
Cutter’s Reward – full script – 5 pages - © copyright 2006 Chad Boudreau 

Cutter’s Reward 
Full Script – 5 pages 
© copyright 2006 Chad Boudreau 
 
PAGE 1 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1: CLOSE on unlined paper. Rough handwriting can be seen. A pencil is 
paused in mid-writing. The words on the paper read:  
 
Beloved Sara, 
 
I am writing you now to tell you I do believe it is time for you to come west and join 
me here in Whitewater. My 
 
Panel 2. WIDE. SHERIFF WES STANTON is seated behind a desk in the front office of 
a county jail. The desk is old; STANTON is in his thirties, dark of hair and eye. His 
hat sits on the desk beside the writing paper. To the other side is a steaming tin cup 
of coffee. STANTON’s eyes are on the paper in front of him, thinking of the next 
words to write. The pencil is poised in his hand. Light from a table lantern lights the 
scene. 
 
We can see a doorway behind him leads deeper into the office. It is shadowed back 
there.  
 
Panel 3. WIDE. JIM CUTTER stands in the tiny jail cell located at the back of the 
office. His cell is in heavy shadows. His back is to the reader, and he’s looking at the 
back of SHERIFF STANTON sitting at his desk. CUTTER is standing at the bars. 
STANTON’s hand is reaching for his tin cup of coffee. 
 
JIM CUTTER: 
Can I have me some of that coffee, Sheriff? 
 
JIM CUTTER (linked):  
There be a mighty chill back here. 
 
Panel 4. SHERIFF STANTON drinks from his tin cup. The steam rises past his deep 
set eyes. 
 
JIM CUTTER (off panel):  
Come now, Sheriff. What happened to your civilized side? 
 
Panel 5. JIM CUTTER’s face peers through the bars at the reader. His eyes are 
weary and uneasy. His arms are crossed; his hands tucked into his armpits. 
 
JIM CUTTER:  
Can’t you give a man a little comfort— 
 
JIM CUTTER (linked; quiet):  
--as his hour draws near. 
 
PAGE 2 (4 panels) 
 
Panel 1. A tall, imposing and yet slender man (COLLECTOR) stands in the office in 
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front of the closed entrance. Light from SHERIFF STANTON’s lantern barely reaches 
him so he is cloaked in shadow, especially his face beneath a wide-brimmed hat, and 
his hands and arms, which are lost in the length and depth of his dark duster.  
 
SHERIFF STANTON is looking up from his paper and pencil; startled.  
 
COLLECTOR:  
“While pensive poets painful vigils keep— 
 
COLLECTOR (linked):  
“Sleepless themselves to give their readers sleep.” 
 
Panel 2. SHERIFF STANTON composes himself by putting down his pencil and 
straightening his papers.  
 
SHERIFF STANTON:  
What was that you said? 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
That? A mere remark on your devotion to your papers and your duties. 
 
Panel 3. JIM CUTTER now stands straight in his little cell. We can see the SHERIFF 
still at his desk, and at the end of the room, in front of the closed entrance, the 
looming, lithe figure of the COLLECTOR.  
 
COLLECTOR:  
Now, to business, if you please. 
 
Panel 4. JIM CUTTER has stepped back away from the bars of the cell. He’s facing 
the reader, barely seen through the shadows where the lantern light does not reach. 
His eyes are white in the shadow. Sweat beads his brow even though his breath can 
be seen hanging in air. 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
I’ve come for Jim Cutter. 
 
PAGE 3 (4 panels) 
 
Panel 1. SHERIFF STANTON has leaned back in his chair, casually but with purpose. 
Doing so has given him a clearer reach for the six-shooter that hangs on his hip. His 
face is one of skepticism; his dark eyes pinched. 
 
SHERIFF STANTON:  
Telegram said you’d be up to collect Cutter by week’s end. 
 
SHERIFF STANTON (linked):  
You’re two days early, friend. 
 
Panel 2. The COLLECTOR has approached the desk. He looms over both it and 
SHERIFF STANTON who remains seated.  
 
