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Look out the w ndow.

And doesn't this rem nd you
of when you were in the boat?
And then later that night,
you were |ying, |ooking

up at the ceiling,

and the water

i n your head...

was not dissimlar

fromthe | andscape,

and you think to yourself,
"Way is it that the | andscape..

IS nmoving,
but... the boat
is still?"

And also... Were is it
that you' re fronf

- O evel and.

- O evel and.

- Lake Erie.

- Erie.

Do you have any parents
back in, uh, Erie?

They passed on recently.

And, uh,

do you have a wife..
in Erie?

No.

- A fiance?

- well, ...

| had one of those,
but, um

she changed her m nd.

- She found hersel f sonebody el se.

- No.

Yes, she did.

Wel |, that doesn't explain..
why you' ve cone

all the way out here,

all the way out here to hell.
', uh,

have a job

out in the town of Machine.
Machi ne? That's

Page 2/ 30



the end of the |ine.

- Ilsit?

- Yes.

well, I...

received a letter..

fromthe people at D ckinson's
Met al Works. ..

Onh.

Assuring ne

of a job there.

s that so?

Yes. |'m an account ant.

| woul dn't know,

because, uh, | don't read,
but, uh, 1"l tell you

one thing for sure:

| wouldn't trust no words
witten down on no piece of paper,
especially fromno "D cki nson"
out in the town of Machine.

- You're just as likely

to find your own grave.

Look. They're

shooti ng buffal o.

Gover nnment says. ..

killed a mllion of 'em

| ast year al one.

Pardon nme, sir. Could you pl ease
direct nme towards the office?
Thank you.

Excuse ne.

Excuse ne.

How do you do, sir?

I"mBi |l Bl ake,

your new accountant from C evel and.
What t he heck

are you doin' here?

Well, uh, I have here

this letter. ..

whi ch confirns

nmy position here.

Well, this letter

is postmarked two nont hs ago.
Makes you about
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a nonth | ate.

This here is M. d afsen.

He's our new accountant.

|"msorry. | think

t here's been sone m st ake.

- Look, M. Bl ack,

- Bl ake.

|"ma very busy man, and M. Dickinson
does not pay ne for idle conversation.
Well, I'"msure he doesn't, but

this letter confirms ny position here.
Now, |'ve spent everything | had

left after ny parent's funera

just to get here.

Li sten, M. Bl ack,

|"ve got a lot of work to do here,

and this ain't

nmy busi ness.

l'"d |i ke to speak

to M. D ckinson.

No, I-1 don't think

you want to do that.

| insist on speaking

to M. Dickinson, sir.

You insist?

- | insist.
- You insist?
Yes, | do.

Well, go on then, |ad.
There's the door.
Al'l right then.

Go on then!
vell, I wll.
Hel | 0?

M. D ckinson?

Who the hell are you?

And where did you get

t hat goddamm cl own suit? C evel and?
Well, actually, yes, sir.

| did, uh, get it

in C evel and.

VWhat the hell are you

doin' in ny office?

well, I-1-1 cane
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to tal k about ny job.

The only job you' re gonna get in here
is pushin' up daisies froma pine box.
Now get out.

Thank you

very much, sir.

Back to work,

M. d afsen.

Excuse ne.

Excuse ne.

Sorry.

Pardon ne, sir.

Could I get

a bottle, please?

W |iked you better

when you was a whore.

Jackass.

Shi t!

Way don't you j ust

paint my portrait?

"' m sorry.

- Let me help here. One.

- This one's no good. No, it's ruined.
- Two.

- It's no good.

Oh, here. On!

Wat ch yoursel f.

- You okay? You all right?

- Yeah.

Here. Have a drink

Wul d you like a drink?

Thanks.

"' m sorry.

Wul d you m nd wal ki ng e

away from here?

- S-Sure. Sure.

- Yeah?

"1l just get

nmy suitcase.

- It's that way.

- Al right.

Oh, shit.

| have a sneaki ng suspicion that that
| arge man back there was inebriated.
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- | was gonna say sonethi ng, but

don't wanna cause any troubl e.
- No, | think it's best.
That's my room

Wasn't... expecting
any visitor.
- Like it?

- Yes, it's beautiful.
These fl owers. Gosh
They really

are sonet hi ng.

