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FADE IN:

EXT DESERT - DUSK 

A MAN stares forward, twitching. Blood trickles from a bullet 
hole that has recently been placed between his eyes.

He sits spread eagle against a lone petrified tree. Its 
twisted branches reach for the sky like a witch’s arthritic 
fingers.

Gently swinging from the tree’s ancient limbs are TWO MEN. 
One hangs from his neck. The other, his feet.

The wind blows.

Small stones have been carefully placed on to the cracked 
desert forming strange glyphs. 

A dusty leather jacketed FIGURE studies the scene. With a 
tomahawk strapped to his back he turns around. His wide 
brimmed bolero hat casts a shadow slightly obscuring his 
gaunt, weathered features. An infinite desert reflects in the 
glass of his Brass goggles. 

Standing next to his horse, he stares off into the endless 
desert. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
Death has always followed me. 
Watchin’. Eyeballin’ me like a 
cheap whore eyeballs her latest 
john, with both lust ‘n pity. One 
day I reckon that critter will 
catch up with me. An if’n he does 
he better have six gun in his hand.

The STRANGER whips out his colt and Fires!

BLACKOUT

Super: In a West that never was and A time that could have 
been, rode The Stranger.



EXT. DESERT - DAY 

A vast volcanic landscape. The smoke from an active volcano 
has turned the bright sunlight into a spectrum of orange and 
red.

ERASMUS (V.O.)
June 16th in the year of our Lord 
eighteen hundred and 81. 

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

The haunting autumn wind rustles leaves across old tombstones 
that look as if they grew out of hell it self.

ERASMUS (V.O.)
I’m in a makeshift hospice at a 
cemetery just outside of Fort 
Wingate, 40 miles south of Mt. 
Taylor, an uninhabited volcanic 
region of New Mexico which has been 
termed “The Wasteland.”

Sitting in front of an opened tomb is a hooded monk and a US 
Cavalryman. They pensively play a game of checkers. Off to 
the side are four corpse cooler tables. On top of the tables 
are four corpses with necks stretched. 

ERASMUS (V.O.)
I’ve just examined the recently 
executed bodies of a few members of 
the Diablo Questi Gang. 

One particular body has no belly button.

ERASMUS (V.O.)
One of the newest members, Malachi 
Jones, is minus an umbilicus. Which 
was a cause of alarm with the 
authorities.

Sitting down at a folding desk is SISTER REBEKKAH ERASMUS. 
She writes in a leather bound journal.

ERASMUS (V.O.)
I was originally sent here to meet 
a man. A man who is an expert in 
strange phenomena and the occult. A 
man who is known only as The 
Stranger.
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EXT. CEMETERY - CLOUDY DAY - LATER

Still dragging the corpses behind him The Stranger approaches 
the brick and rusted wrought iron gates of the MASONIC 
CEMETERY.

He rides up to Erasmus. She has a sword strapped to her back 
and is standing next to her horse.

STRANGER
I’m looking for a Priest named 
Erasmus.

ERASMUS
I am Sister Rebekkah Erasmus.

STRANGER
Sister huh. Why did they send you?

ERASMUS
Are we going to have a problem with 
me being a woman, Sir?

STRANGER
Don’t get all riled up sis, It’s 
just it can be a bit rough around 
these parts is all.

ERASMUS
I assure you dear sir, I can handle 
myself and I prefer to be called 
Erasmus if you don’t mind.

STRANGER
Your quite the Suffragist.

ERASMUS
I don’t find your tone the least 
bit humorous. 

STRANGER
I have a few more of the Questi 
Gang here. They were an ornery 
bunch.

The monk and the Cavalryman walk over to the corpses behind 
Stranger’s horse. They pick them up and carry them to the 
tables.

ERASMUS
I am to give you this message. We 
are to go to the mission San 
Agustin de la Isleta as soon as 
possible. 
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There is some sort of malady that 
has been of some concern. The 
details of which can be found in 
this telegram.

She hands it to Stranger.

STRANGER
Why not get a doctor?

After letting out a sigh Stranger reads the telegram.

