A Spaghetti Western

By Mitchell Graw

Scene 1

Protagonist approaches a small town for water on his journey, which is to the next town where the helpless townsfolk there will inspire him to deviate from his antihero nature and engage the tyrannical town boss in a climatic showdown


A horse clambered to the top of the hills outside the Town With No Name.  It stopped, and the small trail of dust behind it caught up and wisped at its feet.

The horse had no name.


The horse slowly rode down the hill, leaning back and sticking its legs out in front of it.  A cloud of sand, gray with the bleached morning light, shuffled along with it.


On the horse was a rider; the rider was a Man With No Name.  His serape was very dirty.  The hems dipped lazily in the breeze.  There was sand in his serape that made the white seem yellow, there was sand in his grizzled beard, and there was sand in his eyes, which made him squint.


Ashes from a cigar clenched in his teeth trickled off behind his ear in the breeze.  The hems of his serape flared, and the scraggly mane of his horse rose and tickled his hand as he reached out to pat his horse, the Horse With No Name.  The horse stopped.


They were at the edge of the town.  Square, ugly, old, decrepit, houses flanked them.  From behind the blinds of a certain window at the end of the houses they looked very small and very dark in the morning sun.  The blinds clicked shut.


The man squinted out at the town from under the brim of his hat.  He looked from one house to the next down the row, and his eyes stopped halfway to the end.  With a snarling movement, his teeth readjusted the stub of cigar that he had left.  The man looked down at his horse.  The horse snorted.  

They shuffled on with the horse’s hooves making regular, scratching, sandy bites in the dust that were instantly menacing because they were the only sound that could be heard in the entire town.


They stopped halfway, and the ugly, old, square, decrepit building before them was a saloon.  The man stiffly swung off his horse, and led it to the post outside.  With long, lanky strides he stepped onto the porch and through the swinging doors.

Scene 2

Talking with the bartender


He walked in and it was very dark.  He stopped in the darkness and waited for his eyes to adjust, and when they did, there was a man staring at him through hideous, rodent-like eyes.  The Man With No Name walked up to him.

“Howdy.”

The bartender did not move.  “Who are you, stranger?”

“I’m looking for a man,” the Man With No Name began ominously.

“You want tequila?”

“Sure.”  Frowning a little perplexedly, he sat down at the bar.  The bartender poured him some tequila.  Then the bartender reached down beneath the bar and pulled out some chopsticks and noodles, and began to eat.  The Man With No Name stared at him with a look that looked as if he were beginning to wonder about the town that he was just passing through.

“I’m looking for a man,” the Man With No Name tried again, but suddenly the bartender dove beneath the counter.


The Man With No Name spun.  The serape flew off to one side, and his fingers darted to his holster.  His eyes strained with ferocious anticipation to see outside the window into the street.  Had the bartender not been cowering beneath his bar, he would have known that this man was a gunfighter who knew without a doubt that when bartenders ducked weakly for cover, he was in his element.  His fingers expectantly tapped the gleaming Colt .45 in its holster.

Scene 4

Showdown


A beautiful, completely naked woman was sauntering up the street.  The Man With No Name’s squint slightly increased.  He looked over the counter at the cowering bartender, who was crouched on his knees with his hands over his eyes and trembling.  The Man With No Name thought about this for a moment, then stood and strode out the door.  As he swung the doors, he did what he always did; he flicked a gold coin backwards towards the bartender.  

It hit the counter, spun, and bounced, flashing gloriously, onto the tiles next to the cowering man.  One eye opened hugely to watch it clink to a stop, and then was buried again under a gnarled hand.  The gold coin lay there untouched.


The Man With No Name crunched into the middle of the street.  The woman kept walking.  She stopped when she was two feet from him, and by that time the Man With No Name could more than tell that she was very beautiful, and also Chinese.


There was a pause.  The Man With No Name’s teeth adjusted his cigar.

