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This play was originally written for live performance within the 
video game Red Dead Redemption Online. Further adaptations 
can be made to suit any video game with an online element. 

In an ideal setting, the play is to be performed both digitally and 
as a live gaming event simultaneously. Those who have the 
opportunity to join the online session are free interact with the 
player-characters during the in-game performance. Those who 
are observing the stream are invited to add to the chat. Those 
who are watching the in-person action are invited to walk around 
the player-characters as they perform at their separate battlesta-
tions. 

In many ways, the characters’ journey reflects the paranoia and 
desperation of our current consciousness. “Welcome to my Des-
ert Nexus” takes its name from Baudrillard’s “désert du réel,” and 
its subsequent references. In the crossing of another threshold 
between “before” and “after,” we must consider how next to char-
acterize the fissure between the reality we know and the reality 
we inhabit. Perhaps the desert is the simulations we make along 
the way. 

introduction

“What really counted was the possibility of escape, a leap of freedom, out of the 
implacable ritual, a wild run for it that would give whatever chance for hope there 
was. Of course, hope meant being cut down on some street corner, as you ran like 
mad, by a random bullet. But when I really thought it through, nothing was going 
to allow me such a luxury. Everything was against it; I would just be caught up in 
the machinery again.”
                   
	 	 	 	 														―	Albert	Camus,	The	Stranger	 	
                                        



player-characters in order of appearance:

NARRATOR

CHARLIE

FRANCES

SHEPHERD

act one

[Narrator turns on monitor]
A large body of water, day

NARRATOR: [Standing knee-deep in water, idling.] An idea was 
told to me long ago. I was told we are not made for this world. 
Where then is the world for which I was made? What if the place 
was nowhere and what if the idea was nothing? What if I had 
only to reach out and get it? Would I then be somewhere I need 
not struggle, breathe, need not eat, or cry? Don’t forget to feed 
me, and I won’t forget to feed you.

[Charlie and Frances turn on monitors.]
A desolate, desert landscape. The sun hangs in the afternoon 
sky. One on horseback and one kneeling, the two are situated 
facing the horizon.

CHARLIE: [Kneeling, muttering to himself] “Don’t forget to feed 
me and I won’t forget to feed you.”

[Frances dismounts the horse and walks in the direction of Char-
lie.]

FRANCES: Talking to yourself again? [Pause and deep sigh] I 
dread facing west. The sun perpetually shines in my eyes. What 
a shame that we should press onward in that direction at this 
hour. 

CHARLIE: We are part of something larger now. Can you feel it, 
Frances? The wind stirring the tilt of your gaze, your feet twitch-
ing to march forth—out into that hazy wilderness? 

FRANCES: Oh what of it? We’ve launched ourselves into the 
abyss: an unknown made from bits of sand and rock. I am 
grateful to breathe the air except it fills my lungs with dust. I am 
grateful to see the horizon except it shakes with heat. We may 
die in pursuit of that far out land, that elusive end point you seek.

CHARLIE: We may die while not in pursuit of it as well. We may 
die by the hands of those behind us in pursuit. Come now, we’ve 
waited here too long already.

FRANCES: So off we go again. You know as well as I what 



resides at the end of this map...nothing, or more of the same, 
stretched out to infinity.

CHARLIE: I trust our exact path will be made clear soon. You 
must continue to believe in our quest, or you may lose your 
head. 

FRANCES: I fear it’s you who’s lost your head. We’ve travelled 
endlessly, perhaps two weeks, or two years, two millenia, and 
the scenery has remained the same. Can’t you admit now that 
your plan is weak, if even a plan at all? It seems as though 
you would rather head toward something than admit you were 
running away. I suppose it would seem better than looking like a 
coward…

CHARLIE: I won’t be called a coward. 

FRANCES: We’ve conveniently departed from civilization, and 
with it go your problems. How nice for you! I do now regret fol-
lowing you in the first place. If only I knew what torturous purga-
tory lay in wait for me when I first joined you. I should turn myself 
back around now to save my own soul.

CHARLIE: This same conversation, dragged out again? How 
often will you threaten to leave, Frances? I know you won’t go.

FRANCES: We are both wanted, headed to our likely deaths 
on the run. Perhaps we should change our course, change our 
appearances, start anew somewhere rather than continue on. 
Please, can we? Or I should go alone, I promise I might! What 
will you do without me?

