is
mine - now let go!

STONE 'S POV
Vic and Babbles (in his wet rubber gloves) are fighting a tug-

of-war over one of two bags - moneybags - clearly marked
SILVER STAR MINING CO.

the ground between them.
Leave the frame on Stone’s pleased expression.

FADE OUT.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
FADE IN:
INT. SILVER STAR MINING COMPANY OFFICE - SAME

As Stone, Finch and Ted Grady finish counting the pile of
money, Grady can’t believe it.

TED GRADY
It’s all here - every dollar.

Stone can hardly believe it either; he slaps Finch on the
back.

STONE
This calls for a drink. Ted, lock
that booty up. Finch is buying.

Stone turns for the door. But Finch doesn’t. It’s pretty
plain that he’s relieved, but far from satisfied.

STONE (CONT'D)
(turns, looks at him)
What'’s wrong? You should be happier
than anyone. You’'re off the hook!

FINCH

Through no good deed of my own.
STONE

Huh?
FINCH

Recovering that money was pure
luck. We still don’t know who did
it, or how.

STONE
Yeah, well, when I'm holding a full
house, I don’'t question the dealer.

But Finch holds his ground. To Stone’s utter frustration
Finch begins to recount the facts.

FINCH
It was very shrewd of the thieves
to stash the money until the heat
was off - but the very fact that he
did, means he’s still in town.
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CONTINUED:

True. Stone has to consider this (even though he clearly
doesn’t want to).

ANOTHER ANGLE

Just then Vic Simmons enters the mining company office.
Everyone immediately frowns at the smell of his clothes.

VIC SIMMONS
I'm here for the re-ward money.

STONE'S POV

He watches Babbles hold short of coming in; he takes a seat
on the steps and rests his chin in his hands, dejected.
Obviously, Vic got the best of their argument over who gets
to claim the reward.

TED GRADY
My pleasure, Vic.

Ted begins to count out the money. Crisp, green bills.

VIC SIMMONS
I'm just glad I could get the money
back.

Stone turns -

STONE (0.S.)
el I

Vic turns to find Stone standing right behind him,
incredulous.

VIC SIMMONS
Well, Babbles and me.

STONE
I'm glad you feel that way, Vic.

Just as Vic reaches for the stacks of bills (a thousand
dollars) Stone sweeps the money into his own hand.

VIC
Hey!

STONE
This reward goes to the person who
found it ... Was that you, Vic?



CONTINUED: (2)

Vic shifts his weight, uneasy.

VIC SIMMONS
Well in a manner of speaking.

STONE
You said the money was hidden under
the bench in one of the privies you
were working in.

VIC SIMMONS
That’s right.

STONE
From what I’'ve seen, that sounds
like the ’‘Director of Excavation’s’
job.

Stone glances at Babbles again: he looks so forlorn and
dejected it could break your heart.

VIC SIMMONS
Well ... yeah, but -

STONE
(interrupts)
But nothing.

Vic steps up, as if to take it out of his hand, but one look
from Stone convinces him otherwise.

VIC
(mumbles, to himself)
This ain’t right ... It just ain’t

right.
Stone turns to exit.
EXT. THE MINING OFFICE - SAME DAY
Stone leans down and lays a fistful of cash in Babbles’ lap;

BABBLES just looks at it, unable to breathe - a stack of
money filling both hands.

STONE
(he winks)
Finders - keepers.
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ANOTHER ANGLE
Stone looks up to see Finch and Vic Simmons watching.

STONE (CONT'D)
This case 1is closed - who wants to
join me for a drink at Miss Luci’s?

But their dour faces convince Stone otherwise.

STONE (CONT'D)
Never mind. I’'1ll go alone.

Stone turns for Ms. Luci’s, Grady comes outside, reminding
Finch that he has one last question for the Marshal.

FINCH
Stone, given the fact that this
safe has been compromised, and the
thief is probably still in the
vicinity, I think it would be wise
to put the money in the bank.

STONE
Good idea. Any problem with that,
Ted?
Grady shakes his head no.
FINCH
And for the time being, I think it
would be best if the whereabouts of
the money stays between us.
Agreed.
CUT TO:
EXT. THE BOARDWALK - DAY

As Stone, Finch and Katie exit the Marshal'’s office, a MAN
walks up to purchase a newspaper.

We do not see his face as he drops a nickel into a cup and
lifts today’s headline off the stack, but we do get the
message that he’s particularly interested in the feature
article.

“Owens Saves Ambushed Miner.”

CUT TO:
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INT. KATIE'S PLACE - DAY
Katie shows Stone and Finch to Jack’s room.

