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Jungla:-intense, vibrant, tangled, green, still. Rrching ftrunks,
twisted vines, huge fronds, glittering beads of water. Then the
comera moues ouver the qgray metgl of the interior aof a wall lacker,
revegling the jungle to be a photo pasted on the locker., HMNext the
comerg settles on a photograph of SUEN ERIKSSON and his wife,
Kirsten, both in their eariy tuenties, both attractive, both
blonde. Moving, the camera pauses at the photo of o two-year-old
giri in a pink dress.

Suddenly the gray of the door blurs, and there is g clang, 4 =plazh
of green jacket, the shape and color of 2 hand, which hns fiumg the
iocker door loudly shut.

EXT: DRY: LATE AFTERNOON: MINNESOTA: FACTORY EXTERIOR |
Credits start.

The door of the factory, ametallic and custere, opens. Qut steps
Eriksson foilowed by another young man, WEBER. Eriksson is o!onmde
and not physically imposing, yet he makes an iapression of
strength, possessing a sinewy musculature. Oressed in a laborar':
clothing, he wears g green winter jacket and cap and carri2g 7
junchbucket, as does Weber, They pull on their gloves and ct20
into the tightly falling snow; their booted feet descend the srarrs
to the parking lot. Eriksson looks at the falliing cnow.

ERIKSSON
Look at this, )

WEBER
Supposed to freeze our butts off
tonight.

EAIXSSON

See ya tomorrow.

Jumping into his car, Weber slams the door. Eriksson hastens on
gcross the parking iot,

EAT: OAY: STREET

13

Passing through a large gaote, Eriksson finds hiaself tacing a
strest down which cars cautiousliy proceed., Rt a bus stop fifiy
yards to his right, a bus is easing to g halt, Eriksson runs
toward the bus.

INT: BUS

fs the dosre hiss open, Eriksson con be ceen running up. He climbds
aboard, removing his gloves,

DRIVER
Cold enough for you?

ERIKSSON
i love jt,
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r

Rs the bus moues out, Eriksson flops onto the first forward facing
seats ond baging !oosening his clothing, reamcving iz hat ang
scarf. The bus is relatively empty., The window i3 G steamy el
EST: ROAD +
In the light snow, the bus speeds aldng.

INT: B8US S

Legning back in the seat, Eriksson sighs and sets his head agoinst
the window, his body relaxing.

DRIVER
Rough day?

ERI1KSSON
|'m beqt.

He closes his eyes,
ANOTHER ANGLE: The driver smiles,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson's eyes fiutter open. He stares straight
ahead, o puzzied expression as he is Blinking.

ANOTHER ANGLE: From a height the bus i35 seen moving through the
outskirts af fown.

ANOTHER ANGLE: From behind the driver, WE 3EE the road ahead ard 7
the distance a tunnet.,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson’'s eyes are closing.

ANOTHER ANGLE: From behind the driver WE SEE the road, the
approaching tunnel, as fthe bus is pulling to 2 haif for another
stop.

EXT: BUS STOP: TWILIGHT

(¥ F]

R numaber of people are there, clinbing onto the bus.
INT: BUS: TWILIGHT

-4

fs the people enter and the bus tarts up.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson lies sieeping, curled in his seat, the
peoplie filing past hiam.

ANOTHER ANGLE as seueral laborers moue past, a couples women, Jne ot
whom is an oriental girl, quite young, quite attractive, dresced in
n big winter coat and hat. She carries fwo large shopping bnas,
and setties into a seat directiy in front of the sleeping Erikszan.

Beyond her profile can be seen the dark of the tunnel into whiich
they enter.
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EAT: TUNNEL: BUS 3
The headlights blink on.
INT: BUS 3

The girl sits, the yeilow lights that dot the tunnel ceiling
playing over her face as she sits staring ahead,

ANOTHER ANGLE: The yeilow lights dance eerily on Eriksson’s face.
EAT: TUNMEL L
The dark into which the head!ights of the bus rush on.

INT: BUS '

n the flickering light Eriksson's head beqgins to toss as he <2382
to strugglie to wake up; his head goes from side fo side,

{NT: ANOTHER DARKMNESS 1

Erikkson is waking up, bursting up from sfeep, his countenancs bonn
a duplication and a variation of the preceeding image, he growis,
gasps.

Looking around, he sees other sieeping figqures on bunks. He iz in
a tent, and ather men siesp on beds, G figur2 with a fiashlignt
standing at the opposite end of the tent. The figure 13 cleariy

the silhouette of @ - dier, The flashiight beam veers, Ritting
Eriksson in the face.
EAT: GIGANTIC SUM LOH IN THE SKY 13

Casera pans down to show village in Vietnam, strguw hootches, o
platoon of RAmerican soldiers aoving through, Eriksson among Them.
He walks, looks about. The villagers, mostly women and chiidr=2n
and old people, stare at the passing soldiers, who 00K birad,
weary. Soae of the peoplie wave or bow. At various points in the
column children run forward but as one scampers up, 4@ soldier rams
g round into the chamber of his weapoen and the child skids 5 a
halt. Along the perimeter of the coluamn other squads dip inte the

strow huts, making quick searches. 0One soldier i3 toking pictures
with an instamatic.

CLARK, wiry, hard auscied, tall, g nervous eneray rushing through
him, suddenly hastens up past several other seidiers until he 12
with Meserve and Brown. HESERVE is young, twenty, a sargeant.

Dark hagired, he is handsomse, auscular, five-2leven. BROUN iz biack,
muscuiar, shorter than the other two.
CLARK
Khata you make a this, Sarge?
~ BROWN
He diggin' it, =an,
CLARK

| don't like this shit.



As another young sergeant, SERGEANT KRANER, mouving from the held of
the column to thea, arrives to taik to Heserva:

KRAMER
Meserve, you're recon right, ['a
recon laft., Third squad'll.be
at column point at double
intervais, Fourth squad'l} take
the rear, samse intervais, Fiankers
gt tuwenty meters, point at thirty.

Meserue nods. Kramer heads off.

BROWN
Yes, indeed, these are folks the
Sarge and me are overjoyed to hava
travel ied eleven thousand giles
to gssist them in their struggi2
to upgrade their roggedy-assed
se|ves,

CLARK
Except they're all oid or kids.
That ain't goed.

BROUN
This here g retirement village.
This here sorta |ike Florida,
right Sarge,

Meserve gestures with his head to indicate something a2t whicn he
wants Brown and Clark to look. They ook ghead.

ANOTHER ANGLE: CLARK, MESERUE, BROUN POU

0ff to the side, Eriksson is engaged in a conversation wWith savars
children,

ERIKSSON
{offering mushy candy
bar)
Hershey bar. Huaba one.

As Eriksson mimes egting the candy bar.

HESERVE
Quit beggin', Eriksson. They
don't want the fucking candy bar
you con give it to ae. I'ma
orphan,

CLARK
You gn orphan, Sarge?

As a third child hastens up to snatch the candy bar from Eriksson
and then stand there bowing.
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CLARK
You're mgkin' me sick with this
rear-echelon bulizhit, Eriksson.

CHILD THREE
Cam on ong ay. Cam on ONg .my.

'

fis g woman with a baby in her aras steps forward to hand Eriksson 1
piece of fruit, which Eriksson takes,

ERIKSSOH
Can on ong, mam. Cam on ong very
auch.
The woman giggles.
MESERVE

Eriksson! Comeer,
Friksson hastens to them.

MESERVE
Listen up here you Cherry, If
you don't wanna die g horrible
death, don't you =at one fuckin’
thing these dinks give you. You
regd ae, Cherry. R viliage !ike
this, s2e, these people are
confused themselwes about are they
fong or not.

BROUN
They're schizophrenic, aan.
MESERVE
That's affirmative,
BROUN
Depends on who scared ‘em last,
aan.
MESERVE

They don't know are they or aren’t
they Cong. Get it? You egt
somethin' they give you, it's got
ground up glass in it, or chopped
u??rczor blades, what are you dead
of?

BROUN
Stupidity, man.

MESERUE
That's auch affirmed, Brown. 3ee,
Eriksson,

Mow they are passing a black of ficer, Lieutenant Reiily, who, with
an RRUN interpreter, i3 talking to an oid Vietnamese aan.



ERIKSSON
| wasn't gonna 2at it

CLRRK
You were gonna fuckin' eat it you
Cherry. He was gonng eat (t,
wasn't he, Brown,

ERIKSSON
| just didn't wanna be rude.

RAs fleserve peeis nff to slip over beside Reilly and sevaral ather
soldiers gathered there.

BROUN
Rude? Boy, 1'll smack you upside
the head you talkin' that
fool ishness?!

CLARK
You do somethin' rude, Eriksson,
you say, “Sorry ‘bout that.® Like
for example you strangle their
chickens or cop some rice or
barbeque their hoofch, you say
"Sorry 'bout that.® Right, Brown?
Lezae hear you say it, Cherry.
*Sorry ‘bout that.®

ERIK3SOH
Sorry ‘bout that.

ANGTHER ANGLE as Meserve comes up to LIEUTENANT REILLY and the
Yietngresa adn.

MESERVE
This guy any use, sir?

REILLY
e askad which poth was safe, he
sgid gne day one, next day the

other,
MESERVE

fou UC! UC! Humba fuckin' fen!
MRN

No, no. Mo, no. HNo UC.
ANGLE PRST Meserus onto Clark oand Brown dand Eriksson,

CLARK
Sarge!

MESERVE
Yeh,



14

bk |

ANGLE ON CLRRK,

CLARK
Ask ‘=@ which way to the nearast
MacDonald's!

EXT: JUNGLE: NIGHT : 14

Figures wauer in the aconless glooa, the platoon drifting in tne
dark down g slope, We hear breathing, the strain, the steps, The
dork is impenetrable, the aen aere outlines, ghostly. R figure
stuablies, falis.

HERBER

) Oh, shit., Fuck this, aman.
) ROUAN
Herber? Herber?
HERBER

Ohhhouch.

The second figure has bumped into the tirst.

ROURN
Get up, whata you doin'? Get up.
HERBER
You stepped on ay fuckin® hand,
Rowatt,
ROUAN

Sorry 'bout that.
As g third soldier is almost bumping into them.
SOLDIER 23
Are we stopping? What's goin'
on?
ANOTHER ANGLE: Neserve whirling.

HESERVE
Shut up!

General auttering as Reilly siips up next to feserve.

REILLY
Let‘s N.D.P. here,

MESERVE
Right.

Now Neserve glides atong the line of men.

MESERVE
He're qgonna N.0.P. here.

The aen begin stopping, dropping to the ground.



HERBER
-~ Greagt. This it a posh place.

MESERUE

Herber. You and Eriksson get out
the Claymores. .

HERBER
Fuckin® H.

He looks around. The dark is impenetrable.

HERBER
Eriksson, where are you? Eriksson?

Erikeson is moving toward Herber.

ERIKSSON
Here.
ANGLE OM Herber looking about.
HERBER
Where? | can't sse you, man.
Eriksson shouws up.
ER[K3S0N
it's |ike bein' underuvater in this
place.
HERBER
We gotta set up the Claymores,
aan.
ERIKSSON
Yeh.

As they moue along past the other men in the dense dark, and a2t T3
work on the Claymores.

HERBER
Eriksson, leeches wouidn't really
wanna get up my asshole, would
they?

Uhat? ERIKSSON
gt

HERBER
That |eeches wouldn't wanna go
up ay asshole tn |ive,

ERIK3SON

| don't know. You think they did?
HERBER

| feel like they did. [ been

feelin' sick, man.



ERIKSS0N
- You should try and dig 'em out.

HERBER
Why would they wanna do that,

though. That's so crazy.
ER!KSSON
Weil, leeches got their cwn point

q view on these things, Herber.

HERBER
But that's just nuts, It's just
fuckin' crazy, @aan, you Know.

Distantly there is a sound, a concussive sound, the sound of a
adrtar being fired, a whispering thumap-thugp, @ heartbeat.

HERBER
How would | dig thea out?
ERIKSSON
Shhhhhh,
Rgain, distantly, there i$ the concussive sound of 7 mortar D& ng
fired,
ANOTHER RNGLE on the sauad:
ROWAN
oh, shit.
SOLDIER #1
Uhat war that?
NMESERVE
Fix that sound.
REILLY

Fix that sound, Sergeant.

Both Reilly and Neserve haue puiled out compasses.

) SOLDIER 82
| hate fuckin' mortars. Goddamnit.

Everyone is huddling, down, staring up, listening.

the sound, and again.

HERBER
|'s gettin' a headache.

Distant fiashes; the jungle tighfs up once,
ruable in.

REILLY
Did you get a fix?

twice.

Again they hear

Ezpinsions



BROWN
They're after somebody =2lse. UWho
they atter?

MESERUE
Is that third piatoon over -there,
Lieutenant?

As the RTO comes scraabling up, his radio squguking.
ATO
Captain Uorst says Ripha's gettin’
hit, sir,

More aortar sounds: thwuap, thuwuap.

SOLDIER 32
Ohhh, shit. Do they know we're
here?

REILLY

| gota fix on that tube. Whata
you soy, Mecerve?

MESERUE
Get some ponchos over npe.

Meserue is digging out 4 map and fiashiight. Two soidiers wi
ponchos cover feserve's head and shoulders so he can turn an
flashlight and ook at the nap.

AELLLY
{to Kramer)
Set out security on the flanks
and front and rear but not too
far, | don't want them getting
separated froa us,

¥XRANER
Take the right flank, Eriksson,
and try not to get lost.

ERIKS3ON
Right, Sarge.

Eriksson soves off.

RETLLY
(to his radio mun)
Gat Superman Tug. Tell 'em we
got o fix on the tube. Telil 'em

we can hear the tube, Ue'll
ad just by sound.

Rs the radio man gets on the air:

RTO
Superman Two, Superman Two, this
is Siltent Twin Two. Quer,

b
the
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ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson slides into position against a2 fallen trae,
he's at the ready. The dark is tolid, iapenetrabie, full of
wavering |2gues. He looks back toward his zquad.

ANGTHER ANGLE and the mortar sounds continue, the pacing doubling
gs agre aortars are now firing, H soldier cComes running WG 10
eifly.

SOLDIER ®2
Sir, are we diggin' in here, or
what?

Suddenly there is rifle fire from the rear of their group, a
soldier blgsting into the jungie.

- NESERVE
' Hhat the fuck?

Several other troopers fire off into the jungle,

HESERUE AND REILLY
Hoid it, hold it. Jesus Christ.

MESERVE
What the fuck is goin' on?

As Mesarve is haétening to the point of firing, Broun dropoing in
with hinm,

SOLDIER 34
| saw a gook, Sarge. Une ot thea
gooks froa the viliage.

BROUN
You're recognizin' people in this
shit, aan!

SOLDIER 24
| saw him.

As Soldier 3§ comes running up to Neserve,

SOLDIER 386
Superaan Two needs your map
coordinates, Sarge, That tube's
kickin' ass on Ripha.

Meserve is already mouving back toward Reiliy and the RTO,
HESERUE

Brownie, you stay here and keep
the shit together here,

BROLIN
My shit is together. Ny shit is
forever together., 1 ama an

armgr-plated motherfucker,
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ANOTHER ANGLE: Rs Meserve runs, there are sore mortar firing
sounds.,” He is fooking, thinking,

HESERUE
One thousand and one. One
thousand and two. Fuck this,

He dives on the ground as there is a nearby mortar explosion.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson |ies there, Suddenly a mortar round
explodes close by, dirt showering hia.

ERIKSSON
Shit.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Meserve is grabbing the radio as there are more
explosions to the right fiank.

REILLY
They got a fix on us,

Kramer comes running up.

KRAMER
They found us, gjoddamnit. They're
wglkin' '2m in on us.

More explosions, aouving toward them.

MESERUVE
(into the radin)
Superaan Two, Superman Two, this
is Silent Twin Two. The tube is
at coordinates
four-six-six~five-five~tuo,
azimuth one-niner~two,

REILLY
e gotao move. EUERYBODY MOUE.
LEFT FLANK AND BRCK. WE GOTR
MOUE. The tube got a fix on us.

The soldiers are all trying to moue in the indicated dirsction.
MESERVT
{into the radio}
Ue cannot adjust by sound as

promised, Be advised, we cannot
adjust .

Hegrby, a tremendous mortar expliosion.
ANOTHER AMGLE: NMen along the fine, diving, covering up.

SOLOIER 33
Bul Ishit,

SOLBIER 382
You ready for thatT



fnother explosion: large, nearby, terrifying.

SOLDIER 31
Do you beiieve that fuckin' noise,
man?

-

As Meserve comes running low, crouching.

SOLDIER %2
ls this the far eastern adventure
that pus-faced recruiter was
talkin' about?

MESERVE
Go. Go. MHe're gettin' hat. Go!

ANOTHER ANGLE: Explosion. Earth shifting, the log behind which
Eriksson has been hiding is rising in the air. Eriksson scrambls2:s
The log is rolling onto Eriksson’'s foot, He's caught.

ERIKSSON
gh, ne. Don't. Ouwwe. Quuwe,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Messrue and soldiers as they are heading off,

MESERVE
Where's Mills?

BRAOUN
He's the way we're goin'.
Eriksson's on the right flank.
He a@in't come in that | Know of,

Huge expalosion. They both press into the ground.

BROUN
This war gettin' old, ftister
Heserve,

Maserve is simply growling, roaring. There iz another cound, d
high whine, artilliery,

NESERVE
Her= cones arty!

Distant explosion, .

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson is struggling to get loose. He looks
around. The jungle is wavering, weird. Mortar explosion not far
away. Eriksson is panicked, his eyes wide with fear.