CHARLIE: What you say still changes nothing in my mind. I 
am steadfast. Admit it, you followed me because you too were 
desperate for the truth, for a vindication of sorts. And I have been 
kind not to inquire as to your life before we met, so I believe 
you owe me the decency of shutting your mouth, mounting your 
horse, and continuing on. Arguing is pointless at this juncture, 
and pleading even worse. 
If you leave, we will most certainly encounter separate dangers 
and die, whereas now we may face them together. Think of 
it as… a redemption of your soul from its misdeeds; one last 
remaining loyalty unbroken. And besides, you are too good, too 
compassionate to leave. I know your nature, Frances. 

FRANCES: [Pauses, then silently mounts his horse] I despise 

you for many reasons, but I have no choice in the matter. If I do 
not die alone in this desert, your lunacy will kill me later. 

[Both ride in silence for a moment.]

NARRATOR: [Moving further into the water] If I should drown 
here and now, of my own volition, would it be a freer death? 
What death could bring me solace? If death were to come in 
the night or quickly by a shot to the heart or head, would this 
send my bodiless spirit to either turmoil or sanctuary? Pointless 
to wonder, but I wonder all the same, with a mind that dances 
within this corporeal form, or at least this illusion. 

FRANCES: [While riding] What is that there, up ahead? It looks 
to be a crumpled sack or a slain beast.

CHARLIE: Quiet, we approach with caution.

[Both slow their horses and approach. It is a man hog-tied and 
left in the road.]

FRANCES: Hello? Are you alive, sir?

[Shepherd turns on monitor.]

SHEPHERD: [As if waking up] I am not so sure of it now, but in a 
sense, I suppose I am.

FRANCES: How do you mean?

CHARLIE: [Interrupting] What is your name, stranger?

SHEPHERD: I am called Shepherd.

FRANCES: Poor soul, you have low health. Are you hurt? 

CHARLIE: [Interrupting] What is your business here?

SHEPHERD: As you can see, I am not here of my own choosing. 
Come and untie me, kind stranger. [Motioning to Frances.]

[Frances unmounts to assist, but Charlie emotes something to 
stop the action.]

CHARLIE: How do we know you are someone to be trusted as 
an untied man? You may have a knife in your pocket and mean 



to harm us as soon as we draw near.

SHEPHERD: If I had a knife, I would’ve cut myself free, surely.

[Frances moves nearer and Charlie discourages it.]

CHARLIE: Ah! But what if you are merely bait, and others sit just 
out of sight, waiting to attack.

SHEPHERD: Very well, but as you’ve been here longer than a 
moment, would they not have already come out from the bushes 
to attack? I have no one. 

CHARLIE: [Yet again discouraging Frances] Then as I said 
before, what is your business here...as in, why have you been 
abandoned here? If anything, this proves you have been disloy-
al, contemptuous, evil of some sort.

SHEPHERD: I could say the same about you both, who have the 
look of deserters, outlaws, thieves, but come now, if you do not 
trust enough to untie me, at least take me to the nearest town, 
drop me at the nearest jailhouse. A cell would be preferable to 
death in this forsaken wilderness. You might get a reward for my 
capture...There might be a price on my head as of now.

CHARLIE: Either you are the embodiment of evil or these are 
cowardly criminals who leave a man to die in this manner.

FRANCES: [Muttering] A coward recognizing their own kind….

CHARLIE: Frances, a word? [Walks away from Shepherd, Fran-
ces follows.]

SHEPHERD: [From a distance, to Charlie] Perhaps you see 
yourself as a virtuous man, but this other one is right—you have 
the look of someone who has turned heel and fled at the first 
sign of danger, someone who’s had the sun in their eyes a few 
days now, heading endlessly west—for what, I couldn’t say my-
self…So perhaps my asking the likes of you for help was my first 
mistake.

[To himself] So then, you lawless fiends, what keeps you from 
putting a bullet through my head right now? Do so, or rescue me 
from these bindings, anything but this limbo I’ve been forced to 
endure…anything but this agony of mind, this creeping pain....1

1 Sartre,	Jean-Paul, No Exit

CHARLIE: [To Frances, in a hushed tone] I cannot have you 
undermining my character in front of this uncommon stranger.