KATIE
Remember, he’s real weak. So keep
it short.

Finch and Stone approach Jack, who notes his badge.

KATIE (CONT'D)
Jack, this is Marshal Stone, and
Detective Finch.

They shake.

JACK MORGAN
How do you do?

Katie smiles - she likes this kid - so young, so polite.

FINCH
I think the question is how do you
do?

JACK MORGAN
I'm gettin’ there - thanks to
Katie.

STONE
Do you know who bushwhacked you?

JACK MORGAN
No, sir. All I remember is walking
back to my tent after working my
claim up on Red Mountain. Far as I
know, two guys jumped me.

STONE
Were you packing any ore or gold
dust?

JACK MORGAN
No, sir. I'm flat busted.

STONE
Where are you from?

JACK MORGAN
Hays, Kansas. I just moved here.
Thought I’'d try my luck mining.
(MORE)
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CONTINUED:
JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
(sheepishly)
But the truth is, I'm not sure I'd
know gold or silver ore if I
stubbed my toe on it.

Stone smiles sympathetically - he knows Jack is probably just
another wide-eyed kid who came looking for glory, but got
nothing but grief.

Beads of sweat are forming on Jack’s face; he coughs, and
Katie steps in, puts her hand on his forehead.

KATIE
He’'s burning up. Sorry, Marshal,
but you’ll have to finish this
later.

STONE
Just one more question ... You
workin’ that claim alone?

There’'s a beat. Jack hesitates; looks between Finch and
Stone.

JACK MORGAN
Yes, sir. Just me.

Stone nods.

STONE
You get some rest. We’'ll talk
later.

Grateful, Jack nods. Stone and Finch exit.
ON JACK

But now that Stone is gone, we can clearly see that he’s
troubled.

JACK MORGAN
Katie, would you bring me my
clothes? I gotta find someone -
a friend of mine.

KATIE
Absolutely not. You’'re in no shape
to be going anywhere yet.

Jack starts to get up anyway, but can’t. He’s too weak. He
looks at Katie, and she realizes that he’s distraught.
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CONTINUED: (2)

She also suspects that there’s more to Jack Morgan than meets
the eye.

KATIE (CONT'D)
... Must be a good friend?

No answer necessary; she can see the truth in his eyes.

Jack hesitates now, he seems to know he’ll have to trust her
if he’s going to get her to help.

JACK MORGAN
His name’s Kevin Mitchell. We were
together when we got jumped. I'm
worried sick about him.

KATIE
Why didn’t you tell Marshal Stone?

JACK MORGAN
I wanted to but ... I couldn’t.

Katie waits, as Jack forces himself to confess, to trust her.

JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
Me and Kevin are wanted men.

Katie doesn’t smile, but it’s close; with a face like Jack’s,
it’s hard to believe he’s ever stolen anything - other than a
kiss from his sweetheart.

KATIE
(skeptical)
... Wanted men, huh?

JACK MORGAN
(serious as a grave)
We stole some horses outside of
Hays, and tried to sell them. But a
brand inspector caught us, so we
ran. That’s why I can’t tell the
Marshal.

KATIE
Jack, you made a mistake. It’s not
the end of the world. The Marshal
may be able to help you.

JACK MORGAN
But what if he won’'t - or can’t?
Then what?
(no answer)
(MORE)



CONTINUED: (3)
JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
They hang horse thieves in Hays,
Katie. I've seen it.
(beat)
Me and Kev were gonna start a ranch
with the gold we found ..

Jack hesitates - seems to know it’s a pipe dream now.

JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
I guess all we really wanted was a
place to start over.

Once again Jack struggles to upright himself.

JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
I can’t just lay here. I need to
find him. He needs my help.

Katie gently puts her hand against his shoulder to keep him
down. He’s hardly in a position to resist.

JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
Please ...

KATIE
If you’'ll promise to lie back down
and rest, I'll see what I can find
out.

JACK MORGAN
What about the Marshal?

There’s a beat, as Katie considers her options.
KATIE
For the time being, I won'’t say
anything.
Grateful, Jack lays back.

As we leave the frame, we see by the troubled, yet touched
look in Katie’s eyes - she feels for the kid.

CUT TO:
INT. LUCI'S SALOON - LATE DAY
Finally, that celebration drink. Stone bellies up to the bar.

STONE
Whiskey.
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RALPH
Sorry, Marshal - we’'re sold out.

Dumbfounded, Stone stares at him.

STONE
Sold Out? How can a saloon be out
of whiskey?

