it
\"‘-.w"}

A SCLDIER'S PLAY

Screenplay
by
Charles Fuller

{Based on the Play
of the same nama)

- e
e i ) o .
:.z bl 4 - - vy 2 1
o o M M S S §
LI
vy,
- Y
v N 14
- it
iR .. e
s .
e
:

CALDIX PILM3, LTD,.
9336 W. Washington Boulevard
Culver City, California 90230

i
O
~om
i ——
& <
EENTE

STORY (R aky

"



CHARACTER DESCRIPTTONS

Sergeant Vernon T, Waters:

Capt. Richard Davenport:

Corporal El1is:

Capt. Charles Taylor:

A black man in his Fifiigs «-light skinned, short,
well built. His jaw is sguare, anchoring sharp
foatures--a short, almost pointed nose over a thin
moustache, high chzekbones and wide mouth--the antire
face outlined by mixad-gray hair.

He is a volatile man--battle worn--fighting his second
World War. A book soldier whno is capable of making

up his own ryles. He can be a 'nice quy' to those
that know him, but mostly, he’s a tough bastard--
surprisingly cunnming for all his Dluster,

A black man in his =arly 30°'s--tall, handsome, dark,
wall-byilt-~his featyres a mixtyre of things~-narrow
face, thick nose and 1ips, bright brown eyes that go
sad in thought--the whole facs smooth, the hair, short--
tight.

But you notice Davenpart for other ressons--he is
flambouyant--his officar's cap is strapped down and
cocked to one side of his head--sunglassas covar the
entirs upper half of his facg--his brass is polishad
==3hoes shined, clothes pressed--the ¢reases seem
chiseled into nhis pants and dress shirt.

Davengort is proud, brash--and a bit showy--but there
is an innogence about hime-Doyish--as though he i1
always going off to fight Goliath, AL times he is
distant--aven unapproachable--Ha is 3 good lawysr--
wall-educatad and quick to let you Rnow it.

A thin, Tight brown skinned Latin~looking black man in
his early 20°s. E11is unfortunately looks Tike avery-
gne's version of & hustler. While his fraturas couyld
be Latin ar Negroid, he has accentuated tham with a
thin mouystache and hair siicked bagke~

But £17is is the oppesite of the hustler--he is or-
dinary in the extreme. A draftee, he's a nices guy--

a bit comic at times--thoght{ul occasionally--he is

i g%od soidier with Timited intelligence, but no

sol.

A young white man-~tallish, mediaum build--athletic
looking-~in his mid to lats 30's--no grey yet, but

there are toughness lines in the sgquars handsoms

face. The jaw is setf, the mouth small and tight--

the nose, a bit too thin, but the syes are ciear, 2 5lue
that can turn to steel, when ha is angry.

Taylor is a West Point officer~-spit and poiish--a man
not given to sentiment and is a bit uneasy with softness,
but there is a fairness in him that surprises and disarms
people arcund him., Intelligent, well-read--mid-western,
quick to cheer, slow o decide--immovable afier decisign
is made,



Corporal Cobb:

Pfe. Malvin Peterson:

Private Henson:

Colanal Nivens:

Private Wilkie:

S

A brown skinned man of 26 or 7, medium height and

byild. A round-faced man with his hair parted on

the side~-~-he has thea look of a country-boy--a certain
openess in his well-fed face tells you his smile is
genyine. He is a well-built man--a good soldier judging
by the two stripes he's managed to get in a short time
in the Army. Quickwittad-~bright--a thoughtful and
sympathetic man capable of deep feelings~-a mincr

leader among the men, his opinion might be sought from
time to time--a man not Tikely to hassle his fate.

A tall, angular good-Tooking young black man--in his
garly 20'g-«brownskinned~-wears glasses on the rather
longish nase, and over the pleasant wide smile--lo0ks
and acts intelligently--muscular.

Peterson is the ideal soldier--a fighting machine--can
ba moody, but is a man of great passion--carss about
his fellow GI's and tends to defend them. He is a
yourrg man and full in his way, of piss and vinagar.

Dark, brownskinned man--stocky-~round face, heavy lips,
thick, bushy eyebrows--eyes small--major character of the
faca, disdain,

Henson 13 4 drattes who'd rather be fighting than sitting
around--sharp tongued--plays the ‘dozens’--skeptical--

he will always have the Tast word--basically a gond
E?Tdier, but "shove the shit!®. A typical American

A white officer in his late fifiies. A cigarstie smoking
Southern gentleman-~a2nigmatic--a rather active looking
man in good shape for his age, short--fight almost leonid
featuras, but the hair i3 short--closaly ¢rooped.

There is a sense of the regal about the man--ha is not

a Wast Point officer-~but he is a soldier-~inteiiigent,
walleread, used to the guod life--a pragnatist, racgist,
but hardly the boisterocus sguthern bigot--a man of
considerable charm when he needs fo be--but generally

he dgesn't need to be--Commander of Fort Neglewhe'd
rather not be bothered.

A brownskinned man in his late 40's. He is graying
stightly, a man of medium height and build--he stays

in shape-~he is Tean, angular, a man with sharp featurss,
and dark panetrating ayes.

A veteran--tough~looking~~the Army is his life--he drinks,
is rarely sympathetic, tends to be out Tor himself, but
gquick to excuse himself from wrongdoing--yet, we feel
always Wilkie is the victime~of his own greed--he is
rather pathafic in his way.
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Pyt. Smails:

CJd Memphis:

-3

A short, well-built athletic looking black man in his
early 20's, with an cpened, rather round face, high
forahead, short cropped hair, longish nosa and broad
smile-~he resembles a young Jesse Owens,

Athjetic in the extreme, he is betiter at baseball than
soldiering and his competence at the sport has sguaiizad
whatevar he lacked in size. A thoughtful, rather
amotianal man with a wry kind of humor--he is congenial--
a draftee who is going to make the best of a bad
sttuation.

Handsome , medium brownskinned man in his early 20'§--
featuras gentle, aimost angelic, eyes bright brown
circles--wide easy mouyth-~he is waell built--muscular
Jacking. An easy going man-child that everyone Tikgge-
the best athlete among a group of fine athletas--he is
strong--fast--a natural talent--whose simplicity and
faith in the things of the old south--conjurz--potions--
sesms primitive, but a man whose feelings are most
gften on target. He is the innocent, but he is not
stupid--and thers is something of CJ in everyone--and
something of averyone in CJ. He is the down home man
from the country-~and we sometimes wish he'd go back.



‘l

FADE IN: o
INT: GOLDEN SLIPPER SALOON - NIGHT
RUN TITLES QVER:

The camara opens abryptly on a quartet of black musicians playing Joud,
raucous Delta Blues music on the small stage of the Golden Slipper SaToon.
The place s noisy, a large dark, smoke-filled room--a Worid War I

saldiers bar crowded to capacity with black enlistad men in US Army uniforms.
The place is jumpin'., 2lack couples are dancing 'the jitterbug’ on a postage
stamp dance floar in front of the stage. Around them black zoldiers and
their dates are seated crammed into small tables that covaer most of the
fleor. Pitchars of beer are being passed from table 2o tzble. 1ass

mugs are being tossed to GI'S from waiters ¢n the edge of the crowd. On

the Jeft a long bar is busy with a c¢rowd seated on stools. Everyone is
emjoying themseives. On a long mirrer behind the bar, the words: 5TH
ANNIVERSARY, APRIL 14, 1844, EVERYONE INVITED! are writtzn in broad red

and yallow strokes. The camaera begins to thread its way dizzily through

the crowd from the dancefloor to the dimly 11t rear of the saloon.

At the entranca, a black, musclebound bouncer--balding, dressad incongrously
in a tuxade guards the door. B8lack Gl's stagger out of the door., The

music continues.

TITLES OUT.
CUT 10

EXT: SERGEANT WATEARS - ROAD - NIGHT

Music from the saleon trails into the scene as the Camara crens in swirling
fog along a dark, moonlit bayou raad, lined on both sides with treas and
thick underbrush. The night sounds of insects and the stirring of the
underbrusn mix with the fading music ¢f the saloon making the road seem
ggrig-~-threstening. We see and hear 2lmost at enca the dim Tigure of
Sergeant WATERS. HMe is a black Nonmecom in uniform crawling and mumbiing
drunkenly on all fours on the road and into CU. He has heen heaten.
A man in his 50's, streaks of Dlood course from his mixed-orey hair
down the side of his face. Bruises glisten reddish and dlack around his
eyes., Trickles of blood harden on his nose--around his pencil-thin
moustache. 0Oirt mixed with blood 'cakes' on his cheeks. His look is
anguised. The fag and dim 1ight make him seem surreal--z nightmarish
vision.
WATERS
{cougning, convinced)

They still hate you!
He shakes his head as if admitting a truth.
CuT TO:



3.

CU .45 CALIBER AUTOMATIC PISTOL

The hammer of the pistol is pulled back. Beycnd the pistol, the heavy
fog billows amidst the thick underbrush.

0.C. WATERS
They stil1l hate you!l

The pistol catches the light of the moon for an instant before the hammer
sowers forward, before the gun fires, exploding smoke and death,

CUT T0:

WATERS

WATERS flies backward and over, the bullet tearing through his chest, hurting
him for an instant before he dies on the dark louisiana road. His uniform

is suddenly stained in 2 large circle around the wound. And the shot hardly
disturbs the thick underbrush and the fog that rolls in gver the road from
the bayou.

CuT 70

WATERS - MURDERER'S POV

The camera moves toward the body, stops beside it, looks down at it. WATERS
is sprawled on the road, his face still shocked in death by the vision of
the person whoe killad him. '

CUT TO:

CU .45 CALIBER AUTOMATIC PISTOL

gh%1pisto1 15 pointed downward at WATER'S body. It spits flame and another
ullet

LuT 70:

WATERS B8QDY

The body jerks lifelessly as the bullet sxplodes in its head. Thers is a
sudden quiet.

We are awars of sydden Fqctsteps. They start off in the near distance,
and fade, hardly disturding the fog that swirls a Tittle, then setties
heavily over the budy as if caressing jt.

FADE QUT:



FAEE iN:
EXT: TRAIN - PASSENGER CAR - BRIGHT QAYLIGHT

The Camera opens on swirling steam billowing up argund the wheels of a
Passenger Train in the Tynin Train-Station. A black Porter watches a
stream of black passengers, mostly soldiers disambarking. Further down
the platform whita passengers disembark fram another car. There is the
faeling of War Time [World War I1] about things-~the soldiers, signs,
flags and banmers. At the doorway, CAPTAIN RICHARD DAVENPORT appears. He
is tall, handsome, in his late 20's~-early 3Q0's-~a spit-and-polish hlack
US Army officer. In upiform, he is carrying @ suitcase and a black lgather
briefcase. What attracts our attenticn Lo DAYENPORT s his manner--qr
flair if you will., He is wearing Gen. MacArthur sunglasses, his officers
cap slightly cocked to the side, and i+s brim 'broken' and strapped like
Mustang pilots. He attracts the attamtion of peaple on the platform
immediataly. As he reaches the ground he {5 met by a skinny black
Corporal ELLIS. A young man dressed in fatiguas, his lean face beneath

a pencil-thin moustache and his hair 's1ieked-back’ reminds one of early
movie ‘Latins’. ELLIS salutes at once.

ELLIS
Captain Davenport? Corporal Ellis--at your dispusal, Sir!

DAVENPORT returns the salutse.
CUT T0:

ELLIS - DAVENPORT - STATION

FLLIS Jooks at DAVENPORT'S Captain's bars admiringly. Behind them is the
train-station. On both sides of a blue double-door are long whitz benches
with whitz people sitting on them. Over tha door a sign reads: WHITES
ONLY. One man on the bench nudges another szated beside him. They both
begin to watch ELLIS and QAVENPORT. ELLIS reaches for DAVENPORTS bag. -
The action creates an irritating stir among the whita people. DAVENPORT
notices and straightens. :

ELLIS
I'm to take you to Colanel Nivens, Sir.

DAVENPORT
Let’'s go soldier.
DAVENPORT starts away, with ELLIS a step behind him. An ageing couple sit-

ting on the bench look after DAVENPORT with curiosity. ELLIS has noticed.
Evarvone {5 staring at them,

CUT T0:



10.

1l

12.

4,

£LLIS - DAVENPORT - STATION - JEEP

Tha Camera follows DAVENPORT and ELLIS pass the 'Colored’ saction of the
station to a waiting jeep. ELLIS sTings DAVERNPORT'S bag into the rear
seat and mounts the driver's side. ODAVENPORT gets in as the engine starts.
Almost at once they are moving away from the station.

CuT TO:

£XT: SECTICN OF BAYOU ROAD

The Camera follows ELLIS and DAVENPORT in the jeep as it rolls along

3 saction of the Bayou Road that provides the full spectacle of the Louisiana
Bayou Country that widens in all directions around them. To the

right the Bayou licks the shoulder of the road stretching in its direction

to the horizon. The trees, the undarbrush are softaned in the bdright
sunlight and the road seams nleasant as the mist begins to burn off and
reveal sporadic patches of bright red and yellow flowers. The Camera

stays with the jeep for awhile, the picture it captures so attractive, there
is the feeling this day will turn out well.

Ut TO:

ANQTHER SECTION QF RUCAD

The jeep slows suddenly through a saction of road where the trees and uynder-
brush are especially heavy. A 3/4 ton Army truck passes the jeep moving in
the opposite direction. ELLIS stops the jeep and points.

ELLIS
This is whers they killed Sergeant Waters las' month, Sir.

DAVENPORT turns and the camera pans to the place ELLIS indicates. A spot

on the road whers the paint usad %o mark where the body was found has begun
to wear away.

DAVENPORT
Why'd you say, they killed him Corporal? Whe's they?

The jeep moves. ELLIS looks at DAVENPORT

ELLIS
The Kian, Sir--they ain't too crazy 'bout us Tan yanks down
here--the morning afiar it happened--the Colonel

{cont. )
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ELLIS
ringed the whole Fort with M.P. "5~ ;

In the BG thers is the faint sound of sirens, that grows louder.
CUT 10!

[FLASHBACK]
EXT: FORT NEAL - EARLY MORNING

The Camera cpens ¢na road adiacent to the Fort and cutside the barbed wire
fence that stretches around it, at 'first 1ight', Twa MP jeeps, their sirens
wailing, roar onto the road and screech to 2 kalt. Four well-armed whits
MP's jump from one jeen, and four black MP's {two armad with 'Billy-cludbs')
jump from the other. The MP's quickly taka up positions along the perimeter
of the fence facing inward at the Fort. The whita MP's on one side, the
slack MP's on the other. Qver their activity a Toudspeaker is blaring.

The voice is male and Southern,

LOUDSPEAKER VOQICE
This is the Commanding Officerw~-Return o your barvracks!
I repeat: Return o your barracks!

CuT 70

INT: BARRACKS - TAYLOR - DAY

The camera cpens on the back of Captain CHARLES TAYLOR as he pacas the
length of a Jong, one storey barracks. He is a young whita officer.
Oressed in fatigues and pistol belt he is tough-locking, a man af medium
haight in his early 30's. He is a West Point officer--not only spit-and-
polish, but athletic and spartan-looking with rugged though boyish

good looks. On both sides of him, aniisted men, all of whom are black
stand ‘at-easa' baside thair bunks, their hands over their heads as a
sparch-team of MP's goes through the perscnal belongings af averyong--
hads are searchad--footlockers, wall-lockers, duffel bags, etc.

{cont.)
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18.

TAYLOR

1'm afraid this kind of thing can't be helped men--you
can put your arms down when the search-tzam finishes with you.

Saveral men drop their arms, as TAYLOR passas ELLIS.

TAYLOR
We don't want anyone from this Fort going into Tynin
looking for red-nacks,

A man in his mid to late 20's, dressed in T-shirt, fatigues and slippers
staps forward., He is a Corporal., His name is COBB,

COBB
May I speak, Sir?

TAYLOR nods, stops in front of the man, ?

CoER
Colonel Nivens must know nobody calored killad the man!

TAYLOR
This is precautionary, Cobb--we cam’t have tha Army
engaged in revenge on civilians.

COBE steps back into placa.

Ut 10:

PETERSON

privata First Class PETERSON clears his throat. He is a baspectacied,
young black man in his garly 20fs. He is tall and thig--surprisingly
aven at this hour of the morning PETERSON is militarily sharp. His
fatiques are pressed and starched, boots shined, brass polished, and

as he steps forward his bearing is crisp, his manner direct.

| PETERSON
Sir, are thera any suspects?

cut 70:
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TAYLOR - MEN
TAYLOR faces PETERSON
TAYLOR
None,

HENSON
{suddenly)

Everybody knaws it was the Klan.
The voice is sharp, southern and arrogant. HENSON steps forward, He is
3 man of medium height, stocky--his face is round, his lips heavy, his
forehead and eyes seperatad by thick, bushy eyebrows. He 13 dressed in a
Sasaball shirt, cap, fatigues and boots. TAYLOR turns on him angrily.

TAYLOR
Were you an eyewitness soldier?

HENSON
They lynched Jefferson the week I got here, Sir--Hamilton
two weaks later!

TAYLOR
Henson, unless you saw it, keep your opinions to yoursalfee
That's an order! It applies to everybody 2lse as welll

ALL
{almost simultaneously}
Yes Sirl
TAYLOR paces again. This time a 1ittles uneasily. Sotiness dogs not come
quickly or with assurznce to the man.
TAYLOR
Men! Sergeant Waters served the Two-Twenty-First and this pla-
toon in particular, with distinction--I for one, will miss the
man. But you are soldiers and you have a duty to this unitorm,
Your war--my war is with the Nazis and Japs, not American
civiliang in town--1 don't care what you think they did! The
tpwn of Tynin has been placed off-limits to all enlisted
parsannel. Any man found in the town will be immediately sub-
ject to Courts Martial--Sergeant Watars replacsment will oe
assigned in a couple of weeks--Until then, Cobb will be barracks

{cont.)
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17.

18.

.. TAYLOR
NCO, Any guestions?

The men are silent. TAYLOR is followed out by the MP's.

[PRESENT TIME]
EXT: ELLIS - DAVENPORT - JEEP « ROAD
The Camera follows the jeep on its final approach to Fart Neal.
the Fort is visible--wide, spraliing, its gate in the distance.
PORT is silent. ELLIS smiles.
ELLIS

We heard they were sendin’ somebody down hea' to look

into things, Sir. " But everybody figqures its an open

and shut case.

ELLIS Togks at DAVENPORT.

ELLIS
At least this time, the Klan won't get away with it--
Wil they, Sir?

DAVENPORT 13 thoughtful.

DAVENFORT
Nog==ngt this time.

OAVENPORT is staring beyond the road ahead., The camera watches as the jeep

reaches the gate and is met by a smartly dressed black MP.

INT: COLONEL NIVENS' OFFICE - UAY

CuT TC:

Ahead
DAVEN-

CutT T0:

The Camerz apens on & pack of Lucky Strike cigarettes tossed across 2
blotter on a reguiation Army desk. We hear the voice of Colonel HIVENS
at once, as the Camera pans up to NIVENS who is lighting a ¢igaretta.