FRANCES: And why not? I’ve experienced nothing but grief, 
encountered nothing but trouble while traveling with you. You’re 
a stubborn fool bent on proving your own self-worth! If you were 
concerned with anything else in this world, you would help this 
man.

CHARLIE: Not everyone is fated to live, Frances. I survive 
because of my steadfastness. This man clearly has ended up in 
this state for a reason. If you are so disgruntled...maybe it’s true I 
do not need your kinship on this journey after all.

FRANCES: You survive in spite of your ignorance. You’re a ter-
rible shot and depend on my presence for protection. You know 
that I cannot in good conscience leave you, just as I cannot in 
good conscience leave this man to die. The reason he has end-
ed up this way could be due to the same ignorance of those like 
yourself. How would you know? [Walking back towards Shep-
herd, grabbing him, still hog-tied] If we can’t agree on what to do 
with him, let us at least bring him along. Perhaps he’ll regret ask-
ing us for help after all, but his fate is in our hands now. [Pausing 
to reflect] We truly are a pitiful lot.

SHEPHERD: Ah yes, a coward’s choice if ever there was one! 
Throw me on the horse, kick me down the road!

[Frances throws Shepherd on the horse]

CHARLIE: We’ve wasted enough time already. We must ride on. 
Stranger, you are to stay silent. We cannot have you voicing your 
concerns. We do not care for nor enjoy your company. 

[The party rides for a while in silence, a brief musical interlude 
fades in and out. The Narrator wades a few more steps into the 
water.]

NARRATOR: Somewhere in the telling, I confused the myth. I 
broke with my own story and told another. The strings of the tale 
became entangled, taking the shape of a stranger. Soon it split 
away from me, standing to face its author, waiting for nightfall 
with a menacing grin. 

FRANCES: [Breaking the silence in sudden exasperation] Shep-
herd here is correct about our true nature, you know. We are 



aimless cowards all of us, venturing to some nameless, mapless 
region, running from our crimes. I feel hopeless, to be frank. My 
ability to yearn for a different life has ceased. I can no longer 
imagine a life outside of this. Perhaps yearning requires opti-
mism, a belief that a different, better world exists from this one… 
[To Charlie] You seem to have no difficulty imagining that world. 
In your mind, we are headed straight toward it, unblinking. Your 
mind must be so clear. The path must be so easy from here to 
there, to that place where it will be just like starting over…. 

CHARLIE: Frances, be mindful. Do not speak of our quest in the 
presence of this stranger. 

FRANCES: This man is completely at our mercy now. And any-
way, how could he endanger us with this vague information? I 
will speak freely.

CHARLIE: You will speak as freely as one with a gun to their 
head!

FRANCES: Oh Charlie, your stats being as low as they are, your 
gun to my head would miss by a mile. You’re lucky I stand by my 
word—to see this journey through—even though it is based in 
madness. 

CHARLIE: Yes, we’ve heard of your ongoing devotion, your kind-
ness, the importance of ‘your word’, but you forget who saved 
you from execution.

FRANCES: You didn’t save me. I believe it was fate.

CHARLIE: I provided you with a horse and weapon.

FRANCES: ...So maybe you saved me in one respect, but now 
you’ve led us here, into the endless desert on a madman’s jour-
ney. 

CHARLIE: A hero’s journey!

FRANCES: Out here it appears the hero and the madman are 
one in the same.

[The three ride in silence and music swells again.]

CHARLIE: [Grunting] Arguing with you has yet again distracted 
me. And this music is treacherous. I’ve lost all sense of direction.

Let us pause a moment. 

[Charlie and Frances slow their horses to a stop.]

FRANCES: I’d like to stop for a meal.
[Frances and Charlie hop off their horses, walk a few paces and 
kneel to rest a bit, leaving Shepherd on the horse.]

SHEPHERD: [Yelling] You who have the look of two spineless 
characters caught by their own tails as they ran, tell me, when 
will we be heading off again? I’d very much like to be relieved of 
my bonds and in the safety of any town.

CHARLIE: [To Frances] I deliberately asked him not to speak for 
this reason. We’ve rescued this criminal and now he is making 
demands as if he were our errant child. 

FRANCES: It’s only a simple question to which we might owe an 
answer. After all, we did not technically rescue him fully. Is there 
a cost to sharing our knowledge with him?