Just as Ralph is about to answer ... he’s interrupted by a
loud RUCKUS outside. SHOOTING. LAUGHING. HOLLERING. And it’s
coming from Miner’'s Street out back.

STONE (CONT'D)
Now what?

RALPH
That’'s Babbles.
(slow smile)
He’'s throwing a little party - at
his igloo out back.

STONE
Party?

RALPH
Yeah - he invited the whole town.

STONE 'S POV

Come to think of it, the saloon is empty. Stone turns to get
to the bottom of it.

RALPH (CONT'D)
You want a beer -

STONE
(snaps)
No!
He exits.
CUT TO:
EXT. MINER'S STREET - SAME
Stone can’t believe it; the booze is flowing like water.

Several dozen miners are partying in the street. And leading
the charge is their host ... Babbles.
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VARIOUS ANGLES

Babbles is holding court in front of his home; a place Stone
has dubiously named ‘The Igloo’ which is basically a four
foot high hut built out of mud bricks into the side of the
hill ...

ON STONE

Watching Babbles pay Luci for a bottle (she’s handing out
whiskey bottles from a case) it’s suddenly clear how Babbles
intends to spend his reward money; buying booze - and
friends.

Stone begins to physically man-handle some of the drunks,
pointing them down the street away from the Igloo.

STONE
Alright, boys, party’s over. Go
on home before I decide to start
writing tickets.

Miners begin to grab whiskey bottles from Luci, reluctantly
head down the street. Stone turns to Luci ...

STONE (CONT'D)
Sorry, Luce - this well’s gone dry.

LUCI
Oh, no ... I'm not leaving until T
get paid. Babbles owes me for forty
bottles of whiskey.

STONE
He’'s good for it. I’'ll see to it.

Luci’s reluctant, but a soft ‘give me a break’ look from
Stone convinces her otherwise. She picks up her empty box and
walks back to the saloon.

ANOTHER ANGLE
Stone turns to Babbles, who is now leaning against his igloo,
stinking drunk, but filled with bliss. He has a fist full of

cash in one hand - and an empty bottle in the other.

STONE (CONT'D)
Babbles ... Where'’s your money?

Babbles proudly shows him his fist and a few bills fall out.
Stone picks them up.
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STONE (CONT'D)
Where’'s the rest?

Babbles mutters something incoherent - and points inside his
igloo.

STONE (CONT'D)
Show me.

Stone basically bends him over, and shoves him inside.

A moment later, Babbles re-emerges holding a pillow and a
cigar box. It’s filled with cash. Stone can only shake his
head.

STONE (CONT'D)
Babbles, you can’t keep this kind
of cash under your pillow - it’s
not safe. Do you understand?

Babbles nods yes, but his bloodshot eyes say no.

STONE (CONT'D)
One of these cut-throats will bash
your skull in and walk off with it.

Babbles mutters something - Stone tries to understand, but
it’s no use.

STONE (CONT'D)
Now listen, I’'m gonna take your
money to my office and lock it up.
Tomorrow we’ll get you a bank
account. Deal?

Babbles agrees, but his carefree smile doesn’t last long; for
suddenly his complexion has gone from rosy red cheeks, to
green gills ... Feeling the violent urge to vomit, he throws
himself to the side of the igloo to be sick.

STONE (CONT'D)
(sympathetic)
That’s the price you pay for being
one of the boys. G’'night, Babbles.
Stone turns and walks away.

CUT TO:
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EXT. FINCH'S LAB - SAME
OMNISCIENT POV
As twilight approaches, and people pass on the boardwalk,
a gloved hand slips an envelope into the crack of Finch’s
door ...
ON THE ENVELOPE
It reads - in typed letters: ‘Detective Finch’

CUT TO:
EXT. MARSHAL'S OFFICE - NEXT DAY
Stone is rounding the corner into his office. Finch arrives
at the Marshal’s office with the Banker - and Ted Grady in

tow.

One look, and Stone knows something is wrong even before
anyone opens their mouth.

FINCH
The money’s been stolen ... Again.

Leave the frame on the envelope in Finch’s hand.

FADE OUT.

END ACT TWO




ACT THREE
FADE IN:
INT. THE BANK - DAY

GRADY (V.O.)
This guy’s a magician.

PULL BACK to reveal Finch as he stands before the empty bank
vault in the chaos of activity. Although he is resolute and
focused, we see that the irony of Grady'’s metaphor is not
lost on him.

STONE

Has now donned his reading glasses to examine the typed
letter that was delivered to Finch.

STONE
(reading)
“Detective Finch ... You are as
inept in Silver City as you were in
Chicago. Don’t bother digging for
clues - you’'re not clever enough to
find them.”