NIVEHNS
...And I supposa that soldier who drove you in from the
station--he showed you the spot where the killing took
place, didn't he?

(cont,)
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18.

9.

The voice is the same southerm voice we heard over the lToudspeaker, but
its tone is quieter--gentle almost but not friendly. NIVENS is & man
in his 50's, active looking and in good shape. He is not a West Point
officer-~his bearing isn't as ¢risg, and his manner not nearly as seaif-
assured. His shirt is open, his sleeves rolled up, a handkerchief is
tied argund his neck--but he is clearly a soidier in every sznse of the
word and a man well-bred by his manner There is something of the
01d South in him. The office around him is neat and spartan looking.
The sunlight slices through the window sehind him and into the room
1ike a knifeblade.

CUT TO:

NIVENS - DAVENPORT

QAVENPORT has been standing in front of NIVENS desk ‘at easa'. Seated
in his desk chair, NIVENS paints his ¢igaratte at DAVENPORT. The Colonel
sgems to be enjoying himself.

NIYENS
...Told you [ had all the Troops perscnal effacts searched for
weapong--correct?
DAVENPORT

Is there a point the Colonel is trying to make, Sir?

NIVENS rises, paces.

There’'s a pointe-
NIVENS hesitates, takes a few mors steps , STOpsS. His voice is caim.

RIVENS
This things been biown all the hell gytta’' shape--~this is
the Army's business--and the Army here at Fart Neal--not
Washington!

NIVENS walks to a small sofa and sits on it. He seems exhausted.
DAVENPORT facas nim.

fut T0:



NIVENS - DAVENPORT
Anothar Angle. NIVENS is quiet for a moment.

NIVENS
Save everybody a whole lot of unnecassary griefe-I was
brought up in the South, Davenport. You ever hear of
Threadqill County, Alabama?

BAVENPORT
No, Sir.
NIVENS
No mattar--] been commanding Negroes ali my Tife,
Davenport..
{pause)

And the worse thing you can do in this part of the country
is pay toe much attention to the death of a Negro under
mystarious circumstances-~aspecially a soldier. People
get jtchy--uneasy--white folks in town--colored at ithe
Fart. Kesp turning this thing cver and sooner or later
you're bound to have an agxplosion.

(slight pause)
Now, ['ve lived here in Huntar Parish ten years-~I Tike
the duty--you get my meaning?

DAVENPORT
what is it you want, Colonel?

Thare is a moment of silenca. The Colonel risas, Crossas the room.
DAVENPORT follows his movements. NIVENS moves to his desk, sitting
on the edge of it facing DAVENPORT.
NIVENS
I want whatever you came here to do complated in three
days.

QUICK CUT 70:

10.



i 21 *

22.

CU DAVENPORT
He §{s surprised and annoyad, his response immediate.

DAVENPORT
$ir I request jmmediate permission to notify Washingtcn.

CutT T0:

NIVENS - DAVENPORT
Another Angle. NIVENS smiles.

NIVENS

Y-

Permission deniad.

DAVENPORT
1'm under direct ordersge-

NIVENS
I don't give a damn if Roosevelt himsalf sent you,
Davenport! I'm trving to pravent my
colared troops, on this Fort from going into that backwater
town and killing somebody! And I don't care what y/Qu
think either, you can always return 10 Washington
it you like.

NIVENS reaches for and picks up a thin manila envelope on his desk.

HIVENS
These are your instructicns and our reportis.

He hands the envelope to DAVENPORT.

NIVENS
(smiTes)
We had to hurry your accomodatians--1'm sure you under-
stand we cauldn't build you your own Messhall, ¢lub and
killet--but ! think they'res adequates for a short stay
1ike yours. Captain Taylor’s man will get you setiled.
Taylor was Waters C.(0..-

{cont.)

1l
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23,

12.

NIVENS

{pause)
That'l] be all Davenport--dismissed.

DAVENPORT steps back and salutes. 1t is clear by his expression that
he is angry. NIVENS returns OAVENPORT'S salute, and DAVENPORT starts

aut.
NIVENS

T ——————

And Captain--

BAVENPORT turns around.

NIVENS
Remember, you're the first colorsd officer most of thess
men have ever seen. The Army expects ycu to be 2 good
gxamplie for the colored troops, and 2 credit 10 your race.
(pause)
Is that clear? Captain?

A moment passes before DAVENPORT answers. His faca is tight, the words
escaping like a Joud hiss.

DAVENPORT
Yes, 3ir!
Ut TO:

EXT: HEADQUARTERS BUILOING - DAVENPORT - DAY

DAVENPORT leaves the low-slung wooden building like an explosion, angrily
slamming the screen door shut behind him.

3.C. ELLIS
Sir?
(coughs)
Sir--you all right?

DAVENPORT looks up. *

Ut 10



o

24.

DAVENPORT - ELLIS - JEEP

DAVENPORT straightens, assumes his afficer’'s poise and starts for the
jeep. ELLIS follows.

ELLIS
Would you like to go to your Quarters gir?

1'11 see Captain Taylor, first-~] can get settled later.

DAVENPORT mounts the jeep as ELLIS scurries around its front end.

ELLIS
Yoy don’t want to unpack, Sir?

DAVENPORT
{snaps)
what did I say, Corporai?

£111% is in the jeep and starting the engine.
ELLIS

A —

[

Yas, Siri
The jeep pulls away, quickly.
CUT T

EXT: FORT NEAL - JEEP

ELLIS at the wheel is racing the je=p across another sart of thes For:.
Behind him, a dust cloud builds. DAVENPORT at cne point has to hoid
onts his cap. ELLIS drives with a steadied madness, pushing ths jeep
to its 1imits.
ELLIS
1 used to drive a fire truck, Captain--then the Army
took and Jet me drive an ambuiancg--

DAVENPORT grabs the side of the jeep Jjust as ELLISturns sharply to the
1eft ar onto another dirt road cn the Fort.

cur T8

13.
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27.

28.

14.

EXT: TRAINING FIELD - SQUDIERS - DAY

The Camera focuses on a group of black sgldiers involved in calisthenics,
and training with a slack drill Sergeant. A white officar stands by
watching., The yoiung men are in Army T-shirts and fatigues. Thay ars
doing sit ups, the Sargeant walking through the ranks of men, hurrying
them, making them work harder. The jesp carrying ELLIS and DAVENPORT
epters the frame in the BG still kicking up dust. It passas on the cuter
edge of the training. The white officer is the first person tn look, and
he stares at the jesp as it passes. In the group of soldiers training,
one soldier stops, logks after the speading jeep, already moving inta the
near distanca. He points at it increduiousiy. It sets aff a ¢hain reaction.
Other soldiers stop what they are doing, to gaze aftar the jeepe--aven tha
Sergeant turns around. The white officer faces the men.

QFFICER
A1l right you men, let's get hack to those sit-ups~-haven't
you ever seen 3 colored agfficer before?

SQLDIER
No, Sir!

QFFICER
get back to it--let's gol

The soldiers go back to training. In the distancs the jeep is qone.

LUt T0:

£XT: HEADQUARTERS 221ST SMK. C0. - DAY

The jeep with ELLIS and DAVENPORT in 1%, skids to a halt, kicking up
dust autside another long, wooden building desfgnatad: HQ 22137

SMOKE GENERATING COMPANY. US CHEMICAL CORPS. A sign is najled above
the building's only door. Outside, two hlack 6l°'s are hosing and
digging in a flowerbed that runs the length of the building on both
sides of the door. They are lined with painted stones. Bath men
salute as ELLIS and DAVENPORT dismount. ELLIS goes directly to the
door and readias himself to open it for DAVENPORT. DAVENPORT raaches
the door and stops ELLIS befors he can open it. DAVENPORT opens it
himself and entars. ELLIS follows.

CUT 10:

INT: ORDERLY ROOM - DAVENPORT - ELLIS - DORSEY - DAY

DAVENPORT with ELLIS trailing stops inside the Orderly Room, & small
affice area cut in half by a low railing, which seperate severa] desks

{cont. )
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and a single opened office behind it, from the rest of the room.

Rising from his desk to gresi DAVENPORT with a salute i35 Sergeant

DORSEY. He is a rather fat, dark-skinned Master Sergeant--a

proven veteran if the ribbons he wears from the First War are any

indication. He is clean shaven, his face jolly, his eyes bright,

lively. He is all pride and smilas as he straightens to attantion.
BORSEY

Sergeant Dorsey, Sir--can [ help you, Captain?

DAYENPORT.
Captain Davenport to see Captain Taylar.

DORSEY
Just a moment, Sir.

DORSEY turns toward an office behind him hust &s Captain TAYLOR
steps into the apenad doorway. He is dressad in khaki, shirt opened
shirtsleeves rolled, and for a moment he simply stares at DAVENPORT
There is a faint smile on his face as he measurss DAVENPORT. The
length of the moment begins to grow awkward.

DAVEXPORT
Captain?
TAYLOR

Come in Davenporet.

DAVENPORT starts to move as TAYLOR disappears inside. QORSEY smiles
as DAVENPCRT passas.

DORSEY
{whispars)
You got every member in the 'club’ rogtin' for you, Sir!

DAVENPORT nods and enters. DORSEY makes a high-sign to ELLIS just as
door closaes.

CUT T0:

INT: TAYLOR'S OFFICE

gﬂ?i&?ﬂﬂT closes the door of the small office with its single window.
There 1s a desk with TAYLOR'S nameplate on it and a picture of an
attractive woman sat on its edge. Two chairs await a visitor. The walls

{cont.)
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of the room are filled with large charis, duty and personnel rostars.
A picture of Roosavelt hangs on tha wall. TAYLOR remaing standing but
uses the desk for support. There are flowars on TAYLOR'S desk.

TAYLOR
Have a saat.
DAVENPORT sits.
DAVENPORT
1 see you like flowers, Captain.
TAYLOR

Forgive the staring, Davenport--Colonel Nivens told me
YOUu ware On your way--you're simply the first colored
sfficar 1've ever sgen. You're a bit startling--1 mean you
no offense.

{pausa}
So, they assigned a lawyer to the Military Police, huh?
where'd you graduate Law School?

DAVENPORT
Howard University.

TAYLOR
Your family rich--or somathing?

DAVENPORT
My father's a Postal clerk.

Thers i35 a moment of silence. Uncomfortahle for both men.

TAYLOR
1 graduated the Point--we didn't have any Negroes at the
Point--in fact, 1 naver sven saw a Negro until I was twalve
or thirtsane-

DAVENPORT
Did you see my orders, Captain?

{cont.}



TAYLCR
{ncds)
Right after Nivens got them-~] think it only fair to tell
you-=had I known you'd be a Negro, 1 would have reqguested
the immediate suspension of the investigation--may [ speak
freely? :

DAVENPORT
You haven't stopped yet.

TAYLOR begins to pace.

TAYLOR

Look, these Jocal people aren’t going to charge a white
man in this parish on your say-so! Nivens knows that!
He doesn't give a damn about this killing~-and your being
hara proves it! They're making a fogl of you--can’'t you sae
that?

{suddenly)
Will you take off those damn sunglassas?

DAVENPORT
1 like these~~they're like MacArthur's.

DAVENPGRT lowers the glasses fram his eyes slowly, smiling with a kind
of miid mockery.
TAYLOR
You go near Tynin in your uniform, spunding white and
charging local people and you' 11 wind up just as dead
as Waters! This fsn't Washingten, Davenport.

DAVENPCRT
1 know that.

TAYLOR
You know how many times I've asked Nivens to look into
this killing? Everyday since it happened-~he didn‘t tell
you that!

{cont.}
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DAVENPCRT
Do you suspect someone, Captain?

TAYLOR
Don‘t play lawyer with me, soldier--with you on this case
we're not gonna' get anywhere!l

DAVENPORT
Like it or not, Captain-~I'm 317 you've got--you're orders
instruct you to cooperate!l Is there anything else?

DAVENPORT starts to rise. For a moment TAYLOR staras at him coldly
then - suddenly he straightens.

{cont.)
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TAYLOR
{shouts)
Ellis!
{ta Davenport)
You're right--there's no need to discuss this further.

ELLIS enters,

ELLIS
Yes, Sir!

TAYLOR
Captain Davenport will need assistance with the men,

DAVENPORT looks at TAYLOR and slowly puts on his sunglasses.

DAVENPORT
You'1l excuse me, wan't you, Captain?

OAVENPORT exits. TAYLOR locks aftar him, as ELLIS goes out.

TAYLOR

Glad I met youJCagtainf

CUY 70:

EXT: FORT NEAL - ELLIS - DAVENPORT - DAY

The Camera follows ELLIS and DAVENPORT as they walk toward the corner
of a street and are stopped by a passing 3/4 ton Army truck filled
with black 6I's carrying farm tools. Both men take noticas of the
truck as it passas. In the near distance are saveral barracks.
Around them, the activity of the Fort is at a Iull. There are no
soldiers in sight. DAVENPORT follows the truck with his eyes.
ELLIS
1 sure hope we get to fight soon, Sir--nmext, they'll

have us pickin' this years cottan ¢rop!

DAVENPORT makes ne comment. They start walking again.

(cont.)

19.
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DAVENPORT
How long was Captain Taylor’s investigation?

ELLIS
Two days, Sir.

DAVENPORT
Who did he question?

ELLIS

well, mostly guys who had contact with the Sarge that day--
guys in his platoon--coupla’ peopie who saw him in town,
then anybody wha coulda’ ssen him on the road. Wasn' but

a handful.
DAVENPORT
0id you see him that day?

ELLIS
Nope~--ng, Sir.

cUT T0:

EXT: 8ARRAGKS - ELLIS » DAVENPORT - DAY

The two men reach the barracks, anather wooden building. Above the
door is a sign which reads: WIPE YCUR FEET QFF!

DAVENPORT
Do you know if the Sergeant drank?

ELLIS
1 didn't know him well enough to offer opinions, Sir.

ELLIS entzrs the building ahead of DAVENPORT and holds the door.

ELLIS

(yalls)
TENN-Hut !

DAVENPORT antars,

Ut T0:

20.
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INT: BARRACKS - DAY

The camera entars behind ELLIS and DAVENPORT, They are in a small
hallway between two rooms. At the far end of the barracks about a
dozen black GI's 'snap-to’. ELLIS precedes DAVENPORT to a small
room on the right.

DAVENPORT
As you were.

The men relax. ELLIS points to the apen decrway.

ELLIS
This is it, Sir--the Captain instructed everybody in the

Sergeants platoon to be here.

DAVENPORT takes a single step and enters.
cur TO:

INTERRQGATION ROOM - DAY

DAVENPORT enters a small room. Usually the quartsrs of an NCO, there
is a single bunk beside the wall, a small desk and two chairs, The
room is bright however, the sunlight charging through the single window.
OAVENPGRT immegiately sets his briefcase down on the dask, and moves
one of the chairs to the cantar of the room. ELLIS remains at the
doorway.
DAVENPCRY
while I'm questioning the men, take my things to my

quarters-~then coma back and standby.

ELLIS
Yes, Sir!
(pausa)}
Sir? 1 think I ought to tell you~-welle-Sire-
Captain Taylor gquestioned two white officers frum this
Fort that night, Sir.

DAVENPORT
How do you know?

{cont.}
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. {hesitantly}
1 delivered his report to Colonel Nivens? Well, on the

way over--the jeep hit a bump, the report fell out of the
jeape~pages everywhea'!
DAVENPORT
Who are they?
ELLIS

No names, Sir-~just the mention of the gquastioning=-
1t seems they were on the road that night.

DAVENPORT remains expressionless.
DAVENPORT
don't let anymore reporis fall cut of your jeep, Corporall

ELLIS
No, Sir--Sir, may 1 say something though? 1t sure is good
+n ses one of us wearing Captain’s bars, Sir.
DAVENPORT acknowledges the santiment for an instant.
DAVENPORT
all the first man.

ELLIS steps into the hall and snaps.

ELLIS
Private Wilkie! Captain wants to see you!

0.0. WILKIE
Yas, indaedy!

Cur 10

34, PRIVATE WILKIE

WILKIE appears at the doorway. Standing at attention he is a black man of
medium height--in his Tate 40's and graying slightly. He {s obvicusly a
man who stays in shape. He is lean, and angular man with sharp features

{cont.)
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and penetrating eyes. Tnere is the toughnass of the veteran soldier
about him. The dark shadow Of Sergeant stripes on his fatigue shirt
talls us he was recently busted.

0.C. DAVENPORT
At easa Privata~-have a seat,

WILKIE relaxes, smiles and moves toward DAVENPORT.
CuT 70:

DAVENPORT - WILKIE
DAVENPORT risas from the desk and moves toward the man.
DAVENPORT
I'm Captain Davenport.
WILKIE

We a1l know that, Sir--word went out on the grapevine
that you were here, the minute you hit the Fort.

WILKIE is ingratiating, DAVENPORT ignores the comment.

DAVENPORT
I'm conducting an inquiry into the events surrounding
the death of Sergeant Watars--the report [ file will
he confidential.

WILKIE nods,

DAVENPORT
How long did you know the Sergeant?

WILKIE

‘SBaut a year Sir--sae this company was basically a baseball
team, Sir--mast of the boys had played for the Negro Lesague
so naturally, the Army put us all together--we'd be assigned
to different companies~-Motor-pootl, Dumptruck--garbage cleanup
=311 the dirty work on the post, Sir--but on Saturdays we
were whippin hell out of 'em on the bassball diamond--1 was
hittin’ 352 myself!

Camera begins to pan slowly.

Cut TQ:
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[FLASHBACK]
INT: BASERALL LOCKERQQM - WATERS - DAY

Camera pans empty lockers. Some of them are apened and baseball equip~
ment is visible stuffed or set inside the lockers. A pair of spikas

sit on a long team bench, as the camera continues L0 pan, stopping on

a pair of polished Army moots. They belong to 3ergeant YERNON T. WATERS.
It is our first experience with him since the begining of the film, and
the camera begins a slow pan up the length of the man as WILKIE continues
to talk V.0.

WILKIE
¥ell, the Army sent Sergeant Watars to
manage the tgam,--he'd bzen in Field
Artillery--Gunnaery Sergeant--had a Croix
De Guerre from the First War,

WATERS s dressed

crisply in starched
fatiques and helmet
Tiner. He is a small

V.0. DAVENPORT

What kind of man was he?

WILKIE

man who ssems larger,
and taller than he is
hecayse of his bearing.
He fs standing with his
hands on his hips, his

A1l spit and polish, Sir--he took my face tight, his eyes

stripes, Sir--but I was in the wrong.
teckercon.

WATERS
Sergeant Wilkiel You are a non~commi ssioned officer in
the Army of a country at War!

CuT 10:

WATERS - WILKIE - LOCKERQQM

The object of WATERS' chewing-out is WILKIE. The two men are alone in
the empty lockercom. WILKIE 1s dressed in a basaball uniform, noiding

a bat in one hand and standing at attention in front of WATERS who is
loudly dressing him dawn.