CHARLIE: It’s why he needs to know that irks me. 

FRANCES: He is bound with rope. Should there be another 
reason?

CHARLIE: He is lucky to be alive, is that not sufficient? And 
why was he left for dead on the side of the road? I return to that 
question.

FRANCES: Who among us hasn’t been tied up and left for dead 
once or twice?

CHARLIE: I have not.

FRANCES: [Nervously] Count yourself lucky. You are a strange 
outlaw to have avoided something as commonplace as that. 

CHARLIE: If it is so commonplace, do you trust him enough to 
untie the man?

FRANCES: Not now, certainly not!

CHARLIE: You are a hypocrite then. 

FRANCES: I would not expect him to be kind to us after we’ve 



travelled so far, him slung across the back of a horse.

CHARLIE: We haven’t tortured him. All we’ve done is leave him 
how he was. Easier to transport him this way. 

FRANCES: At some point we will have to cut him loose. You 
know the next town, he will not be jailed for long… most likely 
hanged…

CHARLIE: Yes but he does not know this.

FRANCES: So you’ll deliver a man to his death?

CHARLIE: What does it matter? We’ve rescued him from a 
certain death, and in my opinion, we should not have intervened. 
His death was inevitable. And from the moment we picked him 
up, 
we have had control over only the when and the where.

FRANCES: On my honor, I cannot leave a man to die. And now 
we have ruined his trust by leaving him tied. If we would have 
only extended a trusting hand, we wouldn’t be so woefully para-
noid now.

CHARLIE: My feelings would remain the same. 

FRANCES: How can you live your life? To be so cynical, so sus-
pect, you leave no room for the possibility of joy.

CHARLIE: What joy? What life? You act as if we are not already 
forced into a life of crime, beyond our choosing, beyond our 
control. I’m no veteran outlaw, but I don’t know any that have 
spoken so virtuously. Joy! Honor! Trust! It’s almost as if you are 
no outlaw at all… 

FRANCES: [Nervously] What do I need to prove to you? You 
distrust me because I don’t share your cynical mindset? Do all 
outlaws have to conform to your misanthropical views? 

CHARLIE: I didn’t know you before we began this journey, and I 
may not know you any better now. Up until this point I’ve respect-
ed your anonymity. But now I wonder at your motivations in join-
ing me. That day in the prison… when the door broke open and 
we all ran free… I don’t remember seeing you before that point. I 
never saw you, I never heard your name. 

FRANCES: So who do you think I am?

CHARLIE: I think you are the law of the land come to turn me in.

FRANCES: If I were the law, would I have let us get this far? 
Would I have picked up this hog-tied man? 

CHARLIE: The answer is simple: you mean to turn us both in, 
turn us in at the next town who’ll take us. At the last stop before 
the unknown territory, you plan on reaping your reward. All this 
suspiciously moral behaviour was all in service to turn us both 
(dear Shepherd and me) over to the authorities. 

SHEPHERD: [Yelling] I shall not be grouped in with the likes of 
you!

FRANCES: It seems that even Shepherd has twice the character 
that you possess. [Turns away from Charlie for a beat and sighs, 
preparing a confession] Oh, what does it matter to me anymore? 
It’s true, I was once an upholder of the law.

CHARLIE: Ha! So I am correct!

FRANCES: But I was then a prisoner like you. I was stripped of 
my title and put away, locked away, just as you were in those 
cold cells, awaiting my fate. And I was no deserter like you, no... 

SHEPHERD: [From a distance] Coward!

FRANCES: I was preparing myself for my inevitable execution 
when we were all set free. Before the doors swung open I was 
prepared to never feel the sun on my face nor the breeze at my 
back. I was making my peace with reality, and then we were 
free. What choice did I have but to run? To have stayed in that 
town would have sent me straight back to jail. This was my only 
chance. When I saw you grab a horse from the stable, I followed, 
knowing my life there was forever done, but also knowing I would 
yet again live to feel the sun and wind and rain, even though they 
do pain me at times. At least to feel them is a gift. 

So, with that, I must head my separate way. I cannot travel 
with you anymore. I am taking Shepherd. [Frances walks to the 
horse, mounts.]

CHARLIE: You were never to be trusted, I knew! You’ve taken 
an oath to the law only to break it! But what a companion you’ve 



been! What a pain in my side, but what a protector...