“You…speak…Chinese?” She asked, making gestures with her hands that the Man With No Name did not appear to be noticing.  His gaze was uncharacteristically unsquinty.

“No.  You speak English?”

“Yes—a little,” she said proudly.


There was another pause.  The Man With No Name’s eyes narrowed and stared at her.  The woman’s eyes, which were narrow anyway, stared amiably up at him.  

The hems of the Man With No Name’s serape dipped lazily in the breeze.  The woman did not dip lazily in the breeze.

“Why are you walking around naked?” he asked.

“I am a princess,” she said.  The Man With No Name eyed her.

“What does that have to do with walking around naked?” he asked.

“I am princess.  They cannot look at me.  I am royalty.  It is unlawful to view a Chinese princess.  Since it is very hot outside I am walking around naked.”

The Man With No Name adjusted his cigar.  “The sun seems to have warped your thinking,” he commented.

“But they kill you now.  You see me so they kill you,” she explained.  The Man With No Name nodded.  He thought that the squint of her eyes was very attractive.

“When are they going to do that?”

“Oh, right now,” she shrugged.  The Man With No Name nodded suavely, and unbuckled the clasp to his Colt .45 six-shooter’s holster.

“I’m looking for a man,” he said, but she wasn’t paying attention.

Scene 5

The protagonist may not make it to the next town, gun down the tyrannical town boss, save the townsfolk, or even, despite his gruffness, win the heart of a beautiful strong-willed redhead with a 60’s hairdo.


The shutters clicked open.  Black underwear fluttered down to the ground, and the woman walked over and picked them up.  She smiled a little apologetically as she slipped them on and adjusted everything.  Then she walked into the saloon, sat down, and watched him from the window.


The Man With No Name turned around.


A piercing scream let out from the house at the end of the town.  It wavered in the air for a few seconds, and then stopped abruptly.  

When it did, there was absolute silence throughout the town.


Then the buildings started rumbling.  The Man With No Name turned around several times trying to face the sound, but it was coming from everywhere.  With the scream, the village had become alive.  The saloon’s glass window began to shake, and a bottle fell and crashed right next to the crouching bartender.


Tiny black shapes were pouring out of every door of every building in the town.  The Man With No Name instantly realized that they were not shapes at all but thousands of Chinese men with swords!  He gripped his pistol and flung it up out of the holster, but it was too late.


The screaming wave of bloody vengeance that was a thousand black-clad Chinese bodyguards rushed toward him.  Dully the Man With No Name started shooting, but it seemed to him as if he were shooting into a rockslide.  He had never fired at a thousand opponents before.  He had never fired at a thousand sprinting screaming Chinese royal bodyguards before.  He felt a little confused and for a minute he thought he was going to cry.  His bullets had no effect, and the wave of a thousand random Chinese bodyguards swept towards him.


From the window, the girl watched a little sadly.  It was sad to see the stranger go; he had such a nice squint to his eyes.


From the rapidly shrinking little island of sand that he still had out in the street, the Man With No Name thought perhaps, instead of asking about the man he was looking for, if instead he should have asked the girl why there were a thousand and one sun-struck Chinese people in the middle of the desert.  From the window, the girl thought that instead of asking if he spoke Chinese, she should have asked what his name was.

“Goodbye, Squinty,” she thought, and gave him a wistful glance before he disappeared amongst her bodyguards.

“I’m looking for a man, dammit!” the Man With No Name thought, and then he was gone.

Scene 6

He rode through the wrong town…

The Chinese bodyguards filed back into their buildings, and soon the town was quiet again.  The bartender took the gold coin and put it in his cash register.  The Chinese desert princess sighed.


And Pappy, the ubiquitous old beggar with a bedraggled and patched stovepipe hat who had been rocking back and forth all this time in his rocking chair outside the county courthouse, stood up stiffly and, spitting out some tobacco and squeaking a cracking, senile giggle to himself limped to his donkey and led it out of the town.

THE END OF

THE STORY WITH NO NAME

[Exeunt]
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