Yeah. Thank you.

You' re wel cone.

| made them

from paper.

If | ever get the noney,
I"d |ike to make t hem
out of cloth.

Silk.

And |'d put

a drop of perfune...
French perfune. .

in each one.

What does it

snmel |l |ike?

- Paper.

- Well, it is paper.
Hey, Bill.

You got any tobacco anywhere?
- No, | don't snoke.

- Damm.

o

Ch, watch it.

It's | oaded.

Why do you

have this?

"Cause this is Anerica.
Charlie.

You know, Thel,

| never wanted

to go away.

| know we said

it was, uh,

it was all over
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and everything, but...
you were al ways

in ny heart, Thel.

Al ways.

[, uh..

| brought you, uh...
Well, it's a present.
A present?

well, 1, uh...

I'm.. I'"mgoin'.

And, uh,

I"'m.. I'"msorry, Thel,
for, uh,

for intrudin'

Well, | never really

| oved you anyway.

No, Charli e.

- | never stopped lovin' you, Thel.

- Don't!

Thel .

Here's white man's netal
next to your heart.

| tried to cut it out,
but it's too deep inside.
A knife woul d cut

your heart instead...
and rel ease the spirit
fromwthin.

Stupid fucking white man
Do you have any tobacco?
| don't snoke.

Hey, W son,
got any extra tobacco?
Well, of course you wouldn't have

any extra tobacco. How 'bout you?
Shit. You ain't even
ol d enough to snoke.

Ahh!
M . John Di cki nson.
Last ni ght,

my youngest son, Charlie..
God bl ess his soul...

was gunned down in cold bl ood
right here in our own hotel.
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The gutl ess nurderer,

one M. Bill Bl ake,

al so shot to death M ss Thel Russel,
the fiance

of ny bel oved son.

Not only that, but he stole

a very spirited and val uabl e horse,
a beautiful young pinto that bel onged
to nmy personal famly stable.

Hell, only, a pinto ain't

rightly a horse to fret nuch

about, if the truth be told.

Shut up!

You three are supposed to be

the finest killers of nen and Indians..
in this here

hal f of the world.

Cole WI son,

your reputation is already a |egend.
You | know | can trust.

Conway Twill, you're

a real good killer,

but be sure you keep

t hat goddamm trap shut.

And Johnny

"The Kid" Pickett.

| heard tel

you killed 14 nen.

| doubt you've seen

t hat many years,

and | ain't even gonna tell you

what | really think of you

- | always work al one.

- Unh, excuse ne there, M. D ckinson,
but, uh, rightly I, | never

have worked with anyone el se either.
- | never have.

- Uh, yeah, mne neither.

Shut up!

My boy Charlie is dead!

Oh, | ain't askin' this tine.
I"'mtellin',

and if sonebody don't

like it, |I'"'mprepared to do
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alittle killin" of nmy own.
Now, that bastard

couldn't have got too far yet.
Well, why don't we just

say there, M. Dickinson, sir,
| think we oughta start

uh, fresh in the nornin'.

| nean, it's

wel | after noon now,

and time we get finished,

al | packed up and...

| want hi m brought here to ne...
alive or dead don't matter,

t hough I reckon dead

woul d be easier.

I"ma-hirin you boys

on an excl usi ve basi s,

and I'mwi llin" to pay nore noney
t han you' ve ever seen before.
Boys,

the hunt is on.

St upi d fucki ng

white man.

| want this out

over the wres.

Post a $500 reward

fromhere to hell and back.
Notify every marshal, deputy
and possumskinnin' lowife

in the goddam territory.

Bri ng everybody in.

| want that bastard' s head.

And nmake sure you include

a full description of ny pinto.
| want that horse back

Goddam pinto is a stupid danmm ani
Stupid as the day

is |ong.

Got his heart so set on one.
Buy yourself a sorrel horse..
and paint some white spots on him
as far as |'m concerned.

Jesus Chri st.

Course, ya can't put nuch stock

mal
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in a man who spends the nost
part of a conversation...
talkin' to a bear.
Tal ki n'

to a goddamm bear.

The round stones

beneath the earth..

have spoken

through the fire.

What ?

Thi ngs which are alike,

in nature, grow to | ook alike,
and t he speaki ng stones have |l ain
a long tine |lookin' at the sun.