WATERS
The penalty for being drunk on duty is severe in peace-time
so don't bring me no, *Da'twcolared-folks-can’ t-do-nothin’-~
lass' -they-drunk-shit', as an excuse!
an example to your meni

You are supposad to be
So I'm gonna' send you to jail tan

{cont.)

narrow, his veica spit-
ting fire in the empty
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3. WATERS
days and take those stripes--teach you & lasson--you're
in the Army!

WATERS prances around a bit, enjoying not anly what he's said, but
fis own role in it.
WATERS
(aimost an aside)
Calorad folks always runnin' off at the mouth about what
they gonna‘ do--if the whitz man gives 'em a change-=-and
you get it, and what do you do with it7 You wind up drunk
on Guard duty--I don't blame the white man--why the hall
should he put colored and white together in this ware-you
can't even be trustad to guard your own quartaers! Get
aut of my sight, PRIVATE!

CUT 76:

ag, [PRESENT TIME]
JAVENPORT is staring from the window, his back to WILKIZ. He has
been affected by WILKIE'S story.
DAVENPORT
How was he with the other men?

He faces WILKIE.
WILKIE
Sometimes the Sout;hern guys caught hell.-3arge wasn't too
particular about people from the South-=I'm from Jetroit
myself--did you know Joe Louis started in Datroit?

DAVENPORT
{starn)
What about the southern men?

{cont.}
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WILKIE
{shrugs)
_Sarge ain't like ‘eme~excepl for Memphis--coulda’ Desn
because Memphis was the best pallplayer on the team--he
could sing tool--anyway, Memphis was from the South

hut with him, Sarge was different-e--—

In the BG guitar music begins to trail into the scene, the volume
rising gradually.

CUT 108

[FLASHBACK]
INT: GOLDEN SLIPPER SALOON ~ NIGHT

The camera opens on MEMPHIS. He is sitting in the spotlight playing 2
guitar and singing on the small stage. This is our first look at the
man, and MEMPHIS averwhelms us. He is a handsome young man, his Tace
bright with the inmocsnce of youth, He is a medium brown-skinned man
the color of walnut, his features are gentie, his ayes bright circles,
hic wide mouth opensd in an easy smile. He i well-built, his body
visibly strong beneath his uniform as he strums his gquitar and gats his
foot to the rhythmn of the music he is creating. We hear his voice at
once, it is full and bluesy. Around him the place is filled with smoxe
and wall-ta-wall people--mostly black &i's and lgcal women. The people
are attentive, everyone quiet--listaning. One sanses a magic in the
air.

MEMPHIS
(singing)
It's a jow, it's a real low----lowdown dirty shamge--

leant.)

26.
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MEMPHIS
...Yeah, it's a low, it's a waaay Tow, low-down dirty
shame!
(he hums with the heat)
They say we fightin’ Hitlerrr--but they won't let us
in the game!

MEMPHIS begins to riff on the guitar and hum along with the music.

Ut 108

8AR - WATERS - WILKIE - SEVERAL NCD'S

WATERS sits on a stool at the bar of the Saloon watching MEMPHIS'
performance and enjoying i+, Besida him sit several black Sergeantge~
an-lookers, who also seem to be having a good time. The bar-tender

{s an enormous fat black woman., She moves with 2 bottle in her hand
and re-fills WATERS® and WILKIE'S drinks. WATERS nudges WILKIE.

WATERS
8oy can sing, can't he?

The song ends and WATERS and WILKIE are clapping along with everyons
else around them, WATERS rises to applaud.
WATERS
I'ma ask that boy somethin’--come on Wilkie!

WATERS starts toward the platform. WILRIE follows after 'downing' his
re-fillad drink.

Ut T

SALQOH

Another Angle. The camera watches WATERS thread his way toward MEMPHIS
through the large crowd. MEMPRIS starts nlaying again--almost immediately,
this time the tempa is more up-beat--less bluesy, and several pgople rise
to dance. Around WATERS the crowd swirls, snarls nim in its mad traffic,
stops him, shoves him forward. People dance, embrace, drink--soldiers

are staggering. Politely WATEIRS inches closar.

CUT T0:
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WATERS - MEMPHIS - GIRL
WATERS reaches MEMPHIS only to find he jg beingstared at by a pretily
young black girl sesated in front of him. She is gazing up at MEMPHIS
almost swooning, but MEMPHIS ’
seems a bit mervous about her, as the man she {s with--an uynconscious
wlack Gl--nas his arm locked in hers. WATERS voice cuts agross the
music.
WATERS
What have we got here? A quitar-playin’ mani
WILKIE drifts into the Frama. MEMPHIS nods to WATERS, turning his
attention from the girl,
WATERS
Boy you eva' hea’ of Blind Willie Reynolds?--Son House?
MEMPHIS nods to it all. The GIRL is a Tittle jrritated by WATERS.
ihe sits up straight and glares in his direcsion. HWATERS ignores
er.
WATERS
1 knew it--and you' From Mississippi too--ain’tcha bay?

MEMPHIS
Yes, sah!
The GIRL catchas MEMPHIS eye again. It begins to seem WATERS is
competing for MEMPHIS' attention.
WATERS .
1 yseta' hear 'em at the Bandana Club cutside Camp JJ Reilly
--people useta' come from averywhea'-~foiks be dancin’ -~
sweatin' -
MEMPHIS laughs. The GIRL tries to pull away from the uncencious GI
byt each time she does he almost awakens.
WATERS
Remindad me of a place I useta' go in France during the
First War, Wilkie--women--whiskey--place called the Cafa’
Hapolegnew-
(to Memphis)
Where'd you learn to play so good?

{cont.)
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MEMPHIS
My Daddy taught me, Sarge,

WATERS pats MEMPHIS on the shoulder.

WATERS
You play good boy--Wilkie, wasn't that goed?

WILKIE
Yeah, Sarge.
WATERS smiles broadly at MEMPHIS.-as if he's Just discovered a new talent

-e3d star. CU of MEMPHIS, he returns the smiie and keeps right on play-
ing.

gUT TO:

(TIME LAPSE]
INT: GOLDEN SLIPPER SALOON - MEMPHIS - DAY {dawn)

MEMPHIS plays and sings softly in the B8G as the GIRL still seated at the
sanla remains hocked to the black GI. He is now nunched over the table
and snoring laudly. The camara begins to pan the saloon.

V.0, WILKIE
! agreed with the Sarge, Sir. He was & good man, Sir.
Wrota his wife and ids averyday!
The camera finds WATERS. He is seated at the bar with WILKIE and two

other black NCO'S. The four men are the bar's only cusiomers. WATERS
removes a snapshot from his wallet. We hear WATERS voice from a distance.

WATERS
Logk at this!

CUT TG:

WATERS « WILKIE - WASHINGTON - HOOKS

The Camera focusas on WATERS, WILKIE and two black HCGOtS--all are
drinking. On WATZRS right is Sergeant Major T. WASHINGTON, &

(cont.)
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light-skinned, glasses wearing man in his 50's--in uniform, he
saems ready to pass out--though he has moments of lucidity. On
WASHINGTON'S right is K.W. HOOKS, a younger man, he is thin and
tanky locking--a three-stripe Sergeant, his hat is askew and his
shirt opened. He is still saober. WASHINGTON passes a snapshot

to HOOK3. WATERS is smiling.
WATERS
My wife let a neighbor take that 1 couple weeks ago--
ain't he growin' fast?
HOOKS
Qver your wife's shoulder.

WATERS takes the snapshot back and passes it to WILKIE.

WATERS
Sea that kid? I hope he never has to e a soldier.

WASHINGTON blows through his mouth derisively, his tongue out.

WASHINGTON
Look who's talkin'?

WATERS
shiiit! 1 couldn't do no betler---nawww, the Army
ain't for my son--I'm sendin’ this boy Lo some hig
white ¢ollege~--
{nudges Washington)
Lat him rub albows with the whitas--learn the white
man's lanquage--how they do things.

WASHINGTON
{sage~1ike)
White don't rub off!
WATLRS

What we gonna' do? Get lefi behind in everything?

In the 3G music from the jukebox begins to play.

30.

{cont.)
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WATERS

Yoy can see it right hea' in the Army--hell, the whita man’

runnin’ rings ‘roun usl
WILKIE downs a shot of whiskey.

WILKIE
1ot of us ain’t had the chance them white boys had,
Sarge.

WATERS
That ain't no excuse-~my Daddy shoveled coal all his
life--couldn' read or write! Not havin' ain't no excuse
for not gettin'!

WILKIE

(chuckles)
Syre can't git pes from a tree, 3arge.

WOOKS laughs. WASHINGTON looks up a hit dazed.

HASHINGTUN
Mg said 3 Tree didn' he?

31.

s

WATERS mood undargoss a severs change. He is clearly disgusted and

¢lams his drink down on the bar, neariy spiiling it.
WATERS
You're just like the rest of them Wilkie! Ignorant--
scared! We've got to challenge this man in his arena--
yse his weapons--don't you know that? We need Joctors,
Lawyers, Generals--Senators! 3Stop thinkin' like a niggahl

WILKIE is stunnad, both WASHINGTON & HOOKS look at one another
trangely.

WILKIE
A1l I said was~-

WATERS snaps at him.

{cont.)
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WATERS
1s the equipment ready for tommorrow's game?

WILKIE shakes his head 'no’.

WATERS
Gat it ready.
WATERS turns away from WILKIE and faces the bar. WILKIE rises slowly
shaepishly.
WATERS
{to Bartender)
Hay, Moma--anothar round for the road--yoQu can go now
Witkiam=
{faces him)
Move it, Goddamnit!

. CUT TO:

[PRESENT TIME]
INT: INTERRGGATION ROOM - WILKIE - DAVENPORT - DAY
There 15 $ilence in the rcom. DAVENPORT rises from the desk.

WILKIE
Two people, Sir--Mr. Warm and Mr. Cold--
{pause)
Sut desp down, a nice guy, Sir--you could always
borrow a tan off him, if you needed it.

DAVENPORT
Did you see him that night?

WILKIE
Saw him at the Club in town earlier--put I left around
eight o’¢locke-
{pause)

(cont.)

32.
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WILKIE
Is it true, when they found him, all his siripes and
insignia were stil) on the uniform?

DAVENPORT

Yes.

. WILKIE
Something’s wrong, ain‘t it Sir?  Them Klan boys can't
stand to see us in these uyniforms--they usually take the

stripes and stuff off before they lynch us.

DAYENPORT is quiet for a moment.

DAVENPORT
Thank you Private, that'1l be all---1 might want to call
you again.
WILK&E risaes.
WILKIE

Yas, Sir.
WILKIE salutes and starts out, then stops, faces DAVENPORT again.

WILKIE
§ir, can you do anything about Allotment checks? My wife
didn't get hers last menth,

DAVENPORT
Did you ses the finance officer?

WILKIE shakes his head 'yes'.

DAVENPORT
Wellw=1'11-=1"11 spéak to Captain Taylor about jt.

WILKIE smiles broadly.

WILKIE
Want me to send the next man 1in?

DAVENPORT nods.

CuT 10
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EXT: BARRACKS ~ DAY
The Camera looks into the Interrogation roam window, DAVENPORT crosses
the room and remcves his jacket. In the FG a troop of black soldiers
runs by the window at 'double-time’ chanting in step as they go.
TROOP
Hup, hup, hup, hup! Two, two, two, two! Hup, hup,
hup, hup! Two, two, two, twol

Through the window w2 sse PETERSON enter and salute DAVENPURT.
cuT 10:

INT: INTERRQGATION ROQM - PETERSON - DAVENPORT

PETERSON is the mode] soldier--everything tgpit and polished’. He
stands at attention--even his PFC stripe saems €0 glow with nawness.
DAVENPORT is impressad by PETERSON'S military bearing.

PETERSON
private First Class Melvin Peterson, reporting as ardered,
Sir.
DAVENPORT
51t down, Private.
PETERSON sits, sreat.
DAVENPORT

Where you from, Privata.
DAVENPORT moves %o the desk, leaning on it for suppert.

PETERSON
Hollywoad California--by way of Alabama, Sir. I enlisted
in forty-two--thought we'd get a chance to fight.

DAVENPORT
0id you know the Sergeant well?
PETERSON
No, Sir--he was already with the company when [ got assigned
and Pfc's and Sergeants don't mix well, Sir.

{cont.}
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DAVENPORT "

You played ball for nim?

PETERSON
Yes Sir, Shortstop.

DAVENFORT
Did you 1ike the Sergeant?

PETERSCN
$toneass? No, Sir,

DAVENPORT
Stoneass?

PETERSON

I'm the only one called him that, Sip--Sergeant Watarge

1t goes back to the team, Sip--by the time [ got here

they had already won, maybe--ning=-ten games in a row!

There was even a rumor we'd get to play the Yankses in

exhibitione-
In the 3G the sounds of casual talking and laughter beain to rajl into
the scene,

CuT TO:

[FLASHBACX]
EXT: BUS - BASEBALL PARK - QAY

The Camara opens on a bus outside of which seven or 5o members of the
hlack baseball team--among them COBB, HENSOW, SMALLS, PETERSCN and
MEMPHIS stand around talking to a group of black women, saveral of

them in tha uniform of the YWCA. Other women are locals-=some pretiy
put a1l of them taken with the players. MEMPHIS is standing away from
the rest. The GIRL he talks to is younger, prettier and more endowad
physically than the others. Beyond the bus in the BG is a small basge-
ball park. The camera moves among tha visitors and the players. Every~
crne seems to be having a good time,

V.0, PETERSON
Wwall, we were playing the Thirty~Fifth Ordnance--this
particular day, Sir.--It was a big game toc! The YHCA
sent a busload of women--Real big day, Sir!

CUT TO:
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EXT: BASEZALL FIELD - DAY
The camera focus is on the playing #ield during the last minutes of @
game. The black taam is on rha field. At the plate, the batter, a
white player, hits a high fiy ball into centerfield, then star:is
running toward First Base.
PETERSCN
--and we'd played especially good that day, Sir. I

had two hits-~-Smalls three--

CUT TO:

EXT: CENTERFIELD - MEMPHIS

MEMPHIS catches sight of the ball and begins to charge deep into
centerfield where he suddenly and with amazing agiiity, leaps into
the air, glove up and catches the ball, There is a sudden and
loud cheer from the small crowd in the 3G.

¥.0. PETERSON
-—and CJ--wall, he was just incradible Sir.

MEMPHIS holds up the ball and sprints taward Home Plate, The Camera
follows as his taammates rush from the dugout to greet him The game
is gver, and they have wonl
¥.0. PETCRSON
Anyway, we beat 'eme-something 1ike tzn-=or gieven to
nothin'-~and like we always did after the games--a faw
. of us wound up Tn the MessHall,

CuT 10:

INT: MESSHALL - DAY

The Camera opens in the MessHall, a large room fi1led with long tables
and hanches, a long Mess line, and Stzam counter. The place i3
practically empty. In the redr cormer af the oblong building and
seated around 3 long mess-table are MEMPHIS, HENSOM COBEB, SMALLS,
PETERSON and two other black ballplayers. They are 3till in their
uniforms and are laughing and talking about the game. It is avier
lunch and the table is covered with empty metal meal trays. MEMPHIS
teans forward strumming his guitar from time to time, to accsnt the
conversation,

{cont.)



37.

£oB8
tJ7 Wha was that fine river-hip thing you was talkin’
$g before the game, Homey? Woman had tits like two
he Imets--did you ses him Smalls?
MEMPHIS smiles. PETERSON Teans back, belches loudly puliing his base-
ball cap down over his eyes as if to snooze.
HENSON
If Smalls couldn't see enough to catch a ground ball
right in his glove--how the hell could he see {J ova'
by the bus?

The men laugh.

CORB
Witl y'all let CJ tell me ’bout that woman?--she locked
mighty good to me, CJ.

MEMPHIS
A1l she asked me for was my autograph.

CORB
Look 1ike she was askin' you for mor'n that--movin' closg--
breathin’ heavy--wavin' them tits a1l in your face.

SMALLS
He's right on that ona, (J--

HEMPHIS

1f [ hada’ give that gal what she asked for--she'da give
me somethin' [ didn’ want--Aroun’ home? There was this

fella' folks useta’ call Lil JSimmy One Leg?--on account

of his ‘thing’ was so big? Couple years age--cle' young
pretty thing laid clap on Jismy so bad-~ha los' the one

geod leg he had!

{the men laugh)
That young thing [ was talkin' to, ain't look too clean!

{cont.)



S1. SMALLS

Them dirty ones'1l give you clap everytime--right Henson?
SMALLS laughs, as HENSON gives him the 'finger’.

HENSON
Oirty or c¢lean--she had them whita baoys lookin' at her--
that pitcher liked %o kraak his neck turnin’ roun'tl

MEMPHIS
1 heard tz11, they an the verge of gittin' us all
together span--colorad and white--say they wani one
Army.

PETERSON looks up from under his hat.

PETERSON
fou can forget that CJ--white folks ain't neva' gonna'
inteqrate no Amy.

MEMPKIS rises, puts a foot on & chair.

MEMPHIS

(strums)
1f they do--I'ma be ready fo' 'ami

{sings and plays)
Well, I got me a bright red, Zoot-suit, and a pair
af patent leather shoes! And my woman sha sits a
waitin', for the day we hea' the news !
Lawd, Tawd, Jawd, lawd!

The men join in clapping and stomping thair fest., And for awhi’

ara all invelved.

e they

CUT TO:

38.



57, INT: MESSHALL - DAY

WATERS is standing inside the door looking at the men, WILKIE stands
kaside him. The singing continues and WATIRS voice when he speaks s
sharp, knifing through both mysic and song.

WATERS
Lissen’ up!

cuT TO:

53. WATERS - MEN

The playing and singing stop abruptly, the men face WATERS surprisad by
his presence. He strolls in their direction.

WATERS
I want all you men out of these basaball uniforms and
into work clothese-you will a1l report to me at fourtaen
hundred hours. We've got a work detail--painting the
labby of the Officers Club.

The men groan.

SMALLS
The officers can't paint their own club?

COgR
Hell no, Smalls--let the Great-Colored-Clean-Up-Company
do it. Our motio is: Amything you don't want to do, the
colored troops will do fo' youl

MENSON starts clapping.

HENSON
Anything you don't want to do, the colored troops will
do for youuul

{ther men join in.
WATERS
That's engugh!

Ut T0:
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54, WATERS

WATERS looks at his men in silence for a moment, Then he begins Lo pace
nis hands behind his back,

WATERS
Let me tall you fancy-assed hall-playin’ Negroes somethingl
The reasons for any orders given Dy a superior officer is none
a y'alls business! You obey them! This country is at war, and
you niggahs are sgldiars~~nothin' else! So basghall taamsge-win or
lose--get no special privileges! They need to work some of you
niggahs £i11 your legs fall off!l And something elsaw--from now
on, whan 1 tall you to do something, I want it done--is that clear?
Now get out of those uni forms-=1 could smell you suckers before
I hit the door!

cuT 70:
55, PETERSON
SETERSON looks up annoyed, sliding the cap hack on his head.
PETERSON
what kind of colored man, are you?
CuT T0:

56.  WATERS - MEN

Another Angle. WATERS turns to PETERSOH. The men are suddenly quiet,
there is a sudden tension in the MessHall.