FRANCES: You must accept what I say as true and nothing 
more. I have no secret motivations, I have simply followed you. 
And now that I have told you my story, I must go. It’s clear you 
will never trust me. Look at us: I have no one, and you have no 
one.Your ‘prophesy’ as you call it, will fall flat without help. I wish 
you good luck. 

[Frances turns to leave]

CHARLIE: Frances, wait! 

SHEPHERD: [Yelling] Let us leave this coward! Take us to a new 
town where we might start again. 

CHARLIE: [Yelling after them] Frances, do not trust that man! He 
will say whatever he must to control you! [Kneels in sadness.]

[Charlie, Frances, and Shepherd’s monitors are turned off.]



Time passes...



NARRATOR: [Walking a little further into the water] Finally we 
are alone… We are alone… Finally we are alone. Just a few 
steps more…
 
[Charlie turns monitor on. He is walking with his horse, leading it 
by the reigns. He is wearing less clothing than before.]

CHARLIE: I know that much time has passed. That is all I know 
for sure. Day into night, night into day, but no telling how long it 
has truly been. I hobble along with only my horse and my weap-
on. The sun taunts me; at times it appears close in the sky, just 
out of reach, but then moves further and further away…
[Pause] Why did Frances leave? What was it that caused such a 
parting? I hardly remember now. It happened so suddenly. That 
stranger, that man who’s name I now forget, he pushed a wedge 
between us, poisoned our journey with doubt. A scoundrel. 
[After a moment] I know that much time has passed. That is all 
I know for sure. Day into night, night into day, but no telling how 
long it has truly been. I hobble along with only my horse and my 
weapon. The sun taunts me: at times it appears close in the sky, 
just out of reach, but then moves further and further away… 

[As Charlie rides, he sees a crumpled figure in the distance, left 
on the side of the road.]

CHARLIE: There! Ahead! Could it be...Frances? What has hap-
pened? I can hardly remember your face, will I know it’s you? 

[Yelling is heard. As Charlie approaches it becomes apparent 
that the person is Shepherd, still tied]

SHEPHERD: Old friend, I am truly a sight! Please help! I’ve been 
double-crossed. 

CHARLIE: Here you are, just as I first found you.

SHEPHERD: Frances has left me for dead, yet again! I see 
now who the real coward was. You, my friend, have principles, 
common sense, perhaps...dignity. That Frances claimed to trust 
me, but soon met up with a few lawmen and dropped me here. 
Apparently I’ve no bounty on my head in this region.

act two



CHARLIE: Lawmen, you say? You’re sure?

SHEPHERD: Yes.

CHARLIE: And why should I believe you? 

SHEPHERD: You can’t, I suppose. This place is not meant for 
trusting, or believing, or moral nature. It is a place for survival, 
strategy, for deviance and violence above all else, I’d say. I only 
ask for rescue because I know it could benefit us both. The law-
men plan to ambush you and bring you in. What’s more, I have 
gleaned from Frances that your stats are low and you are a poor 
shot. You have a gun in your possession, but it won’t do you any 
good. I am a sharp-shooter, and highly-ranked. I can give you 
protection. If I lie, feel free to end my life, but if you continue on 
this road, you will encounter Frances and company. 

CHARLIE: It is true that this place has no room for deep moral 
questions, something that Frances and I disagreed upon. You 
clearly understand this world as I do….If you should help me, be 
my “protection” as you say, I will inform you of my journey, the 
prophecy, the destination that promises riches beyond imagina-
tion.

[Charlie lifts Shepherd and places him on his horse.] 

SHEPHERD: All this sounds very agreeable, friend. But please, 
first, I must be untied. I cannot help if I remain tied!

CHARLIE: I have no weapon for you as of yet, and I will not be 
giving you mine, poor shot or no. That would leave me unarmed, 
and I am no fool. Frances is the last to have deceived me. We 
will head to town, procure you a rifle, and then head off on our 
quest.

SHEPHERD: Frances mentioned you were on a fool’s errand, 
searching for treasure off the known map, a treasure no one has 
proven to exist.

CHARLIE: A fool’s errand? Frances never appreciated the so-
phistication of this quest… 

SHEPHERD: Yes, that you were only chasing this imaginary 
treasure to make it appear you were headed towards something 
rather than running away. 