The speaki ng stones?
Sonme believe

t hey descend with the |ightning,

but | believe they are on the ground
and are projected dowmnward by the bolt.

Did you kill the white man
who kil led you?

| "' m not dead.

What name were you given
at birth, stupid white man?
Bl ake.

W1 1iam Bl ake.

Is this alie?

O a white man's trick?
No, I'mWIIiam Bl ake.
Then you are a dead man.
|"msorry. | d...

| don't understand.

| s your nane really

W1 1iam Bl ake?

Yes.

Every night. ..

and every norn',

some to msery

are born.

Every norn’

and every night,

sone are born

to sweet delight.

Some are born
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to sweet delight.

Sone are born

to endl ess night.

| really

don't under st and.

But | under st and,
WIIliam Bl ake.

You were a poet

and a painter.

And now, you are

a killer of white nen.
You must rest now,

W1 Iliam Bl ake.

Sone are born

to sweet delight.

Sone are born

to endl ess night.
Maki n' biscuits, Mnmmy.
Sweet heart.

You didn't touch it,
did you?

- Huh?

- No.

- You swear to ne.

- | swear.

Swear to ne you're
tellin" the truth.
Yes, | swear |I'm
tellin' the truth.

Not a goddamm word

to no one, ever.

You under st and?

Don't ever ask ne

no questi ons.

Where are we?

You are being foll owed,
WIIliam Bl ake.

Are you sure?

| nmean, how do you know?
Often the evil stench
of white man precedes him
Wy don't we, uh...
Maybe we shoul d, uh. ..
What shoul d we do?
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The eagl e never | ost so nuch
time as when he submtted

to learn fromthe crow.

Ever wi sh you were the noon?
Geez, ny Henry's cold.

Aw, cone on!

My britches been open

i ke that how | ong?

Only been ridin' a couple

of days together, but Jesus,
one of you fellas coul d' ve
menti oned the fact that...
Unsaddl e

your goddamm hor ses.

Unsaddl e

your goddamm hor se.

Go on.

- Ceez.

- An Injun dug this fire pit.
.

Oh, an I ndi an.

W ain't trackin' no goddann
I njuns, Cole. | mean, uh,
hell, Dickinson didn't say nothin
about trackin' no goddamm | njuns.
| nmean, the boy's nane

is WIIliam Bl ake.

You know a lotta Indians, do ya,
naned W1 Iliam Bl ake? | nean,
"Howdy, Chief Billy..."

D you hear sonethin'?

Huh?
- Dd ya?
- No. No.

| guess it was nothin'.

You know about W/ son?

- What ?

- Do you know about Cole W/I son?
What ki nda question is that?
"Course | know about Cole W1 son.
Everybody knows about him

He's a livin' | egend.

Fucked his parents.

- He what?
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- He fucked his parents.

- Both of 'en?

- Yeah.

Mot her. Father. Parents.

Both of "em Fucked 'em

Oh.

And you know

what | heard?

After he killed 'em

he cooked "emup and ate 'em
Are you telling ne

he killed both his pa..
I"'mtellin' you

he killed '"em He fucked 'em
He cooked "emup. He ate 'em

He ain't got a goddanmm consci ence.

You understand what |'m sayin'?

He'd just as soon slit

our goddamm throats in the
m ddl e of the night as wal k.
Cour se, soneone

your age, Jesus,

if you was

to put one in him..
"Johnny ' The Kid' Pickett
Slays Cole WIson."

W1 1iam Bl ake,

do you know how

to use this weapon?

- Not really.

- That weapon will replace your tongue.

You will learn
to speak through it,
and your poetry

will now be witten with bl ood.

What is your nane?

My name i s Nobody.

- Excuse ne?

- My nane i s Exaybachay.
He Who Tal ks Loud,
Sayi ng Not hi ng.

He Who Tal ks. .

| thought you said

your name was Nobody.
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| prefer

to be call ed Nobody.

Nobody?

Un shouldn't you be

with your own tribe or sonmethin'?
My bl ood is m xed.

My not her was

Chm gahpi phi gun ni.

My father is

Abso | uka.

This m xture

was not respected.

As a small boy,

| was often |eft

to nmyself.

So | spent many nonths

stal king the el k people...

to prove | would soon

beconme a good hunter.