WATEAS
I'm a soldier Peterson--and the kind of enlored man, that
don't like lazy, shiftless Negroes!

PETERSCN
You ain’t got to come in here and call us names!

WATERS
The Nazis call you 'shvatzal® You gonna’' complain to
Hitler they hurt your little fealings?

MEMPHIS straightans.

{cont. )
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MEMPHIS
Don't ssem like to me, we could do too much to them
Nazis wit’ paint brushes, 3arge.

The men Taugh, and for an instant the tensions seem gone. WATERS
smiles broadly with themstrolling casually aver to MEMPHIS. Only
PETERSCN remains tense. He watches WATERS.

£uT TO:

WATERS - MEMPHIS

' YATERS Teans way over into MEMPMIS' face. MEMPHIS recoils a Tittle

to avoid WATERS sudden glare.

WATERS
Yoy tryin’ to mock me, CJ7
MEMPHIS
No, Sir Sarge.
WATERS

Gooood! 'Cause nothin' an {gnorant, Tow class geachy

1ike you got to say is warth lissenin’ to, is it?
(pause)

Is it?

MEMPHIS
1 racken not, Sarge.

CuT TG

WATERS -~ MEN
PETERSON stirs. He is disgusted, the words burst from him.

PETERSON
You a creep, Watars

WATERS faces him slowly. He is still smiling--this time almost

s?licitous. Ma even cackles a little as he moves toward PETERSON, who
rises.

{cont.)
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NATERS
Boy, you are somethin’! Ain’'t been in the Company a menth
Wilkie, and already everybody's championi

MEMPMIS
{at once)
Sarge was jus' Jjokin' Pete--he don’t mean no harm.
PETELRECON

He does! We take snough from the whits boys!

WATERS
{nods)
Yes you do--and i i% wasn’' for you Southern niggahge-
yassahin’--bowin' and scrapin’--white folks wouldn’ think
we warg all foois!

PETERSON looks at WATERS derisively.

. PETERSON
Whare you from? England?

Thers s quiet in the room as WATERS inches toward FETERSON who backs
ug 3 littla. WATERS is still smiling, his voice is now low~=saductive
adlmost.

WATERS
Peterson, vou got a reeaal comic strsak in you boy-~
}‘QS, S‘i!‘*'-

WATERS snatches PETERSON in the collar suddenly.

WATERS
Don’t get smart, niggeh!

PETERSON siaps WATERS hand away. He {s ready to fight.

PETERSCN
Take your fuckin' hands off me!l

CUT 70:
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€y WATERS - PETERSON
WATERS leans forward, chin out, still smiling. PETERSON already has had
second thoughts about hitting an NCD. tHe takes another step back.
WATERS
You wanna‘ hit ole' Sargeant Watars, boy?
(whispers)
Come on--pleasa! Come on, Niggah!

0.C. MALE VOICE

{sudden)
Tenn~hyt!

WATERS and PETERSON hoth snap-to attention at once.

CUT TO:

TAYLOR

Captain TAYLOR stands beside the doorway. He i3 not sure what he-has
stepped into, and his exprassion is quizzical and a bit annoyed at first.

TAYLOR
At esase!

TAYLOR ~ MEN

TAYLOR crosses the distance to the table immadiately as the men relax.
They remain standing however.

TAYLOR
What's going on here, Sergeant?

WATERS advancas to greet nim.
WATERS

{casually)
Nothing Sir-- was going over seme batiing techniques--
Is there samething in particular you wantsd, Sir? Something

I can do?
{cont.)
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44,

TAYLOR stops, smiling at the men.
TAYLOR
Nothing--1 just want to congratulate youy men on the game you
won today--just seven more and we'll be the first team in Fort
Neal history to play the Yankess--averyone in the regiment i3
counting on you.

{pause)
Sergeant, as far as I'm concernad they can have the rest of the
day off.
CUT TR
MEN
The men are pleasad. HENSON and SMALLS give each other 'five'.
, Q.C. WATERS
{suddenly)
Begging your pardon, Sir.
Everyona is suddenly attentive, their focus shifting to WATERS,
CuT TO:

WATERS - TAYLOR
WATERS steps in front of TAYLOR. His tone low, but confidant.

WATERS
These men don’'t need time off--qur boys in Horth Africa
aren’'t getting time off--besides we've got grders to rescrt
for a paint detail at foyrteen~hundrad hours.

TAYLOR
Wwho 1ssued that order?

WATERS
Hajor Harris, 3ir.

TAYLOR

1'11 speak to the Major.

{(cont.)
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64.
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45.

HATERS -
Sir--] don't think it's such a good idea to gat a colored
NCO mixed up in the middle of you officers, Sir.
TATLOR
I said 1'd speak to him, Sergeant!
HATERS
Yes, Sir.

WATERS stens away from TAYLOR whe continues admiringly at the men. In
BG we notice HENSON snicker at WATERS.

CuT TO:

TAYLGR - MEH
TAYLOR addrasses MEMRHIS.

TATLOR
Memphis, that catch you made in centerfield--how the hell'd
you get up 30 high?

MEMPHIS
They say I got 'bird' in my blood, Sir.

MEMPHIS has said it innocently yet sincersly. The men are a bit embarrassad,

TAYLOR uncomfortable.

QUICK CUT TO:

WATERS

Reaction Shot. WATERS expraession is filled with contempt, but we are
not sure for whom. It is brief, covered with a chuckle.

cuT T0:

TAYLOR - MEN
Another Angle.
TAYLOR
1 hopa it's American fagle.

(cont.)
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MEMPHI S
No, sah--¢row! See, a man tol' my Daddy, the day I was
sorn, the shadow of a Ccrow's wings--

TAYLOR
{cutting him off}
Finel Men, you played & grzat gdame.

TAYLOR turns to WATERS.

TAYLOR

Sergeant.
WATERS

Tenn-hut!

WATERS salutes as the men snap-to and TAYLOR staris gut.

TAYLOR
As you were.

The men relax as TAYLOR exits.

CUT T0:

WATERS - MEN

The laughter is instantansous once TAYLOR leaves. Most of it is
directad at MEMPHIS--aven WATERS is Taughing.

WATERS
These geechies is somethin’ ain't they? How much
af a story was you gonna’ tal1l the man, CJ7

WATERS faces PETERSON. '

WATERS
Paterson!

There is an abrupt silenca, PETERSON stiffens.

{cont. )
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WATERS

Oh, I ain't forgat you boy--it’s time fo teach you a lesson!

PETERSON
Why don't you drop dead, Sarge?

WATERS )
Noos! I'ma drop you boy--right outside, bahind this hea’
Messhall--WiTkie , you go out and make sure it's all set
up.

WILKIE
You want a1l the NCD'3?

WATERS nods and smiles. WILKIE goes out.

WATERS
I'ma wait for you geechy--and when you come out, I'm gonna'’
whip your black Scuthern ass---In front of averybody hoy--
you need to learn respect--how to talk %o your bettiars.

WATERS starts toward the door.
WATERS
Fight hard hea'? Ima try to busi your fuckin' head opene-
and the rest of you get those goddamn uniforms off like 1
said!

WATERS exits. In the Messhall, therz is quiet. PETERSON throws his
cap across the room angrily. It is clear he does not want to fight.

COBR
You gonna' fight him, Pets?

HENSON
I tried to warn you.

PETERSON
You ain't do nothin'!

SMALLS

He'1l fight you dirty, Pate--don't do itl

{(cont.)

47.
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0E8
You don't want to do it?
PETERSON
You wanna' fight in my place, Cobb?

{ha sits)
Shit!

MEMPHIS rises and moves 0 PETERSON

MEMPHIS
pete? I qot some 'Farmers Dust'--Jjust & pinch'11 make you
strong as a bulll

PETERSON
Get the hell ogutta' here with that backwater crap--can't you
speak up for yourself--let that nastard treat you like a dog!

MEMPHIS

‘Long as his hans' ain’ an ma--he ain't done me no harm,
pata. Callin' names ain't nothin', [ know what I ige-
Sarge ain’t so bad--been goud to me.

The man despises you!l

HEMPHIS
Sarge? You wrong Pate-~plus 1 feal kinda' sorry for him
myself. Any man ajn't sure whare he be%cngs,ymust ba in
a whole latta' pain.

PETERSON
Don't y'all care?

HENSON
Don't nobody like it, Pete--but when you're here a Tittle
longer-~1 mean what can youy do? This hea's the Army and
Sarge got all the stripes. ’

{cont.)

48.
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PETERSCON rises in disgust.
SMALLS
Peterson, look, if you want me to, I'171 get the Captain.
You don't have to go out there and get your head beat inl
PETERSON
Somebody’'s got to fight him.

LurT T

49,
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eXT: REAR OF MESSHALL - DAY

The camera opens on WATERS. He is standing in the rear of the MessHall
in a small arsa between two buildings. We has stripped to his waist,
and is posing arrogantly in the center of a small crowd of black Gl's.
We notice that WATERS is inm fine shape, and is obviously enjoying both
the situation, and this gpportunity to show off his physique. At the
rear door of the MessHall is PETERSON, behind him in the dogrway;
MEMPHIS and SMALLS.

WATERS

Come on now, boy--take your peatin’ like a manl
Someone in the crowd shouts:

VOICE
Kiek his ass, Pete!l

WATERS
(taughing)
Yeah, Pete--kick my ass!
WATERS begins to move toward DETERSON slowly, cautiously, waving him
on with his fingers.
WATERS
Come on now, Geschy--I ain't got all day!

The men laugh. PETERSON stiffens then suddenly lungss forward.

LT 10:

PETERSON - WATERS

PETERSON seems to fly at WATERS, calliding with him and knocking the
Sergeant down. At once, the crowd i3 excitsd, egging tha w0 men on.
The move surprisas WATERS. On the ground, WATERS scuffles wildly to
throw off PETERSON who is throwing punches gverywhare, WATERS manages
ta shake the boy off and get to his fest. A fist fight ensuss that is
a boxing lesson for PETERSON and utter dareat. WATERS is faster,
craftiar and in bettar shape. After saveral minutes, the fight ends

{cont.)
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with WATERS knocking PETERSCN out cold, flat on his ass. But both
men ara left scarred and swollen. WATERS 15 helped away by WILKIE
and HOOKS. PETERSON is stretched out on the ground, as the crowd

breaks up and moves away.

CuT TO:

PETERSON

On the ground unconscioys,SMALLS s the first person
to reach PETERSON. He lifts PETERSON'S head and applies a celd
rag to his faca., HENSON and MEMPHIS appear and 1ift PETERSON and
carry him toward the MassHall door. PETERSON does not stir.

¥.0, PETERSON
Yazh, he beat me pretty bad that day, Sir.

CUT TG

[PRESENT TIME]
INT: INTERRQGATION A00M - CU PETERSCH
DAVENPGRT seems intrigued DY vhe story.

DAVEHPORT
Was the incident aver reported?

PETERSCN
No, Sir--the Sarge left me alone after that-«1 just played
ball, Sir--you can’'t take toco many of them kinda' whippin's.
DAVENPGRT
1 appreciats your honasty, Private-~did you see Waters the
night he died?

PETERSON
No, Sir--me and Smalls had guard duty.

DAVENPORT
Thank you Peterson--that'll be all for now.

[cont. )
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52.

PETERSON rises and salutes.

DAVENPORT
Did the team aver get to play the Yankees?

PETERSON
No, Sir--we lost our last game to a Sanitation Company.

SETERSON exits. DAVENPORT looks after him for a moment, then starts
hack to the dask, whers he begins to pack up his files thoughtiully.

outT T0:

EXT: SIGN - BARRACKS - DAY (early evening)

The camera opens. in CU on a hastily made cardhoard sign. In ths BG,
there is the sound of a jeep pulling away. The sign is tacked to
the outer wall of a barracks on the far end of the Fart, Scribbled
across the sign in chalk is: THE CULLUD QFFICER'S BARRACLXS, CLUB and
MESSHALL. WELCOME, SNOWFLAKE!

CUT T0:

DAVENPORT - BARRACKS

SAVENPORT looks at the sign for a moment and then angrily yanks it
down, dropping it on the ground. Weary, he slings his jackst over
his shoulder, tucks his briefcase under his arm and starts inside,.

LuT 10:

INT: BARRALKS

Long shot. DAVENPORT enters the barracks at its far end. The interior
of the long, opaned building is in shambles. An abandoned sioraqe area,
what insulation there is, hangs from the cailing or lies on the ¥lcor,
There 95 a hole in the roof. FEmpty bunks are overturned everywnere.
Footlockers and wall-lockers ara stacked in random piles. The lats iight
of the sun streams through the boardad windows in streaks that rasemble
wedges of bright paint., From the distanca, the camera watchas DAVEN-
PORT as he crosses the small area clearad for him.

Ut T0:
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DAVENPORT

DAVENPORT sets his briefcase on top of a small dresser heside the wall.
His area is tiny--a corner of the barracks swepl clean and outfittad
with the bars necessities--bed, chair, foot and wali-locker., A1l

around DAVENPORT'S area the junk of the barracks sesms to e closing n.
Ha looks the place over again. This time he moves pback to toward the
door, where a small bathroom door is opened, He enters the small room.

. GUT TG

INT: BATHROOM - DAVENFORT

DAVENPORT'S image is reflacted in a long broken shard of mirror, propped
in the corner of an old metal shower stall, which is rusted, thes paint
long ago peeled from its side. The shower nead, angd fixturses are gqune,
and there is no piping. Arcund the stall, what is Teft gf the bathroom
reembles the outer room. Angrily, DAVENPORT picks up the broken remains
of a spigot and hurls it at the mirror shatiering it into several
piecas. He has realized what these 'accomodations' really mean. For
awhile the camera lingers on DAVENPORT'S facz, his angsr tells the story.

CuT T0:

INT: BARRACKS - DAVENPQRT - NIGHT

Ancther angle. DAVENPORT by the light of a single Tight bulb sits on his
bunk and writes out a report using the seat of the chair as his desktop.
His arsa Jooks a little more lived in now. His Jacket hangs over the
chair, On the dressar, along with his toilet articles is a picturs of

an attractive black woman in a bathing suit., A finished tray of food
sits haside nhim on the bed. In the 8G the sound of an approaching jeep
dictracts DAVENPORT. Me listens for a moment, then risas and starts
toward the door,

CuT TO: -
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EXT: BARRACKS - NIGHT

As DAVENPORT opens the screen deor and staps out, TAYLOR driving & jeep
pulls the vehicle to a halt in front of the barracks. For a moment the
covered headlights cast an eerie glow on the parracks wall, OUAVENPORT

moves forward to meet TAYLOR.

CuT TO:

DAVENPORT - TAYLOR

TAYLOR turnsoff the headlights and dismounts. He is carrying 2 manila
folder, DAVENPORT waits by the front of ths jeep.

DAVENPCRT
What brings you out to my neighborhood, Captain?

TAYLOR
1 wanted you to see the request I've sent (o Calonel
Nivens to have your investigation terminatad.

TAYLOR hands the folder to DAVENPORT, He opens it, glances at it
casyally as TAYLOR talks.

TAYLOR
My reasons have nothing to do with you persenaliy--my
requast will not hurt your Army rzcord in any way--
(pause)
But there are other things to consider in this case.

DAVENPORT
Only the color of my skin--

He hands the folder back to TAYLOR.

TAYLOR
1 want the people who killad one of my men Jailed,
Davenport!
DAVENPORT
So do 1!

{cont.)}

54,
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TAYLOR
Then give this up! Whitas down here won't sae their duty
or justice--they'1l ses youl And once they do, the Law,--
Due Process--it all goes--your investigation can’t possibly
get at the truth.

DAVENPORT Teans against the jeep. He is studying TAYLOR.
DAVENPORT

Wny? Because two white officers are involved in this?

cur 10:

_ TAYLOR - DAVENPORT

Another angle.
TAYLOR
1 want them in jail--aut of the Army! And there is no
way ygu can get them charged, Court Martialed or put away!

DAVENPORT isn't buying any of it, his voice is aggressive now, pressing.

DAVENPORT
Why wasn't there any mention of them in my preliminary
report? You think I'm gunna’ let you get away with
this?

Thera is a moment of silence. TAYLOR takes 2 faw staps away.

TAYLOR
1 was ordersd not to include it! By Nivens!
{pause)
The Doctors took two forty-five caliber slugs out of
Waters--Army issue. If my men had thought a whita
afficar had killed him thare would have been & slaughtar,

TAYLOR paces.

DAVENPORT
Who were the officars?

(cont.} -
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For a

TAYLOR
Lieytanant Byrd in Ordnance--and a Captain Wilcox-~Twelft
Hospital Group. Private Seymour saw them on the road--1 was
OfFicer of the Guard--when I checked the officers biltlet [
found both of them asleep. Several officars verified they'd
come in arcund twenty-one-thirty hours. They gamitied they'd
had an argument with a Sergeant, but had left Birm on the road.

DAVENPORT
You didn't look for Watars?

TAYLOR
At the time, there was no reason to believe anything was wrong!
Waters wasn't found until the following morning. I told Hivens
what happened and he told me to keep my mouth shut until it
blew over.

DAVENPORT
50, you never believed the Klan was involved?

TAYLOR
No~-now can you see why this thing needs someone zise?

moment DAVENPORT is pensive. TAYLOR starts toward the Jjeep.

DAVENPORT
You've got to tell me what they told you, Captain.

TAYLOR stops.

TAYLCR
They're not going to lat you charge thosa two men!
DAVENPQRT

Tall me what they told you, Mr. West Point!

TAYLOR nods, smiles cynically.

TAYLOR

You really taks yoursailf serjously, don't you, Hotshot!?
cutr TQ:
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[FLASHBACK ]
EXT: TRUCK - BAYOU ROAD - NIGHT

The Camera follows an Army 'deuce-and-a-half’ truck as it rolls along
the Bayou road leading to Fort Neal.

v.0. TAYLOR
Byrd and Wilcox were coming off bivouac.

The road is dark. Already the fog is filling in empty spacas, rolling
in from the Bayou, coating things, swirling in puffs. The truck's
hooded headlights provide littie if any visibility., In the cab of the
truck are two white officers, Lieutenant BYRD and Captain WILCOX.

CUT TQ:

BYRD - WILCOX

The camera peers through the windshield of the ‘deyca’ at the two
officers. B8oth men are dressed in combat gear. BYRD is driving.

He is a young man in his early 20's with ‘bird-like’ features, e

is visibly tired. His helmet is tilted back on his head and at timas
against heavy eyelids he peers forward to see the road ahgzad. WILCOX
is older, a round facad man in his 30's, he is bagining to bald in

57.

the frant. His is the watchful personality. WILLOX practically diracis

BYRD'S driving with little fiicks of the hand. Suddenly, #ILLOX
peers forward frightened and grabs at BYRD'S sleeve, The brakes of
the truck screech loudly, the suddan skid throwing both men forward.

fuT 70!