Stone removes his glasses and hands the letter back to Finch.
Finch wears the dangerous look of a man who’s been beaten -
but refuses to admit it.

STONE (CONT'D)
Well, for what it’s worth, he
just made his first mistake.

FINCH
What do you mean?

STONE
Pride goeth before the fall.

Stone begins to push the desk towards the wall.

FINCH
What are you doing? ... This is a
crime scene!

STONE
You're giving this bum too much
respect.
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CONTINUED:

Stone kicks a rug out of his way; he’s looking hard at the
floorboards - for something specific.

FINCH
Respect?

Stone taps the side of his own head - and kicks away a rug.

STONE
He’'s using an old war tactic;
General Sherman was a master at it.
Whenever he felt inferior to an
opponent, he would do something
psychologically to the enemy to
make them think he had an
advantage.

Nothing under the rug. Now Stone goes to the coat closet.
Finch is right on his heels, intrigued.

FINCH
Wait a minute ... Are you saying
this person feels inferior - to me?

STONE
Oh, he’d never admit it. Not even
to himself. But deep down, he’s
probably got more respect for you
than you have for him.

FINCH
How do you know?

ON THE FLOOR IN THE CLOSET

As Stone finds two loose floorboards. He pulls them up,
revealing a trap door.

STONE
Because people who practice
psychological warfare usually make
the mistake of stating the obvious.

Finch is staring into a black hole in the floor - a tunnel.
FINCH
(remembering the letter)

Don’t dig for clues

Stone nods, looks into the black abyss beneath him.
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CONTINUED: (2)

STONE
Damn. I hate tunnels.

CUT TO:

INT. THE TUNNEL - SAME

Stone and Finch climb down a ladder holding one light each.
They immediately realize that they have stumbled into a long
forgotten fact about Silver City ...

FINCH
Did you know there were tunnels
under the town?

STONE
No ... But this tunnel’s new.

Stone points to two shovels as they step out of the cramped
space into a larger mine shaft.

ANOTHER ANGLE
As they hold their lights out toward the eerie, damp
darkness, Stone and Finch begin to make their way through

the claustrophobic tunnel.

Suddenly, a support beam CREAKS! And Stone jumps -

FINCH
Claustrophobic?
STONE
No ... I just don’'t like being
closed in.
Finch smiles to himself as he walks on ahead ... But for

Stone, the steady drops of water now dripping onto his vest
mean nothing but trouble ...

STONE (CONT'D)
(afraid)
Finch - wait up.
ANOTHER ANGLE - DEEPER IN

FINCH
What’'s that - up ahead?

Finch squints - trying to see past the edge of the light.



CONTINUED:

STONE
Looks like our thief is a murderer.

At the fringe of their light, a BODY lies in the tunnel; a
young man. Finch examines the corpse.

FINCH
(examining the body)
He'’s been shot. Hasn’'t been dead
more than a day or two.

STONE
His partner double crossed him.

Suddenly, just beyond the light of their lanterns, a SHADOW
appears on the tunnel wall -

BLAM! A gunshot erupts and ricochets off the support beam.
Stone and Finch react - but the shadow is gone in an instant.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Finch wants this guy - bad. As the assailant retreats into
the black tunnel, FINCH pursues, gun drawn!

STONE (CONT'D)
Finch - wait!

Too late, Finch has already disappeared around the corner,
out of sight. Seconds later, several more GUN SHOTS ring out!

VARIOUS ANGLES

With a curse, Stone takes out his pocket knife. He
immediately pursues....

ANOTHER ANGLE - THE TUNNEL

FINCH

Stalks his suspect; he catches a quick glimpse of him in his
lantern light - SHOOTS! But the suspect returns the fire and
disappears into darkness like a ghost.

ANOTHER ANGLE

As FINCH carefully eases around a corner, he realizes that
he’s in danger of getting lost in what has fast become a maze

of dark tunnels.

He turns to go back, but suddenly - FOOTSTEPS!

40.



CONTINUED: (2)

Finch spins around the corner, pistol cocked, and -

MARSHAL STONE finds himself face to face with the barrel of
Finch’s gun.

FINCH
(angrily, low tone)
Damn it, Stone! I almost blew your
head off!

STONE
(incredulous)
And you’'re blaming me for that?

Stone looks around, holsters his gun.
STONE (CONT'D)
I'1l tell you one thing, he’s a

human mole. He probably knows these
tunnels like the back of his hand.

Finch looks around, realizing that he is thoroughly lost.

FINCH
Now that you mention it, I have no
idea where we are.