One day, finally,

my elk relatives took pity on ne,
and a young el k

gave his life to ne.

Wth only my knife,

| took his life.

As | was preparing to cut the neat,
white nen canme upon ne.

They were English sol diers.

| cut one with ny knife, but they
hit me on the head with a rifle.
Al'l went bl ack.

My spirit seened

to | eave ne.

| was then taken east...

in a cage.

| was taken to Toronto,

t hen Phi | adel phi a. ..

and then to New York.

And each tinme | arrived

in another city,

sonmehow t he white nen

had noved. ..

all their people there

ahead of ne.
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Each new city contai ned

the sane white people as the |ast,
and | could not understand
how a whole city of people..
could be noved

so qui ckly.

Eventual ly, | was

taken on a ship...

across the great sea..

over to Engl and,

and | was paraded

before them..

i ke a captured ani mal,

an exhibit.

And so | m mcked them
imtating their ways,

hopi ng that they mght |ose interest
in this young savage,

but their interest

only grew.

So they placed ne into

the white man's school s.

It was there

that | discovered..

in a book...

the words that you

Wl liam Bl ake, had witten.
They were powerful words,
and they spoke to ne.

But | made careful plans,
and | eventual |y escaped.
Once again, | crossed

the great ocean

| saw many sad things...

as | made ny way back

to the I ands of ny people.
Once they realized

who | was,

the stories of ny adventures
angered them

They called ne a liar.
"Exaybachay. "

He Who Tal ks Loud, Sayi ng Not hi ng.
They ridicul ed ne.
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My own peopl e.

And | was left to wander

the earth al one.

| am Nobody.

Ain't ya glad the sun

ki nd of sets? Prepares you |ike?

| nean, what if it, |ike, went
out sudden, |ike, say, blow n'
out a candle or sonethin'?

| nmean... You know, one mnute

we're ridin' along, we can

see everything and each other..
and, boom the next mnute is just...
you're in total darkness.

That' d scare

t he bej esus outta ne.

Once upon a tine,

there were three bears in the forest.
A bi g bear,

a medi um nommy bear. ..

and a tiny

littl e baby bear.

One nornin', they were gonna eat

t heir breakfast porridge.

They had a big bow ,

a medium bowl and a tiny little bow .
That porridge was too hot.

Stupid white nman.

- So they went to take a wal k.

- WIlliam Bl ake, you go to them

- Along cane this girl. She was..
- Wat ?

Al one? Way don't we

just go around then?

No!

You go.

It's a test.

| don't know those peopl e,

and they don't |ook very friendly.
- What if they kill ne?

- Nobody wi Il observe.

She got sl eepy, and she

went into their bedroom

- There was a big bed, a nedi um
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bed and a tiny little bed.
- Al right.

- 1"l go.

...their tiny bed.

|'d rat her not,

but I'Il go.
The bears got hone.
Papa sai d,

"Sonebody here ate

all our porridge."

- What's the best way to get down there?
- Be quiet and go.

- And he scal ped her,

Al right.

And he tore her head

of f her body.

And he took that gol den hair,
and he made a sweater for baby bear.
- That's terrible.

- Tonight we're rem nded. ..

of the evil enperor

Ner o August us.

He was the scourge

of all the Christians.

What's a scourge?

It's... It's |like when

sonet hin' real bad happens.

Li ke when everybody gets killed
and you can't do anything about it.
Li ke a swarm of | ocusts.

For the entertai nnent

of his guests,

Nero would illum nate

hi s whol e garden..

wi th bodies of live Christians
covered in burning oil...
strung up

on flam ng crosses, crucified.
And at dinner,

he woul d have the Christians
rubbed by his guards...

Wi th aromatic herbs

and garlic...

and sewn up into sacks.
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And then they'd throw

t hese sacks to the wild dogs.
Vell, that's terrible.

- It's horrible.

- Terrible's what it is.

You know, | just... | can't
dri nk whiskey like | used to could.
My old belly

just ain't no account.

| get the shits every tine,
don't you know?

|"'msorry, Big George.

| got sone food here that
even ol di |l ocks never tasted.
| think this is gonna

fix up your old gut.

These beans is shit.

Wiy don't you shut your goddam trap
and just eat your beans?

Them uh... There's possum

in these beans, and spices too.
- | tried hard.