TRUCK - WATERS

The 'deuce’ skids to a halt two feet from the dim figure of a drunken
soldier staggering down the road toward the Fort. In the faint light
of the truck's headlamps, we recognize WATERS. The Sergzant is so
drunk, he is unaware tha truck has stopped behind him. He continues %9
stagger forward. BYRD leans from the window and yells.

2YRD
Hey, boy! Get your ass off the goddamn road!

WATERS, genuinely surprised, stops, spins around pracariously looks up
and smilas broadly.

{cont. )
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WATERS
Well, I'11 be damned if it ain't the whita boys!

Suddenly WATERS is standing erect, trying to march in a tight circle,
mumbling to himself.

WATERS
One, two, three, four--hup, hup, thres, fours-
(he reoeats it)

YRR

i ———

{overlapping)
You hear what he said?

BYRD starts cut of the truck.
0.0. WILCOX
Let it gol

3YRD
My ass!

AYRD steps down onto the road.

cur 7O

WATERS - BYRD - TRUCK

WATERS is still marching in his circle. B8yrd stands by the truck for a
moment watching WATERS in stunned amazement.

WATERS
White boys--all starched and stiff--wanted gveryhody to
Tearn all that symphony shitl--That's what you said in
Francs.

WATERS stops, peasrs at BYRD,

WATERS
fou know I listaned to you? Am I allright now? Am [7?

{cont.)
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WILCOX drifts into the frame beside BYRD, WILLOX just shakes his head
while BYRD is growing more and more furious.

BYRD
Boy, you'd better straighten up and saluta when you see and
Officer! QOr you'll lose those stripes!

QuUICK CuT TO:

WATERS

WATERS suddenly leaps threateningly at both gfficers, his face drawn

into something hidescus and frightening. He seems Wi ld~--0r mag-~aor
both.

CUT 10:

WATERS - BYRD - WILCOX
8YRD steps back. His voice incredulous.

BYRD
Will you louk at this niggah?

8YRD'S natience is at an end. HKe takes his first menacing step toward
WATERS.
BYRD
Come to attention Sergeant--that's an order!

WATERS stops and shakes his head, 'na’,

WATERS
No sahi I ain’t straightenin’ up for y'all no more. 1
3in't doin’ nothin’® white folks say do ng more.
WATERS begins to sing to himself, in a bluesy manner; "Ho-more, ng-mors
no-more, na-more, noooooos! BYRD lunges at WATERS and is caught almost

immediately by WILCOX who grabs him and holds him back. BYRD tries to
fight loose, WATERS goes right on singing and hurming.

WILCOX
The man's just drunk! Lleave him bel

{cont.)
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gYRD

—b—

T want this niggah to do like I told nim!

WATERS
RO
. {to himsalf)
Followin' behind y'alle-look what's it's done to mel
I can't sleep--Thate mysalf, white bov!

BYRD struggles against WILCOX
BYRD
Don‘t blame me, boy~-God made you black!

WILCOX
{almost immediately)
Sergeant, get hold of yourseifi
WATERS
1'11 get hold of you!
He starts to charge, but suddenly stops and beginsg to cry.
WATERS
My Daddy said, "Don't talk Tike dis'-~talk like that! Don't
say, hea'--say fere!” 1 even killed for youl

{incradulous)
And nothing changed!

gYRD yanks free of WILCOX and charges at WATERS.
8YRD

You nead a lesson, Niggah!

CUT T0:

BYRD - WATERS

BYRD punches WATERS in the face. WATERS staggers, throwing his hands
up in a futile attempt to ward off BYRD'S blows., Teo drunk to offer
any defense, suddenly 3YRD knocks WATERS down, beneath the front end

{cont.}
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of the 'deuce'. He is kicking WATERS when WILCOX snatches him around

the waist and pulls him back.
WILCOX

A ——————

You'll ki1l him--the man's sickl

In the BG there is the sound of an approaching truck. BYRD backs up 2
little, still enraged. On the ground WATERS stirs, his face bleeding,
his uniform soilad, dirty. The truck grows closer, its engines straining.

WATERS
Nethin' changed.

WATERS shakes his head, as the noisa from the cncoming truck overwhelms
gverything around it.

Cut TO:

EXT: TWC SHOT - TRUCK

A quickly moving 3/4 ton TRUCK passes the spat whera WATERS s on the
ground it’'s headlights picking up 8YRD and WILCOX for a moment.

CuT T0:

EXT: BYRD - CU .45 CALIBER AUTUHATIC - HIGHT
The camerz is in CU of BYRD'S oistol bhels, It catches BYRD as he removes
his .45 caliber automatic pistol from its holstar and points it down &t
WATERS who is still moaning, and menbling jibberish.
V.0. BYRD

I should blow this coward's head off! White men are killin'

for you niggah! Gattin’ their guts all blown to hell for

you!l
The pistol catches the light of the moon for a moment. Around it, the

fog swirls, the noise of the insacts and the night sounds suddenly Toud--
deafening.

CUT 78:
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[PRESENT TIME]
£XT: BARRACKS - TAYLOR - NIGHT
The camera opens on & 'Zippo' lightar as it bursts suddenly into flame
and TAYLOR lights his cigarette. There is a minot silencg. DAVENPORT
is disgusted and it shows on his face as he waits for TAYLOR to continue.
. TAYLCR
They told me they left Waters around twenty-one-ten,
and everyone in the barracks confirms they were in by
twenty-gne-thirty hours--and neither man left until the
follewing morning.

DAVENPORT
I don't beliave itl
TAYLOR
I couldn't shake their stories!
DAVENPORT

That story's nothing more than a few white efficers lying to
srotect two of their own--and you kncw itt  I'm arresting both
them, Captain--and you may cunsicer yourseif under arrest
pending my chargss against youl

TAYLOR
What charges?

DAVENPORT
It was your duty to go voer Niven's head if you had to!

TAYLOR smiles, leans back on tha jeep.

TAYLOR
You going to arrest the Colonzl too, Davenport? He's part
af their alibi-~he was there, in tha officers billel when
they came in--played poker from twenty-one-nundred 2 Qwthregw-
thirty in the morning--the Colonel and four other white
afficers.

{cont.}
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They're all lying!

TAYLOR
Prove it, Hotshot!

TAYLOR moves to the driver's side of the jeep and gets int.

TAYLOR
I've tald you all I know--now you go out and prove it!

DAVENPCORT'S response 13 sharp.

DAVENPORT
I will, Mistah!  You can bat your sweel 2ss on that!
1 willl

TAYLOR looks at him for a moment, starts the jeep and pulls away in
silance. DAVENPORT stands thers watching him go. He is angry, his
exnrassion filled with rage. Afterawhile he starts back to the staps
of the harracks. 1t is a hot night, and DAVENPORT sits guietly on the
sarracks steps. He is thoughtful, the angry memcry sTill in his
gxprassion,

cut T0:

DAVENPORT

DAVENPORT reaches to his Teft as he sits on the steps finds a stone
and tosses it dejectedly onto the ground. He sesems beaten, and for

a moment he is guiet, and we sense the disappointment in him. He glances
around for another stone and instzad sess the sign, and a2 broken piece
of chalk beside it. It's the same sign that reads: CULLUD OFFICER’S
BARRACKS, CLUB and MESSHALL. WELCOME, SNOWFLAKE! As he Jocks at the
sign he begins to recover., He reaches for it, sicks up the piece of
chalk and runs a line through the word 'FLAKE' in the word SHOWFLAKE,
and beneath it, DAVENPORT scratches in the word 'STURM'. He looks

at the sign for a moment and tosses it away, in the direction TATLGR
left in. He turns around rather abruptly and goes back inside.

Tha screendoor closing with a Toud bang behind him.

CUT T0:
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INT: S§TUDY - DAY (early morning)

The camera opens on Colonel NIVENS and DAVENPORT in the study of the
Colonel's home. DAVENPORT is standing 'at ease’ as NIVENS, dressad

in pajamas and smoking jacket talks. The study is a fairly large room
£i17ed with books that stretch around three walls from the ceiling

to floor. There is a large cak desk in the cormer of the room beside
one of the two opened French doors that lead out to a varanda. The
room and its furnishings have an appealing elegance. NIVENS is be-
hind the desk tapping i% pointedly to punctuate his speech. DAVEN-
PORT tries to be comfortable.

NIVENS
You will do nothing of the kind!

NIVENS rises, and lights a cigarette, starting arcund the desk.

) NIVENS
Arrest white officers? Are you crazy, Davenport?

DAVENPORT
Colonel, Sir I believe these two men had something to do
with Sergmant Waters death!

NIVENS shakes his head, 'mo’--ne is trying to convince himself.

NIVENS
Mol [ can't allow that! You have no authority to arrast
white afficars.

DAVENBORT
Then give me the authority, 3ir.

NIVENS looks %o the veranda. When he looks out his mood changes, and
for an instant he smiles. Immediately, from outside we hear a woman’s
voice=-it is Secuthern and sweet. It is the voice of IDA NIVENS the
Colonals wife, DAVENPORT is startled by it.

0.C. IDA
Colonel, your breakfast is ready!
IDA NIVENS enters carrying a silver fray on which NIVENS breakfast of
#ggs, toast, cofveg and juica is sat. A newspaper is folded neatly
on one edge of the tray. IDA §s an attractive white woman in her Jate

40's dressed in a robe and slippers. DAVENPURT nods politely as she
takes the tray to NIYENS desk and sats it down.

{cont.)

64.
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.~ NIVENS
Thank you, Homey!

iDA smiles at him, then looks curiously at DAVENPORT

1DA
Can 1 have someona fetch you coffee, Captain?

DAVENPORT
Na, thank you, Ma'am.

1BA
I hope they’'re making your stay hare at Fort Heal real
comfartable, Captain.

DAVENPORT

That's very thoughtful of you, Ma'am.
DA smiles and exits quietly as NIVENS returns to his desk, and starts eating
as he talks to DAVENPORT.

NIVENS
Nooa, I can't give you that authority, Davenport. I told
you they were in by nime-thirty--1 was theral
(butters toast)
You read cur affidavits om this thing!

DAVENPQRT
Sir, what will the Army say, when they find out o whita
officers beat up the murder victim not long before he's
shot to death--their C.0. refuses to report they ware in-
volved in any way, and he signs an affidavit supporting
their alibi.

NIVENS is thoughtful, as DAVENPORT pressas forward.
DAVENPORT
Colonel, these two are our best syspects--how canm you
justify not having them arrested er questioned by the

{cont.)
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DAVENPORT
Investigating Officer?
{pause)
Semething 1ike this is bound to get out.

NIVENS cracks a hard-boiled eqg with his knife,

NIVENS
Now, [ didn't say you couldn’t question them--8ul [ want
a white officer prasent, and everything said reported to ma,

DAVENPORT
0f course, Sir.
NIVENS continues to eat his breakfast. He reaches for nis paper after

a rather long pause in the canvarsation, and looks up at DAVENPORT as
if suddenly remembering he is there.

NIVENS
You're dismissed, Captain.

He goes back to his paper, ignoring DAVENPUORT.

CuT TC:

EXT: HOUSE - DAVENPORT - [DA

DAVENPORT leaves the house smiling. On the side of the house (DA
NIVENS gathers flowers from her garden and lays them neatly in an
opened basket. As DAVENPORT passes her he snaps his fingers, sitops
and does a little 'step’. IDA'S face hardens quietly as she watches
nim, 2 Jook of annoyance st2aling into her expression as sha shakes
her head in disgust. OAVENPORT is happy, he got what he waniad.

To question the two officers.

CUT 70:

INT: BARRACKS - DAY

The camera on HENSON. He is seatad in the barracks. In uniform
he sits erect on & chair in the aisle petween the barracks. Arcund
him, the barracks is emoty, though bright. ODAVENPORT leans against
gne of the bunks. e hear HENSON at once. He s a littls vexad.

(cont.)
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34, HENSON
[ didn't like the man myself--just for what he did to
Cd.
DAYENPORT

What did he do?
HENSON haesitates.

HENSON
I don't like tattle-tzlin' Sir, I don’t mean no offense
but [ ain't crazy ‘bout talkin® to officers--colorad or
white.

DAVENPORT strajghtens. His expression is cold, his faca tight.

DAVENPORT
Henson, I'11 bust your ass to buck private right nowe-
you gut that?

HENSON
He was always on CJ's ass--avery little thing it seem Tiks
to me--then the shootin' went down and CJ caught all the

hell!

DAVERPORT
What shooting?

HENSON

The shooting at Williams Golden Palaca-~happened las' year
Sir--toward tha end of the baseball season.
(pause)
A whole lotta' gunshots had gone of f near the barracks--
I'd gotten drunk at the enlisted mens club--
HENSON turns in the dirsction of the barracks. The camerz pans with him,

in the BG gunshots are going off--a rapid exchange of shots, like {ire-
crackers, then sporadic pops.

CUT TC:
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[ FLASHBACK]
INT: SAME BARRACKS - NIGHT - HENSON'S POV

At the doorway to the barracks the scrzen door closes. We are in the
same area but it is night. The gutline of men slesping in bunks can

be seen. In the BG the gunshots stop, and just as abruptly, the jights
in the barracks go on in an aimost blinding flash, and WATERS bursts
into the room with WILKIE and two black MP's. His voice is leud and
sharp.

WATERS
Allright! Allright! Everybody up!

CUT 70:

WATERS - MEN

WATERS walks up the aisle yelling. HENSON seated onm a footlocker
locks up drunkenly and sheilds his eyes, as WATEZRS passes him.

WATERS
Wake them, Wilkie! Aliright, you heard me--everybody
up! Un-ass them bunks!

WILKIE and the MP's move from bunk to bunk shaking men. 3Scme man
awaken angrily. COBB takes a swing at WILKIE as he rises.

WILKIE
OK--let's go you guys!

WATERS
Move it Smalls! Let’'s go ladies!

{cont.)
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Gradually everyoneg of the men staggers sleepily into the aisie. Thrers
ara sixtaen of them, The camersa noticas PETERSCN, (LB, SMALLS, MEMPHIS,
WENSON, and a couple others. WATERS looks in both directiocns at this
rag-tag group of men in underwear.

WATERS

Tenn~-hut!

The men snap-to.
CUuT 70:

WATERS
The camera follows WATERS as he paces the length of the barracks lsoking
at the faces of his men on both sides of the aisle.
WATERS
There's been a shooting! One of curs pucked the ling at
Williams pay-phone and three soldiars are dead! Two colorad
—egne whits MP! How this low down niggah we leokin' Tor
got chased down haa'--and was almest caught i1 somebody
in this barracks startad shootin’ at the people chasin’
him! "
WATERS staps in front of HENSON, who looks up at him “#ith slazpy syas,
+han turns around and starts back. The Camera Tollows him.
WATERS
Sa, we got us a vicious, low down, murderin' piece of Black
trash in hera--and somehody who helped hiffte-
{pause)
Whoever is in this--1 want you to step forward,

WATERS staps, turning in every direction.

CuT T0:
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WATERS - MEN
None of the men move. WATERS smiles.

WATERS
A1l you baseball niggahs are {nnocent, huh? Allrighte-
make the search.

WILKIE and the MP'S who entered with him start searching.

cuT 70

WILKIE - PETERSON

WILKIE who has been standing near PETERSON'S bunk and footlocker, bends
over and 1ifts the 1id of the locker. PETERSON turns and glares at him.
WILKIE stops.

0.6. WATERS
Eyes front!

PETERSON

I don't want this creep in ay stuffl

CUT T0:

WATERS ~ MEN
WATERS moves toward PETERSON.

WATERS
You don't talk--or move 4t fattention't

PETERSON executes the order reluctantly as WILKIE continues o0 search
through his footlocker. WATERS paces again.

LUt T0:

WATERS - MEN

Agcéher angle. WATERS reachas HENSON again stopping diractly in front
of him.

(cont.)
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WATERS
1 almost hope it is some of you geechies--

WATERS paces again.

WATERS
Get rid of some of you Southern niggahs--
{to searchers)
Anything yet?

WILKIE Tooks ub, ne 15 searching through COBB'S things.

WILKIE
Nothin'.

WATERS reaches MEMPHIS and stops.

CuT 10:

WATERS « MEMPHIS
WATERS stares straight at MEMPHIS who is standing at attention.

WATERS
Memphis? You in this?

MEMPHIS
No, Sah, Sarge.

WATERS turns away from MEMPHIS.

WATERS
How many of you were out tonight?

CUT 70

71.
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103 WATERS - MEN

SMALLS stems forward. In the 3G the searching continues. WILKIE
reaches MEMPHIS' bunk and begins to search through his things.

SMALLS
1 was over at Williams around seven--gol me a pack of
Lucky Strikes--1 didn’t try to call home, though.

QuIcK CUT TO:

104 SEYMOUR - MEN
Fram behind WATERS, SEYMOUR steps out of tpanks!. HMe is angry, pointing

back at his wall-locker, where one of the MP's is searching.
' SEYMOUR
Sarge, you betta' tall this mastard to stop wrinklin’
my c¢lothes!

The soldier searching through SEYMOUR'S things turns on him.

SOQLDIER
I'm followin' orders!

SEYMOUR moves toward the soldier thrzateningly.

SEYMOUR
Stay the hell cutta® my shit!

0.C. WATERS
{at onca)
tnock 1t off, you two!

8.C. WILKIE
{overlapping)
Got somethin'!

QUICK CUT TO:
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WILKIE

YILKIE is standing in the aisle of the barracks holding up by one finger
a .45 caliber aytomatic pistol--Army issued. Tn the BG around him
gveryone's attention is focusad on him. Ona searcher appears in the
aisle behind him, surprisaed by the find.

CUT TO:
WATERS - MEN

WATERS moves toward WILKIE
WATERS

Where'd you get it?

WILKIE reaches over and taps MEMPHIS on the upper arm. KHEMPHIS aTmost
recoils from his touch, as if burned.

MEMPHIS
Haaaw, mant

WATERS takes the gun from WILKIE and staris toward MEMPHIS holding the
pistol with a pencil.

CUT TG:

WATERS « MEMPHIS

WATERS halds the pistol up in front of MEMPHIS' face. HEMPHIS {5
clearly frighisned.

WATERS
$t411 warm, Cd--this yours?

HEMPHIS
You know it ain‘t mine, Sarge!

WATERS
Probably ain't--1 pet it just crawled in through the
window--passed everybedy's bunk--Peterson--Cobb, and
just hunkersd on down in your footlocker--must be Voodso,
right boy? Or that Farmer's Just you wearin'.

{cont.)



107 MEMPHIS
That pisto] ain't mine, Sarge--I hate gurs--makes me
feel bad, jes' to see a gun!

CUT 102

108 HENSON

HENSON 45 visibly sympathetic for MEMPHIS, but he iy 2iso getting sick.
His body lurches forward once, and HENSON trigs to contrel himself,

0.0. WATERS
Liar! You're under arrest!

HENSON lurches a second time. Unable to meld it back, he leans forward
and pukas his quts owt.