ERIKSSON
Oh, goddamnit. Help. Help!

Eriksaan drops his weapon and starts digging at the ground to jet
his foot loose,



ERIKS3ON
- ['m stuck. Heip! Heip! --
Somebody! God. Dear God!

ANOTHER ANGLE: Meserwe is running through the weeds., A therg iz
gnother explosion Meserve dives into.the ground.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Reilly and a group of soidiers, One soldi2r has his
ara shattered and gone at the eibow. Reilly is tying a taurniguet .

SOLDIER
They gota find my arm.
REILLY
Give him some morphine.
) SOLDIER
They gota find my orm or | ain't
goin'.
MEDIC

(giving shot)
Here you go. He-2 you go.

SOLDIER
Make them ook for my arm, sir.
Make ‘em--

REILLY

Look for Streibig's arnm!

Sayera! soldiers jook around as mortar shelis explode nearby.

REILLY
{e gota get outa here!
HERBER
| got it., Streibig, | got your

ars, adn.
He has nothing, a handful of a legves, a stick.

STREIBIG
You got it, Herber?

HERBER
(heading oft)
| got it, aan.

STREIBIG
Lat's go. Go with Herber.

They move out.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson is wildly digggnq to get his foot ouf as
Mecerve siides up. A aortar hits.

MESERUVE
What the fuck you doin’, Cherry?



ERIKSSON
Help me, 3Sarge. Get me outag here.
Christ!

Meserve is shoving o large branch under the tree and using it for
leverage; he |ifts as Eriksson struggles.

MESERVE
Puli! Pulll

Eriksson strains, pulling. Meserve lifts. The fost pops loose.

ERIK3SON
| thought | was dead. | thought
| was ftuckin' dead.

As Meserve is staring at a shifting in the wavering weeds, there
ssems a figure, and feserue qrabs hic weapon, firing. Erikazon
ducks, grabbing his wegpon. Froa the weeds firing erupts, the
flashing of two weapons., Eriksson is firing gildly now, Mesprae iz
firing. The weeds, the shadowy figures, fire and then the firing
stops.

Heserue stares into the weeds, Suddeniy he fires a full magazine
into the weeds, Eriksson is firing aiso.

MESERVE
Let's didi.

He runs, and Eriksson runs after hia.

ANOTHER AMGLE: Jungle, soilid, dense. HNeserve and Eriksson struggle
in the weeds. Forty aeters off, firing erupts in the underbrush;
they dive, A flare arcs up, popping. In the serie hafo ot |ight
the tangled trees con be seen and then firing erupts from the first
poin; and iamediately from another paint, tracers arcing back and
forth,

MESERVE
H-Sixteens shootin' A-K's,

He is indicating with a head gesture the point from which the
firtug first eaerged.

MESERVE {CONTD)
1'm gonng put tracers where | want
you droppin’ in three bioopers.
Let's bring some smoke on some
little agtherfuckers!

Eriksson is getting two grenades ready as leserve raises up
siightly and starts firing.

MESERVE
Get some! Motherfuckers, get
soae!

Eriksson, as the tracer rounds arc through the air, aims, l2%t's go.



The jungle lights up with the explosion., HMeserue s Didst.ng dwdy.
Erikssdn iz firing.

ERIKSS0ON
Some mad fuckin' ainute, huh,
Sarge! .

fnd o sortar landing n2arby chakes the jround.

MESERVE
No sweat,
ER1KSSON
Uhatever you say, 3arge!
.- HESERVE
’ {(firing)
Die, motherfuckers!
ERIKSSON

(firing his N=18)
Die, motherfuckers!

Froa their left comes a clamoring and clattering as comeone i3

running toward them., Mfeserve and Eriksson skifter backward n Th2
dirt turning to ains toward the"approaching figure.
HERBER

t's ae Herber, it's me Herber.
t ]

!
it's me Herber.

He rumbies in, falls on his beily.

MESERVE
Herber, where the fuck is
auerybody?

HERBER
Brown's comin' and Clark's coain’.
They're both comin'., And some
guy | don't know his name i3
comin',

MESERUE
Whgt about the Lieutenant?

Clqudand Brown and RASHUSSEN arrive, panting and dropping to the
ground.

BROUN
Uhere's the Lieutenant, Sarge?

. CLARK
Everybody fuckin' disappeared.

. MESERUE
| was rescuin' faraboy here,



LCLARK .
He woes lonkin' for you, Sarqge.

BROWN
Yeh, we all runnin' around
rescuin' each gther don't none
of us know what we're doin'.

ERIKSSON
| think some very spooky shit is
deveiopin' here,

HERBER
Like what?

RESERVE
Hhere were se when we got it up?

They ali ook around. The jungle is dia and dark and spooky and
all the same, Rs Heserue |8 getting out his map and compags, 0
aortar lands and they ali duck.

ERIKSSON

You sean which part g this jungie?
RASHUSSEN

Ue're lost.
CLARK

He's tryin' to get some
coordinates, right Sarge?

BROWN
This goddamn gook-jungle don't
hgve no coordinates.

Meserve is on his feet, crouched over his compass.

MESERUE
e was comin' from the southuwest,
s0 we were qgoin' this way,

He orients hisself.

JESERUE (CONTD)
The mortars hit us on the right,
so the platoon went left. That
way,

At he indicates his left, a mortar comes in ne2arby.

MESERVE (CONTD)
Let's didi,

They moue out, hurrying as best they can in the dark, Meserue
leading, then Brown, Eriksson, Clark, Herber, Rasmussan.
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ANOTHER ANGLE: The foliage is getting thicker and thicker, Suddenly
the bambon is a waill, thorny bushes. Brought neariy to Q
stondstitl, theu cztruggle on, six fiqures wavering and fiailing

in a thicket of bamboa, grunting, g9asping.

HERBER .
Now we're in this shit, goddamn:t.

CLARK
This is some shit,

BROWN
The wait-ag-ainute bamboo got us.

MESERVE
- Just stop. Everybody stop.

They pause, gasping.

BROUN
This here fuckin' bamboo say "wait
g minute,” you wait,

ERIKSSOHN
|s this what we wanna be doin'?

' HERBER ‘
Pisase God don't let there be any
gooks around here,

MESERUE
He're goin' back.

CLARK
Back where? They're blowin’
sverything up back there.

MESERVE
Just till we're outa this snit.
Ue're gonna kil! ourselues tryin’
tg get through this.

HERBER
But «=

BROKN

Just do what the fuck he says.
They retregt warily, fighting the bamboo.

HERBER
| was just gonna ask where's
Rasaussen.

BROUN
He's here,

HERBER
Hhere?



MESERUVE
- Rasmussen, answer up!
HERBER
He gin't here, oan.
ERIKSSON
Rasaussen ., ., . Rasaussen . !
MESERUE

Oh, shit, we lost him,

They emerge now from the bamboc and fall on the ground, =2xhauztsd.

b

ERIKSSON
- Whata we gonna do?
CLARK
He auzta bugged out.
HERBER
Rasmussen!
HESERUE
At esasze!
HERBER
i 'm worri2d about hin.
MESERVE
Just shut your face. HWe're gonna
be still, And listen. 3See if

he's callin' us,

Sitting up, they stiill their breathing, try to listen, There i3
onty the jungle and the jungle's noises,

HERBER
Me gin't cablin' us, man.

ER{KSSON
Shouid | recon that mess we just
got out of?

HESERUE
Affira that. 'l nose around
the way we come. But be quick,
Eriksson, Oon't fuck arogund and
don't get lost,

Eriksson and Meserve move gut in opposite directions.
ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson l|ooks in"tne bamboo, aguing caretuliy.
ANOTHER ANGLE: Mesarve giides stealthily in the weeds.
ANOTHER ANGLE: Clark and Brown and Herber wait. The jungie 13

there, The noises of the jungle. Heserve shows up. He shakes his
head,
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BROUN
- Mothin'?

Eriksson comes back.

ERIK330N
Any luck, Sarge?

HERBER
Hhat happened to him, man?

CLARK
What is this fuckin' place, the
Twilight Zone? This is bulishit.

: MESERUE

‘ Me're goin' back to fthe wille.
Ue don't know where we are or
where the fuck anybody else is,
Wwe're goin' back. It's southuwest.
Froa the ville we can find our
evac coordinates. UWe're gonnd
get up and |'m lead, with the
compass. Euerybody's gonna hold
hands, and we're gonna get outa
here, Let's go.

Meserve stands., They all stand.

HESERVE
You take the rear, Brownie.

BROWN
|'m gonna be holdin' on tight.

They take hands. The hands hoid,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Meserve moues out. The five figures wind throudn
the intense unreienting dark, holding hands.

EXT: NIGHT: UILLAGE: THE NMOON IS UP i3

At the edge of the jungle, Meserve crouches. He is peering i1nto
the siseping village. RAfter g beat, he turns, starts Dack the way
he caae, '

ANOTHER ANGLE: Another spot in the jungle. Clark, Eriksson, Herder
and Brown are crouched there ags Hes2rve comes up.

MESERVE
[t's quiet. MWe'll just stay here
till first tight,

HERBER
|'m beagt. | gota stieep.

MESERUVE
I'11 take security.



ERIKSSON

- t*1! do it, Sarge.
MESERVE
Mo swedat. | ain't gonng siegep

one little bit angyway.
They are sett!ing douwn.

HERBER
(to Clark)
Clark, what Eriksson soys is the
leeches might be tryin' to get
up my ass ‘cause a their pointed
heads.

CLARK
That ain't a good enough reason.

ERIKSSON
It's not what | said danyway.

HERBER
You did, Eriksson; you said they
had this pointed somethin' -- it
was different froa amine.

ERIKSSON
Their "point of view.”

BROUM
They wanna do it, Herber, on
account of they are lgeches, and
they are berserk on account of
they are leeches disgusted with
their slimy little selves,

They are stiil for a aoment.

HERBER
I can‘t sleep. Shit, |'m wired,

ERi1K3S0H
b'm wired,

BROWN
He're gettin’' too short for this
shit, Heserve,

HESERUE
He ain't short yet.

BROWN
Thirty days and a wake-up is $o
short we damn near inwisible, man
-- gonng DEROS right outa this
jungle, gonna DEROS right outa
thesa clothes,
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MESERVE
| figurs when they put me on the

Freedoa Bird, 1'm short. And then
maybe the fucker's Jonna crash.
ERIKS3ON

Can you imagine that? You're
flyin' home and the plane crashes.
You escape froa the Nam to die

an airline fatality,

LLARK
Shut up., You survive Nam, you
get to live forever, That's the
deal .

BROKN
How long you been in fthe Hom,
Eriksson?

ERIKSSON
Three Weaks.

BROUN
Lord have percy.

For a moment they are silent: the frogs crogk, the mosguitoes
swarn,

HERBER
{ can't slieep, agn. i's so tired,
aan, | fee!l like my brain's been
ased-evacked but | can't fuckin'
sleep. | close my eyes and | an
instantly like |'a dead, man,
| fae| [ike somebody's sneagkin'
up on ae gnd |'m gonna be dead,
You think somebody could be
sneakin' up on us and t got tike

ESP?

ERIKSSONM
No. | think your brain was
med-evackad,

HERBER

| hope so. 1'd rather | had no
brain than somebody was sneakin'
yup on us,

Heserve has aoved off from them some. And now Brown i3 2dging
toward him,

BROUN
fleserue, | was wonderin' if maybe
we should stop ballin’ these
slant-eyed bitches so we don't
arrive home disedsed,
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NESERVE
Mot me.

BROUN
Round~eyed bitches, fleserve, think
about it. Nothin' but round-syed
big-tittied women. VYou can recon
thea froa tongue to titty., HNaybe
ve should start tokin'
precaut i onary aegsures,

MESERUVE
No, Brownie, next to wgstin’
gooks, what | like best is fuckin’
) ‘em,
BROKN
That what you thinkin' about?
MESERUVE

Ho, |'m thinkin' about Herber's
Brain bein' ped-svacked.

Everyone giggles but Clark who snores.

ERIKSSON
Clark's sleepin'.

HERBER
Unless he's dead. Unless some
goddaan Uiet Cong snake crawled
up on him and bit him and he's
dead, or some goddamn UC bug bit
him ond stung hia and he's dead.

They ail stare at the sieeping Clark.

BROUN
How come euery daan thing in this
gook~-jungie wanna bite a person
or kill 'ea one damn way or
another?

CLARK
‘Cause the gooks made ic t™ul Way.
They 1ike it that way.

ERT: MOANMING: THE VILLAGE |

Le ]

The uvilloge is full of activity, people,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eaerqging froam the jungie are Meserue and 8Brown,
Eriksson, Clark and Herber. HMeserve, |eading, moues

straight forward and steody, yet on the alert. The squad is 3pread
out at six or seven aeter intervais. The people are looking at

thea. Homen, old people, children. Farmers pass thes and nod and
saile,



BROKN
~ This don't !ook so bad.
HMESERUE
Stay fuckin' alert.
CLARK

Look at that. Lord a'mighty.
He's psinting.
ANOTHER AMGLE: POU OF CLARK, MESERVE, ERIK3SON.
Struggling into the village froa another angle are three other

American soidiars. One has a radio. They are lugging g ponchd
betuween thea, the ponche hanging down with the weight of a body.

HERBER
Ohh, shit, man, somebody been
wasted.

NMESERVE

Eriksson, you and Herber and Clark
spread out here and stay fuckin’
alert, Brownie, let's didi.

Mesérve and Brown jog toward the other scldiers.

ERIKSSOH
Who is it?

HERBER
Looks like Wilkins gnd Sampson
and Craig and | don't know who's
in the fuckin' buog.

ERIKSSON
| hope it gin't Rasaussen.

ANOTHER ANGLE: The three aen with the poncho as Heserve and Srown
arrive. The aen are setting down the poncho.

MESERVE

it ain't Rasmussen, is it?
SANPSON

Kramer.
MESERVE

Kramer? How the fuck could they
waste Kromer?

BROWN
Where's the Lieutenant?

CRAIG has the radio.



—~3

CRRIG
i don't know, | think he's back
at Wolf, The mission's been
termingtad., 8raue's due in here
at o-nine-hundred. We'r2 supposed
to wait for '22.

BRAOWN
Some brilliant fuckin'operation
this is.

HESERUE

How the fuck you think they
agnaged to get Kramer, Brownie?

- BROWN
v | figure he just had the
aisfortune a not bein' with us,

agan.

Meserve, ‘leaning down, is sliding the poncho off Kramer's face.
Meserve crouches over it, looking doun.

romer's face: still, pale, dead.
EXT: DRY: OITCHES RT EDGE OF UILLAGE: A FEW HOURS LATER 17

Heserye, (lark, Herber and Craiq are there with the poncha nearoy
covering Kromer. Craig has gotten out his inctamatic, ic oreparinyg
to take pictures, Thz others sit silentiy, smoking. Chiidren from
the village squat around the Americans, watching. Herber lies on
the ground stretched out, arms flung wide, head back, mouth open,
sound asleep, snoring. Siightly off from thea Sompson and Wilxing
are on security. Beyond them, in the fields, people care working.
in the viliage peopie move about in their daily life., Croig gers
up, starts taking pictures of the children, of the sieeping Heroer

ANOTHER ANGLE: Mecerve sits, thinking, nodding to the brink of
sleep. Suddeniy he jerks up, startled. He looks nbout .

MESERVE
lihera's Brown?
EXT: DAY: I¥ THE UILLAGE 13

Near d tethered water buffalc an OLD MAN, a farmer, is bent over g
piow, @ blade harnessed to a large, shaped hunk of wood. The sater
buffalo stire suddenly aond the oid man looks up to see Eriksson
there, watching. Eriksson is stepping nearer. The old aun i3
rather excited, talking, worried about his water buffalo ac
Eriksson approaches, The buffalo snorts and shifts, yet Eriksson
reaches to touch the shoulder and stroke softiy.

ER1KSSON
Humbg one. Numbag one,

Rs the buffalo stills a littie bit, the old man cains down.
Eriksson moues to help with the harness by which the old man is
gttaching the plow to the water buffalo,



2B,

ANOTHER ANGLE: 3hooting past Eriksson and the old aan, 8rown 2
sean stepping into visw around the =dge of a2 building, He iz
toking up on some grasc and for a aoment he stands there watching
Eriksson and the nid man work,

) BROUWN ..
| hope this ain‘t your sad-assed
idea of fun, Eriksson.

ERIKSSON
This ic some piece of equipment,
RaN,

BRCUN

Don't look like no piece of
equiprent to me. Look like some
pathetic tree fzll over an' got
al! tangled up in somebody's
shovel, this fool goin' around
tryin' to act |ike he's come sorta
Einstein, he tied it to his cou,

ERIKSSON
| was just trying to imagine what
it's like plowin' with somethin’
like this,

BROUN
Sarge wants you over with the rest
of us:

Eriksson and the farmer hgue finished hooking up the harnass and
Eriksson again pats the animal and then the plow itseif.

ERIKSSON
Nusbg one. HNumba one. T21{ hia
{‘a herse,

BROUN

He wants you over with the rest
of us, you wiil be over with the

rest of us.
Brown has moved forward and picked up Eriksson's wedpon, mhich is
ieuning against a wal!l, Brown honds the weapon to €riksson,
BROWN

vou'd best be listenin® up to the
Sarge, 'you wanna [ive to get hoae
to do your own plowin'. You
aarried, right.

They are moving off. Eriksson nods to the old man.

0LD nAd
Chao ong.
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BROKN
Chao ong, motherfucker., Have @
littie a my dinky dao cigarette,
Ay man.