STRANGER
Hmmm. I see. San Agustin huh? 
That’s on the other side of the 
wasteland.

ERASMUS
Well, I suggest we get moving then.

STRANGER
You are aware Mt. Taylor is active 
again.

ERASMUS
It’s a risk we’ll have to take 
Stranger.

Her eyes light up as she cracks a slight adventurous smile. 

STRANGER
Well they’re gonna have to wait. 

He lights his cigar.

STRANGER
Got a little personal matter in El 
Dorado to attend to first.

Her smile turns solemn.

ERASMUS
Excuse me. I...I know we’ve only 
just met so please forgive me but I 
have been told that you can be 
quite head strong and have had a 
very difficult past shall we say. 

Annoyed, Stranger takes out a flask
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ERASMUS
It just seems to me that we must 
continue forward to San Agustin 
there are people there that could 
use our help. 

He takes a swag.

ERASMUS
Whatever demons you have dear sir, 
leave them in the past. Isaiah 
43:18 tells us “Remember not the 
former things, nor consider the 
things of old. Behold, I am doing a 
new thing; now it springs forth--- 

WHOOSH!! One of the corpses springs up and leaps off the 
table toward Erasmus. It’s glowing red eyes filled with rage.

Before the Stranger can pull out his shooting irons Erasmus 
whips out her sword and with one fast swoop, hacks it’s head 
off. 

The other corpse leaps up. Erasmus spins around and slices 
him in two. 

In a blur she scabbards her sword and turns an angry eye to 
Stranger.

STRANGER
Ha, ha! What were you saying about 
“springing forth?” Where did you 
learn that in jolly ol’ England? 

ERASMUS
I am Welsh, sir!

He climbs off his horse.

STRANGER
Well, ya got moves on ya like you 
were Joan of Arc.

He adjusts his rusted leg brace and limps over to Erasmus and 
slaps her on the back, then continues to the bodies.

ERASMUS
Well, you’re o.k. Sister. Ha, ha.

Irritated and a bit shaken up she composes herself and walks 
over to look at the bodies.

STRANGER
You got any Holy Water? 
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She reaches into her satchel and hands him a flask. Her hand 
still quivering.

Stranger opens it up and splashes some onto the body, 
sizzling its flesh.

Erasmus is astonished.

STRANGER
Welcome to the wasteland, Sister.

ERASMUS
The Order told me to expect the 
strange and unusual. I---

STRANGER
I should have dismembered them. I 
thought I had cast them out. Now I 
can see why it didn’t work.

A few of the buttons from the corpses shirt have come off 
exposing the corpses belly. 

ERASMUS
No umbilicus. Two of the other 
bodies don’t have any either. What 
does that mean?

STRANGER
I don’t know. The old ones? When I 
found them they were trying to open 
a gate. They had small stones laid 
out. Kind of like runes.

ERASMUS
A gate? 

STRANGER
To another world.

The monk and Cavalryman gather up the pieces and throw them 
into a fire.

Clouds start to darken the sky as The Stranger walks over to 
his horse.

STRANGER
That sky doesn’t look to good. I 
best be gettin’ on.

ERASMUS
To San Agustin, right?

He climbs onto his horse.
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STRANGER
Wrong.

ERASMUS
After all we have just witnessed 
your leaving? What if these, these 
things are happening there? Your 
just going to leave?

STRANGER
What’s happening at the mission is 
probably just a fever or at worse a 
simple possession. It can wait.

A Light rain starts to come down.

STRANGER
Oh, almost for got. My money.

Erasmus angrily reaches into her bag and tosses him a sack of 
coins.

ERASMUS
I was told that you are a learned 
man with a gift but I can see your 
nothing but a hired gun. Your no 
better than those hooligans 
stretched out on those tables. To 
what kind of debauchery will you be 
involved with in El Dorado?

Stranger clenches his jaw. The two stare at each other for a 
moment. The silence is deafening.

He lights a cigar and trots passed her.

Solemnly Erasmus studies Stranger as the crippled Gunslinger 
rides away.