That’s when Stone illuminates what he did with his knife:
marked his way with fresh scratch marks in the rotted timber
frames behind him.

Finch doesn’t even try to hide the fact that he’s relieved.
FINCH (CONT'D)
Well, they’re not bread crumbs, but
they’'1l1l do.

Stone and Finch make their way back out.

CUT TO:
INT. SILVER STAR MINING COMPANY OFFICE - SAME

Ted Grady is sitting at his desk when suddenly, from beneath
the floor he hears -

FINCH (0.S.)
Ouch! You don’'t have to push!

STONE (0O.S.)
Well get out of the way then!
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ON GRADY - as suddenly, with a mighty push, a trap door flies
off the floor at his feet!

STONE (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Look out, Grady! Comin’ through!

Grady jumps up, back against the wall.

A moment later, STONE pops his head up, gratefully breathes
fresh air like a man who just found the surface from the
bottom of the sea.

ON GRADY, astonished.

Stone crawls up and out, and Finch sticks his head above
ground; they are wet, and filthy.

FINCH
(looking around)
The mining office ...
(to Stone)
I told you if we looked long enough
we’'d find it.

But Finch’s smile soon diminishes; Stone’s menacing glare
says it all.

CUT TO:
INT. FINCH'S LAB - LATER

Finch is cleaning up at the wash basin when Stone knocks and
enters.

STONE
Finch, I gotta admit; this case is
a tough one.

Finch is putting on a shirt.
STONE (CONT'D)
This ’‘mole’ as you call him, had a
brilliant strategy.
Finch turns, goes over to his lab table.
FINCH

Step over here; I’'ll show you just
how brilliant.
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This time, instead of a table filled with beakers and test
tubes, we see that Finch has been studying a map of Silver City.

FINCH (CONT'D)
The precision with which he dug
the new tunnels beneath the bank
and mining company required very
specialized knowledge.

STONE
Who would have that kind of
knowledge?

FINCH
A mining engineer, or a surveyor
perhaps.

There’'s a beat. Stone turns, and sees a familiar buckboard
outside. “U.S.G.S.D”

STONE
... Or a map maker?

SMASH CUT TO:
EXT. THE LAB - SAME

STONE
(calling out)
Hey! ... Frank, hold up.

Finch follows Stone outside. They both approach the wagon,
and Frank Mercer, the proprietor of the Hotel.

STONE (CONT'D)
(ref: to the buckboard)
What’s going on here?

FRANK MERCER
Had a deadbeat guest at the hotel.
He stayed a month, and ran out on
the bill - I'm selling his wagon,
and everything he left behind.

Frank points to a sack on the back of the wagon. Finch’s eyes
light up -

FINCH
These are his belongings?

Frank nods. Finch begins to go through the bag of clothes.
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But then he finds something inside the sack. His expression
sinks into that of bitter irony, realizing that Stone was
right.

FINCH (CONT'D)
He’'s been living among us
Hiding in plain sight.

With that, he lifts a gray beard from the sack.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

FINCH
My calculations put the distance he
had to dig at close to (production
note - 50’?) feet. That means he
had to move several thousand cubic
feet of dirt. Which is why he
needed a partner.

Stone looks between the two buildings.

STONE
But he couldn’t be sure where the
ore payment would be kept, the
Mining Company or the bank, so they
tunneled into both places and
waited.

Finch agrees. Chipper and a friend arrive at the bank.

CHIPPER
Ready when you are, Marshal.

STONE
Chipper’s gonna help recover the
dead miner’s body ... Maybe we can

identify him.
Stone walks toward the bank.
FINCH
Stone ... sometimes, I think you

might have made a decent detective.

There’s a beat; Stone shifts his weight, thoughtful.
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STONE
Detective, huh?
(Finch nods)
Naw ... I wouldn’'t want to take the
pay cut.

With that, Finch trails after him.
FINCH
Now that you mention the
difference in pay ...
Stone winces, realizing he just opened a can of worms. Finch
starts to follow, but suddenly he sees Dale Parker coming his
way .

To Stone’s delight, Finch makes an abrupt turn to duck
between the buildings to avoid the reporter.

CUT TO:
INT. KATIE'S FUNERAL PARLOR - DAY
Marshal Stone and Finch (with his camera) arrive with some
men who are helping to carry the corpse of the young man

found in the tunnel. They put him on the autopsy table ...

Katie examines the corpse. But the cause of death is obvious.

KATIE
This man died of his chest wound.
STONE
(troubled)
Man? ... He’'s a kid.