Brown offers Eriksson a toke which he takes as they walk through
the village toward the ditches where Meserve and the gthers st

BROWN
Now what was | tatkin' about?
This some bad-ass Thai stick, aan.
You got babies, Erikssen? That's
whot | was talkin' about. You
got kids.

- ERIKSSOM
“ Littie qirl,

BEROWH
fin't that my point? Didn't the
Sarge save your ass once alreagdy?
Uhgt was you doin® back there?

ERI1KSSON
My foot got caught in this log.
The mortar picked up the free and
dropped it on my fuckin' foot.
Next thing | know--

BROUWN
0id you pee your pants? Oon't
be shy. Talk to ae. | been

worried sick gbout you since that
foo! ishness about bein' rude come
outa your fool acuth., Think a

me as your priest, you known me
ail your life, you can tell =me

anything.
ER1XSSON
I'as a Lutheran,
BAOWH

Did you pee your pants,
acther fucker!?

ERIKSSON
Sarge didn't come back for me,
| sure woulda.

BROWN
UHithout the Sarge, you ain't
nothin' but a sack a monkey shit.
You ain't walkin' aleong at this
soaent in time talkin' to me, but
{more)



BROUWN (Cont'd)
Jjou are o much grist bagged and
togged, your raggedy-ass people
pissin’ and meanin' tor the resfta
their heartbrokan lives. Rin't
that right, 3arge!

As they have arrived among the sen,

HERBER
{waking up)
WUhat?

BROUN
Herber! Herber! ‘You people got
- thirty days to be jearnin’ what
you can from ae and Mister
Neserve, You best be absordin’
our tactics and our thought
process, cause we gonna DEROS and
legue Freedom's Frontier in your
hands. So you'd best be--

The bullat rips through Bromn from behind, He screaas. The firing
is coming from the treeline beyond the ditch,

Everyone is startled. Then they hit the ground. Sampzon and
Hifkins are tiring quickiy. Brown is in the dirt, writhing
s¢redaing. Bullets pop around him, Meserue is firing. Srikzzon,
Craig, Herber and Clark are firing.

in the village the people scatter,
in the fialds, they crouch and run.

Herber, ducking to relsad, turns his back to the treeline;
crouching and looking backward, he starts.

POU OF HERBER: A Uietnamese figure is dashing f{oward them fron
their rear. OQOresssd as o farmer, wearing a conical hat, the f{igurs
sprints,

HERBER
Sarge!

Neserve is trying to eove foward Broun., Herber is frantically
trying to reload, he's fuabling with his magazine, dropping if, asg
eyeryone else is fixed on the treelins,

HERBER
Sarge! Sarge! Somebody! Jesus
Christ! ‘
Eriksson looks, Herber is pointing.

HERBER
Eriksson! Eriksson!

Erikzson pivots and starts firing at the running figure.
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Still fifty meters off, the figure joits to a halt, a grenade
droppikg from the msan's grasp. The rolling grenade arupts.
Startied, Clark, Meserve and the others whiri fo look.
ERIKS30N

The motherfucker was sneakin' up
on us, Sarge. Jesus Christ,

Goddaanit.

HESERVE
Eriksson, heip Herber cover the
rear,

As Eriksson moues to Herber, the others start firing aga:n art tne
treeline.

In the uillage the people have all disappeared.

Meserue is crawling to Brown. Around Brown the bullets haue
stopped hitting.

CRAIG
Hold it. Czase fire! Czase fire!

LLARK
| tole you this fuckin' place
wasn't sofe!

ER1K3S0N
They set us up! The gook bastards
set us up!
ANOTHER RAMGLE: Meserve and Brown.
BROUN
Ohith, aan, 1'a in trouble.
MESERUE
It gin't nothin'. |t ain’'t
nothin'.
BROKN
You sure.
HESERVE

it ain't nothin'.

He is working on the wound, applying prassure, putting on a
dressing.

BROUN -
it feals like somethin’, man.
[t feels had.

"ANOTHER ANGLE: Craig has the radio, he's cafling in a dust-off.



CRRIG
Dust-nff Control, this is Silent
Twin Twe, over .

ANOTHER BNGLE: As Clark is on his fest spraying builiets nta Ine
dirt bafore the uillage where o few pecple have come forward.

CLARK
Get away from us. Get the fuck
away froa us!

Beyond Clark, Herber and Hilkins and Sampson can be 32&n Aduing
troward the treeline, firing as they go.

AMOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson slides up to Meserve and Broun.

. BROUN
Sarge says |‘am gonna get over
this, Eriksson,

ER1KSSON
No sweat, man.

Craig comss scurrying up to them.
CRAIG

Dust-off's comin' in in zero-five,
They said 8ravo's half a kiick

off. They can see 'es. .
BROHN
Fuck this! Fuck this! Fuck this!

CuT TO:

in the air, the med-evac helicopter is nimost an the Jraund,
|owering, dust whirling. Beyond it, a large number of HAmer:can
sgldiers, Bravo Coapany, can De seen gduancing.

AMOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson and Meserve and Clark are carrying Sraun T2
the chopper. They cliab on board to place him on g stratcher,

MESERVE
Look into my fuckin' eyes,
Brownie. Look into my eyes. 1'm
gonng hypnotize you!

BROMN
Good.

MESERVE
You're fine,

BROUN

I know it.
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fraig and Saapson siing the body of Kraomer onto the Chopper.
Heserus and Eriksson jump off. The chopper whirls, throwing dust,
grinding off, the huge blades flapping. Heserve and Eriksson and
fhe gthars duck and turn away., Brauo is mouing past them, a full
company of men, prisoners among them: men in black pajamns, their
eyes biindfolded in huge white cloths, their hands tied behind
them. Froam the midst of Bravo, a LIEUTENANT comes hastening up
to Heserve,

L IEUTENRANT
Sergeant, you're to hump it back
two Kiicks to the road. Our APC's
gre there, One’ll take you to
Ap Than. ‘You can pick up a ride
back to Wolf. Captain Uorst is
regrouping your platoon there,

i

Meserue stares at the |isutenant.

LIEUTENANT
Understood, sergeant.

Meserve turns and strides off in the indicated gtraction, Herber
trailing after him. Clark ond Eriksson {ingsr with the lieutznan:

ERIKSSON
Uatch your back heres, zin.

He runs off to join Heserve,

CLRRK
This ville is bullishit, sir. These
fuckers were harboring UC.

LIEUTENANT .
Be gdvised, corporal, #e're gonnd
bust some chops before we're outa
here, don't you worry.

CLARK
{striding off)
Torch the fuckin' place.

As ahead of Clark, Meserve suddenty boits toward the prisanar: heis
by Brave. Using his rifle as g baseball bat, he swings it full

and round into cne of the prisoner's stomachs. The man scraams,
collapsing onto his knees.

HERBER
Homerun!

ERIKSSOH
in the wheelhouse!

CLARK

{running up’
That one's outa here, Sarge!



18

20

21

Herber, Eriksson,and Clark ali run after neserve, who is aJlready on
the mows doun the road,

BRRUD SOLDIER
You were a hangin' curvepall,
gook.

EXT: DRY: ROAD: TRUCK 9

A deuce-and-a-half truck rumbies along the two-lane highuau thraugh
the jungle. In the back of the truck, Neserve, Clark, Erikszon,
Herber, Sampson, Craig and Hilkins are slumped, rocking wiftn tne
truck's motion, dazed with exhaustion, eyes glassy. The truck
passes through stretches of jungie. Heserve [ook$ at his watch.

ERIKSSOH
Uhat time you got there, Sarge?
SLORNE
One ninety-seven and a wake-up.
MESERUE
Twelue-fifty.
INT: TRUCK CRB 20

The DRIVER, wearing sunglasses, a cigarstte between his testh, i:
looking ahead.

EXT: DRY: ROAD: TRUCK ) 21

The truck is puiling off onto the shouilder. The men stir. Meszroe
stands up as the truck coaes to g halt and the driver Jumps Qut

MESERUE
Hhat's goin' on?

DRIVER
| gota get amy laundry.

Children run up to the truck, calling for candy and money.

HMESERVE
Hey, man, don't ftakz
for-fuckin' -ever

ANOTHER ANGLE: There is a wooden picnic table beside a hootch and
at it sit TUO GIRLS dressed in white blouses and black siacks.

GIAL #1
You want short time, G.!.7 HNumba
one,
Girl 82 is moving toward the truck.

GIAL 32
e no sick. HNumbd cne.
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HERBER
. Can we get laid, Sarge?

NESERUE
Later.

HERBER
i could be guick,

HESERVE

| wanna find out about Brownie.
Or don't you give a big rat's ass.

HERBER

Sure, man, you know. | forgot.
- Can | get a beer?
f SANPSON

{standing up)
I'm gettin' a beer.

NESERVE
No gettin' faid! | don't wanna
take the tine.

The men are piling out of the truck,
MESERUE

Eriksson, keep your eye on these
suckers for me., ‘You roger that?

ERIKSSON
{(jumping out of the
truck)

Right, Sarge. HWant aes to bring
you g beer?

NESERVE
Sure.

An OLD WOMAN hos coae out froam one of the hootches, a young girl
tow, presenting her to Eriksson who sgues on.

HAMR-SAN
Husba one, hoom boor,"t .. Can
do, one thousand pi’'s.

HILKINS is passing aamag-san, ond he stops. The other men go inta

the hootch.
HILKINS
Hey, wsama-san, you begucoup
bulishit me, huh?

HAMA-SAN
Ho bull-¢hit. HNumba one,

Uilkine takes the girl by the arm., He points at the giri.
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WILKINS
. Ho, no, you bullshit me last time
you taik me your baby-san neva
hoppen whore.

MARMA-3AN )
No, no, no, Ho baby~san ne.

She pulis the girt toward the truck to present her to fleserve who
staores douwn.

HILKINS
1t‘s her fuckin' daughter, Sarge,
NANA-SKAN
- Nuaba one. Ho sick. You want
, short time?

As Eriksson comes running out of the hootch and up o the truck
with a beer for Heserve,

ER1KX3S0N
The driver's gettin' faid, Sarge.

Meserve leaps froa the truck. He storms past Eriksson headed
touward the hootch. Eriksson hurrizs after him.

iNT: HOOTCH iz

Heserve rushes in. The soldiers are clustered around the iz
cooler, drinking bottles of Yietnamese beer. Several ofther qiris
gre there, taiking to thes.

MESERUE
Get in the truck, domnit!

He strides past the men, who move quick!y out toward the ik
lugging as many beers as they can handle.

Maserve flings open a curtain. In the littie room the driver .:
taking his pants off, one leg out, the other in.
MESERUVE

You sorry sonofabitch, didn't you
hear what | tole you?

Mecerve grabs the aan.

NESERVE

Bring his pants, Eriksson.
DRIVER

And my laundry. OQon't forget ay

laundry.
(to the girl)
Chao co, sugar.

Eriksson, in the little ;oom, is looking around.
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GiRL
Me mo cugar! Numba fuckin' ten!

Srobbing up the pants, seRing fne laundry box and picking ot up:

ERIK3SON
Bye.

GIRL
Shut up. You numba fuckin' ten!

As he runs from the rooa.

ERIKS30ON
Sorry 'bout that.

EXT: FRONT OF HOOTCH o3

The driver is climbing into the truck in his undervear as Mecerve
runs around to the shotqun side. Qut froa the hootch comes
Eriksson, the truck engine starts, Eriksson tosses the frousers
and laoundry bag into the back and jumps agboard. The truck roars
off down the road.

ANOTHER ANGLE: BACK OF TRWCK: Eriksson, cliambing ouer the side o
the truck, lowers himself to the running board, hands Mecerwe 2
bottle of Uiethamese beer. .

{NT: TENT: DAY: BASECARP UWOLF 24

Herber reels intc the tent and falls onto @ Dunk, clutcning nis
nesr. Eriksson is right behind Herber, and Clark iz pahinid hin.
Clark, 2mptying a beer in one long chug-a-tug, immediqtzly sTari:
drinking another,

ERIKSSON
Uhat're we gonna do!?

CLARK
| wonna get shit-faced and go huap
the brains outg one a them dink
ho's. Are we on duty or off7

HERBER
|'m too tired, man, you know.

ERIKSSON
Can | have your beers if you don't
drink :m, Herber?

Clagrk turns on his radio, foud, pop ausic,

HERBER
Mo, man.

ERIKSSON
| wont ‘e=m, C'®mON,
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CLARK
. Don't be a goddamn dog in the
manger, Herber, you sonefabitch!

HERBER
They're aine, aan.
ERIKSSON
I*11 give you a thousand pi.
HERBER
Ne, man.
CLARK
I'1} give you ten thousand pi!
- HERBER
Ten thousand?
CLARK
Yeh.
HERBER

For one, man?
£riksson is heading for his foottocker.

ERIKSSON
I'tl trade you some Oreos. '}
traode you some d my cookies.

Rowan enters the tent holding up a six-pack of Bud.

ROWAN
| was hopin' you were still
around, Eriksson.

Eriksson runs to Rowan, grabs a beer as Herber and Clark cont.nue
their negotiations.

ERIKSSON
| think we just spent some tinme
in the combat zons, man,

AOUAN
The fuckin' lieutengnt had a high
degres of difficulty getting his
head out of his ass, which left
us deployed throughout the jungl=2
like a bunch of crazed
aotherfuckers. What happened to
you quys?

ERIXSSON
| don't think anybody knows. |
nearly got killed, though.

ROWAN
What was thot like?



ERIKS3SON
- | went crazy.

CLRRK
Let's go shower, |['m Jonnd go
shouwer, You wanna go shouwer,
Eriksson? -

ER1KSSON
Mo, Later.

CLARK
C'mon. Let's go shower. | wanna
shower.

. ERIKSSOM
You can go with Herber,

CLARK
You wannad ro shower, Herber?!

HERBER
Fuckin' A.

As Meserve comes in, dirty, weary, lugging his geadr,
Herber are undressing.

CLRRK
Hey, Sarge.

HERBER
Hey, Sarge, this asshole Clark
bought a beer off me for ten
thousand pi, ain't that some shit,

Heserue is lying down very siowiy on g bunk.

CLARK
Ue on duty or off, Sarge?
NESERVE
off.
CLRRK
Greail!t
HERBER
Fuckin' A.
MESERUE

Ue been detgiled to go on a long
range recon in the morning. We're
off till twenty-one hundred.

ER1KSSON
Uhere we goin', Sarge?

w
4

Ciark and
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NESERVE
Reilly saoys battalion’s gonna
brief me, |'il brief you guys at
twenty-one hundred.

HERBER
But we're off till then?

MESERVE
Yeh.

HERBER

Let's go shower, He're gonna go
shower, Sarge, whata you gonna
do?

Silénce, as Meserve |ies there a second,

MESERVE
{'m gonnag go . . . to town and
. et laid,

Ae HMesarve is sitting up.

EXT: DAY:

Eriksson,
the water
beer froa
has a can

ERIKS3ON
vou find anything out about Brown,
Sarge?

: MESERUE
He's dead.

SHOHER STALLS =S

Clark, Herber and Heserve are all there standing under
pouring over them, Clark and Herber haue canteen cups oF
ahich they drink as they stand under the water. Frikszon
of beer in his hand ond the plastic of a sik-pack with

two cans reagining.

ERIKSSOH
You want some g ay beer, Sarge?

Hessrve reaches and rips out one of the of fered cans,

CLARK
And they can't find fuckin
Rasmussen, either. | HATE THIS

FUCKIN' PLACE. THEY OUGHTAR BLOW
iT UP RND PAUE IT QUER! Brownie
could make me laugh, man, and |
like to fuckin' laugh. | never
knew o far out spade |ike Brownie
before Brownie, you know, man.

HERBER
They just shouldn't keep makin'
you hump the boonies when you're
cshort like Brownie was, man, You
oughta get to go home, man.



CLARK
- Yeh.

ERIKS3ON
But then, Herber, you'd be short
when you were gettin’ Close to
whers you didn't have to gd out

any more,
HERBER
So what, aan?
ERIKSS0M
So nobody'd wanna go then.
: HERBER
“ ! don't wanng go now!
ERIKSSOH

But then they'd haue to move it
back again. And then it'd just
keep mouin' back, see, untii

nobody'd even be sent guer here

HERBER
WUhat's wrong with that?

CLARK . '
HHAT 1'f SAYIN' 1S THESE GOOK3
ARE SHIT, NMAN!

(suddeniy hurling his

canteen cup)
They're low-life! Every bug-eyed
motherfucker in that ville, every
aan, woman and child knew about
the aortars and they knew about
the snipers and they (et 'em zap
Brownie. They're siugs. They're
rogches and total destruction is
the oniy woy to handle 'sm. They
coulda warned us, but they don't
care about us. They hate us.

Much of the preceeding scene should be played ouer Heserua a3 nhe
showers, drinks. How Meserve, wrapping himself in o i e |, walks
from the shower. Clark and Herber jook at each o.her, then run
after Meserve, Eriksson follouws.

EXT: LATE AFTERNOON: BASECANP WOLF: AORD TO NAIN GARTE oL

LOUD MUSIC: THE DOORS playing "Hello, | love you.” TMeserve, Liark,
Herber and Eriksson, wearing clean fatigues, are walking toward the
gate, Herber is carrying o radio, which is piaying the music,
Clark and Herber are diddy-bopping to the music and pushing at each
other. HNearing the gate, they are all preparing their passes. Ht
the gate, the NP has a smart-ass expression gs Meserve, leading the
others, is about to show his pass.



ne
Sorry, Sarge. Passses been
canceled.

HMESERVE
What?

ne
The ville's been declared
off-1imits.

ERIKSSON
What's he sayin'?

NESERVE
For how long?

CLARK
Bulishit.

NP
Indefinitely.

MESERVE
Goddamnit, goddamnit!