CHARLIE: There is much Frances did not know. For example, I 
was visited by an apparition...an angel in a dream. 

SHEPHERD: [Unimpressed but clearly goading] And who isn’t 
these days?

CHARLIE: [Irritated] This angel told me I was destined to fulfill a 
prophecy of sorts, a quest that would take me past the edge, to a 
new world. Ever since that dream, the prophecy has slowly been 
coming true. It began with the prison-break and has continued as 
I head onward. I, with the help of one other soul, would discover 
treasures, riches, and knowledge untold if we would only travel 
off the edge of the map. I imagined for a very long time that it 
would be Frances who joined me, but now I see that it might be 
the likes of you, an unlikely and yet… destined pairing. 

SHEPHERD: Well, I apologize for my remarks, for our troubled 
start. It was Frances the deceiver who helped us realize our true 
partnership. It was destined! Now, despite not having a weap-
on in my ownership, would you consider untying me from this 
bondage? 

CHARLIE: It will only be a few miles’ ride to the nearest town. Be 
patient and soon you will be free. I have a plan for our entry into 
town: I will pose as your captor, bring you to the sheriff, and once 
we are alone with him, I will threaten him at gunpoint until he 
gives us a weapon for you. 

SHEPHERD: Yes, that all sounds well and good, but perhaps 
you could untie me until then? My hands grow numb and my 
wrists bloody…

CHARLIE: I cannot risk it. We will stick to my plan. 

SHEPHERD: Perhaps if you knew something of my past, some-
thing of my present, you would see the humanity in letting me go! 
I will recount it to you and let you be the judge…

CHARLIE: Alas, it will not sway me. Once my plans are laid, they 
do not change. Something you must know about me if we are to 
be partners. It was something Frances despised.

SHEPHERD: [Desperately] But friend! We are starting anew! 
No before, no Frances, only us two and our secrets. Could that 
alone be enough to untie me? [After no response] I….I was a 
lawman myself! In fact, they are coming for you now, if you untie 



me you will be spared!

[Charlie stops the horse and dismounts, grabbing Shepherd off 
the horse and begins walking, carrying him.]

SHEPHERD: Wait! I didn’t mean it! I was no lawman, please, I 
take it back!

[Charlie continues to walk into the desert, carrying Shepherd. 
They approach the railroad tracks. Charlie throws Shepherd onto 
the tracks.]

SHEPHERD: [After a moment] I beg of you, take me back to the 
horse and I will lie no longer, I will complain no longer!

CHARLIE: If we are to be partners, I must have your word.

SHEPHERD: You have my word! [Quietly] But what good is my 
word?

CHARLIE: Perhaps you are of no use to me after all. How am I 
to ever believe you, to ever trust you, or any living soul for that 
matter? 

SHEPHERD: [Contemplating, then suddenly] Frances! He did 
not abandon me. That was a lie!

[Charlie aims his gun.] 

SHEPHERD: My final lie! Please hold your fire! 

CHARLIE: Give me a reason.

SHEPHERD: It was my intention that you would lose all hope in 
Frances and trust me instead!

CHARLIE: What have you done with Frances?

SHEPHERD: Nothing at all! We were accosted in the roadway. A 
group took Frances and threw me to the ground. 

CHARLIE: Fool! I should leave you here to die! You say for cer-
tain that they took him?  

SHEPHERD: Yes, and I can show you the direction. If only you 
untie me first.

[In frustration, Charlie shoots the gun next to Shepherd, purpose-
fully missing by an inch.]

CHARLIE: You snake. How can I discern if any of this is true?

SHEPHERD: You cannot. As we both agreed, this place is not 
meant for trusting. Now, you will use me to get your precious 
Frances, and I will use you for my freedom.  

[Charlie utters a very exasperated sound, picks up Shepherd and 
begins walking back to the horse.]

SHEPHERD: You will not regret this decision, friend.

CHARLIE: Silence!

[Charlie drops Shepherd on the ground next to the horse.]

CHARLIE: For the location of Frances. You’ll point me the correct 
way?

SHEPHERD: Once I’m free, I will speak freely as well. 

CHARLIE: A false move and you’ll be shot down.

SHEPHERD: Untie me!

[Charlie crouches to untie Shepherd. As he does so, gunshots 
are heard in the distance. Charlie stands immediately]

CHARLIE: Frances!