The rain comes down harder.

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. THE TOWN OF EL DORADO - DUSK

The Stranger rides past a sign. It reads El Dorado.

El Dorado, a mining town in the throes of a new era. Copper. 
Rivets. Soot stained wood. Streets crowded. 
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A town of ill repute. Prostitutes wave to workers. 
Drunkenness abounds. People of all races and creeds go about 
their business.

STRANGER (V.O.)
People. Never been to fond of 
them...at least the normal ones. 

A child holding his mothers hand looks up at him. For a 
moment his eyes turn white and his face turns reptilian. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
The Others. That’s what some folks 
with the gift call them. We in the 
know call ‘em The Nephilim. 

The child picks up a lump of horse poop. 

STRANGER
I’m one of a handful of folks that 
can see ‘em. Some say it’s a gift. 

He throws the poop at Strangers back.

STRANGER (V.O.)
I say it’s a curse.

Stranger, irritated, continues on.

STRANGER (V.O.)
Still, most normal folks ain’t fond 
of me neither. Reckon on account I 
look strange an all. 

An old lady spits in front of him.

STRANGER (V.O.)
Reckon the only friend I have is 
this here pony. I call him Horse. 
He’s quiet an don’t ask fer much  
‘n that suits me just fine...though 
now an’ again he gets a mite 
ornery.

HORSE bucks the Stranger off him. He lands on his ass in the 
mud. Stranger and Horse make eye contact. Slowly he stands up 
adjusting his leg brace.  

STRANGER
Christ Horse, it hasn’t been that 
long has it?

Horse nods his head. Stranger looks around patting horse’s 
neck and spots just what he needs. A Livery.
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INT. LIVERY - DUSK

The Stranger enters the livery and approaches the STABLE 
KEEP. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
I pay the man to fix ol’ horse up, 
on account he hasn’t had relations 
in quit some time. 

Stranger eyes another horse off to the side.

STRANGER 
There ya go Horse, an’ she’s a 
right pretty mare that one is.

The stable keep leads Horse to the mare. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
I sometimes wonder who exactly 
Horse was in another life.

Stranger flips a gold coin to the stable keep.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

With his saddlebags on his shoulder he stoically limps across 
the muddy road towards a saloon. 

Walking up the creaky steps the foot of his bad leg catches 
the top step.

INT. SALOON - NIGHT

He stumbles into the smoky bar. 

The sudden noise startles the crowd.

A menagerie of CARD SHARKS, PROSTITUTES, GUNSLINGERS and 
VAGRANTS all stare as the crippled warrior composes himself.

He stands up and bitterly stares back.

A WELL DRESSED GAMBLER bursts out laughing. The rest of the 
bar join in then continue going about their business.

Stranger limps to the BARTENDER.

STRANGER
Whisky.

9.



He takes the shot. Drops some coins. The bartender hands him 
a key to a room.

With the key in his coat pocket he pours himself another 
drink.

On stage a band sets up. An organ grinders monkey cranks a 
Tesla coiled amplifier that is powering two cigar box 
guitars. A haunting ballad fills the room.   

Stranger turns around an pours himself another drink.

Hanging above the taps is a tin type photo of an older 
gentleman with a greying handle bar moustache. A name is 
inscribed on the photo’s frame. “Horace Hollinger, Mayor.”

Stranger stares at it clutching his glass tightly. He turns 
over his shoulder.

Behind him playing poker is the man in the photo, HORACE 
HOLLINGER.

They make eye contact. Stranger nods his head and raises his 
glass. Horace looks at him bewildered then focuses back on 
the game.

Stranger turns around and looks over the room. A large mirror 
faces him.

He stares at his reflection.

STRANGER (V.O.)
I lean back and wonder how Horse is 
gettin’ on...he’s always had a way 
with the mares.

INT. LIVERY - EVENING 

On the wall of the stables are shadows of Horse and his lady 
fare as they dance their horse dance.

Licking his lips the stable keep churns butter as he 
lustfully watches.

INT. SALOON - NIGHT

Stranger still starring at his reflection.