. ne

Watch it, Sarnge!

MESERVE

Motherfucking BULLSHIT!

He kicks a nearby garbage can, sends it caresning.

He stnrss

np
Take it easy,

MESERVE
Thot was egsy! That was
nother fucking easy!

off, the others trailing hia.

HERBER
Whato we gonng do?

NESERVE
You know what this bulishit is
agbout? The goddamn Cong is in
town tonight, which is why it's
off-limits., Charlie's in the
whorehouse tonight!

ERIKSS0H
Ho shit?
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MESERVE
- Cong's gota get laid, too,
Eriksson. He works hard kitlin'
us, don't he?
HERBER

Uhata we gonng do, though?  Whata
we gonna do?

He kicks a nearby garbage can.

EXT: NIGHT: WIRE AT EDGE OF CRHP T
Clark, Herber and Eriksson stand there drinking. Flares sparx up
into the eky distantly, bursting and throwing their ghostiy hain
of :tight. Artiliery ruables in nearby firebases,

ERIKSSON
i‘m fucked up.
HERBER
{(drinking from a whiskey
bottle)
The Cong's gettin' laid. And
we're just -- it gin‘'t fagir, man,
you know. Am | talkin'? Han,
{ can't tell if I'm talkin' or
not.
CLARK
lt's very discombocbutatin’.
HERBER

Can you tell me if |'m talkin’
or not, aan.

ERIKSSON
Yeh. Sure, you're talkin', aan.
HERBER
Good. | thought | was.
ERIKSSON
You're talkin', aan. | can hear
you.
HERBER
| 1ike you Eriksson. | like you
Clark.
ERIKSSCH
| like you, Herber,
HERBER

Either one a you guys got a
Playboy or a Penthouse on you |
can borrow?
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ERIKSS0N
On me?
CLRRK
~ Ho, man,
HERBER
Shit.
He hends off.
ERIKSSON
Where you goin’', adn.
HERBER
- | gota go find one, nan.
EXT: NIGHT: COMPANY RREA 23

Meserve, carrying a package and d rolled-up map, strides through
the shadows followed by another aan, a young Mexican-8merican,
MANUAL OIRZ. Approaching the squad tent, they enter.

INT: TENT 23

Clark, Herber and Eriksson are therse, working on their dear,
drinking beer. Meserve tosses the packgge to Clark,

MESERVE
Somebody sent you g present. T
is Digz froa third platoon., He
Brown's replacement,

ni

|
e
<

-~
e

Mesarue is the focus af their attention, spreading cut on a Sunk 2
sizable sgp with areas and routes agrked in ¢crayon.

MESERYVE
Mow we'll be outa here in the
agrning at o-five-thirty. We'll
drow rations after the briefing.
Qigz'll be on the radio and | want
at least two extra batteries,
understood?

Diagz nnds,

MESERVE
Eriksson, moke your amaoc ioad
alaost a hundred percent for your
thuapgun. We all got sixteens
but you're the only thumpgun.
Everybody' t| have 2ight grenades,
four of 'em different kKinds a
smaoke. Wear what you wanna wear
gs long as it's charmed, as long
gs it's made you zurvive to this
day and it don't rattle.

(more)



He points

MESERUE (Cont'd)
Mow five days is a iong time and
we all know it, so what you'rs
feelin' tightenin' up your
bunghole is your wish to liue
forever, Fuck it.

to the nap,

HESERVE
Qur destination is Hill
one-niner~two in the Bong 3Son
Uaiiey, map coordinates
four-six-six-seven-two-four. The
hill ouerloocks a ravine fulla
caves which battalion thinks might
be UC. Enroute we'll have
pre-registersd artillery fire --—
' f we need it -- at AP Charlie,
Bravo and Tango. The evac site
is coordinates
four-six-zero-saven-four-2ero.
Tac air'l! be on cali for us,
along with gunships, med-evac.
The radio freqs'lil be
ssyenty-point-four battalion net,
sixty-eight-point-five company ’
net. Now, we're supposed to aunid
shoot in' except in self-defense.
Ue're g pony patrol, lookin’ for
bunkers, unacpped trails, caches
of food or weapons, all

aarly-yarning signs. | want
syerybody ready an hour eariy
because~-

He indicates a spot on the crayola line on the map.

As Clark,

MESERUE (CONTD)
--at this point we're gonng detour
two thousaond meters south to the
yillage of Cat Tucng where what
we're gonna do is requisition us
a girl to toke along with us for
some boom-boom; soi. f Jortable
R-and-A, break up the boredoa,
keep up asorale, And remember:
| want nothin' but charmed people
around ae on this one. Bring your
good fuck stuff.

having opened the package he was sent, lifts nut a

large

hunting knife, the handle wrapped in tape and decorated with tiny
diagmond-1!ike sparkies.

CLARK
Like this, Sarge?



on

31

32

MESERVE
Does it feel lucky?

Clark clutches the knife, f2eis the heft.

CLARK
It looks lucky.

34,

EXT: NIGHT: A POINT NERR THE BARBED WIRE: FLARES IN THE DI3TANZO

FAR OFF RAATILLERY

Rowan and Eriksson.

ROURN
Did he really soy that?
- ER | KSSON
He wouldn't do it, woufd he?
ROUAN

Bring a girl? fAre you crazy?
fs short ags he is? The guy's outd
here in less than thirty days.

ERIKSSON
So shy did he say it?

ROWAN
Whot'd the other guys think?

ERIKSSON
Everybody was joking, you know.
Clark says, “What's this, some
new oddition to Lurp rations?®

ROMUEN
Right. Some broad in your pack.
You see how nuts it sounds?

Eriksson is nodding,

ROURN
Neva hoppen, G.1.

EXT: PREDRMN DARKNESS

™4

MOUING CRHERR with five figures running in the dark, the thudding
of the feet, the breathing harsh as the figures rush nearer the
si |lhouettes of hootches, the village of Cat Tuong. The figuress run

untit twg disappear into a hootch,
INT: HUT

D]
-

Three sleeping Vietnanese women with flashiights glaring in their

faces. They wake, startied. The lights are biinding.
squeal and clutch each other.

The girls
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E4T: PREDRHN: VILLAGE

Eriksson, peering in the door of the hootch, whirls away. Herbder
and Oiaz are there, looking about, rifies ready, Jogs are barking.

Eriksson is pacing about. He looks confused, he looks back

in.
INT: HOGTCH

The older woman, the mother, is talking rapidly in Vietnamece
Meserve and Clark who are grabbing and gxarining the twn giris
the flashiight glares in the face of the aolder girl, MAQ, her
are desperate with fear.

- CLARK
* This is the one, Sarge. She's
the ane,

As Mao flails free and crawls away to clutch her sister,
MESERVE

Get her. Take the good inoking
one. Take the good looking one.

The mother is beqgging, yammering, as fessrve grabs tha giri, 0

pul ling her auway froaz her sister and forcing her aras beh:ind 0
back far Clark who nas a rope.

EXT: UILLAGE: DRAK

Herber, Diaz, os Eriksson pivots out of the hootch looking at
others.

ERIKSSON
Ok, God. GOh Lord.

0IRg
dhat's goin' on?

INT: HOOTCH

The rope is being knotted on Mao's hands. She mogns, criec,
agma-san and other girl, LOC, Mao's sister, are ciutching 2ach
other, sobbing, aama-san talking franticalliy.

EXT: UILLAGE: ORAK

Other villagers are stirring from their hootches.

HERBER

This is unbeiieygblie.
DIRL

You guys done thic before?
ERIKSSON

Na.

frightened. He tumns pack to the hootch, shining his fiagahlignht
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Rs Meserve and Clark emerge from the hootch with NMao, her hands
tied behind her back. They push her along.

HERBER
e got her,

MESERVE .-
Lat's go. HMove, people. | wanna

be outg here before first light,

The patrol forms up, Heserve in the tead, Children are enerqg:ng
from the shadows and gathering in a chattaring, mouing oroed arsuna
the girl.

CLARK
Didi! 0F di!

. The children keep chattering, and beyond them Loc, Mao'z siztzr,
appears, stepping warily around the hootch., Loc's face i3
terrified. Mago, seeing her sister, meefts her eyes, her own f2ar
wild and hopeiess.

Eriksson sees the two sisters; he igoks at Log and then Meserue,

who is hastening to the rear of the patroi., A strange paratysic
has come over the patrol and though it moves, it falters, stops.
HMESERVE

Goddamnit. Go. 5ol Go!
He is shoving people,

ER1KSSON
Sarge!

NESERUVE
flove t!

Clark hags Mao by the elbow, urging her toward the freess, the patra!
following. But hardiy haue they managed to start when a shri!i <ry
of distress stops thea, and they look back.

AROTHER ANGLE: Emerging from the hootch is the mama-san. Running
toward thea, she is wouiiy g scarf.

MESERVE
Didit Di di mau!

The woaan, talking and crying wildly, propels herself forward.

CLARK
Get her outa here, Sarge!

The woman is talking to Meserve, clutching the scarf and pointing
to her daughter.

MESERUVE
No! HNo! HNo!



CLARK
get her outa here, Sarge! OGet
- her outg here!

Neserve shoves the woman backuward,

NESERUE
Di di! Di dit

But the old woman recoils toward him, falling to her knees,
begging. Clark storms forward, rips the scaorf from her hands .

" CLARK
You want her to have it? HNo
sweat. Mo big thing.

He is marching backward toward the giri as the mamg-san l0oks up,
hopeful .

MAMR~SAN
Cas on, cam on.

fis Clark reaches the gir!, he grabs her face.

CLABK
She rcan haue it!

He stuffs the scarf into Mao's mouth, using it as a qag. Ham3~-<an
is stunned. Erfiksson is staring.

Herber bursts out iaughing.

CLARK
Mow lat's go.

MESERUE
Move it.

HERBER

Sorry 'bout that.

Clark whirle the gir! off ontc the path. Mfamg-san is staring. The
children are staring. Meserve rushzs off as do Herber and Oiaz.
frikseon, stunned, pale, shaking, is the last. He looks at the
pgag-snn hat cannot speak. He looks at the emerqging villagers. He
turn. ana runs into the jungile.

EXT: DAY: A PLATERU IN THE HIGHLANDS 38

The patro! moues along the trail. The men are a ragged looking
bunch, no steel pots, strips of cloth tied as sweatbands on their
heads, each in his own personally fashioned good=-luck outfit Zmai!
mountain ranges are visible in the distance, hazy and green. B2iou
is g valley with a winding stream and along its banks are paddy
fialds with neat little dikes around theam. Herber ie walking
point. MNext comes Neserve followed by Mae and then Clark. diaz
trails Ciark and behind him is Eriksson,
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ANGTHER ANGLE: The jungle is dryer here, more barren. The patraoi
moves in the same formation. Eriksson is suddeniy haztening ’

forward, passing Diaz, passing Clark and Moo, at whom he looks but
her gaze is downcast,

CLRRAK
Ue're gonna win her heart and
aind, Eriksson. If she's got one,

Eriksson strides on, not wanting to talk to Clark. Reaching
Meserve, Eriksson tries to fashion on opportunity for privacy.

ER1KS30N
'1,0 L] . ] Sarge L]

MESERVE
No, you can't haue her yet,
friksson. You gota wait your

turn.

ER1K3SON
| thought you were foalin' last
night, Sarge

MESERVE

|'m serious as a heart attack,
don't you know that.

ER1K3SO0N
That's what | mean, though, 3arge.
This is kidnappin', ain't it?

NESERVE
Take the point.

ERIKSSON
What?

MESERUE

Go relieve Herber on point.
Eriksson is staring at Neseruve,

HESERUE
Yol GOT THE POINT, ERIKSSON!

Eriksson turns and heads off, jogging forward.

QNOTHER ANGLE: Herber, walking point, hears a sound sehind hia and
spins to find Eriksson approaching.

ERIKSSON
it's me. |'s supposed to relieve
you.

HERBER
t's just like Genghis Khan, right
Eriksson.

{(more)
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HERBER {(Cont'd)
- That'e what | was thinkin'., You
aver heard of Genghis Khan?

ERIKSSON
Uhata you talkin' about?
HERBER
Meserve, agn, he's unbelizvable,
| mecn, what we're doin' -- it's
fantastic. | can't figure out
how come we never thought of it
before.
ERIKSSON
- This is nuts, Herber.
' HERBER
It gin't nuts, It's what araies
do.

And Herber, whirling, is headed back toward the rear.

ERIKSSON

e ain't Genghis Khuan, Herber.
HERBER

You're the one who's nuts,
ER1KSSON :

Ue're supposed 'o be hers to help
those people. It's the twentieth
century, aan.

But Herber iz gone, the jungle closing on him, and Eriksson it
alone. Looking forward, he strides, but suddenly stoaps as a snak#
a length of green viper, 00Zes QCross the path. Eriksson stars=g,
watching. The snake is gone.

ERIKSSON
gh, God. Oh, shit.
EXT: DAY: SLIGHT CLERRING 33

The patrol is comped for a break. Heserye sits with ™is map spra2qg
out, and Clork is with hia, Noo is cruuched, °sr nonds still tied,
the gag in her mouth. She coughs softly every now and then. 0Off
to the side Eriksson sits eating C-rations watching Mao and then
Heserue. Herber is at the edge of the clearing fogoking down inta 0
;a;;eg. Diaz, who has been standing by himself, eases near
riksson,

11374
That's some huap, huh, agn.

ER!KS30H
Yeh.



DIRZ
You want some qum?
ER1K3SON
Sure,
DiAZ ”
Eriksson . . . if | don't wanna
do stuff with her, do | have to7
ERIKS30H
Diaz, no, aan.
DIRE
| mean, what's the rules.
.- ERIKSSON
' There's no -~ | meqn--
DiIRZ
Bacguse | don't want to.
HERBER

Somebody comez2r! Comeer quick!

Herber ig lunging to pick up his weapon and then looking Zack down
into the vailey,

MESERVE
['m chowin' down, zcn,

He doesn't move to go near Herber. RAs Clark and Diaz have hastenszd
to Herber.

HERBER
s that a farmer diddy-boppin'
down there or UC?

CLARK
Uhera?

HERBER
Right there! 1in the stream. At
the narroe part.

ANCTHER ANGLE: CLARK AND HERBER'3 POV of the valliey floor, the

streoca flowing through it, and a figure, a straw-iike hunk of
something,

MESERUE
What iz it, Clark?

AMOTHER ANGLE: Clark is staring.

CLARK
A rock, | think.

HERBER
it's movin'.
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CLARK
The water's mouin', the rock
ain't,

Merber suddenly raises his weapon and fires 4 purst.

ANGTHER ANGLE: CLBRK ANO HERBER'S POH as a water buffaln i2ape froa
the stream and runs into the nearby jungle.

CLARK
Hell, it wasn't no UC.
HERBER
Ugter buffalo, Sarge.
. MESERVE

Fuckin' Herber,

fs Mao's coughing has grown touder, sharper, Meserve iz moving %3
her.

Instantly, everyone is auware that Meserue is negr the gqirl. They
watch as fleserve takes the gag out of her aouth and ntters her
gspirin. Holding the aspirin Detwesn tuwg fingers, he looks into
her f=arful eyes as she opens her mouth and he places the azpirin
on her tongue. Uith his canteen he gives her a drink to wazh fthe
aspirin douwn.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson is attentive as fesery2 turns from nco sk
to his maps. Hoping that this apparent act of kKindness might oraouve
a good sign, Eriksson crosses the clearing to crouch down where
Mesarve is resting.

ERIKSSON
Sarge?

RESERVE
Yeh.

ERIKSSOM

He on trock?

Meserve looks ul Eriksson, then down at the map. He runs a stick
along their planned route as it is marked on the aap.

NMESERVE
Just follow the littie red crayola
line. Two, three hours and we're
there.

4e flops back. They sit for a moment.

ERI1K3SSON
Sarge, you gota gimme a minute
hers on this thing we're -- |
aean, this thing we're doin' here.
What ‘re we doin'?



MESERVE
You mean our incarceration of the
YC suspect?

Eriksson looks at the girl, looks back.

NESERVE (CONTD) -
That what you taikin' about? She's
a UC whore, Eriksson, and we're
qonna have some fun with her,

ER IKSSON
She's just a farm gir!, ain’t she?

MESERVE
Erikeson, man, you're a cherry
. here., Lighten up, will you. Let
ae pull the weight,

As Clark, having watched, steps up.

CLARK
yhat's goin' on, Sarge?

NESERVE
Erikzcon don‘t think the UC whore
is a whore,

CLARK
He don't? VYou been to town,
Eriksson. They sell you their
children.

ERIKSSCON
But she wasn't. Theses pecple were
just in their house.

CLARK
He got the whole wrong outiook,
Sarge. He's all discombobulated.
You got the whole wrong outlook
on this thing, Eriksson.

ERIKSSOH

Uhet ars gou talkin® about?
HESERUE

ﬁg‘s talkin'about that she's a
ERI1K3SON

But she ain't,
MESERVE

{‘m tellin' you, Eriksson.
(He puts his arm around
Ciark)
This ain‘t a YC, Clark ain’t,
{more)
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MESERVE (Cont'd;
{He points off at
Herber)
And he ain't., Herber ain't, #And
Diaz ain't. And 1 ain't. But
she is. She's Cong. #nd you .
| don't know about

EXT: JUNGLE: DRY 40

Huge weeds in sheaths are amoving aside, a grzen wall opening =g
Eriksson, struggiing, pressing aside the verdant, shimmaring
obstruction, walks point. .