ANOTHER ANGLE

A slight sound behind them reveals that Jack is now leaning
weakly against the threshold of the door frame. Watching.

ON JACK - one look at the victim on the table, and we can see
that he’s heartbroken. It’s his friend - from the tunnel.

FINCH catches it. He immediately looks between Jack and the
victim, making the connection.

STONE (CONT'D)
(searching his pockets)
No identification on him.
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STONE and KATIE however, do not see Jack’s reaction: Stone is
busy looking through the dead man’s coat, and Katie is
distracted by examining the bullet wounds.

But Finch and Jack Morgan lock eyes ... he’s clearly
devastated, until he realizes that Finch is watching him and
gets self-conscious. Jack turns and walks away.

As we leave the frame, we see another piece of the puzzle
come together for Finch ...

CUT TO:
EXT. KATIE'S PARLOUR - SAME

Finch slips outside, away from Stone and Katie for a quiet
chat on the porch with Jack.

FINCH

I usually take a photograph of the
deceased when we can’t identify
them.

(a beat, he turns directly

to Jack)
But in this case, I don’t think
that’s going to be necessary. Do
you, Jack?

Before Jack turns to face him, he wipes the tears from his
eyes.

JACK MORGAN
I don’t know what you’re talking
about.

FINCH
I'm talking about your friend,
laying on that cold slab in there.

Jack looks at Finch, realizing that he can’t hide anymore.
The pain is too much.

JACK MORGAN
His name’s Kevin Mitchell ... We
just wanted to stake a claim, Mr.
Finch. Buy us a ranch. But it
didn’t take long before we knew we
were kiddin’ ourselves; we were cow
hands, not miners.

(beat)
(MORE )
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JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
Finally, when we were on our last
dime, a harmless enough Gent asked
us if we’d like to make some
serious cash money.

FINCH
Did he give you a name?

JACK MORGAN
We were so hungry, we didn’t even
ask. We ended up just callin’ him
Boss.

FINCH
Can you describe him?

Jack shrugs.

JACK MORGAN
Like I said, he was a gentleman. He
looked more like someone who'’d make
china teacups for a living than
mining gold. He said it’d be real
easy work ... He just needed a
couple of strong backs.

FINCH
I take it the gold he was mining
was in the Bank, not in the ground?

JACK MORGAN
The Assayer’s office.

FINCH
Is he still in Silver City?

Jack shrugs, uncertain.

JACK MORGAN
He said he never leaves a town
right after a job to avoid being
considered a suspect.
(beat)
Are you gonna arrest me, Mr. Finch?

Finch considers this.

FINCH
No.

Jack looks surprised, relieved.
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FINCH (CONT'D)
You’'re going to turn yourself in -
first thing tomorrow. That way, the
judge will go easy on you.

Suddenly Jack isn’t so relieved.

JACK MORGAN
Couldn’t you just let me go? I
swear I'1l]l never do another bad
thing in my life.

FINCH

Yes, I could let you go. But it
won’'t help you escape, Jack.
Because you can’'t run from your
own past.

(beat)
Besides, if that was my friend in
there, I'd want to see the son of a
bitch who double-crossed him hang.

Finch turns and exits, leaving Jack Morgan to answer to his
conscience.

CUT TO:
INT. FINCH'S LAB - NIGHT
Finch enters the dark lab. He crosses the room to wash up and
get ready for bed when he notices something out of place on
his work table in the moonlight
He strikes a match to a hurricane lamp, illuminating ...
THE WORK TABLE
Everything has been disturbed; his town map, his scratch
paper filled with mathematical calculations, his forensics
kit - all gone through. A complete mess.
ON FINCH

It hits him immediately. An intruder? He spins to look around
the room - but too late.

THE INTRUDER
Is silently watching him from the darkest corner of the room;

the only thing we can see clearly are his boots, and the
moonlight glinting off the barrel of his revolver.
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Finch looks between his own gun - hanging by the door - and
the man in the corner.

THE MAN
(ref; to Finch’s gun)
Fair warning, Detective Finch. I'm
an excellent marksman.
Finch knows it’s useless. He puts his hands in the air.

FADE OUT.

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR
FADE IN:

INT. FINCH'S LAB - SAME

We’'re CLOSE on a pair of Finch’s handcuffs as they land on

the floor by his feet.

THE MAN
Before I re-introduce myself,
kindly secure your wrists. I'm
well aware of your panache for
the martial arts.

Finch hesitates, but the intruder cocks the revolver like he

means business. Finch locks the handcuffs in place.

THE MAN (CONT’D)

You were so smug. So self-righteous
when you came to Chicago. But look
at you now.