STRANGER (V.O.)
As fer me, I don’t care much fer 
love...though, I am fond of the 
women folk.
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A couple of PROSTITUTES approach. They lead him upstairs.

INT. SALOON - UPSTAIRS ROOM - EVENING 

Stranger sits on a chair as the two girls dance for him.

STRANGER (V.O.)
Whenever there’s gold there’s 
women. They take to it Like flies 
to shit and tonight I stink to high 
heaven.

Reflecting on the goggles they continue to writhe.

STRANGER (V.O.)
I love the sent of a pretty woman 
and the touch of their warm supple 
flesh but I don’t have relations on 
a count of my seed looks like 
cranberry sauce...chunky style.

The ladies kiss Stranger on the cheek. Walk to the door and 
wave goodbye.

In darkness The Stranger sits.  

INT. SALOON - UPSTAIRS ROOM - NIGHT - LATER

Outside the window the full moon shines as The Stranger 
cleans his 1865 Colt Conversion. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
I reckon when you’ve killed as many 
men as I have there ain't much room 
fer love. Ya see, I make muh livin’ 
as a merchant of death. 

Quick flashes of guns and bodies falling.

STRANGER (V.O.)
There ain't no passion in it 
though...VENGENCE! That's the only 
passion I know. 

Sitting next to the chamber on the table is a wanted poster. 
It’s dated twenty three years earlier.

STRANGER (V.O.)
An’ after tonight that lust will 
have been sated.
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On the poster are pictures of Clem Barker and his gang of 
thieves, con-men and degenerates.

STRANGER (V.O.)
A Wise man once told me the good 
lord is supposed to handle these 
matters ‘n such but...as I’ve 
always said, I believe in God, He 
jus’ know longer believes in me.

After a swag of whiskey he reaches into his coat pocket that 
hangs on the chair and pulls out his kit. 

He opens it. A braided line and a syringe type grease gun.

He puts one end of the braided line on to the syringe. The 
other on to a nipple that protrudes from his goggles.

He siphons out a dark solution into a spittoon.

He pulls out two bottles.

One is a blue phosphorescent liquid.

The other is labeled Laudanum.

He mixes the two together. He then sucks up the solution with 
the syringe. Fits the braid on to the goggles and depresses 
the plunger on the syringe.

STRANGER (V.O.)
I suppose you all are wondering the 
name of a miserable retch like 
myself must be.

He sits and stares out the window. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
Well I wish I could tell ya, but my 
kin folks was takin’ from me when I 
was a just a youngin’.

His face morphs into the full moon that shines outside.

STRANGER
Most folks jus’ call me...The 
Stranger.

The moon morphs into a skull and screams like a wild banshee.
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INT. SALOON - UPSTAIRS ROOM - EVENING - LATER

The Stranger is carving an H and the start of another letter 
on a rectangular shaped board.

STRANGER (V.O.)
Tonight will mark the end of my 
burden the good Lord done bestowed 
on muh sorry ass. 

He puts down the board and holds up a locket. In it is a 
picture of a husband, wife and child. 

STRANGER (V.O.)
Reckon he let me figure on muh own 
where it is I’m at...hell, where it 
is we’re all at.

The locket snaps shut. 

Another swag of whisky. 

The 1851 chamber spins.

The gun slams into the holster.

He slings on his leather frock.

The light turns off.

Darkness.

Lightning Cracks the night sky. The window pane casts a cross 
shaped shadow across The Stranger.

Darkness. The rain falls.

INT. SALOON - NIGHT

A piano man plays a tune as the drunken crowd carries on.

The laughter and drunken chatter continue but slowly 
dissipates as the heart beat rhythm of The Strangers stiff 
leg creeps down the stairs.  

The crowd quietly stare at him as he gets to the bottom of 
the stair case.

He rounds the bar.

The floor boards creak as Stranger walks through the saloon 
like a drunken corpse with rigor mortis
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He grabs the P’s and Q’s chalk board from the bar and 
continues to limp toward Horace.

At a poker table Horace sits cards in hand. Stranger stares 
him down.