ANOTHER ANGLE: Meserwe walking, thinking. Behind MNecerue 1z Llark
and next is Hao, staggering under the hurden of o rucksack, her gag
off, her hands untied, Severgl yards behind Mao is Herber, walking
without 4 pack. Mfao is struggling with his, Dinmz brings up th2
rear. Abruptly, Clark wheels ogut of {ine and moves past [ao to

Herber. Clark is wrestling to get his osn ruck off his back.

CLARK
You gin't gettin' cway with
cuttin' yourse!f this slack,
Herber. You agin't humpin' your

own ruck, you will be humpin’
aine.

HERBER
| don't wanna.

CLARK

{pulling Herber out of
line)

Put it on.

HERBER

Sarge! Sarge!
Clark has put his ruck on the ground in front of Herber.

CLRRK
|'m g corporal, Herber, and |'m
givin' you g direct commgnd. Huap
ay ruck!

EXT: DAY: ANOTHER SECTOR OF THE JUNGLE 41

Herber moves, struggling under a pack. in front of him is Mao
stil! wearing @ pack, and in front of her By $ix or seuven meters {3
Ciark without a pack, walking, smiling., Meserve is aghead of Ciark.
Suddeniy Clark pivots and darts back to Mac. There he starts to
bop along backuards, sort of dancing and singing to her.

CLARK _
Helio, | love you: won't you tell
me your naae? Hello, | love you;

wanna jump in your game .
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INT{ HOOTCH sz

In the shadows Meserve is looking ubout, The hootch is 2ight 22t
square with a finor ond wails of mud. The door is to The west, ohe
windos to the east. R low bench is built against a wall; a
tattersd straw mat lies in @ dark corner and there is g table iying
turned on its side, Metal, rocks and cans litter the tioor.
Meseruve turns thes tabie upright and walks out the door.

EXT: CLEARING QUTSIDE HOGTCH 43

Clark, Herber, Diaz, Eriksson and Mao are there, Mao still wears
Herber's ruck. Herber wears Clark's, ODiagz aond Erikzson are CQ®iNG
up from an areg off to the east,

} DiIRZ
. The stregm's no more'n thirty
meters doun there, Plenty a
water.

MESERUE
{te Clark)
Get her ingide.

Clark grabs Herber and shoves hia toward Nao.

CLARK .
Get your fuckin' ruck aff her,
Herber, and put aine over there.

MESERVE
Ue'1! use this sorry-assed ploce
as our C.P, Eriksson, you and
Oiaz get the gmag and food stored.
Then square this place away.

Clark is guiding Mao into the hootch.
HESERVE (CONTD)

Herber, Ciark and se'll go
r:connoiter the areg, Lat's do
l "

Heserve heads off as Herber and Clark =merge from the hootch,
checking their weapons, strapping on belts with canteers, 771 .
Digz and Eriksson are opening rucksacks, takiny out acty und food
gs Herber and Clark head after [leserve.

INT: HOQTCH 44

Moo, on the edge of the bench, watches as Diaz and Erikscon entar,
settle the supplies and then start picking up debris. Eriksson
throws g shattered chair out the door., Dia2 is moving with a hunk
of tree toward the door and Mao is watching closety., Erikssgn 13
picking up the chards of g broken pitcher. [ac steps forward to
Eriksson with an old gunny sack which she spreads on the floor and
onto which she starts placing the broken pirces of the pitcher.
Friksson slowly rises and moues to the corner where there lieg 4
tuisted frugment of tin.
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He picks up the tin, turning to look at Mao. On the fioor Moo is
putting piece after piece onto the gunny sack. As Eriksson pasies
her, she hands him the folded sack.

EXT: CLERRING 4
Eriksson tosses the debris into the woods.
{NT: HOOTCH 15

Eriksson enters and sees Moo working with Diaz. The tuc of thes
strain to pull a half buried hunk of lumber up from Che gQround,
Eriksson stands a moment, then joins them in their struggle. Tha
wood pops loose, they yelp and jump in unison, aach staqgering fo
recouer their balance. flao is fooking up at Eriksson and then at
Digz, her eyes questioning how she is faring in thesa strange
circuastances. She wipes her hands on the side of her trausers.
She_looks at her hands, to see how dirty they are, and wipes tham
again.

DIRg
I ain't gonna rape nobody,
Eriksson. You gota back nme.

ERIKSSON
FPET baek you.
DIAZ
Swegr %, man,
ERIXSSON
| do, man. | promise,
EXT: LATE AFTERNOOM: CLEARING OUTSIDE HOOTCH 47

Messrue |s seated on the ground, eating with Clark, Oiaz is aff Ta
the side, eating, worrying., Herber [ies on his back sleeping.
Eriksson i3 alone. fMao is out of sight in the hootch.

MESERUVE
Eriksson, YO!

Eriksson looks up at NMeserve, who motions him nearer,

MESERVE
Pull up a chair.

Eriksson rises, waliks slowly over. He crouches douwn, zating
C-rgtions froa g can.

NESERVE
C-rats, huh? WUhata you got there,
beans and . ?

ERIKSSOH
Ham.

CLARK
Aray don't wanna surprise us.
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L]
'MESERVE
‘Figure the dinks'll handle that
. one, huh? How ya doin'?

_ ERIRSSON
Okay.

MESERVE
Sorry I jumped on you like I did,
man, you know. I mean, we're here,
right? This is the fuckin' bonnies,
man, the Cong hangin' in every tree,
waitin' to grease us outa existence,
What'd we hump? Five, six hours of
the baddest most disgusting bush.

" CLARK
Gooks had half a brain, they'd
be fightin' to get outa this
stinkhole not to keep it.

Meserve is getting to his feet.

MESERVE
That's five, six hours of the
ugliest snake and stingin'
spiders,. Who we got to count
on in all that but each other?

Meserve is striding toward the hootch.

MESERVE
C'mon here with me. C'mon.

Eriksson rises, follows.

INT: BOOTCH 48
Moo is sitting on the bench as Meserve and Eriksson enter.
Meserve picks up from the table the rope that had bound
Mco's hands. He holds it so shecan see it. Moo walks to
Megerve and turns he: back, holding her hands together
behind her waiting to be bound.

MESERVE
(tying her hands)
-I don't wanna have no problems
with you, Erikssen. I'm countin'
on you as a matter of fact, in
"particular, man.

ERIKSSON
I don't know what the hell's goin'
on here, Sarge.

MESERVE
I'm gonna interrogate the
prisoner.
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ERIKSSON
lis gin‘'t suppossd to be doin’
this.

MESERVUE

Don't fuck with ae, mpan.
Eriksson is staring at him.

MESERVE
vYou will take your turn in here,
Eriksson. .

Mag, her hands bound, is looking at them, she doesn't know what
they're taiking about. Eriksson shakes his head: no.

e ERIKSSON
| gin't gonna rape nobody, Sarge.

MHESERVE
You think you're sayin' "no* to
se? You ain't hotshot anough to
be sayin' *no" to--

Eriksson whirls, leaves.

MESERVE
Motharfucker!

EXT: CLERRING OQUTSIDE HOOTCH

= o

As Mesesrve comes roaring out after Eriksson, having left Mao
mehind., Everyone is watching.

HESERUE
Hotherfucker! YOU DGN'T THINK
YOU'RE STANDIN' UP TO MET!

ERIKSSON
| gin't doin' it, HNo way,

HESERVE
Uhagt ‘sa aatter with you, ‘on’t
you iike girls? VYou got a pair,
Jon't you!?

Lunging to grab Eriksson's groin as Eriksson leaps back.

- CLARK
Uhat's goin' on, Sarqe?

MESERUE
He's sayin' he don't wanna ball
the dink,

CLARK
How come?

(s



MESERVE

| don't know.
CLRRK
He's chickenshit.
HESERVE -
Is that you're probiem, Eriksson?
ERIKSSON
Ho.
MESERVE
Sp what is it?
. CLARK
. Maybe he's queer.
MESERVE

You a faggot, Eriksson? is that
your goddaan problea?

ERIKSSON
No.

MESERVE
g what is it7?7 What iz your
probiem. Everybody else is up
for this? ,

Eriksson is trying to make eye contact with Diaz.

MESERVE
Whata you lnckin' at Diaz for?
Qigz is with the progrom, You
got a probiza with this, Diaz?

Diagz doesn't spadk.

HESERVE
Hill you stop lookin' at Oigz2?!!
| think maybe he is queer. Herper,
is Eriksson a faggot? | think we
got us two girls on our patral.
IS ERIKSSON A FAGGOT, HERETHY

HERBER
| don't know, Sarge.

MESERUE
| think he is.

CLARK
He's chickenshit, that's for sure.
(puiling out his knife}
1'11 cut his fuckin' heart out.



NMESERVE

. How we gonna count on you, you're
g goddamn VT sympathizer? ‘ou
could and up dead, |t don't take
auch. Somebody stumbles. They
don't mean to shoot you. They're
sorry. Friendly fuckin' casuality.
A body bag's a body bag, huh?
Uho's countin'? Your aama’s
eryin', you're daddy's pissin'
and aoconin'.

ERIKSSON
He's dead.

; ihat? HESERVE
2" at?

ERIKSSOH
My dad's decd.

CLARK
dho carec? Who's askin' for your
goddamn famiiy history? Hobody's
askin' for that!

MESERVE
You're takin' your turn in there,
Eriksson.

ERIKSSON
No.

HESERUE

You dizgustin' hunka s!ime, or
aaybe when |'a done with her, I'm
gonng coame after you. Maybe after
humpin' her, 1'm gonng come huap
you!

Rs Meserve reaches toward Eriksson, Eriksson knocks Meserve’s hand
aside, his own hands tensing on his weapon.

MESERUVE
Ohhh, gonna take up an attack
posture, are you? That's right.
You got a wegpon. Clark got one.
Clark got a knife, He all got
weapons. Rnybody can blow away
anybody at any second. Hhich is
the way it oughta be, always.
(holding his rifle out)
fray calls this o weapon, but it
ain't, is it.
{He grabs his own bails)
This is ay w2apon .
(more}
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MESERVE {(Cont'd;

{He raises his rifie
pver his head)

This is my gun . . .
{clutching his balls)

This is for fightin' . ., |
{He shakes the up-raised
rifle)

This is for fun!

Meserve stares at Eriksson, then turns and goes into the hootzh,
Eriksson stands paraiyzed. He looks at Oioz, Diaz is frigntaned
He looks gway. There is a cry of fear from Mao in the haotch.
Eriksson steps up to the hootch door, Clark following hinm, staying
very close.

PQU- OF ERIKS3ON through doorway into hootch: feserve i3 dragging
Mgo who struggles and cries out against his forcing her anto her
back on the table, her hands still tied as he rips her pants of f,
Her blouse still on, Meserve has fit himself betw=en her iegs. He
is still clothed, his hands in her hair, holding her heqad down as
he teans near, kissing her cheeks, her aouth, as she turns her nead
from side to side, sobbing, moaning in terror.

NMESERVE
That's right, girl, that's right.
Yeh., Yeh.
Looking over at Eriksson and Clark, Heserve reaches to unbuckle hiz
trousers, his other hand still twisted in her hair.
HESERUVE
You gonng watch?
E£XT: CLEARING QUTSIOE HOOTCH 50

Eriksson bolts. He rushes past his food, grabbing up hic wWeapin.
He is headed for the woods. HMao is scredring.

CLARK
Hhere the fuck you goin'?

ERIKSSON
| don't know. Shut up!

Mgo can be heard crying, whining, within the hootch.

CLARK
Then taoke fuckin' security. You're
security.

Eriksson hurriee along, climbing to a point of some height. He
Ctark stares after hia, Eriksson settles down at the edge of the
bush, looking out. flgo con still be heard Roaning, crying out.

HERBER
Kho's next, aan?
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CLARK
- Net you,

EAT: JUNGLE SKY i
A stregk of eerie light and rising mists. A Dird screams.

EXT: JUNGLE: LATER 52
Eriksson sits, head bowed. He loocks up. Turns.

AMOTHER ANGLE: ERIK3SSON'S ~0U: Meserve is coming out of the hoaton,
his shirt off, trousers on., He looks over at Clark, Herber and
Diaz.

" NESERVE
’ Better'n nothin'.

HERBER
Maybe we shouid flip coins for
who's next.

RNESERVE
Digz ic next.

Diaz stands siouwly.

MESERVE
You're up, Diaz,

HERBER
Oh, shit, goddamnit., When am |
up, Sarge?

MESERVE
Rfter Clark.
{He's staring at Diaz}

HERBER
That ‘s last.

Diaz, trying to hide what he's doing, looks toward Eriksson.

HESERUE
Diaz, move it. flove it,
goddaanit.

Diaz marches forward past Mesesrve into the hootch. Clark, in his
wake, steps up to the door of the hootch and lcoks in.

INT: HOOTCH: CLARK'S POV 53

Mao lies on the table, naked, turned agway and curled intg a fetal
position, her bound hands toward the doorway. Bigz is standing
there looking at her.
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INT: HODTCH 54

As Clé%k steps in, he pulls the cloth that once gagged Mado fram hic
pocket. Uhen he touches Mac, she starts to shake, her 2yes
fegrful, fised on Clark.

CLARK -
le better gug the bitch or we'll
hague UC all over our case.

He ties the gag tight, looks at Oiaz, who starts to unbutton nic
shirt., Hao is trying to breath through the gag.

EXT: CLEARING OUTSIDE HOOTCH =3

Clark steps out, looks around ot Messrve and Herber, and thzn,
standing in the doorway, he sings, imitating Dean flartin.

CLARK
Everybody |oves somebody sone .
.. time
EXT: WILD JUNGLE SKY: A UIOLENT SUNSET 58

The huge boiling sun sinks !ike a knifeblade down the sky and into
the jungle. MUSIC: Loud, violent, dissonant, perhaps th2 Iash Jark
seconds of The Doors' "Hello, | Love You.®

EXT: NIGHT: DARK JUNGLE 57
The clearing is eapty. The music is fading.
EXT: HOOTCH: NIGHT 33

Meserve, Eriksson, Herber and Clark are gathered at one side of the
hootch. Eriksson is soaewhat separated from the nthers. Man 3
huddied in @ corner, breathing with some difficulty. She coughs
every now and then.

CLARK
Herber aanages about haif a stroke
and then he's goin' Eese-eeee,
like g fuckin' mouse.

HERBER
ciark nad his knife in his hand
the whoie time. He had it at her

throat.
CLARK

So what?
HERBER

Ueil ., . ! Uhata you aeqan?
CLARK

How long's it been since you had
@ reai woman, Sarge?
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MESERUE .
She "was . - { think she w@was
real. '

gilence.

HERBER -
my brother nad this car, agn, @
f£1fry-seven Chevy Belair. it was
raked; nosed and decked. 1t had

candg-qpple-red |ncquer . That
tqueightg-three plock was pored
and stroked.

Eriksson3gets to his fest and walks to leave the hootch.
E¥T: NIGHT: CLERRING QUTSIDE HOOTCH c38

Eriksson stands several yards from the mootch. Herber can be heard
taiking.

HERBER (09}
Had Carter's on it, a Ri-tift com.
And suerything wgs chroae, gir
cieaner. Uglue covers. Fan.

Qs Mesgrve comes qut of the nootch and standing seueral yards aWad
from Erikssen, he pees in the bushes.

. HERBER (03)
Even the radiateor. can you
jaggine that? B cnrome'radiator?

Herber goes on now, talking gbout the Sqracen Car Ciub to which his
brother pelonged, th? jacket they wore,; silk and with picturs a1
g Saracen astride @ cor engine instead of @ norse, 1S Meserve and
Eriksson speak.

HESERVE
you relieve Qiagz an security at
+wenty=-four hundred, atl right?

ERIKSSON
Aty right.

MESERVE
you probably like the aray, don't
you Eriksson.

ERIKSSON
No.

MESERVE
| hate the aroy.

ERIKSSCN
This ain't _the army. This ain't
the army, Jarge.
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Silence; night jungle sounds, and Herber 0S.

- MESERVE
Eriksson . . 7

Eriksson looks at hia.

MESERVE
| was just thinkin'. Twenty years
from now . . . they'll probably
make g moovie outa this. MWhata
you think?
EXT: DAYLIGHT: HILL 132 ‘ B

Meserve, Herber, Digz and Eriksson gre on the moue, Loaded with
wedpons, ammc and the radio, they struggle, climbing through
shoulder-high vegetation toward the summit, Meserve turns, waiking
backuwards.

MESERVE
Ue're gonna huap another thirty,
forty seters up to that over]ook
up there where we con obseruve the
cave complex and the stream. Euen
gooks gota drink water.

They walk on, Herber peering down at the stream below.

EXT: DAY: VALLEY FLOOR . 81
Three Uietnamese emerge froa the jungle, wglking toward fthe straam.
EXT: ORY: RAIDGELINE 52

The patral is gazing down froa the overlinok into the ar=qg of the
streaa where the three figures are emserging.

HERBER
it's @ buncha thea cruel!-hearted
iittie people,

MESERUE
{ragising his seapon)
Let's take no names.
Meservue fires, everyone fires.

ANOTHER ANGLE: POU FROM THE RIDGE: The thrz2e figures are scamo2rtny
from the uwater,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson is firing a second granade. Herber ana
Diaz and Meserve are firing.

ANOTHER BNGLE: POU FROM THE RIDGELINE: The three figures are
running intoc the woods.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Ridgeline.
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NESERVE
_ Diaz, get on the hook with
Superzcn and see if we can't get
some arty in on these dinks.

Herber is standing, trying to peek down on the stream.

HERBER
That'1l scatter their shit,

NESERVE
Eriksson, you and Herber didi back
to the hootch and load up on exstra
gamo and saocke grenades. Then
we'll close on the bastards.