(beat)
Alan Pinkerton insisted that you -
and your new forensic techniques -
were the wave of the future.

Finch tries to see past the shadow that the intruder is using

to hide his face, but it’s useless.

FINCH
He fired you?

THE MAN
He said it was time to let go of
the past, to make room for the
future.

Finch’s eyes light up with the revelation.

FINCH
... Henry Tipton?

His angry silence speaks louder than words.
FINCH (CONT'D)
But why? ... You were a brilliant

detective.

TIPTON
Brilliant ... But unemployed.
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CONTINUED:

With that, Tipton urges Finch to lead the way at gunpoint.
CUT TO:
INT. THE MARSHAL'S OFFICE - SAME

Stone is reading the monthly report when the door of his
office opens. He looks up, surprised to see a very sick
looking Jack Morgan standing in the threshold.

STONE
Does Katie know you’re out of bed?

Jack shakes his head, no. It’s plain to see that he’s pushing
himself.

JACK MORGAN
Is Mr. Finch here?

STONE
No ... Can I help you?

Jack looks at him, scared but determined.

JACK MORGAN
I'm afraid it’s too late for me,
Marshal, but I think I can help
you ... I know who killed the man
you found in that mine shaft today.
... He was my partner.

Stone just looks at him, then, he nods his approval.

STONE
You did the right thing, coming in,
Jack. Mr. Finch told me to expect
you.

JACK MORGAN
Well I have to find Mr. Finch.
There’'s something I didn’t tell
him.

Stone waits, Jack shifts his weight.
JACK MORGAN (CONT'D)
He plans to kill Mr. Finch - I'm

almost sure of it.

CUT TO:
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INT. THE MINE SHAFT - FINCH’'S DEAD END

We’'re CLOSE on the broken support TIMBER above a hole.

PULL BACK to reveal that Finch is now standing in front of
the hole at gunpoint. Finch is un-cuffed, and hoisting a long

rope out of what seems to be the endless pit.

FINCH
Do you think you used enough rope?

TIPTON
(pleased)
The prize at the end is worth it.

Leave the frame on Finch, eyes searching the darkness for a
diversion ...

CUT TO:
INT. THE MINE SHAFT - SAME

Although he’s weak, Jack leads Stone into the tunnel by lamp-
light.

CUT TO:
INT. THE MINE SHAFT - FINCH'S DEAD END

A large pile of rope is coiling next to Finch as he pulls the
rope out of the hole.

Tipton is still behind him, holding the gun on him.

Suddenly, Finch stops - he pulls hard, but the rope won’t
budge.

TIPTON
What'’s wrong?

FINCH
It’s stuck.

Tipton is wary; holding the gun on Finch, he tentatively
comes to the side of the hole ...

ANOTHER ANGLE

WHAM! Finch hits him with the heavy money bag. He was holding
the end of the rope all along.
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CONTINUED:

Tipton reels, the gun fires! Finch is hit in the arm. He
loses his balance, and has to jump for the support beam
spanning the hole or fall!

SMASH CUT TO:
INT. THE TUNNEL - SAME
Stone and Jack both hear the shot echo ...

JACK MORGAN
This way! We’'re almost there.

SMASH CUT TO:
INT. THE TUNNEL - FINCH'S DEAD END

We’'re CLOSE on TIPTON, as he slides himself away from the
edge. The coins in the money sack dazed him slightly.

PULL BACK to reveal that FINCH is now clinging to the beam
over the hole. His arm is bloody. He’s barely hanging on.

TIPTON gets up now, seething mad, gloating over Finch as he
clings to the support beam.

FINCH
Look, you want to kill me - T
understand ... But don’t make

innocent people pay for your
misplaced hatred. Give the money
back.

TIPTON
(flat, amused)
Misplaced hatred? There’s nothing
misplaced about my hatred for you,
Finch. Or my zealous desire to see
you fail.

The bag of money is safely at Tipton’s feet ... And Finch'’s
last grasp is slipping away.

Slowly, Tipton raises his gun and aims for Finch’s hands.
BLAM!
The report echoes, but Tipton turns, startled.

STONE took the shot!
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CONTINUED:

ON TIPTON

As he spins to return fire, Stone pushes Jack against the
wall. They’re pinned down as they exchange gunfire.

ON FINCH

The distraction allows Finch to swing his legs and make one
desperate lunge for safety ... He jumps!

ANOTHER ANGLE

But he comes up short! He barely manages to grab Tipton’s leg -
TIPTON tries to shake him; to hold his balance, but he’s

losing it. Just as he’s about to spin and shoot him, Finch

reaches up and grabs his belt ... One good pull!