CuT T0:

108  WATERS - MEN

PETERSCH stens out of ranks. The sound of Hensen irritates him g hit,
but he appeals to Walars anyway. WILKIE has maved beside HEMPHIS.

PETERSDON
cJ couldn't hurt a fly, Waters--~you know that!

WATERS steps close to PETERSON.

WATERS
I found a gun soldier--now, get outfa' the way!

PETERSCN
Damnit Waters, you know it ain’t CJ)

WATERS
Who 5 it then=-~you?

PETERSON steps back at the suggestion. HENSON raisas his hand and
steps forward, He is sloppy, his shirt covered,

HENSON
Right before you come in hed'--
{pause)

{cont.)

74.
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HENSON
1 szen somehody snaak in hea'--then sneak right back out!

WATERS
You were drunk when you left the club--1 saw you myself!
Throw his ass in the shower!
WILKIE and one of the MP's go over to HENSCN, take him under both arms

and lead him toward the rear of the marracks. WATERS and the men all
wateh him carried off., COBB steps forward out of ranks.

0.C, HEHSOM
1 know ] saw somethin'!

COBB
(overlapping)
! was here all night--CJ ain't go nowherg--he was sTeep
befora [ got to bed.
WATERS is furious turning on CCB3 with an unusual intensity.

Cur T0:

WATERS - MEN
Another angle. WATERS studies them as he spaaks.

HATERS

You think he's innocent don‘t you? CJ Memphis--actin’
like a cotton-picker-~singin'--playin' the blueg-~bowin'
and scrapin’--smilin' all up in the white folks facasg--
tellin' conja' stories--

{mimics)
"1 got crow in mah blood, Sah!”

{points)
This man underminad us! You and me~-everybody! He's a
dangerous criminalew

{Toud)
The description of the man who did the shooting fits Cdl
Henson saw CJ s1ip in hea' then pretand to slip out!

{cont.)
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He walks toward MEMPHIS stopping in front of him.
WATERS
Non't be foaled--that ‘yassab boss' is hiding semething.
Are we 1ike that today--in nineteen-forty-threae?
(points)
We shot that white boy!

CUT 70

MEMPHIS - WATERS

MEMPHIS, without warning punches WATERS in the face, and the blow *decks’
the Sergeant, The gun Tlies oul of his hand and slides across the floor. -
MEMPHIS is grabbad at onca, and is surprisingly decile. He does not
resist as SHALLS and COBB haold him.

CUrT TO:

WATZRS - WEMPHIS - MEN

WATERS on the floor is stunned, He rubs his chin as he begins o rise.
The man have almos:t formed a circle around the incident.

WATERS
What did you go and do now, boy? Hit you a non-commi ssioned
gfficar?

Ya is up, wobbling at first then straightaning. His tone and manner
are still tough.

WATERS
You men, get back into ranks!

The men sove back. COBB is apologetic.

LOBB
4g ain't mean it Sarge!

WATERS
Shut up!

{cont.)
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WILKIE hands him the pistol which he deliberately grabs with his bare
hands.

WATERS

Take him out, Wilkie!l

WILKIE grabs MEMPHIS who leaves without force. MEMPHIS saems in g trance
as WILKIE leads him out of the barracks. WATERS follows them toward the
door,

LUt TO:

113 BARRACKS - BATHROOM DOQRWAY

HENSON, his clothes soaked and wet, the vomit stains gone, appaars in
the bathroom doorway just as WATERS passes, on his way out.

HENSON
I know [ saw somebody!

WATERS storms away leaving a still slightly intoxicated HENSQON in the
doorway.

CUT TO:

114 MEN

The men wander back to their bunks as HENSON starts back to hig with

a mop and a bucket of water. They arsz disappointied and angered Dy
what has happened.

SMALLS
Niggah Tike that can’'t have a mother!

HENSON
I know I saw somethingl

PETERSON slams the 1id shut an nis footlocker and turns to the men as
- he starts to dress.

{cont.}
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v PETERSCH

CJ was sleepin’ when I came inl It's Waters--can‘t y'all
cee that? I've seen his kind of fool before--white man

gives him a little ass job as a servant and when the ‘boss’
ain't lgokin'--ole' copy-cat niggah acts like he's the

new boss--shoutin’, orderin’ neople aroun'~-arrestin’ Cd's

gonna’ get him anotha' stripe! Next it'll be you--or you!

He can’'t look good unless ne’s standin’ on yau-~Cobb told

the bastard CJ was in all evening--Waters didn' even Tisten!
They let him in the Army 'cause they know he'1l do anything
they tell him to doi--Somebody's gonna’ ki1l him one of these
days!

SMALLS

| heard they killed a Sergeant at Fort Robinson=~recruit
did it.

HENSON Tooks up from his mopping.

HENSON

Shiiite-it'1] Sust be our Tuck, Sarge'll come through the
whole War without a scratch.

FETERSON

Yezh, well Sarge ain't gittin’ away with it this time!l
I'm goin’ to the stockade and tell them MP's what [ know!

Cd

was in all avenin'l

SHALLS

1'17 go with youl

He

PETERSON
and C0HB

coBR
ton, Petal

spatehes a shirt from his bunk and abruptly starts out, as SMALLS
start dressing to go with him.

CUT TO:
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115 [PRESENT TIME]
INT: BARRACKS - DAY {as befors)
The camera opens on HENSON, DAVENPORT moves in front of him.

DAVENPORT
Could the persan you thought you saw have stayed in the
barracks? Did you agtually ssa someone go out?

HENSON
Yas, Sir,
Was Wilkie the only man out of his bunk that night?
HENSON

I gquess--Witkie came in with the Sarga~--it's hard to
say--it's been awhile and I was juiced.

DAVENPORT
El1lis!

CUT 74!

115 INT: BARRACKS DGOR - ELLIS

§LLIS appears on the outside of the screendoor. He peeps through the
screarn, then enters.

ELLIS
Yas, Sir?

euT T0:

117  DAVENPORT - HENSON - £LLIS
SAVENPORT is facing the door, where ELLIS has stopped. HENSON s still,
DAYENPORT
1 want Wilkie and Paterson to report fo me at oncal

ELLIS
They're both on datail this morning, Sir.

{cont.}
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117
DAVENPORT
Find them!
ELLIS
Yes Sir!

ELLIS salutes and exits. DAVENPORT returns his attentien to HENSON.
For a moment he looks at the man in silence.

DAVENPQRT
The night Waters was killede~where ware you?

HENSON
In the barracks--playsd checkers with Cobb til' nine-thirty,
then went to bed--is there anything else, Sir?

DAVENPORT shoots HENSOR an irritated glance.

DAVENPORT
Dismissad, Private.

HENSON rises.
CuT 10

118 INT: BARRACKS - DAY (Jater)

The camera opens on Sergeant WASHINGTON. He {5 saatad in the chair., He
swaats a 1ittle as DAVENPORT firas questions at him in rapid sucessicn.

DAVENPORT
...And he wasn't a friend, right?

WASHINGION
Just a quy 1 drank with.

DAVENPORT
what time did he leave?

WASHINGTCN
Around eight--aight-thirty. It had got dark.

{cont.)}
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DAVENPORT
And you didn’t try o stop him?

WASHINGTON
You couldn't stop Waters, Sir.

DAVENPORT
And you stayed at the Salgon?

WASHINETON
Yes, Sir.

LUT T0:

SEYMOUR - DAVENPORT

Camera is close on DAVENPORT. He {s standing, seribbling notas on a
pad.

y.0. SEYMOUR
1t was about twenty-forty-five in the evenin', Sir--

I was drivin’ my thres-quarta’ back from town on &
pick~up, and [ saw Lieutanant Byrd.

DAVENPORT crosses toward SEYMOUR. The man is seatad in a chair in
the intsrrogation room. He seems a little sroubled, and fidgets
with the work-cap in his hand.

DAVENPORT
How'd you know it was Byrd?
SEYMOUR
! recognized him as he turned away, Sir. He useta' be

my platoon leader--it’s the rsascn I kept on goin’. When
1 saw it was him, I thought at first the truck had hroke

{eont.)
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down. T was so glad I could leave that--
(nesitates)
So-and-50 on the road, [ speeded up!
(pausa)}
1 tol’ Captain Taylor about {t--I'm sorry 1 did it now,
Sir--3arge might be hea' if I had stopped.

The two men Jook at each other for a long moment. SEYMOUR i5 clearly
ashamad. '

cut 10

120 EXT: FIELD « SMOKE CLOUDS - DAY

The camera opens in dense impenetrable smoke. The ¢chug-chug sound

of small gasoline motars Toud and coming from all directions. The
camera quickly passes through the smoke and into a large field wnere

a troop of black GI's are testing Smoke Generating machines. A long
row of machings is hurling smoke across the field. The camera picks

up COBB. He is walking toward thae camera and smiling, When he reachss
the camera he stops, comes to attention and salutzs. In the BG a faw
men notice, others go an with their wark.

CuT T0;

121 COBB - DAVENPORT
DAVENPORT returns the salute.

{088
They tol' me you were gonna' question us yesta'day, Sir.
when they didn’ say naothin' this mornin’ I jus' come out
hea' 4o work.

(cont.)
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COBB points to the machines,

€088
Stand on the smokey side long enough, 3ir--you bagin
to believe you in London.

COBB laughs, DAVENPORT smiles. The relief is welcomed.

cuT T0:

EXT: HILLSIDE - DAY

83.

The camera looks down at DAVENPORT and CDBB and moves in on them slowly.

The two men sift on 3 grassy hillside overlooking the field where the
Smoke Generating machinas are still pouring out smoke aleng 8 line

at least a2 hundred yards wide. The day i5 beauytiful., The field pesce-
ful--the sounds of the machines, feint in the distance.

coes

Me and CJ mads the tesam at the sama time--Watars, he

come afta’. Wa was 'Homeys', Sir--poth from Mississippie~-
CJ from Carmella-~-me, I'm from up ‘roun wutliarvilig--
what they call Snake County.

DAVENPORT
How'd you feel about the arrest?

CoBR
1 hated Waters for it, Sir--that cal] startad closin’
on CJe~1ike that!
{snaps fingers)

In the BG, there is the sound of a jaildoor slamming shut.
CuT T0:

[FLASHBACK]
INT: STOCKADE - VISITORS ROOM - DAY

Camera opens on MEMPHIS as the door %o the Stockada's Yisitars Roem
slams shut senind him. €038 sits zt tha singie table in th2 room. It
is seperated from MEMPHIS by bars and 2 scraenad window. In the 6G

{cont.)
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outside the door a black MP waits, his arms folded acruss his chest.
The day is bright, the sun gushing through the single barred window.
MEMPMIS moves auickly to his cton] on his side of the table, smiling
weakly as he sits., He seems i1le=he i3 ashen, and drawn. <038 1s
startled by his appearance, MEMPHIS' shirt is open, his hair mattad.

COBB
You all right? What they doin’ to you in hea', GJ?

MEMPHIS
1+'s hard to breathe in these 1ittie spaces, Cobibew-
man wasn't made for this hea’'--nothin' was! I don't
think 1'11 eva' see a animal in a cage agin' and not
feal sorry for it. ['d rather be on the chain-gang.

<RBB
Come on Homey!

MEMPHIS
[ don't think I'm comin ouytta' here, Cohb--feals like
I'm goin' crazy. Can't walk in hea'~-can't sze¢ the
sun! 1 tried singin’, Cchb, but nothin' won't come Qut.
1 sure don't wanna' die in this jaii!

(0GB

Ain't nobgdy gonna' die, Cd!

MEMPHTS
Yasta'day [ broke a guitar string--lost ay Dust! 1 got
no protection--nathin' to keep the dog from tfearin’ at my

hones!
£0BB
£J, stop talkin' crazy!
Cur TC:
MEMPHIS
Me seems resigned. He stares as if looking beyond thz stcckade.
HEMPHIS

He coma up hea’ las' night, Cobb--Sergeant Waters.

CUT TO:

g4.



125 [FLASHBACK - IN - FLASHBACK]
INT: VISITORS ROQM - NIGHT

The camera focuses on WATERS. He is seated in the same place CCBE sat
only a moment age. He is in his dress uniform, looking through the
sgreening at MEMPHIS. He is smoking & pipe, relaxed; he is snjoying
the moment.
WATERS
You should learn never to hit Sergeants, boy. Man can
get in a lot of trouble doin’ that kind of thing in War

time.

WATERS takes a puff on the pipe.

Ut T0:

126  WATERS - MEMPHIZ
MEMPHIS {5 seated on the other side of the table. He is barechested,
wearing pajama bottams. He is sleepy and a bit confusad.
WATERS
They talkin' about giving you five years--they call
what you did, mutiny, hoyl
MEMPHIS
That gun ain't mine!
WATERS
We know that CJ--we changed the charge on you this mernin’
--and that gun belonged to the niggah that 4id the shooting--
me and Wilkie found him hidin® in the Motor Pogl--confossed
his head off! You in here for strikin' a syperior officer,
boy--everybody seen it tool

YATERS chuckles a bit, re-Tights his pipe and leans back in the chair.
MEMPHIS i3 agitatad--disraught.
MEMBHIS

Why you doin’ this to me, Sarge?
WATERS leans forward, his tone gentle, almost saothing.

{cont.)
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WATERS

Oon't you go feelin' bad, Cle=it has to ba this way.
See, the First War didn't change nothin' for the Negro--
syt this one? Gonna' change averything! Them Nazis’
ain’t all crazy--lotta' people jus' don't fit into
where things seem to be going--like you Cd--see, the
wlack race can't afford you ng-morel

{pausa)
Thers useta' be a time, when we'd see somebady iike
you=-singing, clownin' -~yassahbossin’--and we wouldn't
do anything, Folks Tiked that--you were good-~a homey
kinda’' niggah. Thay needed somebody to mistreat--call
a name or two--they paraded you! Reminded them of the
good ale' days--cornbread bakin’ --gresns and ham cookin’
--Daddy sut pickin' cotton, granmamwy sitain’ on the
porch smokin' 2 pipe.

WATERS sits erect suddenly, slashing the air with his open hand.

WATERS
Not no more! The day of the geechy is gone, boy--and you
goin' with it. We can't Jet nobody go on belfevin' we all fools
1ike youe-whites raspect pawer--and you bring us down, boy.
Make people think the whole race is unfit! We in the
nineteen-forties, CJd.

cuT TO:

127 QU WATERS
WATERS smiles broadly.
WATERS
Waited a long time for you, boy--but I gotcha'! I try
tg git rid of your kind everywhere I ol 1 put two
geechies in jail at Fort Campbell, Kentucky--ihrse at

{cant.)
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WATERS
Fort Huachuca--Now 1 got youl
{snaps fingers joyfully)
One less fool for the race to be ashamed of!

WATERS Taughs.

CiT 70

[ORIGINAL FLASHBACK]
INT: VISITCRS ROCM - DAY

Camera’s focus is MEMPHIS. He is ashen again, sickly=Tlooking in the
sunlight.

MEMPHIS -
Imagine anybody sayin' that?

guT TG

¢ges

CORE shakes his head "no' in answer to the questicn, and lowers his
eyes. They have basgun to swell and glisten wWwith taars.

CuT 7G:

COBB - MEMPHIS
MEMPHIS

P

Memba' I tal' you ‘bout a place I useta’ go outside
Carmella? Out behind Q'Conneils farm?

£088 nods.

HEMPHIS
Place would be stinkin’ a' pluns sometimes Cobb--Mumrmphl!
Shaded--that ripe smell be weavin' through the cotion field
and clear on inta' town on a warm day--1 had Evelyn unda’

{cont.)

87.
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MEMPHIS

them Plum trees--wrotz a song for her--

(taiks, sings)
My ginger colored Moma--she had thighs the size of hams!
And when you spread them Moma--

(talks)
You let me have my jelly-roll and jam!

{he is quiet for a moment)
3'Connell had a dog, Cobb--meanes’ ole’ dog you ava' did
sga--couldn't pat it--but the only way to enjoy them trees
was to outsmart that dog. Reminds me of Sergeant Watarse--
you had o run circles around ole' Windy--that was his name.
Say he tore a man‘s arm off once and got to tTikin® t--so you
had to cheat that dog outta' bitin' you everytime, Cobb--
sverytima,

The camera lingers with MEMPHIS for awhile.

- y.0. COB8
He ain't make no kinda® sense, Sir--and he just got worse.

cuT TO:

[PRESENT TIME]

SMOKE - DAY

The camera catches the smoks from the smoke generating machinaes as
it blows by the two men, as they walk down the hill., ODAVENPORT stops.

DAVENPCRT
What happenad to him?

{088
Day afta’ I saw him? He was dead, Sir. MP's just

found him dead--was like he jus' gave up.

DAVENPORT
What happenasd after that?

{cont.)
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cos8

We los' our las’ game--wg just 'threw’ it.-did it fer
CJ--Captain Taylor was mad, 'cause we didn't get to
play tha Yankess, but Feterson was right on that ong--

we needed to protast that man.

WATERS
What 4id Waters do?

{028
Afta' we last, they broks up the team and assigned us

to this hea' smoke generatin' codipany--Waters, he startad
actin' funny--jus’ stayed drunk all the time.

DAVEN JENPORT
What time did you get in the night he was killed?

coes
Between twenty-one-twenty and nine-thirty. Me and
Hensan listeaned “n Gabrie’ Heatar--played checkers.

£088
petarson and Smalls--they had guard duty.

DAVENPORT starts away.

DAVENFORT
Thank you Corporal.

COBR salutas. OAVENPORT returns it and turns away, walking intn the
smoka, and disappearing in 3%,
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INT: OFFICERS CLUB « CU BILLIARD BALLS - DAY

The camera opens in CU on a 'rack’ of billiard balls on a green pool
table in the Gamercom of the Fort Neal Officers Club. The balls are
struck instantly and break apart, as Lt. BYRD takes his first shot in

a game of Eight-ball he is playing with another white officer, Captain
JI% ESTES. ESTES is a slight, handsome officer in nis aarly 30's with
a closaly cropped head of dark hair, strong fpaturss and cleft chin.
Both men are in fatigues, and along with WILCOX Tooking on from the
sida=1ines are the only three peopla in this saction of the c¢lub.
Arcund them, the place is plush. On both sides of the pool-table,

4igh chairs line the wails, along with ‘dart’ boards, chass tables

and cua-stick racks. Tha chairs and sofas in the room are gverstuffed,
#ha coffse-tshies and floor lamps elegant and axpensive looking.

Beyond the gamerocm area is the bar, sarviced by a blagk &I bartender.
The faint music of Frank Sinatra plays in the 86, and the overall feeling
and appearance of the place is one of warmth~-friendliness. 3YRD

rakes another shot, makas it, and moves around the table smiling at
ZSTES' disappointment. In his chair, WILCOX toys with his oversaas
cap. BYRD leans aver to take his next shot.