Digz is on the radio raising the artillery fire base as Herber and
Eriksson head back dosn the siope.

EXT: DAY: CLEARING OUTSIDE HONTCH 53

Clark sits in the shade gt the e2dge of the hootch doorway,
sharpening his knife, sanking a cigarette. Behind him fMao can be
ssen inside the hootch, lying there, hands tied, coughing.

EXT: DAY: CLERRING OUTSIDE HOOTCH 54

Rt a sound from the bushes, Ciark grabs up his weapon and scurriss
backward into the hootch.

CLARK'S POU g¢ Herber and Eriksson arrive into the clearing
breathing hard froa their hasty descent.

RHOTHER ANGLE: Clark getting to his feet,

ERIKSSON .
Meserve wants saoke grenades and
amac.

HERBER
He're gonna light up some [ittle
motherfuckers,

INT: HOOTCH RS
Rs Eriksson and Herber are at the gmao depot gathering gear.

CLARK
lhers's HMeserve?

ERI1KSSON
There's somre UC in the ualley,
we're goin' down to get ‘ea.

CLARK
What cbout me?

ER{KSSON
Whata you mean?
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CLARK
Uhat am | supposed to do, babysit
the broad while you guys get to
waste some gooks? UWhat'd he say
about nme?

ERIKSSON
He didn't say anything.

CLARK
Uell, |'s sayin’ then. 1{'m goin’',
you're stayin', Eriksson.

He is hastening about, gathering his equipaent,

ERIKSSON
- But |'m--

CLARK
i'm goin’ up thare and get some !
| ain't gonna miss this good shit.
Eriksson, ginme the smokes.
Herber, you ready?

He is grabbing the resupply bags from Eriksson,

ERIKSSOH
Heserye told ae--—

CLARK
|'m the corporal, you're the pfc.
You're stoyin', Got it? Let's
didi, Herber,

Clark heaods ocut, Herber following.

HERBER
Gonna X.1.RA, soae UC gooks.
EXT: CLEARING IN FRONT OF HOQTCH 65

As Ciark and Herber run out, Eriksson alsc emerges, following then
hal fway across the -learing. He watches as they disappear into the
push. Then, after a aoment, he turns and sees through a crack in
ghekhootch wall Mao's face for just an instant before she ducks
ack.

CLOSE-UP of Eriksson os he breathes, thinking, and then he waiks
toward the hootch. '

IHT: HOQOTCH gv
Mao is crouched against g wall when Eriksson enters. He looks at

her. Her body is shaking., 3he is staring warily at Eriksson, ang
then she coughs.
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ANCTHER ANGLE:' Eriksson sets down his weapon. He moves toward her.
Panic is in her face and eyes as she scrambles backuward,. tpe2aking
rapid!ly, shaking her head fearfully, begging until she hits the
wai|l with her back and crumbles there on her knees, her biodiy
hunched over, her hands tied behind her.

ERIKSSON
No, no.

Mac speaks rapidily in Uietnamese, coughing.

ER1KSSON
1'a not gonna hurt you.

She stares at him, says something.

.- ER1KSSON
| just want . . ., to . . . untie
you.
{He pantomimes untying
her)
Untie,

Uery carefully, and slowly, he moues toward her and as he does, =h=z
begins an uncontroliable shaking and whiapering.

ERIKSSON
Mo, ne. Mo . . . NO . . . Don't
worry.

She is bowed aover, her face averted, pressing into the wall as If
to disappear into it, as Eriksson regches her and works to untis
the rope from her wrist., Freeing her, he puts his hand on her orik
as she cowers from hia,

ERIKSSON .
fire you sick? You have a fever?

He presses his hand to his own head.

ERIKSSON
You hot. Uery hot.

Mgo is staring at him.

ERIKSSON
fAre you hungry? Food? You?
{He pantoaimes eating}
Hungry?

3he stares at hia.

ERIKSSON
0f course you're hungry. Food.
Food. Numba one.

He is moving to the supplies where he bregks out a C-ration of
crackers and beef stew,
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1n the corner Mao watches closely as he pr2pares the fond,

” ERIKSSON
Humba one.
(pointing to the food)

As he is pouring the water, she is risking g s| ight movement toward
him. She is desperately thirsty,

Eriksson goes to her, carrying the food and watar extended far in
front of his, as if to reassures her that he wants nothing from her
but is merely delivering food.

Mao takes the food and water and scurries back to her corner wherez

she begins while still standing to eqt. She whiapers, then eat:z,
her. emot ions overwhelming her,
’ ER IKSSON

Gaod, huh? | hope so. Good.

He chews along with her as she looks at hin quizzically, not fully
trusting him, She eats, then whinpers, then eats, Dismayed ot her
condition and his own predicament, he sighs.

ERIKSSON
ohh, bey. Ch . . . nan.

From the distance he hears artiliery whirring throudn ke dair s
dives on the ground and Mao cowers. The rounds explode 1n *he

distance and he hastens to the door and locks out. Then, Qragping
nis field glasses, he runs out.
EXT: DRY: CLERRING 53

Eriksson runs up an opposite slope to get some height.

Fgr off he con see the huge explosions. Becquse of the trsstops.

he can't really see what's going on in the vailey, but the ground
shakes with the concussion: there are distant plumes of smoke.

He lowers the glasses, heads back toward the hootch.

ERIKSSON
What the fuck am | gonna do?

INT: HOOTCH 53

Mao is standing there holding out the eapty ration con, the eapty
canteen cup. Suddenly, the artillery firing stops. Erikssun fooks
up, listening. Then he logks back at Mgo. He takes the cup and

can. She suddeniy spegks in Uietnomess, gesturing with sone
gnimation.

ERIKSSCON
| don't know what you're saying,

| don't understand. | don't

{mare)
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ERIKSSON (Cont'd)
{(He points to his chest)
le . . . no . . .00 . . .
{Trying to pantomime
*under<tand,” he looks
for various hand
gestures and gives up;

Mao speaks to him in Uietnamese and picks up the cloth which her
mother wanted her to haue and which has been used as her gag, zhe
clutches it, twisting it in her hands.

ERIKS3ON
' . . . osorry,  |'mosorry .
., for . . ., ftor . ., . Friend
me numba fuckin' ten .
He shakes his hegd, She starts coughing. He moues to her, and zne
is a little less fearful,

ERIKSSON
Can you -=- Listen. Can .
{He points to her}

you . . . Can you run . . 7
(And he puantomines
running)

You . . ., funm . . . dway .

(He pantomimes “away”
as i f pushing something
aside)

Mao is staring at him, puzzled, thinking. Eriksson stops, and than
he is about to try again, thinking over the symbois,

ERIKSSOHN
. Can you . . .
{He points to her)
. o.oyow . ., run .

Pantomimaing running, he suddenly gives up, spinning qway,

ERIKSSON
Holy Christ, |'m playing charades!

MHe pounds his own legs, wildly,

ER1KSSON {(CONTD)
|'s playing aotherfucking
charades! She couldn’'t ansuer
ne if she wganted! Ue can't esven
say "Heilo," con we, Huh?
*Hel{In!* Helto! HELLO!

His outburst has startied her, and she has recoiled into n=r
corner, hiding, her hands over her head. Having hastened acrase
the hootch, Eriksson moves the last few feet slowly, reaching to
touch her, to pet her head as one might a frightened animal.
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ERIKS3ON
Mo, no, {'m sorry. ('m .

3he looks up, her deep dark eyes fearfui and heiniess peRrng intn
him.

ERIKSSON -
Maybe we could . . . Tun for it
. . together. Naybe .

He's looking around the hut .

ERIKSSON (CONTD)
Just get the hell out of here.

He hastens to the supply depot uwhere he loads food, grenades, amdo
into a bag, Mouving back to her, he takes her hand and gJuides ner
to the door and peers out, picking up his wegpon.

POy OF ERIKSSON: The surrounding jungle.
INT: HOOTCH “ 0
Eriksson looks at her. she is staring at him, coughing.

ERIKSSON
0f course 1'l] be a fuckin
deserter.

He steps out, bringing her with him. Tnoving at a crouch, nhe ftakas
g step. Then fros the jungle there ie g crash, as if gcomenns has
run into sosething or a lgrge object has fallen, Eriksson starts
wildly, flinging Nao back into the hootch and diving onto his
belty, his weapon at the ready as he stares gt the stil! and
impenetrabie jungle trying ta sse who is there? ghat is there!
The jungle is waguering, 0N®iNoCUs. Then siowly he begins to g
backwards, inching his way into the hootch.

INT: HOOTCH 71

in the shadows Eriksson sits up, i2aning ggainst the watt, He
jooks at Nao. on her knees g few feet fros him, she is gazing
axpectantiy at him, wondering what is next. He shakes his heuad,
closes his eyes, folds his hands.

ERIK3SSON
gur father, who art in heauven,
hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom
come, thy will De done on earth
gs it is in heaven,

EXT: JUNGLE T2

L

Might has coae. The jungle is shifting leaves and shadows. The
cries of wild creatures.
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INT: HOOTCH: NIGHT

Eriksson sits against the wall as the squad strides inty tne

Rgotch. One by one they 2nter and collaps? exhaustad, Clare,
Herber, DiqZz.
HERBER
ghh, aan, 1's beat.
CLARK
['m starvin'.

Entering the hootch, Neserve looke things ower.

HESERVE
Before we chow down or catch any
z's, everybody's loadin' up thair
rucks. There ain't gonna be time
in the mornin'. We're outg here
by o=-six-hundred.

As the men start working with the gear.

ER1KSSON
What's happenin'?

MESERVE .
ye're mouin' our base up onto the
ridgeline, |f we can stir up some

shit, Reilly's proaised to support
ys ¥ith three squads. e can have
arty aond siicks and tuenty
aike-aike. vou shoulda seen it

yp there, Eriksson, that arty coge
in and kicked some ass. They were
pure and holy hell. u

CLARK
(imitating a radio
operator)
Hell Controi, do you Roger our
request you pitch us aore flaming
Asgth? Over, Silent Twin Tuo,
this is-—-

Mao, huddled in the corner, suddenly starts coughing.

HERBER
Uhat 'sa agtter with her? UWhat
ie she, sick now?

CLARK
She's gonna ¢ive cway our pesition
with all that coughin'. We oughta
waste her now, Sarge.

Meserve looks at Eriksson, who is studying him.
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MESERVE

_ He'll deal with it in the morning.
Who knows? Maube somebody'll want
g jittle more DoOR-DOOM.
HERBER

| might, =an. Uhat tiae do-we
hgue to wake up to do that?

CLARK
For you, Herber, about
o-fiue=1ifty-niner, Ezee-cee-tee.

Mago coughs savagely.

. HERBER
- She ain‘'t lookin' SO appealin’,
Sarqge.
NMESERVE

This i3 the Nam, Herber. ¥You gota
pe hardcore.

CLARK
ven, Herber, just cause you pissed
0ff and pukin' don't mean you
gin't havin' fun. Right,
Eriksson.

Eriksson doesn't answer. The rucks dre packed
settling down for sieep.

CLARK
Huh, fool?
{pouse)
Fool!
{pause}
Fool! Fool!

(Egeh repetition of the
word gets uglier, more
yicious)

| hgte him, Sarge. He's skatin'
on us.
MESERUE

"ne Naa is g nightmare, Clarkie.

EXT: MORMING: RIDGELINE

-4
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now, the aen ore

74

The squad is cliabing the ridgeline, Herber on point followed DY

Meserve, Mao, Diaz, Eriksson and Clark.

As they advance, Eriksson gtances back at Clark

;gares at him. Eriksson looks aghead to Diaz am
im.

hehind him. ©lark
d slides up toward
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ERIK330N
- Digz, man. Listen up., 1 | try
somethin' with her, if | try to
bregk with her, will you back me?

Digz turns auay, |ooks forward, strides off to separuate himself
from Eriksson. After several amore poces Diaz peeks back at
Eriksson, then advances forward, hurridly, past the girt to
fesarve,

Eriksson, in dismay, watches as Meserve and Diaz confer, Oiaz, with
his body, cl=ariy referring back to Eriksson.

NESERVE
Eriksson, up! Let's toke five,

Eriksson is moving up.

HERBER
Sarge, there's gooks diddy-boppin'
on the tragil down there. .

LLARK
5arqge; gooks.

Both Herber and Ciark are pointing down into the valley.

POU FROM RIDGE: Eight or nine figuras can be seen mnuirg 3150 1
trail towdrd the stredm.

MESERVE
{to Diaz}
Get ae Reilly., Telil 'ea we want
the pre-arranged support. Slicks,
arty, the whole shit-lcad.

Digz is getting on the horn.
0iRZ
Silent Twin Twe, this is Little
Brother Two., QOuer,

As he continues calling for support:

MESETLT
Eriksson, you're gonna grease the
bitch.
ERI1KSSON
Uhat?
MESERUVE
You heard me., Haste her. How.
ERIKSSON

Meserve, man, whata you talkin'
about?



MESERUVE
| want you to kill her, | want
you to grease her,

ERIKSSON
You're nuts, man. Brownie was
here, he'd kick your butt on this
one, man, He wouid not tolerate
this builshit.

MESERVE
Browni2 ain't on my fredquency no
more, he's on the dead freguency.
Are you on my freguency,
aotherfucker? Cause it you ain't,
. you gin‘t walkin' outa here. You
. are K.I|.f.

ERIKSSON
Just let her go., Who's she gonng
tel!1? uWho's gonna care what
happened so far?

MESERVE
Herber! Waste her!
HERBER
What?
MESERUE
Haste her!
CLARK
i*fi do it, Sarge.
MESERUE '
Mo. Herber's gonna do ift. Herber!
HERBER
Khy ae?
HESERVE
?g? littie piece g bug~-shit. 0o
it!
HERBER
| don't wanna, aan. C'mon.
CLARK

{pointing off)
Choppers, Sarqge!

POU FROM RIDGE: In the distance the specks of a half-dozen gunships
can be seen flgiling in the gir.

MESERVE
Ue gota get rid of her. Ue're
gonna hauve every kinda bird
circliin' our area, 0Oiaz! 0Oo it!
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giaz is shaking Nis head, no. Ho.

} CLARK
Pl odo it

Digz whiris ond starts firing down into the valtey,

HESERVE
yhat the fuck you doin'?

Herber whiris and starts firing down into the valley. Meserve
drops to his knees. criksson hits the dirt,

MESERVE
Goddaanit, did they see us?

Bulléts hit into the dirt.

MESERVE
shit. Eriksson, s2t up on that
|ower -ledge. You shouid be abie
to see anybody coain’ up on us.

gullets pop into the dirt oround them 4s Eriksson drops down the
ridge. Behind his Clark can De seen moving on fao, his knrie ot
ags he grabs her.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson is on the lower ledge safting ug. anii
glancing back to see Diaz locking backuward. The gunfire cant inues
gs off to the left Herber and HMeserve are shooting down (no UNE
valiey.

HERBER
Mgn they're dingin' us from
sopewheres besides the valiey,
Sarqge!

MESERVE
No lie. You hadda light ‘ea up,
you asshoie.

Digz is staring gt Eriksson as Eriksson is looking up. Then Oiaz
|goks backward again.

PoU OF 01AZ as Mao is being dragged behind some puszhes by Clark
More bullets hit.

HERBER
Now we're in the shit.

MESERVE
Diaz, tell Reilly we haue heavy
contact; tell him we got gooks
in the open, request Superman o
use Uictor Tango Fuses and fire
for effect.

As Clark is hastening back, giving thumbs-up.



MESERVE
. Uhers is che?’
CLARK
| fixed her.

fs behind thea Moo suddeniy emerges from the bushes, halt running,
half craow!ing downhiil toward @ sass of thicker foliage and the
shooting continues, the helicopters advance.

HERBER

{pointing at fMac}
Jesus Holy Christ!

neseruve and Clark {ook.

Eriksson, whirling, sees Herber pointing backwards and susrubody
lgoking., He scrambles up the clope toward them.

CLARK
That bitch, ! stuck her more’n
twice,

NMESERVE

Get her! Everybody! Haste her!

neserve, Clark, Herber ond Oiaz fire gt the fleeing giri as
Eriksson whirls and fires his weapon down intd the ualiey

MESERVE
lihat the hell you shootin' at,
you gsshole?!

ERIKSSCN
Sarge, don't do this! For God's
sgke, |'am beggin' you, iet her
go. Stop 'em. Sarge! Stop!
Men, you're cuta here in thres
weeks! You're goin' hone!

NESERVE
| am honme.

ERIKSSON
Stop everybody. Stop! Stop!
Stop! Stop! Stop!

He is running from one soldier to the next and Meserve vislentiy
sagshes his rifle butt into Eriksson's stomach, dropping him
gagging to the ground. The others falter in their firing.

MESERUE
Get her! :

He kicks Eriksson in the head, and Clark and Oiaz and Herb=r go
running after Mao who is vanishing into the foliage near g large
and odd!y shaped rock. Eriksson, on the ground, is writhing,
trying to rise, as Heserve runs after the others,
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EXT: ORY: JUNGLE 7S

in the weeds Mao struggles to keep moving. Clark anc Herper are
darting into th2 weeds.

CLARK
Uhere the fuck is she? ~

ANOTHER ANGLE: Mao stops to hide, crouching over; Clark and HerDer
are stealthily advancing.

EXT: RiOGELINE B

Eriksson, on his knees, is gagging, trying to bredthe as he 100Ks
into the weeds where Herber, Clark and Mao can be seen.

EXT:~ JUNGLE 77

Clark ond Herber advance stealthily., Herber points of f to the
right. HWeeds rustie near the large rock. Clark fires.

ANOTHER ANGLE: From behind the rock Hao tries to run, half
crawiing, and Ciark biasts away.