SHEPHERD: On your honor, untie me!

[Charlie mounts his horse and begins to quickly ride away. 
He stops abruptly, makes a heavy sigh, and turns around. He 
returns to Shepherd, picks him up and places him on the horse, 
still tied, then mounts and rides quickly in the direction of the 
gunshots.]

NARRATOR: Yet again it is my time to speak...let my actions 
speak. 

[Narrator walks a few steps further into the water. Music swells.]



[Charlie and Shepherd continue to ride for a minute or so until 
they encounter Frances holding a gun, standing over a dead 
NPC. Frances faces away from the other characters.]

CHARLIE: [Dismounts and walks forward] Oh Frances, you’re 
alive!

FRANCES: Ah, the last two in the world I’d like to see.

CHARLIE: How good it is to see you alive. Are you hurt? [After a 
silence] Please, I beg you, will you trust me again? This dreadful 
urchin has found his way back into my life. We must figure out 
what to do with him. 

[Meanwhile Frances has not looked in their direction.]

FRANCES: Come here, Charlie, we will speak in private.

SHEPHERD: Secrets among traitors, surely they will not be 
secrets for long!

[Charlie walks over the NPC and follows Frances a few paces 
away.]

FRANCES: [Once they are out of earshot] We were ambushed. I 
was overtaken for a moment, but broke free. Shepherd was gone 
when I looked back. I thought perhaps he had planned this from 
the start… 

CHARLIE: For once I have not caught him in a lie. 

FRANCES: I am not so sure. I am a bit vexed that you have 
rescued him and brought him back to us.

CHARLIE: Are you saying we are again comrades? Will you 
follow me, or rather, may we travel side by side? 

FRANCES: Alas... I was just beginning to enjoy my freedom! 
I don’t believe I can follow you again. And I don’t believe I can 
trust Shepherd any longer. In fact, I must go. 

CHARLIE: No, please do not go... may we get rid of him forever? 

act three



[Unholsters gun and points it at Shepherd on the horse.]

FRANCES: I’m afraid I have no business here. [Whistles for 
horse, mounts horse to leave.]

SHEPHERD: [From afar] Frances, wait! Do not leave me here!

FRANCES: And you, [speaking to Shepherd] You waste my time. 
[Begins riding off] I am finally finished with the lot of you!

CHARLIE: Wait! [Charlie runs to his horse, mounts, and rides, 
catching up to Frances at a trot.] 

FRANCES: When I left you I was free! I was heading to that far 
off outpost to unburden myself of Shepherd and continue on to a 
new life. The taste of freedom has given me a new appreciation 
for solitude. You could be free yourself. Throw off that old proph-
esy. It does nothing for you! 

CHARLIE: [Defeated] But...I have nothing else. Without it, where 
am I going?

FRANCES: See? This is what I’ve been trying to tell you from the 
beginning. You’ve let your mission define you. Isn’t it enough to 
simply be alive? To let the desert take you where it may? Per-
haps you can’t let go. Perhaps you really do know nothing else. 
Poor soul. A hopeless soul.

[Charlie stops riding. Frances slows horse and turns back, looks 
at Charlie for a moment.]

FRANCES: Let us leave Shepherd here... And then part ways. 

CHARLIE: Nothing was foretold, was it? I will walk deep into that 
desert alone. 

FRANCES: As will I, but we all must do it. Now remove him from 
your horse.

CHARLIE: [Dismounts, grabs Shepherd and throws him to the 
ground] The old Frances would not leave him to die. 

FRANCES: [Unbothered] As I said before, I’ve felt freedom! I’ve 
felt the unshackling of moral impunity. Why do you still concern 
yourself with that fool? Let us go now, I in one direction and you 
in another. [Begins to trot away.]

[Charlie moves to mount the horse again and hesitates.]

SHEPHERD: [In a hushed tone] Please, at least untie me now.

FRANCES: Come Charlie, leave him.

CHARLIE: Allow me to collect my thoughts! [Begins to pace back 
and forth erratically.]

SHEPHERD: [In a near-whisper] Please. Please untie me. 

CHARLIE: The prophesy cannot be false. Oh, I’ve lost every-
thing! I am chained to this obligation. Or is the whole world a lie? 
Regardless, I am chained!

SHEPHERD: You can unchain us both, friend. We could soon be 
free like Frances.