BYRD
Three ball in the sida«-

He shoots, then suddenly straightans, locking up in the dirsetion of
of the ball., His expression is cold.

CUT TO:

DAVENPORT - TAYLOR - 3YRD'S POV

TAYLOR picks up the ball that is rushing toward the side pocket, and the
game stops. He and NAVENPORT move arouynd the table toward WILCOX. BYRD
is angry at his shot being missed.

CUT TC:

GAMEROOM - ESTES - BYRD
Both men seem shocked and a Tittle annoyed 2t DAVENPORT'S sprasence.

ESTES
(to Taylor)
Who's jdea was this Charlie?

{cont.)
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TAYLOR
Nivens--and you're going to have to clear the area, Jim
we're here to quastion these wo.

ESTES
{quietly)
He's got no business in herel

TAYLOR

P —

Take it up with the Colonel!

ESTES puts his cue-stick back into the rack, and moves off. He grabs
his cap and starts out of the gamzroom ares toward the bar, where he
sits and ordsrs a drink. Through it all DAVENPORT has remained silent,
sizing up both BYRD and WILCOX. DAVENPORT sets nhis file on the pool
table, opens it, then leans against the table himself. He stares
quietly at tha two men,

TAYLOR

This is Captain Davenport--you both undarstand you are
to give the Captain, your full cooperation.

BYRO
They tall me you a lawyer, huh?

DAVENPORT
1'm not here to answer your quastions, Lieutenant.
Sit down. *

BYRD is stunnad. DAVENPORT'S voice is gentle, but firm.

DAVENPORT
Sit down.

{cont.}
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BYRD moves to a place beside WILCDX and sits retuctantly. DAVENPORT

starts to pace around the poci-table, sometimes in the light, some-
times out of it,

DAVENPORT
When did you last ses Sergeant Watars?
8YRD
The night somebody killed himi 1t should have bean ine,
the way he spoke to me and Captain Wilcox here!
DAVENPORT
How did he speak to you Captain?

CUT TO:
135 WILLOX
He glances down at the floor and shrugs.
WILLOX
Ha was drunk--and he said things he shouldn't have--
1 told the Lieutanant hers not to make the situation
worse--and walle~we laft him on the road--on his knees.
CuT TO:

136  DAVENPORT - MERN
BYRD interjects gquickly.

BYRD

And alive!

DAVENPORT ignores BYRD. He stays with WILCOX.
DAYENPORT
What exactly did he say?

{cont.)
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126
BYRD answars.
gYRD
He said he wasn't gonna' obey no white man’s ordars! And
me and Wilcox here wers to blame for his being black! I
didn't even know the man!
WILCOX clears his throat, answering without having been asked.
WILCOX
He said he killed somebody--and some pretty stupid things
about us--I mean white people.
OAVENPORT
Did he say wha? Mention a name?
WILCOYX shakes his head 'no‘., BYRD is angry. He rises suddenly.
CUT TO:
137 BYRD
He pounds the cue-stick against the floor.
BYRD

Look the goddamn Negro was disraspectfull Mo way is a
colored soldier going to speak to 3 white officer like that!

{(to Taylor)
What the hell are we wasting time with this far?

CutT TGO

138 DAVENPORT - TAYLOR - BYRD - WILCOX

TAYLOR is annoyed, his tone sharp, cutting across DAVENPORT'S concen-
tration, distracting and infuriating him.

TAYLOR
You answar him like he wants you to 8yrd, or I'7]
stick it to yaur ass every chance I get--you gat that?

{cant.)
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DAVENPORT
Captain! Let me handle thisl

TAYLOR §s stung. Having believed he was helping, DAVENPQRT'S annoyance
irritates him.

TAYLOR
Then handle it}

TAYLOR turns away and paces toward the door of the gameroom. DAVENPORT
tyrns back to BYRD and WILCOX. His tone guietar now.

CUT TO:

DAVENPORT -~ BYRD - WILCOX

OAVENPORT walks right up to BYRD'S face. The gesture, its suddeness,
the closeness sends BYRD back a bit.

DAVENPORT
You said he was disrespectful--is that why you killed him?

BYRD
(Toudly)
I killed nobedy!
DAVENPORT does not flinch.
JAVENEQRT

 §it-~down.

BYRD does so slowly, as DAVENPURT paces away from him. DAVENPORT is
performing now, his lawyer's instincts sharp. TAYLOR re-enters the
frame to watch., He is impressed.

| DAVENPORT.
Yoy hit him didn't you?

gYep
1 knocked him down!

{cont.)
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139
DAVENPORT

And then you shot him?

BYRD
He was alive when wa left!
DAVENPORT
Liar! You beat him up--you went back--and you shot him
twice!
BYRD
Nol

BYRD can taka DAVENPORT no lenger, he rises, fuming, threatening.

BYRD
And you get the hell outta' my facs, boy, before I kill

you!

DAVENPORT stands firm.

Like you killed Waters?
BYRD
Nal
8YRD snatches at DAVENPORT's jacket. TAYLOR'S response is
immadiatea.
TAYLOR
Suldier!
BYRD freezgs.
BYRD
He's trying to put this thing on mel
TAYLOR

Answer his questions, Lieutesnant!
BYRD sits back down confusad, DAVENPORT shakes his head at TAYLOR.
CUT TC:



140 DAVENPORT - WILCOA

DAVENPORT leans gver WILCOX who is now clearly nervous. Fe is sweating.

DAVENPORT
You were both coming off bivouac, right?
WILCOX nods.
DAVENPORT
Speak up, Captaine--you both had weapons?
WILLOX
We didn’t fire them.

DAVENPORT
Whan'd you turn them in?

WILCOX

Right away, Sir--
QUICK CUT 70:

141 BYRD
Byrd surprised by WILCOX use of '$ip’ tuprns an fcy glare on his friend.

0.C. WILCOX
talonel Nivens took our forty-fives to the MP's.

CUT 1C:

142  DAVENPORT - TAYLOR - BYRD - WILCOX
*  Another angle. TAYLOR moves in on this information Tistening intently
to WILCOX.
WILLOX
1t was all kept quiet becausa the Caolonel didn’t want
the colored boys to know anyone white from the Fort was

involved«~but ballistics ¢lzarsd them.

(cont.)
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142 .
BYRD

Besidas--we've baen short on forty-five caliber ammo for
six months-~Only MP's and special duty people use ite--
nobody on the exercise was even iysued any!

The information stuns DAVENPORT, he rescls as if he hadn't heard what
ZYRD said.

DAVENPORT
What?

BYRD
Nobody on bivouac had any forty-five ammo!

DAVENPORT walks away from 8YRD.

TAYLOR
1 don't believe you! Why wasn't 1 told?

WILCOX wipas sweat from his brow.

WILLOX
The weapans had cleared--and the Colonel felt, if he in-
yolved you further, vou'd go to Washington--as it turned
put, he thinks you went anyway.

{to Davenport)
I'd like to say, Sir, we had nothing whatsoever to do with
the Sergeant’s death--I'm a Doctor! He was on the ground
whan we laft himl

TAYLOR _
Considar yoursalves undar arrest gentlemenl The zharge i3
myrder--you think I believe that crap?

Ut 70:
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143 DAVENPORT
Ha seems tired, his demeanor has changed, his voica low.

DAVENPORT
let them go Captain.

LUt TO:

144 DAVENPCRT - TAYLOR - BYRD - NILCOX

BYRD stands. TAYLOR is incrdulous as DAVENPORT goes to the pool-table
and begins to straighten his file,

TAYLOR
You've got motive--a witnessi

DAVENPORT
This is still my investigation--

WILCOX rises.

WILCOX

Are we baing chargsd?
DAVENPORT
Not by me.

WILCOX salutas, DAVENPORT returns it. BYRD ignores kim and starts for
the door of the gameroom immediataly. He is followed by WILCOX. TAYLGR
is Frustrated, as DAVENPORT starts for the rear door of the Club.

DAYENPORT
We've both been had, Captain--the Colonel knew this all
atong.
TAYLOR

They're gquilty as hall--and you know it! 117 back
you up! Charge tham!

DAVENPORT stups at the door,
DAVENPORT

1 do what the facts tell me Captain--not youl!

{cont.}
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168 DAVENPORT hegins to exit the ciub.
| TAYLOR
You don't know what a fact it, Davenport,
DAVENPQRT
I'm the Lawyer, remember? Did they teach Law at West
Point?
AYLOR

A —————

You don't have to he a Lawyer %0 know how to deal
with thosa two!

DAVENPORT smiles at TAYLOR, and shakes his head good naturaedly. There's
some admiration in the smile, As if DAVENPORT has found something very
good in TAYLOR. They go out together.

cut TC:

145  EXT: BASEBALL PRACTISE FIELD -~ DAY

The camera opens on a row of empty beer botiles set neatly one afier anothar
on the ssat portion of outdsor bleachers in a small bhasahall oractisa field
an the Fort. The place is empty. The camera pans the bottles slowly.

0.C. TAYLCR balches ioudly,

G.C. TAYLOR
What else could [ do?

CUT TC:

146  DAVENPORT - TAYLOR

The camera Jooks at both men. DAVENPORT and TAYLOR are ssated beside
gach other in the bleachers. Thay've baen drinking beer, passing the
quart bottle betwesn them. They're not drunk yet, bul are headed in
that direction. Both men have loosened up 3 bit,--the air is congenial
between them, DAVENPORT passsas the bottle to TAYLOR.
TAYLOR
My brother--my father. Az it is, I'm the Towest

ranking officer in the Taylor military line.

DAVENPORT laughs.

{cont.)
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' TAYLOR
How the hell did they get you?
DAVENPORT
I really wanted to De 3 Fighter-pilot--coupla classmatas
had joined the 39th--the glamour--1f 1 was going to be in
the Army--why not the cream? But I vomit averytime I go
up in a planel
TAYLOR jaughs. DAVENPORT shrugs, takes the pattle from him and drinks.
DAVENPORT
Here 1 am.
TAYLOR
Don't you want to get inta it?

DAYENPORT
Nooi The War's not for me, Captain. ['ve been a desk~
jockey too long., What about you?

TAYLOR
I want to get in it

1t is said with conviction, TAYLOR lgoking out at something far away, then
at DAVENPORT.

TAYLOR
I'ma soidier,

DAVENPORT nods, belches and is thoughtful for a moment.

DAVENPORT

What do you know about CJ Memphis?
TAYLOR i3 shocked--the question is out of "eft-Field’, and DAVENPORT
awaits calmly his answar. Samething of tha distanca betwaen tham is
re-established, but TAYLOR shrugs. ODAVENPORT drinks again.

TAYLOR
Goad centerfieldar--diad in the stockadew-why?

{cont.}
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DAVENPORT
1 think Waters tricked the boy inte assaulting him.

TAYLOR takes the bottle from DAVENPORT.

TAYLOR

! can't believe it. This man managed the finest baseball
team in the entire United States Army, Davenport! They hadn’t
lost a game in two years! And the Tinest nlayer Waters sver
had was CJ Memphis--and {f you'd ever seen him, you'd know
what [ mean--fastast man on the team--he could throw a bullet
to the plate from centerfield-«hit--Tield-~

(pause)
I was their C.0. for eighteen months--You know something,
Davenport? They could have beaten the Yankeaes~-with CdJ
on the field--Smalls, Hemson--they coulda' beat the Yankees!

The camera moves in on TAYLOR'S face, and in the BG the sounds of a2
baseball game bagin to rise.

CUT 70!

[TAYLOR'S FANTASY]
£YT: BASERBALL FIELD - DAY {STow Motion)

The camera opens in CU on the Yankes PITCHER. He is a young, handseme
white player. He is sweating, chewing, and staring with intense hlue
eyes at Homeplate. He reachas up and mops his Drow with nis slesve,
1ifting his basesball cap off his head for a moment, enly to replace

it neatly. He begins to wind up, all of him moving at once Tike some
graceful twisting animal.

101.

CUT TO:

MEMPHIS
MEMPHIS is at the plata. HMe begins to move into his stancs.

CutT TC:
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SMALLS

SMALLS %akes 2 long lead off lst Base, and is followed by the
1s* Baseman. He is anticipating the throw.

LUt TQ:

PITCHER
The PITCHER’S leg is up, his arm coming around for the throw

A

CeuT TO:

MEMPHIS

MEMPHIS raises his bat to its proper heizht. He is concentrating
gn the PITCHER'S throw.

cuT TO:

CATCHER
CATCHER raisas his glove, sets himsalf.

CuT TO:
RITCHER
The ball is let qo with gracs and zower.

cuT 70
MEMPHIS
MEMPHIS hits the ball with all his mignt, and sends it hurtling
away.

CUT T0:

BALL
The camera follows the hall, up and osut of the ball park,

CUT TO:

102
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EXT: BASEBALL DIAMOND - TEAMMATES

The teammates of MEMPHIS, and the camera finds COBB, PETERSON, HENSON,
SMALLS, WILKIE AND WATERS, are all on the field arcund Homeplate waiting
for MEMPHIS as he rounds Third base and heads for Homeplate, MEMPHIS

is running with his hat held high in the air, waving at the fans. His
teammates are jumping up and down congratulating one another--obviously
they have won. As MEMPHIS crosses homeplate, WATERS is the first person
to grab him. They begin to hug sach other. Everyone is enjoying him-
self. A voice begins to intrude on the beauty of the scene.

¥.0. ELLIS
{from some distance)
Captain!
CUT T0:
[PRESENT TIME]
EXT: BASEBALL PRACTISE FIELD - TAYLOR - DAVENPORT
Both men have shared the fantasy. TAYLOR loogks up first.
0.C. ELLIS
Captain Davenport!
cuT TO:
ELLIS -~ DAVENPORT'S PQV
ELLIS in a Jjeep is in the center of the field.
ELLIS
We found Wilkie, Sir--we haven't Tocatad Peterson, yet,
CUT T0:

DAVENPORT - TAYLOR - ELLIS
DAVENPORT rises in the bleachers. TAYLOR 135 curigus.

DAVENPORT
Whera's Witkie?

ELLIS
Waiting for you in the barracks, Captain.

{cont.)
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183 TAYLOR

Didn't you guestion Wilkie and Petersan yesterday?

DAVENPORT is begining to move, picking up his file, straightening his
cap. He steps over the beer nottles, nis attention riveted to ELLIS.

TAYLOR
Hey! I asked you a quastionl

DAVENPORT
Captain, I'm asking the questions--this is still my
investigation.
TAYLOR

I thought-~-
TAYLOR is abruptly silent, his expression changing--his face hardening.

TAYLCR
Your jnvestigation?

DAVENPORT
Hine.

{cont.)
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DAVENPORT walks away gquickly )
TAYLOR looks after him, and angrily tosses the hottle into the dirt
of the fieid.

cytT TQ:

160 INT: INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY (Early Evening)}

WILRIE dressed in fatiques, sits with his back to the window. The eerie
light of sundown casting a strange reddish-orange glow about the man. He
is visibly nervous fingering his cap. DAVENRORT crossas in front of him.

DAVENPORT
Nervous, Wilkie?
WILKIE
I couldn't figure nut why you called me back, Sir.
DAVENPORT

You said, Waters busted you, right?
DAVENPORT moves behind WILKIE who turns around awkwardly to answer.

WILKIE
He got me bustad--he reported me to the Captain,
DAVENPORT
How'd you feel? You and the Sarge were guod friends--he was i
nice quy----didn't you say that?
NAVENPORT circles WILKIE again, keeping him off guard. WILKIE nods.

DAVENPORT

Would somebody you considered a nice quy get a friend
bysted? Speak up! You lied when you said he was a nice
guy, right?

WILKIE

Ho siree]ow

{cont. )
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DAVENPORT
Speak up! Was Waters a nice guy or not?

WILKIE
No sir--yoﬁ wouldn't turn somebady in for something like'
that--you give them extra duty--chew 'em out--but three
stripes? They tock ten years to get Sir--I was in the
Twenty-Fourth Infantry!

DAYVENPORT
Made you mad, didn’t it?

WILKIE
WILKIE looks out beyond DAVENPORT in to his memorias.

WILKIE
(nods)
1t made me mad--all the things I did for him.

DAVENPORT ~ WILKIE
Another angle, DAVENPORT smiles, his voice is gantle.

DAYENPORT
That's right--you were his assistant, weren't you? Took
care of the team--ran his errands--policed his guarters.-
tistened %0 his storiese-

L

He leans over WILKIE'S Teft ear.

DAVENPORT
Put the gun in CJ's footlocker!

WILKIE is shocked, he belts upright in the chair,

106.

LUt 70:

CuT T0:

(cont.)
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162
WILKIE
Noi
JAVENPORT
3it down!
WILKIE sits. He is frightened. DAVENPORT'S tone is menacing.
DAVENPORT
You're a liar! It was you Henson saw that night Wilkie!
WILKIE shakes his head 'no’.
DAVENPORT
You lied aboul Watars--you are lying now! You were the only
person out of the barracks that night--who else could have
found CJ's footlocker in the dark? Not even Waters knew the
nlace that well-~Henson didn't ses who i1 was but he was
pesitive about what the person did--it was you Wilkiel
CuT TU:
183 WILKIE

He is almost in tears.

WILKIE _
1t wasn't me! It was the Sarge--he ordered me to do it!
Said, 1'd get my stripes back! He just wanted to scare
¢J at first--put him in jail for a couple days. But the
boy hit hime-and he had CJ where he wantad him. Than CJ
diedw-1{ke he was spitein’ Sarge--and Waters didn’'t figure

on that.

G.C. DAVENPORT
What did he have against Memphis?

{eont.)
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WILKIE
Ha despised him Sir--he’d hide it 'cause everybody
liked that boy--but underneath, it was a crazy hate
Captaine-you could feel it sometimes!

In the BG a guitar is playing. The sounds of the Saloon rising with it.

CUT TO:

[FLASHBACK]
INT: SALOON - MEMPHIS - NIGHT

Camera opens on MEMPHIS. He is on the stage again, singing in his
uniform. The Salgon is crowded as always with black GI's, but to-
night there is a crystal globe spinning in the ¢eiling and casting
red and blue patierns of light aver the entire room. Tha camera
pans over the crowd to the bar where WATERS and WILKIE in dress
uniforms are seated looking up at the mirror behind the bar, where
they can ses the reflection of MEMPHIS playing on the stage. Every-
one at the bar--mostly GI'S is looking up at the mirvor. In the
carner of the bar even the jukebux lights have been changed to

blue and red.

LUt T0:

WATERS - WILKIE
WATERS and WILKIE sit at the bar drinking shots of bourbon, a almost
full bottle between them. WATERS seems almost in a trance as he speaks
-=-hig voica contemptuous~-cold.
WATERS

Ha's the kinda’' boy seems innocent Wilkie--gotl every-

body on the Post thinking he’s a strong, black buck.
He takes a drink, and immediately pours another. But he does not

drink it, The Camera moves in on him siowly as he Degins to Jook
at the mirror and focus his attantion on what he saes,

WATERS
Mits homeruns--white boys eny his strength--his spesd--
the nower of his swing. Then this colored champion lets
them same white boys <all him Sambo or Shine--and he just
smilaes.