EAT: RIDGELINE 73
Eriksson is writhing, clutching his stomach, gagging, locking.
EXAT: JUNGLE . ‘ T3

p

Clark let's go @ burst and Mao is hit, fwisting, fatling. ©£iark
and Herber are running forward through the wesds unti | thay ruzh
upon her and she's there, twisting, dying.

EXT: RIDGELIHE

a2
€5

Eriksson is on his knees, mouth agape.

EAT: JUNGLE 3
Mao |ies there, dead.

The camerg starts to pull bou., and bock.

MESERVE
Mortars! |Incoaing! incoming!

Thunderous axpifosion. The comera is pulling back and back.

EXT: DAY: JUNGLE 32
POU FROM THE AIR as a helicopter goes rushing by, and on fhe graund
can be seen Clark and Herber in the bushes with the body of Mao,
and on the ridgeline Eriksson is on his knees. Meserve and Diaz are
a short distance off as there is g mortar explosion, throwing up
dirt and debris.

fis the angle expands, the valley can be seen. The tiny figures of
YC bottle the tiny figures of two sguads of U.S. Army soldiers.
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A jet comes sweeping in, dropping napalm in a nearby stretoh of
jungla, Smoke swirls up biinding our uiew, =nshrouding it in dark
clouds, @ roaring; deepening thunder, which when it cleors zhous
another vista of flaming foliage and squads skirmishing,

A siluer jet plummets out of the sky, its bombs setting off a
furious eruption, the smoke and flames rising to utterly obscure
the view., HWithin this thunderous rusble another sound can be
neard, a chopper actor whirling, roaring. Eaerging from the smoke,
the chopper con be seen noWw, Q4 red-evac,

iNT: ORY: CHOPPER 33

Eriksson is slumped there among the padly wounded. His snirt i
open, a dirty field dressing on his head. Dazed, he sits thersz,
his glassy eyes staring at the faces of the wounded man around him.
Thé floor of the chopper is filling with blvod, blnod washing alang
and over his bosots.

UOUNDED SOLDIER
{nodding at another
soldier)
Ohh, iook at that poor quy, he's
gettin' so groy. He's gettin'
that awful gray.

Eriksson |ooks at the figure toward which the soidier ic point:ng.
The figure rocks on the stretcher, =yss open, afiue, But oniy Iomed
conscious.

HOUNDED SOLDIER
| gin't gray like that, am 17
| ain't that awful gray.

ERIKSSON
No.

HOUNDED SOLDIER
Stay with ae, okay. Oon't legue

Re.

ERIKSSON
Okay.

UOUNDER 30LNLT
Proaise,

Behind them another soldier starts sobbing. Eriksson looks away,
and out the window of the chopper he s2es 4 nightaare 3s:1ght.

POU OF ERIKSSOM: Rising past them at iess than fifty meters
cargo net full of dead bodies of RAmerican soldiers.

4]
Po]

Eriksson stares, aghast.

The cargo net rises and rises, suspended from g huge chinook
heiicopter,

Eriksson stares as the cargo net floats further and further auay.
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EAT: LAMDING PAD OUTSIDE TRIAGE ARER AT UWOLF 34

Eriksgoh comes out the door. He has a ¢lean dressing on hiz head.
His ribs are wrapped. He looks about, amazed to find nimseis
standing there, alive. He star’s walking.

EXT: TENT AREA AT WOLF " 35
Eriksson is approaching his tent. Pausing, he takes d magazine
from his ammo pouch and siams it into his weapon. Then he locks
and loads a round into the chamber., Carefully, he eases toward the
rant. Reaching the front, he stealthily slips up to the edge ar
the door and looks in. .

POU OF ERIXKSSON: The empty tent.
HHU}HEB ANGLE: Eriksson carefully siides the tent door open,
INT: TENT 36

o
Eriksson springs in, his weapon at the ready as he double checks to
pake sure the tent is empty., Satisfied, he finally relaxes
siightly. He moues to his bed and sits. He bows ouer, holds hisz
hegd in his hands. Then he starts and sits there, ctaring. After
a few seconds he goes to his wall locker, which he opens g take
cut clean clothes, He lays the clothes on the bed then he rughes

_ to his footlocker and feverishiy works on the combination fock

which at last pops op=2n.

ANOTHER ANGLE: In the locker his haonds rumaage through socks and
underwear, books and pictures, until he comes upon a saall plastic
sack tied tightiy. Ripping the plastic open, he finds a bag of
Oreo cookies which he tears open. He begins to eat rauenousiy. H=
stuffs the cookies into his mouth, chewing desperateiy, fisrzely.
He eats and eqats.

GHOTHER ANGLE: The tent door opens, & figure stepping in. Erikzson
leaps for his weapon, whirling to the ready position. The figurs in
the door is a black corporal we have neuer <een before The
CORPORAL flings his hands up.

CORPORAL
Hey, troop. Hey, relax. Lighten
up.

ERIKSSON
What?

CORPORAL

Lighten up, man. Be cool. |
ain‘t after your Oreos, nan.

Eriksson is lowering his weapon.
CORPORAL

You musta seen some spooky shit,
huh?
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ER1KSSON
hata you want?
LORPIORRL
The C.0.'s got me countin' |ive
bodies, that's all, -
ERIKSSON
Count ne,
COARPORAL
Right.
ERIKSSON
Count ae, ®man,
- CORPORAL
| am. 1'®m countin' you. ‘You're
one.
ERIKSSON
'a alive,
CORPORAL
Nobody else back in this tent,
though. '
ERIKSSON
| ain't seen 'em.
CORPORAL

Okay. You go on, git back in them
cookies, aon. ‘Njoy yourself.
Knock yoseif out,

The corporal goes. Eriksson looks at the cookies in his hamds, *nh#
cruabled mess of cookies ciinging to the aud and blood on his
fingers and clothing.

EAT: TENT ARER 87
Erikeson, in clean fatigues, his face still dirty, is moving along,
lugging his weapon and a bag of gear as he approaches gnother tent.
INT: TENT 33

Eriksson steps into a tent of five soldiers, some of whom we may
ngue ssen in the first mortar fight; others are totaliy unfamiiiar.
They loock at Eriksson as he moues to an espty bed.

SOLDIER 31
Hey, aan, who you?

o ERIKSSON
This is Rowan's rack, huh.

Eriksson is dumping his bag onto the bed.
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SOLDIER s2
.~ Mm's at the shitter.

Eriksson turns and heads for the door,

SOLDIER 31
You know this quy?

SOLDIER 32
He's second sguad.

EXT: TENT RRER 39

Eriksson is walking near 4 road on which trucks full of so01diers
are passing, HRhead is the latrine. As Eriksson walks, the door

opens and Rowan staps out, buckiing his pants, carrying 2
newSpaper. He looks up startled, sseing Eriksson.

ER1KSSON
The motherfuckers are gonna Kill
re, Rowan. They'rs gonna kill
me.

ROWAN
What?

As they talk, trugks can be seen passing periocdicalld.

ERIKSSON

They're gonna kill me.
ROUAH

Who you talkin' about, the gooks?
ERIKSSON

Mo, man, no. They did it. They
fuckin' did it. You didn't think
they would and | didn't but they
did, They fuckin' took her and
they killed her.

ROURN
The gir!? They did it.
ERIKSSON
That ain't supposed to happen,
is it?
ROUWAN
What?
ER1KSSON

e just, ve just sarched in there
and drug her out, and they took
ner and tied her up and narched
har out there and fucked her and
Killed her. That ain't supposed
to happen, is it?
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ROMARN
_ Jesus Christ,

ERIKSSON
| megn, it ain't supposzd to
happen and | just didn't know it,
ig it? -
ROWAN
That fuckin' idiot.

And the perspective of the camera shows Clark, having just jumpaid
from one of the passing trucks, landing and struggling to head
toward thea,

- ERIKSSON
v Herber's talkin' about Genghis
Kahn and Meserve's teliin' me |'®m
K.1.A8.
ROHARN

{seeing Clark}
Has Clark in on it?

ER1KSSON
He's nuts!

ROHAN
He's coamin'.

Eriksson whiris to see Clark advancing toward thea.

CLARK
dhgta you talkin' gbout? Eriksson,
you sonofaubitch, whata you talkin'
to him about?

ERIKSSON
| can taik to him.
CLARK
Uhat happens in the field stays
in the field, Eriksson! 'fc. know
that! Everybody knows that!
ROUAN
ihers's Heserve? |s he back?
CLARK

Uhat the hel! happened to you,
Eriksson? You disappeared.

ERIKSSON
| got choppered out.



Clark is studying th
Rowan-tries to keep

battie.

CLARK
(grabbing Eriksson by
the ara)
He're supposed f0 reqroup at the
tent. Reilly wants us ready in
an hour.

ERIKSSON
Quit fuckin' puilin' at me, man,
{'t} be there,

CLARK
You better,

ROWAN
Uictor Charies Cong is one
hardcore jackass, man. They tole
us it was heatin' up out where
you Juys were and we were on
alert. | said, *!'m aglways on
alert.”

em suspiciously but neyerthel
the conversation apparently on the subject of

gee mowing off 1S

Clgrk is now far enough off for the real conversation to resume.

ERIKSSON

Did you see him, aan?

ROWAN
| sgw nia.

ERI1KS30H
They get me back in the bush, man,
|'s dead. !'a comin’ back in a
hag.

ROWAN
vou gota tell somebody.

ER I KSSON

| dom't know who, though. Who
do you think”

ROWUAN
Reitiy?
ERIKSSON
vou think | could teil Reilly?
ROURN

Maybe | could try Howthorne. He
don't |ike fleserve.

ERIKSSON
1'd have to hide out, man, | got
to. 1| could hole up in your ared.
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Shooting past theam, the camerg shows Clark running toward them.

ROWANH
Hatch if.

Clark is running full tilt, his eyes wild, Rowan and Eriksion
whirl and stond ready to defend themselves. Clark races up, Ak (N
no aove with his wegpon and stopping o yard away to scream in
Eriksson's face.

CLARK

UHRT HAPPENS IN THE FIELD STRYS

IN THE FIELD, YOU SONOFABITCH!

IT'S A LAH! IT'S A NOTHERFULKING

LAH! WHAT HAPPENS IN THE FIELD

STRYS IN THE FIELD!
Hi's face distorted, he stands there gasping, {ooking at them.
Eriksson turns, starts walking away.

CLARK
You ain't worth the shit you're
aade of, Eriksson.

Friksson keeps walking. Rowan turns and runs after Eriksson. Llark
stands there watching fthem.

INT: HOOTCH: ROUAN'S TENT e
Eriksson sits on Rowan's bunk, his R-16 on his 4o

AMOTHER RNGLE: Rowan is huddied with several other soldigrs 1n 12
corner. The group is talking intentiy, grouing ouer soaething.
Sudden |y Rowan backs from their ranks.

ROUAN
Okay. Okay.

Turning, Rowan crosses to Eriksson.

Uhat? ERIK3SON
at?

ROWAN
it's a bunchg shit. Soasebody
hegrd somethin', you Know. .eserve
this or that, they agin't sure
what, but they don't want you here
if there's the siightest chance
Meserve might drop a grenade in
hopin' to blow you away.

ER[KSSON
You think Hawthorne'!l!l tell
Reilly?

ROWAN

He sgid he wouid.



. ERIKS30N
{ couldn't go along with it, you

know. | couldn't.
ROWAN
NG.
ER1KSSON
vou shoulda seen ner. There was
no way.
AQUAN

0f rcourse not, man.
Aas q PFC. sticks his head in the tent, Rowan and Eriksson jump
| PFC

The company's movin out at
fourteen hundred. That's thirty

minutes,
He goes.
ERIK330N
|'a dead. |'® fuckin' dead.
ROWAN
Look, you could go tg the medics.
Tel| 'em you're fucked up.
ERIKSSON
Whata they care?
ROUAN
vYou got whacked in the head, man.
vou were out there.
ERIKSSON
| forgot. Right.
AOUAN
it might buy you some tine. Let's
go.
They head for the door as SERGERNT HAHTHORKE steps in.
HAWTHGRNE
Eréksson, Reilly's waitin' at the

fowan and Eriksson freeze, they look at eqch other.

HAUTHORHE
He wants to see you, Eriksson.
R.S.R.P.!
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iNT: REILLY'S HOOTCH

Lieutenant Reilly sits

rises,

Hawthorne

REILLY -
Hewthorne, you'd best head back
to your area and prepare the aen
to mous out. He're gonna be the
hammer and Brave's the anvil,

HANTHORNE
Yes, sir.

salutes and leaves. Eriksson stands uneasiiy.

REILLY
Uhere you from Eriksson?
ERIKSSON
ftinnesota.
REILLY
Ohh, coid in NMinnesota, right?
ERIKSSON
Yes, sir,
REILLY
You ever been to Riabama?
ER1KXSSON
Algbamg, sir?
REILLY

gn the day | was born, &y aocaaqg
grunted, | popped out, | took one
iook around: "Shit," 1| says.
"it's Rigbama.* So about thr=ze

years ago | was still in Alabaag,
Ry wife was about to give birth
to o.~ first chiid. | took her

to the hospital, a natural thing
to do. HWell, she was refused
admittance to this hospital 9n
the basis of her race which is,
as you aight guess, Negro., HNext
thing we know, the baby ain't
about to wait, and so my son is
porn on that goddamn floor of this
Rlabama hospital's reception room.
| flipped the fuck out -- turnin'
over chairs, kickin® lamps. It
wasn't long, | was in jail. ~Now
wasn't | on the side of
rightegusness? So what the fuck
wags | doin' in jaii?

{more)

31

hehind his desk storing forward thoughtfuiiy

gt Eriksson and Hawthorne standing before him. Rffer o moment ne
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REILLY (Cont'd)

_ yhat | was doin', lemme advisa
you, Wwas askin' myself that very
saae question and fixin' to shoot
soge motherfuckers workin' in that
hospital. But do you know what?
It was |ike they could read ay
aind and they just kept ae in that
cell until my mind was turned
around. By the tiae | waiked out,
| wanted nothin' but to ses By
baby and wife and | was thinkin'
to ayself In this kinda wise old
voice, “Hhat happened i$ the way
things are, so why try and buck
the system?® You see what 1'm

i sayin'? In the aiddie of g war,

buckin' the system is euen nore
hopeless, 'cause the system i3
gll we got. It is the reality
here, Jou see what 1's sayin'?

Eriksson stares at him,

REILLY
Now what |'m gonna do is break
that sguad up -~ send the five
g you aen off in five differant

directions.
ERIKSSON

Sir, | think . . .
REILLY

Ne, no, no, Ng. You tisten up,
Eriksson. Be advised you'd best
just try and relax about this
thing.

(picking up a piece of

r)
vou can't expect nothin' different
in the combat zone. You're gsin'
tg first squad. “nat'1! put you
@ith your buddy Rowan and Sergeant
Hgwthorne. |s that clear?

Eriksson stares at nim.

EXT: DRY: SHARP 3
H!gqe-couted eater ripples against the jungle fatigues of a figurs -
aouing through the foul auck . Eriksson is sloshing forward. 3ehind
nia other soidiers are visible pushing through the scum-coueraid
water. They wade through weeds, past aoss~coated trees.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Hawthorne, ON firser ground, is rising onto 2
shoreline of pala trees and crushed fronds and raeeds. He spedks
to the first pair of sgldiers to join hin, gesturing touward the
junglie wall, and these two move off, setting up security.



As the other men come ashore, they automatically Iowar their
trousers, open their shirts, checking for {epches., Everyone hng
theam. Eriksson and Rowan are among those wading achore. They are
fighting cigarettes which are pressed into the lesches. They soray
the leeches with mosquito repellant,

HAWTHORNE :
Ue're gonna take tuenty here,
gentiemen.

SLOANE

dregt. This fuckin' middle-g-
nowhere is much better than the
other middle-g-nowhere we started
from this morning,

“ MRTZ

So where are we?
SLORKE

Uhata you mean, “Where are we?”
ROYCE

You mean, is this Fu du, or Ou

fu?
SLORNE

This is the istand cf Muck=-tuck
in the province of Fuck You.

HAWTHORNE
Get 'em off right, gentleaen.
(indicating ¢ soldier
standing frozen)
Sicane, heip the Cherry.

The Cherry, a paie, wide-eyed skinny kid with gltasses, | 3
at the leeches on his legs and shaking gs 3loane agues to oma

SLOANE
This boy can Buggalioo!

Sudden!y Eriksson stops his effort with the |esches,

ERIKLSGH
| can't stop thinkin' about her,

Rowan. | can't. {'m lasin' it.
ROMUAN

dhat?
ER1KSSON

| don‘t even know her fuckin'
name, you Know.

ROWAN
(working at the le2eches)
| hate these siimy bastards, man.
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ERIK3SSON .

- | kept thinkin' somebody’'d help
me, you know, but | was
pultshitein' muyseif, wasn't (7
Uho the fuck was jonng help ne?

CHERRY
Aggghhhh!

Nearby, the Cherry, with a low gnima! grouwl| of hatred aond !oathing
begins to jump up and down with both feet on the leeches that naue
dropped oft him, stomping and growling in a fit of hysterical
yiciousness,

w
'

EXT: LATE AFTERNOOM: JUNGLE

The aen move down o pathway in the jungiz, pushing aside the
arowths,

Eriksson walks, thinks. Suddenly from the front comes firing  H2
hits the ground, as do the others in his view.

SOLDIER ®1

] gin't ready for this.
SOLDIER 22

Uhat the fuck is goin' on?
SOLODIER 23

Ue got a leadership problem, man,

As Eriksson |ies there for a mosent, Rowan is s22n in front of nia
turning to relay inforsation.