[Charlie paces for a few more moments. Frances waits on horse-
back a distance away.]

CHARLIE: I have followed my journey to the letter, and what has 
it gotten me?

SHEPHERD: I would follow you! I’ve proved trustworthy enough, 
haven’t I? 

CHARLIE: [Stops pacing and looks in the direction of the desert] 
This place...the infinite sky, the infinite rock, we’ve lost sight of it 
haven’t we? It surrounds, it suffocates, it brutalizes, it batters my 
heart. I am thrown this way and that on a whim, torn apart, put 
back together. But oh, I love it. I have loved it so much I’ve lost 
sight of what it is, lost sight of what we are; just grains of sand 
in its hourglass, falling one by one to our dooms over and over 
again. Wait a while, the glass will turn right-side up again, an-
other hour gone, but here we are, still at play. I will go, Frances. 
I will walk deep into that desert alone, but I should do it knowing 
we are all free.

[Charlie walks back to Shepherd and finally unties him.]

FRANCES: What are you doing? [Dismounting and running 
toward them.]

SHEPHERD: [Standing up] I thank you for that one small kind-
ness.



[Shepherd draws a gun and fires at Charlie until he dies. The 
death screen plays out. Frances draws a gun quickly and fires a 
headshot, killing Shepherd. Another death screen plays out. Now 
Frances is all alone.]

FRANCES: Fools. How impossible it is to truly know the mind of 
another. 

[Narrator walks a few paces further into the water. After a mo-
ment Charlie appears, running towards Frances, whistling for a 
horse.]

CHARLIE: You waited for me! 

FRANCES: I pity you. 

CHARLIE: Will you not come with me now? 

FRANCES: Do you believe that devil will come after us again? 

CHARLIE: Don’t be afraid Frances, he is only the devil we both 
made.

[Shots are heard in the distance. Shepherd is seen barreling 
toward them on a horse. Both Charlie and Frances mount their 
horses and race away.]

SHEPHERD: You will pay for your sins in this life and the next, 
and the next, and the next. [Begins shooting at the two.]

[Charlie’s horse trips on a rock and throws him. Shepherd ap-
proaches with a lasso as Charlie recovers. Shepherd lassos and 
hogties him.]

SHEPHERD: Oh how easy it is to be cruel! [Mounts his horse 
and rides away.]

[Frances realizes Charlie is not near and turns around, riding 
quickly back. Shepherd intercepts by lassoing and hog-tying 
Frances, leaving Frances on the ground as well. Charlie and 
Frances are some distance away from each other, unable to 
hear each other’s cries. Both cameras shift to a top-down view.] 

SHEPHERD: In this place there is no death, so we must find 
other ways to kill. Finally we can say goodbye forever!

[Shepherd rides off. After a moment, Frances breaks the silence.]                

FRANCES: [Yelling] I would kill you one thousand times! I would 
drag you through the desert by your ankles! I should’ve left you 
to die!

CHARLIE: [In a calm tone] Hello? Is anyone there? [Pause] So it 
is decided then, I will sit here for eternity. 

[Frances and Charlie’s screens are turned off. Shepherd contin-
ues to ride quickly. The Narrator walks further out in the water, 
about to be submerged.]

NARRATOR: When my last line of dialogue is read and I sink 
down into this water, I will exist only in the minds of others as I 
was. Everything I say will be repeated, but it will never be new 
again, it will never be like this again for you or for me. 

[Shepherd arrives at a lake, the same location as the narrator. 
He dismounts and aims his gun at the narrator from the shore.]

SHEPHERD: It’s the end of your story. Time to go!

[Shepherd shoots the Narrator who then sinks fully into the 
water. The Narrator’s monitor is turned off. Shepherd idles for a 
moment. His monitor is the only one still illuminated. He pauses 
at the water’s edge, and then walks in up to his knees.]

SHEPHERD: [Standing knee-deep in water, idling] An idea was 
told to me long ago. I was told we are not made for this world. 
Where then is the world for which I was made? What if the place 
was nowhere and what if the idea was nothing? What if I had 
only to reach out and get it? Would I then be somewhere I need 
not struggle, breathe, need not eat, or cry? Don’t forget to feed 
me, and I won’t forget to feed you.

[Shepherd’s monitor is turned off.]