- Well, Sally,

| don't give a pig's ass

what anybody says.

| still say you make

a hell of a pot of beans.

Now why don't you say us

a grace outta the Good Book, would you?
Thank you, Big George.

|"d be delighted to do that.

"This day will the Lord

deliver thee into m ne hand;

And | wll smte thee, and

take thine head fromthee;

And | will give the carcasses of

the host of the Philistines this day...
unto the fows of the air

and the wild beasts of the earth.”
Amen.

- What's a Philistine?

- Well, it's just a real dirty person.
Hel | o.

| snelled beans.
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Who are you
travelin' with?

"' mw th Nobody.
Where you headed?

| don't know.

- Do you |ike beans?
S

| | ove beans.

Have you got

any tobacco?

- I'"'msorry. | don't snoke.

- Woul d you give ne sone tobacco?

- | would if |I had sone.

- I'"l'l trade you sone beans
for sone tobacco.

| don't have any tobacco,

but 1'd | ove sone beans.
Hurt .

- Yes.

- Eyegl asses.

- Yes.

- Pretty suit too.

- | clean up real good, you know.
- Is that right?

- Yeah.

- What size shoes are those?
- Ten.

- They | ook very confortable. Are they?

Not too bad.

What ki nda fl ower

is that?

Vell, it's a rose..
that's nmade out of paper.
- Paper?

- Rose.

- Now you see there?

- Look at the edge on that knife.
- Hmm

- Feel that.

|'d rather not.

Aw, go on.

- Hmm

- That... That is a very,

very sharp knife, that is.
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- Mnhmm Mn hmm

- Yeah. Yeah.

What do you call it?

- Pretty.

- I"msorry?

That hat .

What do you call it?
|"mreally not sure.

Ah, your hair.

Your hair is soft.

It's like a girl's.

By God, it is soft.

Now how do you

get it that way?

See, this old stuff of mne, it just...
Well, it's just like old barn hay.
- There ain't a durn thing

you can do with it.

- Hm

How do you... How do you get it
that way and keep it like that?
Just lucky, | guess.

Lucky. Yeah.

Oh, yeah.

Goddamm i t.

You keep your hand off of it.

| thought | told you

not to touch ne.

| don't give a good goddamm
what you told me. You keep

your hands off his hair.

Why? What's that to do

with you then, eh?

That's got plenty to do

with me, goddamm it.

- Really? This one's m ne!

- That's right.

- This one's yours?

- Yes!

This one's mne, Big George.
You had the | ast one.

- Is that a fact?

- | saw himfirst

| don't give a shit who saw what
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and who did what or who did who.
You had the last philistine.
This one's m ne.

If I want this one,

"Il have him too, by God.

Fi ne. What happens

if I just shoot you then, eh?

- What do you think about that?
- You gonna shoot mne?

- That's right.

- Well, why don't you shoot ne
t hen, goddam it?

-1 wll. 1"l shoot you right now.
- Come on. Shoot ne.
- will.

- Well, quit talkin' about it
and do it, by Cod.

I will.

- There you go.

- Good God, I"'mhit! Lord have nercy!
Burns like hell fire!

You son of a bitch

| m gonna have

to kill sonebody now.

Well, goddam it,

| guess nobody gets you.

- What the hell?

- Nobody.
Oh, Jesus's bears and squirrels.
| cooked, | cleaned, and | sewed,

and | have

a right to get..

Yee!

Hoot ka.

That's ne.

Want ed.

"The brutal nurders of one Thel Russel
and one Charles Ludl ow Di ckinson."
| didn't kill Thel.

| didn't kill Thel.

Your actions

are usel ess.

This is conplete fabrication.
There can't be..
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You cannot stop the clouds

by the building of a ship.

What ? What did you say?

You know, |'ve had it up to here
with this Indian nal arkey.

| haven't understood

a single word you' ve said since

| nmet you, not one single word.
Are you sure

you have no tobacco?

|"ve already told you

| don't snoke.

If I don't snoke, there's a pretty good
chance that | don't have any tobacco.
W liam Bl ake.

| guess the best advice

just not to take any damm advi ce.
Whoa, whoa, whoa,

whoa, whoa, whoa.

VWhat the hell...

is that?

What's that say?

Read it.

- "Want ed:

- Huh?

