EXT. MONTANA - NI GHT
SUPERSCRI PT:

THE LEW S AND CLARK EXPEDI TI ON, JULY 26, 1806
CAPTAIN LEW S S DETOUR | NTO BLACKFOOT TERRI TORY
TWO MEDI CI NE RI VER, PRESENT DAY MONTANA

The noon shines on a silver |andscape of endl ess plains, cut
by the dark scar of the river gorge. The Rockies are a distant
bl ack mass. A WOLF HOALS sonewhere. A HORSE NEI GHS i n nervous
response. Afire flickers down by the river

EXT. LEWS S CAMP - N GHT

The fire CRACKLES. A |lean-to of branches and buffal o-hi de backs
the clearing. The EI GHT BLACKFEET sit passing a tobacco pipe
to Colter, Potts and two other white nen:

CAPTAI N MERI VETHER LEW S, dark hair, a worn thirty-three, sits
with mlitary bearing. FIELDS is a burly young sol dier. The
whites all have knives and pistols tucked in their belts and
Hawken rifles by their sides.

The two Bl ackfoot |eaders cradle their ol der nuskets. CHI EF
YELLOW HAWK carries the scars and pride of a hundred battl es.
An ol d SPANI SH SWORD hangs i ncongruously at his waist.

RIBS OF AN EAGLE, his brother, is thirty, nuscular, intense.
Potts whispers to Colter, on edge.

POTTS
That’s a Tol edo sword. Did the Spanish
make it this far north?

COLTER
So | heard. But 1’'d guess the one who
owned that’'n never nmde it back south.

He wi nks at Potts, who scows. Lewis puffs on the pipe, then
nods for Colter to translate for himin Indian sign-I|anguage.

LEW S
Qur Great Chief of the Seventeen Fires
in the east now governs these | ands.
He seeks peaceful trade with his red
children, and sends this token of his
respect.

Lewi s hands Yel |l ow Hawk a SI LVER MEDALLI ON hangi ng from a t hong.
Stone-faced, the Indians examne it by firelight: Jefferson's
profile on one side, a handshake and crossed tomahawk and peace-
pi pe on the reverse.

Yel | ow Hawk sets it aside. He holds up his nusket, then points
to Lewis’s rifle and begi ns handsi gni ng.



COLTER
He wants to trade for our rifles. He
says they' re better than the ones
they can get fromthe British up north

The white nmen nervously grip their guns. Lewis holds up a hand.

LEW S
Tell himwe need our guns and cannot
part with them But if they cone in
peace to our fort, they may trade for
what ever they need there. The Hi datsa
and Mnitari tribes, the Shoshone,
FIl at head and Nez Perce have all agreed
to peaceabl e comerce with us and
each other. W invite the Bl ackfeet
to as well, in their own interest.

Colter frowns and stops translating.

LEW S ( CONT' D)
What is the problem Colter?

COLTER
Captain, the Bl ackfeet don’t deal
with other tribes, they war on ‘em
It may get ugly if we tell ‘emwe’ ve
united with their enemes. Especially
as we’'re alone, and a good two days
away fromthe rest of the Expedition.

LEW S
All the nore reason to show themwe’'re
unafraid. They're subject to us, now.

He testily notions for Colter to translate. Colter exchanges a
worried look with Potts, but goes ahead.

The Bl ackfeet react, urgently tal king anong thensel ves and
shooting dark gl ances at the whites, who stare back, coiled
w th tension.

POTTS
They don’t sound too am able, John.

Yel l ow Hawk finally holds up his hand, |ooks at Lewi s and hangs
the Medal lion around his own neck. Relieved, Lewi s stands up.

LEW S
| believe we’ve reached an
understanding. Let’s get sone sl eep.

DI SSOLVE TO LATER

Potts sits guard by the dying fire. SNORI NG cones fromthe
| ean-to and from Colter, asleep beside him Hand on his rifle.
Potts's eyes close. H s head nods. Snaps back.



He gl ances at SIDE H LL CALF, the Brave sitting guard next to
him Apparently asleep. Potts’s eyes close again. H's chin
touches his chest. He snores softly.

Side HII Calf is instantly alert. He waves to the darkness.
The ot her Bl ackfeet materialize. Yellow Hawk points three Braves
to the horses, then leads two nore into the |ean-to.

Ribs O An Eagle easily steals Potts’s rifle, but as Side Hil
Calf slips Colter’s gun fromunder his hand, Colter snaps awake.

COLTER
Dam you! Let go ny gun

They westle for the rifle, tripping over Potts, SHOUTI NG and
rolling across the fire. The enbers flare.

Yel | ow Hawk and the other Braves erupt fromthe lean-to with
stolen rifles. Joseph and Lewi s stunble out after them

JOSEPH
Captain Lewi s! They stole our rifles!

At the edge of canp, nmen are running and horses WH NNYI NG

LEW S
Stop! Leave the horses or I'Il shoot!

Lewis pulls a pistol fromhis belt and SHOOTS into the air.

Colter kicks Side Hill Calf in the gut and yanks his gun free.
The Brave staggers back. Potts has his knife out, raised.

COLTER
No, Potts--don’t!

But Potts stabs the Indian in the chest. He SCREAMS and di es.

Yel | ow Hawk, | eading the horses away, wheels around. Seeing
the Brave down, Lewis pistol in hand, he ains a stolen rifle
at him

Colter dives into Lew s, knocking himout of the way as Yell ow
Hawk’ s BULLET WHI STLES by. Fields and Potts conme running with
drawn pistols. Yellow Hawk wheels his horse around to escape.

Lewis, in a rage, grabs Colter’s rifle and shoulders it.

COLTER ( CONT' D)
Let him go, Captain!

Before Colter can stop him Lew s SHOOTS. Yell ow Hawk falls
dead off the horse.

RI BS OF AN EAGLE, mounted, HOAS and tries to ride to him but
is forced back by GUNFIRE fromthe whites.



Ribs O An Eagle' s eyes connect with Colter’s, incandescent
with hatred. He spurs his horse to followthe retreat of the
ot hers.

Lewi s SCREAMS CURSES after the Bl ackfeet |i ke a madman.

Colter looks fromthe dead |Indians to Potts, nunb.

COLTER ( CONT' D)
This is bad. They won't forget us

killing two of their men--one a chief.
LEW S
CGood! | want the villains to renenber

who won this engagenent!
Lewi s stornms around, sweating, unhinged.

Fi nding the Jefferson Medallion lying in the dirt, he drags
Yel | ow Hawk’ s body over to a tree, sits himupright against it
and hangs the Medal Iion around his dead neck.

The sight of it there seens to bring Lewis back to his senses.
He squeezes his eyes shut. Stands up wearily, voice hoarse.

LEW S ( CONT' D)
Gat her whatever they left and burn
it. Then let's go, before they return
in greater nunbers. W have a hard
ride to get back to the rest of the
Cor ps.

The nmen start tossing fallen bows, shields and quivers onto
the fire. Sparks rise into the sky, already |ightening with
the dawn. Yellow Hawk’s sword lies forgotten on the ground.
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