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CHAPTER |V: DONE BY MASON OF THE WOODS

EXT. NATCHEZ TRACE - DAY

CLOSE ON a hunman skull placed in the fork of a tree. It is
the remains of Big Harpe's head, but we do not know that
yet .

CLOSE ON the face of JOHN L. SWANEY, a mail carrier who sits
on his horse staring at the skull. The sunken road of the
Nat chez Trace wi nds al ong both sides of where he has

st opped.

SAMJEL MASON (O S.)
Do you know who that is?

Swaney is startled by this and he turns to see where the
voi ce cane from SAMJEL MASON, a known outl aw has ridden up
behi nd hi mw t hout maki ng a sound.

The outlaw is dressed in a |leather shirt and | eggi ngs, nore
Native Anerican than Revolutionary War fighter. Both nmen sit
in silence for a noment. Swaney is tense: he knows who this
is.

SAMUEL MASON
That is the remains of a vill ai nous
outlaw... Sone called himBig
Har pe.

Swaney is in awe of this news, enough so that he forgets for
a nmonment that he is in the presence of an equally fanous
out | aw.

SAMUJEL MASON
Hi s skull was placed there two
years ago as a warning to other

out | aws.
(beat)
Li ke nysel f.

Swaney awaits what he is sure nust cone: to be robbed or
kill ed.

SAMUEL MASON
You know who | ant

JOHN L. SWANEY
Yes sir.

(gulps)
You are Captain Sanuel Mason
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SAMUEL MASON
Capt ai n. .

JOHN L. SWANEY
You fought for our independence.

Mason smles, wily, revealing a distinct tooth that sticks
out nore than the others.

SAMUEL MASON
Not many have renenbered so.

Swaney waits, on edge, not sure what Mason will do next as
the smle fades fromhis face.

SAMUEL MASON
And you are one John Swaney, in
charge of carrying mail from
Nat chez to Nashville. A dangerous
journey for a man to nake every two
weeks.

Mason is famliar with his traveling habits. Swaney knows
this is not the first tinme he's been watched from a cl ose
di st ance.

JOHN L. SWANEY
Yes, sir.

SAMUEL MASON
Bi g Harpe was no outl aw t hough. .
no, not him he was a savage and a
brute.

Swaney gl ances again at the skull

SAMUEL MASON
No regard for the life of man,
woman, or child. He slaughtered any
that crossed his path. He was nore
savage than the Savages.

JOHN L. SWANEY
As many tinmes as | have travel ed
t hese woods, | have never taken
notice of it. | slept under this
very tree not |ong ago. To have
found rest under the remains of
such a man..

The know edge of the deeds of the owner of the skull are
wel | known to the nmail carrier and as his words trail off.
Mason studi es Swaney, who still awaits his fate at the hands
of this land pirate.
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SAMUEL MASON
No harmw ||l cone to you.

It is as if Mason could read his m nd.

SAMUEL MASON
| only want to know what you hear
about nme on your travels.

Swaney rel axes sone but he knows not if this is a trick of
sone ki nd.

SAMUEL MASON
Go on. Don’t be nodest. Tell ne
what you they’'ve told you

JOHN L. SWANEY
Well Captain... they say you are a
gent | eman robber.

SAMUEL MASON
(chuckl es)
Well that | am a gentleman and a

r obber.
Mason’s tone turns nore seri ous.

SAMUEL MASON
...but you can do better than that
M. Swaney. It’s news |I'’mafter.

JOHN L. SWANEY
(still hesitant)
|’ m not sure any news | nmay have
woul d be of any value to you.

SAMUEL MASON
All word is of value to soneone..
or where would that |eave you?

Mason gl ances down at the nmail carrier’s saddle bag with
interest. Swaney shifts around a nonment in his saddle.

SAMUEL MASON
|’m bettin’ you are privy to nore
hel pful information than you know.
|’ ve heard tales that sone
associate me with the |ikes of him
(Mason points to the skull in
the tree)
What are they saying about that?
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JOHN L. SWANEY

Well, sir... there has been sone
tal k.

SAMUEL MASON
Go on.

JOHN L. SWANEY
Sir, tale is... there was this
travel er, passing through Natchez.
An old wonan there said she had
stitched six hundred dollars into
the very clothes he was wearing. He
was found robbed and killed a few
days | ater.

SAMUEL MASON
VWhat does that have to do with nme?

JOHN L. SWANEY
The new talk is... your nen are the
ones that did it. Sone say they saw
your nen in the area when it
happened. Sone say... your gang is
pi cking up the traditions of the
Harpes. Killing that is... not
sl aughtering |ike them

Mason qui ckly becones visibly disturbed. He expl odes,
physically drawi ng near the mail carrier who inmediately
regrets his words.

SAMUJEL MASON
A dammed lie! A Goddammed i e!
don’t kill for the sake of killing

i ke those... despicable..
(he turns and shouts at the
skul 1)

Sons- of - Tori es!

Mason shifts about in his saddle, munbling to hinself as he
brings his horse around to pull up beside Swaney once again.
When he speaks, it is controlled, a drastic difference than
t he recent outburst.

SAMUEL MASON

| don’t kill anyone. But | can’'t
account for the actions of each and
every one of ny nen. Rarely and
under the direst of circunstances
my men may not have been given the
choi ce.

(under his breath, al nost

sel f - dami ng)
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But to be conpared to the brutality
of a filthy Harpe...

JOHN L. SWANEY
Nobody who net you says such a
t hi ng. Nobody sir.
(beat)
If I can speak true, | think it’s
runors, just to try to get the
peopl e turnin’ agai nst you.

Mason settles again, satisfied with Swaney’ s response. The
two nmen sit for another nonment in silence.

SAMUJEL MASON
Swaney, | asked and you told ne.
That’s fair. I will call on you
again fromtine to time. For now
carry on your route, tell no one we
spoke, and sl eep sound know ng you
have nothing to fear fromne or ny
men. That, | will guarantee.

Mason extends his hand, the nmen shake and Mason turns about
and heads away. Swaney points his horse North to continue
his route when he turns back to Mason.

JOHN L. SWANEY
Captai n? The rivers up North are
swol len. Wn't take emlong to make
it this way, maybe a week. |1’'d keep
to higher ground if you plan on
sticking around here for that | ong.

Mason rai ses his hand to acknow edge the information as he
conti nues out of sight. The mail carrier |ooks over at the
skull in the tree a final tinme before headi ng out towards
Nashville to conplete his run.

EXT. CAMPSI TE - N GHT

Swaney sits near a small fire, gun in hand, staring into the
dar k.

EXT. KENTUCKY FLATBOATMEN CAMP - GUM SPRI NGS - EARLY MORNI NG

The canpsite of travelers heading north on the Trace is
abandoned, with fires still burning, and in disarray.
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