Horace breaks the long silence.

HORACE HOLLINGER
You interested in a game of cards 
young man?

STRANGER
Naw. I don’t care for games that 
require the skills of bluffin’ and 
bein’ sneaky like. I prefer fun 
games, guessing games. 

Stranger shoves the chalk board at an elderly miner that 
stands next to him. 

STRANGER
Games like...Hangman.

The crowd around the table grows quiet and nervous. A couple 
of Horace’s men move their hands slowly toward their weapons.  

Horace laughs. A loud boisterous laugh unbecoming of a 
distinguished gentleman such as he.

HORACE HOLLINGER
A child’s game.

Stranger takes a seat. He smiles.

STRANGER
Yes...a child’s game.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Judging by the looks of you I know 
what I stand to lose.

He sets the cards down. Folds his hands on the table and 
leans forward inquisitively.

HORACE HOLLINGER
But tell me, what do I stand to 
gain?

Horace studies Strangers face. He seems familiar.

STRANGER
To be honest with you I haven’t 
really given it much thought.
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HORACE HOLLINGER
Men like you usually don’t.

Stranger stares at Horace while he directs the elderly man.

STRANGER
Two words. The first, four letters.

The elderly man grabs the chalk and makes the appropriate 
marks.

STRANGER
The second, five. 

The bar now completely silent watches intensely. People 
nervously glance at each other.

Horace smiles.

HORACE HOLLINGER
F.

Stranger shakes his head no.

The elderly man draws a circle for the head.

HORACE HOLLINGER
U.

Stranger tilts his head and smiles.

STRANGER
Not wise to be funny old man.

The elderly man draws a line. 

Two prostitutes exchange glances. Both tense.

Horace looks around shaking his head and throws his hands up.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Z.

Stranger sighs. 

The Elderly man draws a leg.

Stranger holds his hand up gesturing that he won’t reach for 
his gun and slowly opens up his coat. He reaches into his 
vest pocket and pulls out a Spanish doubloon and sets it on 
the table.

Horace looks at the coin for a beat. He recognizes it.
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He looks at Stranger, his mouth twitches.

HORACE HOLLINGER
C.

Stranger takes the chalk from the elderly man and places the 
C at the front of the first word.

Stranger looks at him and smirks.

HORACE HOLLINGER
B.

Stranger puts the letter at the head of the second word.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Where did you get that coin?

STRANGER
Next letter.

HORACE HOLLINGER
L.

After the C.

STRANGER
I can hear your heart banging 
against your sternum. 

HORACE HOLLINGER
E.

Stranger nods yes and hands the chalk to the elderly man.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Who are you?

Stranger smiles.

One of Horace’s men stands behind Stranger slowly drawing out 
a bowie knife.

STRANGER
Next letter.

HORACE HOLLINGER
CLEM BARKER!

The henchman whips out his knife.

In one move Stranger grabs his arm whips his tomahawk out and 
chops the henchman’s hand off.
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The man screams.

With his tomahawk stuck in the table he grabs his colt and 
points it at Horace.

HORACE HOLLINGER
STOP!

Everyone freezes. After a long pause.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Clem barker. I haven’t gone by that 
name in a very long time. How is it 
you know about that name.

He motions to his men to lower their weapons.

He straightens himself gentlemanly trying to hide the thug he 
once was.

STRANGER
Clem Barker. Degenerate. Low life 
murderer.

The two stare hard at each other.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Who are you.

Soullessly Stranger looks into Clem’s, now Horace’s, eyes. 
Deep and beyond the bar, to another time, another place.

EXT. FARM - DAY

Green pastures. A beautiful prairie. A farm. A life.

A young boy runs joyfully through the tall grass. 

His mom beautiful as a spring day, takes his hands twirling 
him around, dancing in the warmth of the sun. Her pearly 
white hands contrasting the boys small olive colored hands.

The father strums a guitar in his strong brown hands, smiling 
and laughing as they dance. They enjoy their lives on the 
land they bought and care for. In a country that promised 
freedom and equality.