"In the anbunt of $500."

Shit.

Hell, ain't we about nore fucked
than a whore at closin' tine, huh?
Thanks to goddam

M. D ckinson, huh?

"1l tell you what

t hat there says, huh?

It says sone

pelt-wearin' trapper,

some stinkin' bean-suckin
possum ski nner, he's gonna

coll ect that reward noney.

Make you feel good?

Huh?

- Goddamm pelt skinner.

- I'"l'l be dam.

Fi ve hundred dol | ars.
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| don't understand.

| thought we was hired exclusive.
| mean, he paid us in gold in advance.
|"mout here... I'mout here
in the mddle of shits creek..
wth two |ocal lunatics.

One who don't

say nothin' ...

And t he ot her one,

he won't never stop yappin'!
You gonna shed tears for us?

| woul dn't do that

if 1 were you

- And why not?

- Because it ain't good for your health.
Fuck you.

Fuck me?

Fuck you.

Goddamm it.

Jesus, Cole.

He's just a kid.

He's a Navaj o nud toy now.
Yeah.

Aho.

| have just ingested...

the food of the Geat Spirit...
and Fat her peyote.

Do you think | could have
alittle bite of it?

It's not for use

even for WIIiam Bl ake.

Fl owers of the nedicine..

gi ve you sacred visions

that are not for you right now
My sout hern brothers were
prohibited fromusing it..

by the Spani sh devils.

But now,

even t he Not oemme

and the Dene. ..

know of its |oving ways.

What ?

What are you |l ookin' at?

W1 1iam Bl ake.
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It's so strange that

you don't renenber any of your poetry.
| don't know anythi ng about poetry.
Oh, you're so nodest.

Li sten...

| feel very weak.

| " m hungry.

Quest for vision is a great blessing,
W1 liam Bl ake.

To do so, one nust go

wi t hout food and water.

Al'l the sacred spirits...

recogni ze

t hose who fast.

It's good to prepare

for a journey in this way.

| seemto have

m spl aced ny eyegl asses.

| can't see clearly.

Per haps you will see

nore clearly without them

You're a very strange nan.

Very strange.

May the Great Spirit

wat ch over you, WIIiam Bl ake.
Nobody?

Nobody?

Nobody?

Nobody?

- Hey, Marvin.

- \Wat ?

How conme Di ckinson's tel egramdidn't
gi ve no description of the horse...
this murderin

fucker stole?

It did, Lee. A pinto,

just like that one.

Wiite | egs, brown ass,

brown si des.

It did? | don't think

it did, Marvin.

Wel |, you asshole... You got the dam
tel egram on you. Take it out and | ook.
That's right. Yeah, | got it here.
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"1l check it.

Maybe | been thinkin

of them wanted posters.

Lee! It's him

You WIIiam Bl ake?

Yes, | am

Do you know ny poetry?

Sone are born

to endl ess night.

Wll, Rome weren't built

in a day, Cole.

Course, uh, | wasn't

overseein' that particular job.
Fresh kill.

Yeah. No damm t obacco,

that's for sure.

This, uh, sone kind

of telegramor sonethin' ?

What's that say?

Di cki nson agai n.

Ch, goddamm Di cki nson. You nean
totell ne he's even got the | aw
i nvolved in this now?

Jesus.

Tell you one thing. If, uh, that there
Bl ake fella keeps on shootin' marshals,
"1l wnd up

[ikin' the bastard.

Looks |i ke a goddam

religious icon.

Anyhow, gettin' back

to the beginning of the story,

ny granddaddy cone over

from Scotl and, you see.

He was actually part of

the Mactwi || cl an.

Uh, the, uh, clan tartan

was ki nd of gold and purple,

if I remenber correctly.

| never wore

alick of it nyself.

Dr opped the "Mac" part of the nane
when he decided to conme out West..
on account of he figured
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it'"d get himnore work and all.
How ' bout your fam |y history

t here, Col e? Let ne guess.

Kind of figured you for a German, huh?
| mean, am| right?

Am | cl ose?

Austri an?

|"d like to speak with

M. Dickinson, please.

| insist on speaking

with M. D ckinson.

Goddamm r edski ns.

On!

- Nobody?

- WIIliam Bl ake.

She' s upset.

She' s beautiful.