COLLECTOR:  
I’ve traveled far, and though I cannot tire, I grow weary of my stay. 



Cutter’s Reward – full script – 5 pages - © copyright 2006 Chad Boudreau 

 
Panel 3. CLOSE on the COLLECTOR’s face as it is revealed by the lantern light. It is 
gaunt and pale, with sunken eyes and a hook of a nose. His mouth is unnaturally 
wide, and filled with square teeth of fantastic, unsettling whiteness. He has no 
eyebrows and no eyelashes. 
 
COLLECTOR:  
Allow me to collect Jim Cutter and our business will be done.  
 
Panel 4. CLOSE on SHERIFF STANTON’s sneering, defiant face. 
 
SHERIFF STANTON:  
How ‘bout I put you in that cell with Cutter and we call our business done. 
 
SHERIFF STANTON (linked):  
You ain’t breaking him out of here. 
 
PAGE 4 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1. JIM CUTTER stands in the corner of his cell. His eyes are closed tightly, yet 
tears leak from the corners. He is shivering; his breath hanging in puffs in front of 
him. 
 
COLLECTOR:  
You mistake me, Sheriff Stanton. 
 
COLLECTOR (linked):  
I do not want to set Cutter free. 
 
COLLECTOR (linked):  
I intend to see him get his just rewards. 
 
Panel 2. CLOSE on SHERIFF STANTON’s letter once again. The pencil lies across its 
surface. No new words have been written. 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
You’ve done good work here, Sheriff. 
 
COLLECTOR (linked / off panel):  
You bring men like Cutter to heel. 
 
COLLECTOR (linked / off panel):  
Your courts condemn them to hang. 
 
COLLECTOR (linked / off panel):  
Thus, those forfeit souls come to Us.  
 
Panel 3. CLOSE on the letter still, but now the COLLECTOR’s long-fingered hand has 
come to rest on the page. One lengthy finger is on the word “Sara”. 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
I forgive you for your open challenge out of gratitude for your work— 
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COLLECTOR (off panel):  
--but do not forget your place. 
 
Panel 4. SHERIFF STANTON’s hand hovers above the grip of his six-shooter. His face 
is twisted in a wordless sneer. 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
Sweet Sara has a long journey ahead of her-- 
 
Panel 5. The fire in SHERIFF STANTON’s eyes has died. His gun is forgotten as the 
COLLECTOR’s words hit home. 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
You may stop men like Cutter— 
 
COLLECTOR (off panel):  
--but who do you think it is that whispers black thoughts in their ears? 
 
PAGE 5 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1. We’re looking at the scene through the bars of the jail cell. SHERIFF 
STANTON sits forward in his desk. His hands rest of the paper in front of him; his 
eyes fixed on the words. The COLLECTOR is moving toward the cell. His height fills 
the panel. 
 
Panel 2. The COLLECTOR is closer to the cell. The light is behind him so he is mostly 
in darkness. His eyes and big, square teeth are pretty much all that can be seen. 
 
COLLECTOR:  
Jim Cutter, there will be no noose for you. 
 
Panel 3. JIM CUTTER cowers in the corner, where he has hunched down, clutching 
his knees. His eyes are still tightly closed. He is quivering with fear. His breath 
comes out in little bursts. The COLLECTOR flows through the bars of the cell like they 
weren’t even there; his form nothing more than shadow, eyes and teeth. 
 
COLLECTOR:  
We have a special place for hard-working men like you. 
 
Panel 4. Shadow flows over JIM CUTTER, and CUTTER in turn falls into shadow. His 
eyes are open now; wide. His mouth too is wide, but flowing shadow fills his maw 
and stifles all sound. The COLLECTOR’s words hang among the shadow. 
 
COLLECTOR:  
You will be rewarded— 
 
COLLECTOR:  
--but that does not mean there won’t be pain to make you wail.  
 
Panel 5. SHERIFF STANTON sits at his desk; his hands rest on his unfinished letter.  
 
CAPTION:  
the end 