Butterflies and birds sing and fly on the abundant prairie.

The father continues to play the guitar.

A loud piercing sound silences the laughter.
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The mother turns to look at her husband.

The guitar is on the ground and a bullet is in his head.

She shrieks.

EXT. HILLTOP - DAY

On a hilltop above the tranquil farm stand the Barker gang, 
lead by Clem Barker. One of the henchmen cocks his Winchester 
‘73 tossing a shell from the chamber.

They charge.

EXT. FARM - DAY

The mom picks up her son and runs.

Clem lassos her around the ankle. She drops the boy. 

They dismount their horses.

One of the goons has hold of the boy as he kicks and screams. 

The gang laughs.

One of the goons holds the mom’s arms behind her.

She struggles to break free.

Clem and the mom lock eyes.

She looks to her son

One of the Anglos eats a banana from the picnic bench.

She looks back at Clem.

He unbuckles his holster.

The boys arms are held back by a brute. He shuts his eyes not 
wanting to watch the carnage that lies before him.

The gang laughs.

One of the thugs looks back at the boy who has tears running 
down his cheeks. 

He takes out his bowie knife.

He pinches the boys eye lid.
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He runs the knife along the eye lid slicing it off. He does 
the same to the other eye. 

Bloody tears roll down the child’s face as he is forced to 
watch.

Laying on the pasture, the mother’s soulless eyes stare back 
at her son as Clem violates her.

The thugs laugh. 

A woman in a hooded white robe and a sword strapped to her 
back appears before the child. She stands on a cracked dry 
lake bed. She approaches the child blocking his view from the 
carnage before him.

INT. SALOON - NIGHT - PRESENT

The Stranger. The angel reflecting in his goggles fades away. 
He stares at Horace as a small streak of phosphorescent blue 
fluid runs down his cheek.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Answer me! Who are you.

Still holding his Colt Stranger slowly loosens the clasps of 
his goggles.

The crowd is transfixed.

The glowing fluid flows out from the goggles as he pulls them 
off.

The crowd gasps.

The Stranger, his round corpse like eyes stare back at 
Horace. His loud, deranged laugh fills the room with terror.

Horace in shock reaches for his coat pocket.

Bang!!

The Strangers bullet is faster.

The room is silenced as The Stranger walks over to Horace.

The chair slowly rocks on its two rear legs as the twitching 
Horace tries to keep his balance. Blood trickles down his 
face.

Above his head hangs a painting of the town he resides in. He 
stares into it.
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EXT. FARM - DAY - FLASHBACK

As he adjusts his pants, Horace looks down at the child’s 
comatose mother.

He turns and walks toward the child.

He holds up a ledger to the child’s face.

HORACE HOLLINGER
Imminent domain, son. What was once 
yours is now mine. 

He takes out two Spanish doubloons and places them on the 
child’s eyes.

Clem turns and looks at the land he now owns, his eyes 
sparkling with dreams. 

Buildings start to surround The farm as the land slowly 
becomes a small town. The small town becomes a large 
painting.

INT. BAR - PRESENT

With blood trickling down his face, Horace looks from the 
painting to Stranger. 

Stranger smiles as he kicks the chair out from under him.

Horace falls to the floor. 

A pool of Blood flows from his damaged skull. 

The Stranger turns toward the crowd.

He straps on his goggles. Grabs his tomahawk and limps toward 
the door.

At a poker table TWO WELL DRESSED MEN stare back at him. 
There eyes glowing white as they raise there glasses grinning 
maliciously.

Stranger stares back and continues walking out.

EXT. SALOON - NIGHT

Stranger mounts Horse as the night sky begins to rain.

He pulls out the sign he was carving from his saddlebag.

He hangs the sign on a post.
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STRANGER (V.O.)
Death has always followed me. 
Watchin’. Eyeballin’ me like a 
cheap whore eyeballs her latest 
john, with both lust ‘n pity. One 
day I reckon that critter will 
catch up with me. An if’n he does 
he better have six gun in his hand.

He rides off.

Behind him the sign reads: Helldorado

                       THE END
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