- She didn't nean to call you that.
- Huh?

But you sure interrupted

a very romantic nonent, WIIiam Bl ake.
Oh. I'msorry.

You stay here "til | return.
Don't let the sun burn

a hole in your ass, WIIiam Bl ake.
Ri se now and drive

your cart and plow. ..

over the bones

of the dead.

Do you still have

nmy eyegl asses?

No. | traded 'em

- You traded then?

- Do you have any tobacco?

No. | traded it.

- For what?

- I'"'mnot telling.

- Liar.

- Thief.

| don't care if you were
married 16 tines

| still |ove you
Yo- ho yo-ho-yo
| will take you to
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the bridge made of waters.

The mrror.

Then you will be taken up

to the next level of the world.
The pl ace where

WIlliamBlake is from

Where his spirit bel ongs.

| nmust make sure that you pass back
through the mrror at the place..
where the sea

neets the sky.

VWite man's

tradi ng post.

I ndi ans get

di seases there.

What do you nean?

Smal | pox,

consunpti on.

Bl ankets are infected.

It spreads

t hrough the vill ages.

| see you have acquired

a new weapon.

Hm® Ch, vyes.

A W nchester.

- Here. Take it.

- No.

No, really.

Take it.

| took it off

a dead white man.

Did WIIliam Bl ake

kill this white man?

Yes.

Wl 1liam Bl ake killed

the white man.

W need a canoe.

Wat er .

"The brutal nurders of Charles D ckinson
and fiance, Thel Russell.

Al so the nurders of

the followng territorial marshals..
...deputy... Big CGeorge Drakoulious,
Bennmont Tench
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and one Salvatore Sally Jenko."
- It's not bad.

- Huh?

It's not a bad illustration
of you, WIIiam Bl ake.

Vell, | want you

to have it.

- It's a present.

- Aho.

Good nor ni ng.

May you serve the Lord,

and may H's holy dom ni on
gui de you through your dismal life.
How can | be of assistance,
nmy poor man?

Al'l our ammunition

i S guar ant eed.

This | atest batch was,

in fact, personally bl essed
by the archbi shop of Detroit.
Good nor ni ng.

May our Lord Jesus Chri st
wash this earth with H's holy light..
and purge its darkest places
from heat hens and philistines.
The vision of Christ

that thou dost see..

is my vision's

great est eneny.

Do you have tobacco?

We sure don't.

Aren't those tins of tobacco
ri ght there behind you?

Sure are, but

t hose cans are enpty.

There's no tobacco in them
Perhaps | could interest you
in some beads..

or possibly a bl anket.

Bl anket .

Yes, ny fine fellow

Ammuni tion.

Uh, 1'd Iike sone

t obacco, pl ease.
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Well, | may have

one or two twists left.
From ny personal supply,
you under st and.

For good friends only.

Good Lord.
You're WIIliam Bl ake.
Yes, | am

By the grace

of the Lord Al m ghty.

Sir, would it be presunptuous
of me to ask you for..

for your autograph?

Pl ease, kind sir.

It would be a great honor.
Par don ne.

There's

nmy aut ogr aph.

God dam your soul

to the fires of hell.

He al ready has.

Hoot ka.

I"mtired.

"1l free the horses.

| see you collected

some nore white man's netal .
Yes. | seemto be

a magnet for it.

Chh, nan.

Good day for

a canoe ride.

Nobody?

Is this the boat...
that' Il take ne across
the mrror of water?

No.

This boat's not strong enough,
W1 1iam Bl ake.

W1 1iam Bl ake

is a |l egend now

He's a good friend

of m ne

St and up,

W1 1iam Bl ake.
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W1 1iam Bl ake.

Ah.

Wal k proudly,

W1 1iam Bl ake.

That man there?

| know him

He's a great buil der
of sea canoes.

Hel | o.

| prepared your canoe
wi th cedar boughs.
It's time for you

to |l eave now, WIIiam Bl ake.

Time for you to go back
to where you cane from
You nmean Cl evel and?

Back to the place where

all the spirits came from..

and where all

the spirits return.
This world wll

no | onger concern you.
Found sone tobacco.
The t obacco

is for your voyage,
W1 Iliam Bl ake.
Nobody.

| don't snoke.

Aho, W/ Iiam Bl ake.
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