Tipton goes over Finch! Finch lets go and clings to the edge
of the pit as TIPTON falls headlong into the abyss.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Just as Finch’s hands are about to slip off the edge, Stone
grabs his wrist.

JACK AND STONE
Pull Finch from the hole. In breathless silence, the three
men turn and look into the blackness of the pit. No telling
how deep it is.
FINCH

You were right ... Pride does go

before the fall.
Finch picks up the sack of money, and they turn for daylight.
REVERSE ANGLE - LOOKING UP

From this angle, one has to wonder, was it deep enough?

FADE OUT.

END ACT FOUR




TAG
FADE IN:
EXT. KATIE'S PORCH - DAY
We’'re CLOSE on KATIE, smiling, as she reads today’s headline:
“DETECTIVE RECOVERS LOOT”
PULL BACK to reveal that Finch is with her on the porch.
FINCH
I spoke to Jack’s attorney. Because
of his cooperation, he’ll probably

only have to do a year or two.

KATIE
Let’s hope he uses the time to
think about the future, not the
past.

Suddenly, Katie grimaces, offended; she covers her nose.

KATIE (CONT'D)
Peeuwe! ... What on earth -

ANOTHER ANGLE

The putrid odor hits Finch, too. They both look up to see a
horrified wave of people shifting to the other side of the
street as Vic and Babbles make their way through town on
their honey wagon.

But society’s grimace doesn’t bother Vic or Babbles today.
Because true to Vic’s company logo - he finally has a reason
to smile ...

Riding next to them on a buckboard is a MAN in a fancy city-
slicker suit. A large box sits on the wagon.

FINCH
What do you say we get upwind?

Katie agrees.
EXT. ABANDONED MINE SHAFT ENTRANCE - DAY

Hobbling, but alive, Tipton, exits an abandoned mind shaft.
He is obviously some distance from Silver City.
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CONTINUED:

With a silent curse, he squints at the bright sun, adjusts
the brim of his hat to shield his eyes, and slowly walks
away .

CUT TO:
INT. MARSHAL'S OFFICE

Stone is frantic - literally tearing his office apart.
Babbles’ money is gone!

STONE
(shouts)
Chipper!
Chipper is standing right behind him.

CHIPPER
Yeah?

Startled, Stone turns.
STONE
Where’'s that cigar box I was
keeping for Babbles?
CHIPPER
Him and Vic Simmons came to get it
about an hour ago.
STONE
(Stone sets his jaw)
Vic Simmons, huh?

He storms outside; he just knew Vic would try to get his
hands on that reward money.

CUT TO:
EXT. MAIN STREET - SAME DAY
Stone doesn’t have to look long.
ANOTHER ANGLE
As Stone approaches, he does a double-take at the new sign
Vic sloppily painted over the last one. The Smiling Simmons

Sucking Septic Service lettering has been replaced with

“Simmons and Associate, Inc.”



CONTINUED:

THE WELL DRESSED GENTLEMAN

Is now accepting a large sum of cash from Babbles. But Stone
slaps his hand over the cash just in time.

STONE
Babbles what are you doing?!

VIC SIMMONS
It’s okay, Marshal. Babbles and me
got out of the septic business.

PULL BACK as Vic gestures to a large porcelain behemoth on
the back of the gentleman’s wagon.

VIC SIMMONS (CONT'D)
Marshal Stone, ... meet Thomas
Crapper. Mr. Crapper just sold us
our first indoor water closet.

Stone nods to Crapper - but at the moment he’s more
interested in protecting Babbles. He turns back to Vic.

STONE
And just who is paying for this
indoor whatever-it-is?

Vic proudly puts his arm around Babbles.

VIC SIMMONS
We’'re going half and half. Me and
Babbles are equal partners now.

Surprised, Stone likes the idea.

VIC SIMMONS (CONT'D)
Jared; when we’'re through with this
town, people will never have to
leave the comfort of their home to
go to the privy again.

Quite a statement. Stone cynically eyes the insidious looking
device on the wagon.

Finch and Katie arrive at the scene now, and Stone turns - as
if to bounce the idea off of them.

STONE
An outhouse, indoors?

Finch and Katie seem interested enough.
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CONTINUED: (2)

THOMAS CRAPPER
It’'s the wave of the future,
Marshal!
(beat)
This is the household item that
will truly separate us from the
bear in the woods.

Stone looks at them - all of them. But he just doesn’t get
it; he turns away, shaking his head and muttering.

STONE
... A bear would know better.

FADE OUT.

END OF TAG
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