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	Were it not for the hats and guns, it would be hard to see the similarities that exist between movies like Stagecoach and the 3:10 to Yuma 2007. The Westerns of yesterday and today are vastly different, despite sharing settings and character archetypes, because a film tells a story and the essence of a story is not the plot, but the themes and values portrayed. The takeaway message from Stagecoach is that outcasts can be happy without the corruption of society and that revenge by gunfight is not only acceptable but glorious. 3:10 to Yuma 2007 has a far less optimistic message: there's a lot of evil in the world, and attempting to stop it is meaningless suicide. The optimism in question here is one of a world view which is compatible with the idea that there are certain qualities of people that are good—in the Western, these have traditionally been pride, honor, trust, reliability, justice, and violence. 
	Stagecoach is optimistic because it vindicates these qualities. 3:10 to Yuma 2007 is far less optimistic because its story does not value many of these qualities: pride and honor are foolish, trust is hard to find, violence is empty. The optimistic themes of Stagecoach are built on the positive values attributed to qualities people are capable of having; the pessimistic themes of 3:10 to Yuma 2007 are built on the idea that these long-coveted qualities are not so great after all. Over the last seventy years, the Western genre has gradually dropped ideologies and values from its indices, becoming bleaker and bleaker with time.
	The first film to begin discarding aspects of the Western that we saw was Broken Arrow. But while this movie was a huge step away from previous Westerns, it was not yet throwing away values; if anything, it added one: race tolerance. It was The Wild Bunch that really started breaking the rules with its savage portrayal of violence. Starting with the kids—once portrayed as nothing but innocent—torturing the scorpions and ending with the meaningless bloodbath in the Mapache fort, The Wild Bunch avoids doing what every previous Western did: glorify violence. According to the mythology of the West, violence was supposed to be regenerative. It had a kind of sanctity, the power to exonerate the hero. The Wild Bunch, in showing blood and exaggerated explosions of death, shows a less romanticized view of violence: it's violent. With violence no longer a positive quality, The Wild Bunch ends on a somewhat empty note, and is thoroughly depressing.
	Little Big Man threw out trust and honor with its cowardly hero. Jack Crabb disregards honor the moment that he shouts "God bless George Washington," showing the audience that he cares less about his people and his moral standing than his life. Whereas in previous Westerns the heroes were people who would take a stand and stick with it, Crabb clearly cares nothing for strong stances, running back and forth between conveniences. While Crabb runs around, the world around him reeks—Miss Pendrake the pious Christian woman winds up in a brothel, Mr. Merriweather the medicine-dealer is a fake and a swindler, Wild Bill the glorious gunfighter is a neurotic murderer, Crabb's own business partner is a thief, General Custer the cavalry hero is an insane tyrant. Over the course of the film, we see those with the most honor—the so-called "Human Beings"—pitted time and time again with war and grief. This is the cost of their honor and their refusal to change and become what white America wants them to be. Combining Crabb's cowardice with the questionable value of reliability and "goodness" in the film, we walk away from the film feeling the pessimism, despite its abundance of humor and comedy.
	Pride died with 3:10 to Yuma 2007, a film so morose that even The Wild Bunch with its higher body count seems optimistic in comparison. The movie presents us with a journey undertaken by the protagonist because he feels obligated to keep his family on their ranch. While this obligation is not primarily based in pride, the journey to get Ben Wade to Yuma prison quickly becomes a matter of pride as character after character drops out of the race. In the end, Dan decides to undertake the last leg of his quest alone in order to prove to his son that he is something of a hero. As a result of this decision, Dan dies in his son's arms and his struggle is nullified by the fact that Ben Wade can easily escape from Yuma. Though Dan's ordeals were not hopeless, they ended up being pointless, and his pride did nothing but get him killed.
	One by one, those staples of the Western mythology are disappearing from the genre. As the aforementioned qualities—pride, honor, etc.—stop being valued, so does the genre plunge into the darkness of pessimism. This is the direction it is headed in currently, and it is not likely to turn back so easily. The darkness reflected in Yuma is not merely the darkness of current events in today's world; the world has always been a harsh place where the values lauded in Stagecoach have little room to flourish. As such, I find it hard to believe that the Western genre will cease being bleak and depressing when whatever Yuma allegorized (presumably, President Bush's War on/of Terror) is over with. The genre will continue to grow dimmer as more and more of these qualities are thrown out. Though the stories of the Western will remain similar plot-wise, the films themselves will grow more and more disparate from those original, light-hearted, glorious movies like Stagecoach or Dodge City or Rio Grande. Eventually, the last of those qualities will be discarded. I think that yes, eventually, the Western will stop being suitable as a means of dealing with contemporary issues. Eventually, it will lose meaning and become nothing more than a nihilistic romp enjoyable only to the severely disturbed.