LUT T0:
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MEMPHIS - WATERS ROV

In the mirror MEMPHIS plays on, the crowd beginning to g§ther around
him rather than dance. It is as if something in the musac‘has dra@n
them to him. The red and hlue lights seem to be spinning just a bit
faster,
0.0, WATERS

Can't talk! Barely read or write his own name--

and don't caral He'll tell you they like him,~-

or colored people ain’t supposed to have but so

much sense.

CuT TO:

CU WATERS [REFLECTED IN THE MIRROR]

We turns to WILKIE, the light from the jukebox reflected surreai-
like on his face.

WATERS
Do you know the damage one ignorant Negro can do?
We were in France during the First War, Wilkie.

He begins to look up at the image in the mirror.

WATERS
We had won decorations, but the white boys had told
all them French gals we had tails--so they went out
and found this ignorant colored soldier--paid him to
tie a tail to his ass and parade around half naked
making monkey sounds.

In the BG a strain of the song "Mademgisalle From Armentieres”
is rising.

TCH DISSOLYE:

108.
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168 [FLASHBACK - IN - FLASHBACK]

169

INT: CAFE NAPQLEON - NIGHT

In the mirror the Saloon is gone. In its place is the Cafe Napoleon

a French cellar cafe, smokey--liguid-Jogoking. The sounds of the place
are muffled--distorted. A younger WATERS is now dressed in a French
yniform. He is watching the scene in the mirror seatad beside a group
of black soldiers who are watching with him. They are all in French
aniforms. Their look is cold, angry. The crowd in the mirrer has
change color--they are now mostly white and made up largely of American
afficers and French women. Everyone is having a good tima--people are
standing, drinking, laughing--but their attention for the most part

is captured by something happening at the center of the room, on a large
round table, on top of which a black GI who looks 1ike MEMPHIS! is
Teaping up and down like a banshee!

CuT 70:

CU BLACK SOLDIER ~ QFFICERS

The HEMPHIS-looking soldier is half-naked. Arcund his waist is a G-string
Tike contraption with a monkey tail attached to it. On his shoulders is
a table -cloth, on his head a Kaiser-like helmet and in his hands a guitar
which he is strumning mechanically. A red flower is tucked behind his
ear. He is smiling wide-ayed, his face and body covered with sweat.
Around the table, several officers continue an Indian-like war dance,
while others toast the MEMPHIS-looking soldier who rises from time to
time to shake his tail. From the right, chesred on by the crowd, &
white officer carries a sign toward the table. It reads: MOONSHINE
KING OF THE MONKEYS. The sign is set on the edge of the table and the
MEMPHIS-looking soldier poses beside it for his audience. Someone
takes a photograph. The scene s repugnant and humiliating, but the
MEMPHIS-Tlooking soldier doesn’t seem to notice or care. There are

Bills sticking cut of the guitar,

V.0. WATERS
{h, the white boys danced that night--

CUT 70:

INT: CAFE « NIGHT

The camera 1s in CU on the group of black seldiers in French Uniforms
who were seated at the bar with a younger WATERS. With WATERS they are
standing in the center of the Cafe, forming a tight circle around

{cont.)
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something in front of them on the table. The Cafe is quiet now,
hyt the 1ights haven't changed. There is still the sanse of
Tiquidity to everything. In the FG thera is the sudden sound

of someone gagging., The black soldiers with the younger WATERS
al} move away from the large table, at once. In the cemter of
it is the MEMPHIS~looking soldier. He is flat on his back, his
throat cut. He is dying--on his face an expression of disbelief.
The black soldiers surrounding the table, including WATERS drift
AWBY.

¥.0. WATERS
But as that boy died--yoy know that fool asked us,
what he had done wrang?

-CUT 70
[ORIGINAL FLASHBACK]
CU WATERS [REFLECTED IN THE MIRROR] ~ SALOGN - RNIGHT
Raflected in the mirror, WATERS turns to WILKIE.
WATERS
My Daddy told me, we got to turn our hacks on his kind,
Wilkie--close our ranks to the chittlin's, the c¢ollard
greens--the cornbread style--we arg men-~-soldiers--and
I don't intend to have cur race c¢heated out of its
nlace of hanor and respect in this War because of fools
Tike Cd.
He looks up at the mirror again.
WATERS
You watch everything he does. Everything.
LUt 10!

MEMPHIS - WATERS POV

MEMPHIS i5 see through the mirror again., He is still Playing and sing-
ing--his image as surreal as befor, but his song is ending, and the
spotlight around him is dimming.

WILKIE
And 1 watched him Sir--but Waters couldn't wajf--
wouldn't talk about nothin' 2lse~-it was CJ thise-
€3 a1l the time!

CUT TO:
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173 [PRESENT TIME)
INT: INTERROGATION ROOM - WILKIE - EVENING

The 1ight cutside has dimmed somewhat. WILKIE i3 still seated in the chair
he is staring off into space. DAVENPORT continues.

DAVENPORT
Why didn’'t he pick Peterson--they foughnt!

WILKIE
He 1iked Petarson--Pete fought back--3arge admirad thate
he promoted Pete--you imagine that? He tought Paterson

would make a fine soldier.
DAVENPORT

What did Peterson do, when CJ died?

WILKIE
Everybody blamed Sarge--Pete, he put together that protest
that lost our las' game--afterwards he kept to himself--
or with Smalls.

DAVENPQRT
What time did you get in the night Waters was killed?

WILKIE
Argund twenty-one-forty-five--1 listened to the radic
-=played checkers. I didn't mean to do what I didw-
It wasn't my fault--1 just did what the Sarge said do--
He promisad me my stripes!

QUICK CUT TO:

174 EXT: FLARE GUN - EVENING

The camera is in tight CU on a FLARE GUN. It firss jmmediately and the
camera watches the flare ascend, reach its apogee and descend, [n the
BG other things explode--gunshots are going off in rapid sucesssion.
Suddenly and spontaneousiy the entire Fort is engulfed in noise.

CuT TO:
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INT: INTERROGATION ROOM

NAVENPORT stares at WILKIE for 2 moment, then turns his attention to the
suddeness of the noise outsida. There is the growing sound of men chasgr-
{ng, and DAVENPORT turns towzrd the door.

DAVENPORT -
Ellis!

0.C. ELLIS
fes, Sir!

DAVENPORT
What the hell is going on?

Even WILKIE rises and follows DAVENPORT toward the door curious about
the pandemenium cutside.

cut T0:
DOORWAY - ELLIS
ELLIS s jubilant.
ELLIS
Our orders Sirl We're all shippin' cut! They finally
gonna' Tet us Negroes fight! Hitler ain't got a chance
now--after what Joe Louis did to Max Schmelling?
cur TO:

DAVENPORT - WILKIE - ELLIS
WILKIE §s jubilant for a moment. ELLIS is Taughing.
ELLIS
We 1iable to be back home in a couple months, Sir--by
the way--Smalls and Peterson were both A-W~0-L, Sire«
MP's got Sma??s-~tﬁey‘re sti1l Tooking for Petarson.
DAVENPORT glances at WILKIE. Outside the men go on cheering.
0.C. HENSON
Twenty-four hour stand-by alert!

cut 70:



T

178

173

114,

EXT: BARRACKS - EVENING

HENSON and a group of men that include COBB are hugging one another and
generally enjoying the news that they are ‘shipping-out' to Europe. DAVEN-
PORT opens the window and looks out at them curiously.

HENSON
It's the {nvasion of Europe, Boys!

CUBB
Look out Hitler, the niggahs is comin' to git your ass--
through the FOG!

The men laugh.
' SOLDIER
we gonna' 'goose' the goose-stap, Daddy!

Two black 61's march in the 'goose-step’ their caps turned hackward,
giving the Heil Hitler salute.

TWO SCLDIERS
{in uynison in southern accent)
Hajl--Hitla'!l

COBB turns to DAVENPORT.

COBB
We gonna' turn them Nazis around S ammm NOOCOWH |

ANOTHER VOICE
Show them a thing or two 'bout the Schvatzas!

DAVENPORT smiles, then turns away.

CuT 10

INT: INTERROGATION ROCH
DAVENPORT straightens, movas to his desk.

DAVENPORT
E11is, place Private Wilkie under arrest and escord him
to the stockade.

{cont.)}
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ELLIS {5 surprisad.
ElLLiS
Sir?
DAVENPORT
Carry cut my order, Corporal.

ELLIS moves to WILKIE who gives himself up with soldierly dignity.
OAVENPORT watches them go. Qutside the celebration and cheering con-
tinue.

CuT TO:

EXT: BSARRACKS ~-EVENING

The men are celebrating as ELLIS leads WILKIE from the door of the
barracks and out to the road where they turn and walk toward the stneckade,

_The men go right on celebrating, paying 1little or no attantion to them.

CUT T0:

INT: DAVENPORT'S QUARTERS =~ DAY (Bright Morning)

The camera opens in DAVENPORT'S guarters. Partly dressed, DAVENPORT

is folding a shirt and packing it in a suitcase opsned on his bunk. It is
a bright day, the sun rushing through the window. CAVENPORT looks arocund
his space, sees the photo of the woman on the dressar, goes to i%, kisses
it, and puts it into the suitcasa Faca up. He then closes +the bag and
sets it on the flogr. He glancas around the rcom sne last time, making
sure he's left nothing, then reaches for his jacke:z. There is a sudden
sharp rap at his doar. DAVENPORT doesn’t answer it rignt away. He
finishes dressing, and then facas it.

0.C. MP
Military Police Sir--we have the prisoner, 7rivats
Smalls, as you ordered, Sir.

{cont.)
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DAVENPORT
Bring him in,
The screendoar opens and a3 black MP enters with SMALLS. SMALLS s

handcuffed and in leg-irons. The MP walks him toward DAVENPORT, but
SMALLS is reluctant. It s SMALLS that stops the MP's forward motion.

DAVENPORT
{ty MP)
That'1l be all--stand by cutsida.
| ]
Yes. Sir!

The MP salutes, and exits. DAVENPORT waits for a moment before he turns

his attention to SMALLS. When he does, a nervous SMALLS salutes him with
both hands.

DAVENPORT
Why'd you go AWOL, soldier?

SHALLS
Privats Anthony Smalls, Sirl

DAVENPQRT
Answer my question!

SMALLS
I didn't go AWOL Sir-~I got drunk in Tynin and---and fel]
asleep in the train station--it was the only public place
1 could find to sleep it off!

DAVENPORT
Nhere'd you get drunk? Where in Tynin?

SMALLS
Jakesw-Jakes and Lilly's Golden Siipper--
DAVENPORT begins to pace.

BAVENPORT

Weren't you and Petarson supposad to be on detail?
{Smalls nods)

{cont.)



DAVENPORT
Where was Petarson? Speak up!

DAVENPORT'S tone is like a slap from which SMALLS recoils a bit.
SMALLS '
I don't know, Sirt

DAVENPORT
You're lying! You just walked off your detail and Peterson
did nothing?
SMALLS
Mo gir! He warned me, Sir--"Tisten Smallsi®, he said--

BAVENPORT moves in close to SMALLS face, shouting.

DAVENPORT
{cutting Smalls off)}
You trying tu make a fool outta' me, Smalls? Huh?

{Touder}
Are you?
SMALLS
No, 3iri

DAVENPORT calms samewhat, paces again,

DAVENPORT
The two of you went A-W-0-L together, didn't you?

SMALLS does not answer, DAVENPORT is angry.

DAVENPORT
Answer ma!
SMALLS
Yes!
DAVENPORT

You left together becausa Petarson knew [ would Tind out the
two of you killed Waters, didn't you?

117.

{cont.)
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SMALLS suddenly bursts into t=ars, shaking his head ‘not. Bul
DAVENPORT presses.

DAYENPORT
What? 1 can't hear you?

DAVENPORT moves closer to SMALLS again.

DAVENPORT
You killed wWaters didn't you? [ want an answer!

SMALLS is sobbing.

SMALLS
I can't sleap! I can’t sleep!

DAVENPQRT
Did you kill Sergeant Waters?

SHALLS
It was Peterson, Sir!
{as if he can sae it)
1 watched, it wasn't me!

LUt TO:

182  {FLASHBACK]
EXT: BAYOU ROAD -WATERS -NIGHT
The camara is in tight CU on WATERS. His face {s bloody and he is still
drunk. Ha is down on the road on all fours trying to pull himself up,
mumbling, talking out Joud, staggering. Around him the fog is heavy,
the underbrush threatening, the night sounds unusually Toud.
V.0. SMALLS
We hz” changed the Guard, an our way back to the Orderly
Room, when thers he was, Sir--right on the road--talkin'

to himsalf--ranting!

§(cnnt.}
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182
WATERS

(averlapping)}
Can't be trusted--no matter what we do, there are no
guarantees--and your mind won't let you forget it
{shakes head)
No, no, notl

cur TG

183 PETERSON - SMALLS - WATERS

PETERSON and SMALLS stand on the edge of the road staring down at WATERS,
In full gear, the two soldiers seem larger than normal somehow as the fog
Billows up around them.

FETERSON
Smalls, Yook who's drunk on his ass, boy.

SMALLS
Leave him be, Petel

PETERSON edges taward WATERS.

PETERSCN
Nowo! 1'm gonna‘ enjoy this Smalls--big, bad Sergeant
Waters down on his knees? MNo, Sah--1'm gonna’ Tove this!

PETERSON 1=ans over WATERS.

PETERSON
Hey, Sarge--need some help?

WATERS looks up, almest smiles as he reaches for PETERSON who pushes
his back down viciously.

PETERSON
That's the kinda' help I'11 give yah, boy! Let me help
you again--allright?

PETERSON kicks WATERS in the ribs.

(econt.)
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SMALLS moves forward to stop PETERSON

SMALLS
Paterson!

PETERSON turns on him violently.

PETERSON
No! Smalls--some people man--if this was a German, would
you ki1l §t? If it was Hitler--or that fuckin' Tojo?
Would you kill him?
Ha kicks WATERS again. WATERS resches out, his voice anguished.

WATERS
There's a trick to it Peterson--it's the only way you can
win! CJ could never make it--he was a clown--

WATERS tries to laugh, pull himself up.

WATERS
A elown in blackface! A niggahl You got %o be like
them! And I was! I was--but the rules are fixed--
Shhh! Listen--
{whispers)
1t's CJ! I made him do it! I made him! But it doesn’t
make any differenca! They still hate you!
WATERS starts to rise as PETERSON takes a single step back and slowly
removes and cocks his .45 automatic pistel.
WATERS

They still hate you!

LUt T0:
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PETERSON - SMALLS - WATERS

PETERSON points the pistol at WATERS . The barrel of the pistel catching
a bit of the mogns light. SMALLS backs away from the scene, horrified,
as PETERSON'S face twists in hatred. '

PETERSCN
Justice Smalls-~for CJ! For averybody!

WATERS
They still hate youl

PETERSON fires the pistol point blank at WATERS chest. The shot flings
WATERS away 1ike a stone. His body slams back onto the road hard, his
face surprised, the sudden pain of the buyllet in his face before he
dies.

cuT TO:

PETERSON - SMALLS -~ WATERS 800Y

Another angle. PETERSON walks to the body and looks down at it. His
expression s still grim, hateful. This time he stand over the bedy
and points the pistol at WATERS head., He fires again. The body jerks
1ifelessly as the bullet explodes in its head. SMALLS is about to

pee on himsalf he is so scared.

For a moment PETERSON looks at WATERS body silently. A small, strange
smile comes to his expression, as he turns away and follows SHALLS

back into the shadows. The camera remains on the body of WATERS., There
is a sudden guiet., PETERSON and SMALLS have hardly disturbed the fog
?hat ewirls a little, then settles heavily over the body as if caressing
t.

CUT TO:
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186  [PRESENT TIME]
INT: DAVENPORT'S QUARTERS - DAY
DAVENPORT i3 shouting at SMALLS who is still sobbing

DAVENPORT
You call that Justice?
SMALLS shakes his head ‘nof.

DAVENPORT
Then why the fuck didn't you do something?

SHALLS

I am scared of Petarson, Sir! Just scared of him! He

said everybody would think white people

did it!
DAVENPORT turns away from SMALLS in 3isgust. Ha s angry and huri.
DAVENPORT
Guard!
The MP entars.
DAVENPORT

Get this goddamn man out of here!

The MP takes SMALLS by the arm, but SMALLS refuses to move.

SMALLS
‘ Sir? .
DAVENPORT faces him,
SMALLS

I'm sorry, Sir.

SMALLS salutes. DAVENPORT simply stares at him as the MP Teads SMALLS
out. He is quiet for a long time.

LUt TO:
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EXT: FORT NEAL - DAY -

Tha camera opens on a long line of black soldiers all dressed in combat
gear. They are marching sroudly and counting cadence along a road in

the Fort. Fort Neal's men have packed up and are on their way to Europe.
On the other side of the road OAVENPORT is walking toward the gate

of the Fort carrying his suitcase and nriafcase., In the BG a jesp
approaches, OAVENPCRT hears the vehicle and moves off the road out of
jts way. The jeep pulls up beside him and stops.

CuT 70!

TAYLOR - DAVENFORT

TAYLOR i5 driving the jeep and is wearing sunglasses. He is
also dressed in combat gear. He smiles at DAVENPORT as he removes the
glassas. _

TAYLOR
I thought you'd like to know--they caught Petarson
in Alabama just a 1ittle while ago-~Colonel's peain’
roses he's so happy:

DAVENPORT is gquiet., Thers is a awkwardness about the momant.

TAYLOR
Guess that's it-~got your man.

DAVENPORT
{not pleasad)
Yeah, I got him.

The two men measurs each other again.

TANOR
I was wrong.
DAYENPORT
{slight pause)
S0 wa§ [~we==e==1 could do with a ride, Captain.

TAYLOR nods and DAVENPORT swings his bags into the jeep 2nd hops in Deside
TAYLOR who starts the jeep at onca,

{cont.)
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TAYLOR

I'm gonna' have to get used to Negroes with bars
shoulders Davenport--being in charge.

DAVENPORT
Oh, you'll get used to i%t, Captain--you can bet your
ass on that! You'1l get used to it.
The two men smile at each other as the jeep pulls out in front of the
marching men, rolls ahead of them for awhile and pulls off and out of
the Frame. The camera continues with the marching black GI's, then

slowly moves up and over them as they march baneath it, the sound of
their cadence call growing louder as they march away.

DISSOLYVE & MIX WITH:

189 EXT: BASEBALL FIELD - DAY

The camera focuses on the desarted basaball field. Across it, dust
and papers blow out from Home Plate to cantartield., In the 3G the
cadence count qoes on, now mixad with the feint sounds of a basshall
game, and a little guitar music.

SUPERIMPOSE: The 221ST Chemical Smoke Generating Company, 2]l it's
afficers and enlisted men were wiped out in the Rubr
Valley during a German advances in heavy fod.

FADE QUT

. THE END