ROKAN
Point got spooked by o monkey and
hlew him into a pile of turds and
fur,

Eriksson gets to his feet,
EXT: DUSK: JUNGLE POSITION 34

The Cherry is mouing along, carrying several Cans of C-rations ag
he coaes up to Rowan and Eriksson, sittin,, sating.

CHERRY
| got some boneless chicken 11|
tragde for some pound coke if
anybody wants to.

ROURN
Sorry, Cherry, we would kill to
keep our pound cake.

CHERRY
That 's what 2verybody says.
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ROUAN
in fact, we have killed to keep
our pound cake.

The Cherry is moving off.

ERIKSSON :
There was somethin' | shoulda
done, you know. |f you was ae,
Rowan, what wouid you have done?
ROWAN
Whata you mean?

ERIRSSON

I mean.

| tried to talk to her and -- but

we couldn't even say hello, And make sense.
Meserve was -- | mean, what was

| supposed to do, waste a fuckin'

sergeant? And Clark and Herber?

le that what | was supposed to

do?
ROWAN
No, @dan. ,
. ER1KXS30NH
| couldn't. Kill four Hamericans,
for Chrissake?! And Diagz -- if

Digz woulda had any balis! S0
was | supposed to blow him the
fuck awgy -- waste svery damn one
of thea? | thought about it, man,

ROWAN
No.

ERIKSSON
Run away with her?! The two of
us in the aiddle of fuckin'
nowhere!

AOUAN
| don't know.

ERIKSSOH
What, then?

ROURN
it's o bgllbuster, man,

From the tangled shadows, Lherry speaks,

CHERRY
Can | stay with you guys?

They whiri on hia.



ERIKSSON
Hhat the fuck are you dgin' there,
Cherry?

CHERRY
{ can't find my position.

ERIK3SON
Whers was it7

CHERRY
| dom't know. | can't find it
| was with Willow and Macintire.

ROUWAN
You get any pound cake?

CHERRY
Mo. | still got the boneless
chicken, though.

ERIKSSON
Uhat happened to your awn pound
coke?

CHERRY
3omebody stole it. Can 1 stoy
with you quys and find my posit:on
in the aorning?

Eriksson and Rowan look at each other.

ERIKSS0N
No sweat.

ROWAN
You pathetic, dumb, sad-ass=zd
cherry.

ERIKS3ON

vou were Drutal with those fuckin’
jesches, Cherry. You were
berserk, @an,

Silence as they settle.

CHERAY
Uhen wa reconnoiter those caves
tomorros does everybody have to
go in or just some people?

ERIKSSON
And if | do nothin', man, nobody
knows a fuckin' thing, do they.
She just vanished.

The Cherry is staring at thea, looking from one to the other.



AQWARN
You toie BReilly.

ERIKSSON
Oh, man, Reillv's Eotal
pulishit, He's doin' zip, man.
That's what the chain of command's
for, man, to buru stuff like this.
Unless
| go to Captain Uorst amyself.

ROUAK
You violate the chain of command,
you're gonna piss some people off,
aan.

ERIK3SON
Right, we wouldn't wanna violate
somethin' so great as the chain
of command just to report a

nurder.
CHERRY
Hhata you guys talkin' about?
ROUARN
Don't worry Ggbout it. Go to
sleep,

Silence as they settie douwn,

CHERRY
Get's so goddamn dark here, aman.
| never seen dark like this

before.
ER1KSSON
Magit'll you're in those caves.
EXT: DAY: JUNGLE 3<

Erikeson walks, Rowan follows, then comes Sloane and Roycz .  3Sudden
rifle fire starties thea and they uck.

SLOARNE
Bulishit!

ROYCE
Don't these suckers euer take the
day off.

ERIKSSON
Point probably wasted another
monkey.

Froas 0S comes 4 voice:



UGICE
ghhh, God., Help, Help me. Help,
Sweet God, ohhh,

SLOANE
Oh, man, somebody's down.

More firing breaks out up front.

ERIKSSON
Recon by fire! Recon by fire!

They each begin firing into the jungle beside thes, sach letting oo
two full magazines. When they stop they hear:

z UOICE (0S)
g Ohh, help ae, help me. Please
help me, help, sueet Jesus.

ERIKSSON
Uhat the fuck is goin' on?
UQICE (US)
Ohhh, sueet God, help me, help
me.
ERIKSSON
Who is it?
ROYCE

Sounds |ike that skinny
motherfucker with the glasses,
he fieldstripped them leeches,

ACHAN
The Cherry?

ERIKSSON
That's hiw? The kid7

Throughout this scene the Cherry has been calling from 3S and #oW a
rifle chot rings out. Again averycne fires intc the jungle, a3 ful!
magazine,

ANOTHER ANGLE: 3ercecit Hawthorne moving along the column.

HAUTHORNE
Cegse fire, Hoid it, Ceass fire.
Legse fire,

Houthorne is now approaching Rowan and Eriksson and the other:.

SLORNE
Uhat's the haps here, Sarge?

HRWTHORNE
Sniper. MNatz greased him hangin’
in a tree about forty meters up,
{more)
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HRWTHORHE (Cont'd)
- Hie shit's in the wind., Let's
quick-step it outa here.

ERIKSSON
Uas it the Cherry got dinged?

HAKTHORNE
That boy was bagged and tagged
the minute they cut his orders
for this ploce. They shoulda just
shot him back home.

EXT: DAY: JUNGLE TRAIL 38

LFy )

The Cherry lies on a poncho. Two soldiers are rigging potes to
nogok inte the poncho to carry the body. Rowan passes, Eriksson
passes, looking down. Rt the sound of rifle fire he whirls %o z=2=
Sioane biasting up into the trees, Around Sioane other soldiers
stand iooking up. HNo one eise is firing.

ANOTHER RNGLE: In the trsetops the UC sniper dangles from the rodé
that helid him tied to the trunk of his perch, bullets impacTing
into him, ripping him.

ERIKSSON
Man, whata you doin'? He's dead.
Siognet

SLOANE

Me ain't dead =nough.
(He stops shooting,
jooks at Eriksson)
Fuck you!l

Siogne starts shooting again. Another soldier, MEYER3, is snapping
pictures of Sloane with an instamatic camera, Then Heyers turns
toward the distant, dangling UL and snaps qeay.

SOLBIER *
You ain't gonna get nothin' with
that thing, man. It's too far
geay.

SOLDIER 82
You need a telephoto lens from
here, Heyers,
EAT: DAY: CLERRING IN FRONT OF CRUE NOUTHS a7

A iarge number of soldiers aill agbout or lie or squat on their
rucks, smoking, 2ating.
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ROWAN
So you get about eight days in
the Ham, you brutalize a puncha
seches, somebody stz2qls your
pound cake, and nobody' |1 trade
you pound coke for boneless
chicken. You get lost and .the
next day some Jook motherfucker
tied to a tree looks over this
tong line a grunts humpin' a trail
and sgkes you his target of
apportunity.

ERIKSSON
No, man., Ho.

ROWARN
No, what?

ER{KSSON
You can't be thinkin' about it
that =ay.

ROWARN .
How the fuck you wanna be thinkin’
gbout it?

ERIKSSON
The goddamn thing is turnin' us
on our heads. He're gettin' it
backwards, adn.

ROWAN
Becguse what it is is a day-in,
day=~-out dose of bullshit.

ERIKSSON
But don't you fesl how it oughta
pe differant? Don't you feel it,
magn? |t don't have to be this
way if we don't want it this way.
| mean, just because each one of
us might at any second be biown
away, everybody's actin' like we
can do anything and it don't
aatter what we do -- but I'm
thinkin' maybe it’'s ail the other
way oround and the main thing is
just the opposite, you know, and
becauss we miqght be dead in the
next spiit second, we have to be
extra cogreful about what we do
-~ because aoybe what we do
agttars more -- maybe it matters
mors than we can imagine.



98 INT: CRUES: PITCH BLRCK Er

Flashiight begms probe the dark showing wel walis, rock cruabiifg.
R fight hits Eriksson's foce, He rurns.  HAigs bignt nits Rowan' <
faoce,

SLORNE
Hoty shit. Gh Ged.

They a!l whirl to the point where Sioane's light has stopped, the
lights converging to illuminate a figure, hanging, a G.i.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Dangling in the dark is Rasmuszsen, a rope groumd his
neck, his hands tied.

i HATS
T Ohhh, shit. God.
ROWAN
It's Rasaussen,
SLORANE

They hung hia.
CLOSE UP on Eriksson, staring.

99  EXT: DRY: BASECARP KOLF: QUTSIDE C.P. TENT 33
Trucks pass as Eriksson, in full combat gear, 3i%3 on hid heiaRt
outside a huge tent. Then he rises as from out of the tent steps 3
Sergeant ES.

EB

Captain says he's got a ainute,

Eriksson. And by that he aeans

sixty motherfucking seconds.
ERIKSSON

Yeg, sergeant,
EB

Bon't pigs hia off.

Eriksson enters the tent.
108 INT: TENT 100

He passes through one section of the tent into another where
CAPTRIN UCRST awaits him behind a desk.

ERTXSSON
Sir, Pfc. Eriksson, reporting,
sir,

JORST

At ease, Eriksson.



ERIK3SON
Captain Uorst, sir, something
happened . . . somethin’l fee|--
UORST

| know why you're here, Eriksson.
Erikeson is startled. |

UORST
Lieutenant Reilly came to me when
you first detaifed this thing to

him., |'®m handling everything.
ERIKSSON
- ! didn't know that, sir.
YORST
Does that cover it as far as
you're concerned, soldier? ['n
agx-attentive to this thing.
ERIKSSON
Yes, sir, Is there anyone |
shoutd speak to? | mean, has the
inusstigation started?
UORST

| hope you realize how serious
this event is, Eriksson.

ER1KSSONM
ves, sir, that's why | reported
it, becguse--

UVORST

An event like this could cause
an international incident. Are
you aware of that?

Eriksson stares at hia.

VORZ™
Becaguse if you haven't thought
about it, you goddamn well better
think about it.

ERIKSSON
Yes, sir.

UoRAST
Theca four men fucked up good,
put is bringing charges against
thes going to start that poor girt
up breathin' again? Is it going
to ease one sacond of her .
suffering or just spread the hurt
on these boys and their families?
|'m askin' you, Pfc.



ERIK330N
Charges have to be brought, sir,
don't they?

UORST
Why?

ERIK330H
This #was a crime, sir. | medn,
she wasn't =-- she didn't --- she

wgs just in her goddomn house!
$irt” Slesping, sir! Hhata you
gean, "Why," goddomnit?!.
GODDANNIT!  WHAT THE FUCK S GOIN'
ON HERE? 1'ft NOT TALKIN' ABOUT
ROCDNBRT SITUATION HERE! I'H

NGT =~

YORST
At ease! You want charges
brought, alright. Do you know
the first thing to come into
question in a court martial on
this thing will be your sanity
for bringing charges |ike this!?

ERIKSSON
Wwhat?
VORS3T
They'!! tear you a new asshole

and | want you clear on that!
0o you read ne?

ERIKSSON
Yes, sir.

JORST
These ars four aen who never woul!d
hgue done this thing in other
circumastances -~ and that's a
fact, not @ woulda or a coulda
put g fact. And they're good
soidiers, each and every --
Heserve is up for the Bronze Star!
Uhat about that? Uhat about the
fucking lives he sowed? Are you
justl going o tirce it away?

ERIKSSIN
Maybe, sir, if you'd heard her
screamin' you'd feel differentiy?

UORST
|'yve heard g lot of screamin' in
this fucking country and most of
it's been comin' from the aouths
of hurt American boys. |'m Jonna
transfer you outa this company,
Eriksson. RI1 right?

{more)



Silence,

33.

UORST {(Cont'd)
How's that strike you? Jut of
the infantry if you want. 1’11
qet you placed any fuckin’ whera
you say. You nane it.

UORST
You name it.

ERIKS30N
Dogr gunner, sir.

VUORST

vou wont to be a helicopter door
gunner? That's a RAog, then
Eriksson. That's affirmed,

ERIKSSOH

1t won't keep me from tryin' to

bring this thing out, though, sir.

UORST
Nobody wants to keep you from
anything, Eriksson. {'m just

fupctioning here to make the
procedures clear by which a thing
like this will go down. | @mean,
ayen if you get these men
convicted, you oughta know they
eill do no real time in prison.
military courts are leniant, and
stqteside boards of review are
notoricusly forgiving. They' 1|

pe out of the stockade faster'n
fliss on shit. And if | was thea,
I'd be pissed off -- 1'd want scae
payback. fAnd if | was you, d
young man with o young wife and
bgby daughter, 1'd consider thesg
factors very closely,

ER1KSS0N
Pardon ae, sir, but what's your
point, sir?

UCORST
No point, Pfc. |'m just trying
tg illuminate the terrain you're
crossing into. You don't mind
;hat, | hope; and fuck you if you
c.

ERI1KSSCON
Yes sir, )

UQAST
Are you on ay frequency?
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139,

ERIK330N
Yas, sir,

VORST
| mean, who the fuck do you think
you aret! ‘You little scumbag:
You're in this report recosaending
Meserve for the Bronze Star! You
wers out there that night. He
brought the five a you outa that
pess alive! | pean, this thing
with the girl, it was wrong, but
he's-a kid. He's twenty goddamn
years old! Are you gonna ruin
his !ife! He sgved yours!

Ffiksson stares at hia.

UORST
Get the fuck outg here.

EXT: DRY: CHOPPER PRD 10

Eriksson, accosmpanisd by Rouwan, is hauling his gear toward the
chopper.

ERIKSSCON .
| don't know exactiy, but 1’11
be gbout two weeks TOY at Radcliff
hefore |'m transferred to the

choppers. That's ail | knos.
[*i] be pultin’ maintenance, doin'
carpentry.

He freezes, looking back toward the tents.

POV OF ERIKSSON: Meserve, with a young soldier, is standing there
looking at Eriksson, The young soldier suddenliy runs Towara
Eriksson, who stares gt Hesesrve unt1l the sgidier arrives

SOLDIER
Meserve says he's got a feelin’
your chopper's goin' down.

Eriksson whirls, looking at Meserve who gives Eriksson fhe finrer
£riksson stares at Heserve, who ameets his gaze.

INT: MIGHT: EHLISTED MEN'S CLUB: CARP RADCLIFF 12

Eriksson sits gt a tabie in the corner, isolated. Music is
playing., Eriksson has g pyramid of beer cans on the tnple before
him and a letter, a4 torn enueiope, a picture of his wite and
daughter, a carpenter's belt containing a hammer and ather tools,
Uood walls and floor, a galuanized roof, the room is fairly large
and filled Wwith formica tables, padded chairs. There are ftuo Dars,
one at either end, both made of plywood decorated wifth black and
red vingl. The club is fairly Crowded. fis Eriksson sets the
picture down and drinks, a large man, an gfficer, movas from a
cluster of enlisted men toward Eriksson.
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KiRk
How you doin', son?

ERIK3SON .
Sir, sorry, sir. OQrunk, sir

K1RK o
vou aind if | join you for a bit?

ERIKSSON
Orunk, sir.

As Kirk picks up the photos and examines them, Eriksson watches and
Kirk pulls up g chair and sits,

KI1RK
Uery pretty,
ERIKSSON
That's my wife, sir,
K1RK

And this littie darling must D2
your daughter.

Erikeson iz nodding,

K IRK
Trouble at home, son?

ERIKSSON
Pardon, sir?

K1RK
| couldn't help noticing the uway
you isolagted yourself guer here,
all alone, gettin' a real

snout ful .

ERIKSSON
gh, yes, sir. Weil . . . yes,
sir,

KiRK

| thought maybe you were having
probleas at home. Problzas with
your wife, or sickness in the
family, and you aight want to bend
my ear about it,

ERI1K330H
My wife wrote me 0 beautiful
fetter., 1t's a bequtiful letter.
She loues me,

As Erikzson is lifting a beer to his mouth, Kirk puts hiz large
hand gentty on Eriksson's arm, restraining hia.



ERIXSION
- You don't wanng know, sSir.
KIRK
0f course | do,
ERIKSSON '
No, you don't., Nobody does.
KiRK

{'a g chapiain, son. Try ae,
That's what { do.

ERIKSSON
You're a chaplain?
_ K| RK
f'm g Mormon., HfAre you religious,
son?
ERIK3S0N

{quite drunk)
Sir, can | ask you a philosophical
question, sir. That's what 1'd
l[ike to do. 1| hague a
philosophical question | would
like to ask you.

KIAK
shoot .

ERIKSSON
| worked hard atl ay iife, He
were farsers, Lutherans, My
father died when | was little,
And | beliave that a aan's
conscience is just -- it's part
of hia. It goes wher2 he goes.
Even ali across the ocean, it
travels with hia because it's a
part of him as much as his aras
and legs are a part of hia, Do
you bejieve that, sir?

KI1RK

| do. Yes. But we've all seen
what can happen to the arms and
legs of men in this war, haven't
we, Conscience, in most cases,
is even mors fragile, {'m afraid.
Forgive yourself, son. Forgive
yourself, The Lord forgives you.
Now you forgive yourse!lf,

Pattiné Erikssen's arm; Kirk picks up the photo of Eriksson's
daughter.

KI1RK
Uhat's your little girl's name?
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ERIKSSON
| went on a !ong range patrol,
sir, three weeks ago, and we
kignapped a qgird, sir, and the
asther four men raped her, sir,
angd they murdered her.

EXT: MIGHT: CAMP RADCLIFF: A ROAD 103

A jesp rushes through the streats between the hootches, the guonsat
huts and G.P. tents, The driver is an H.P., Beside him sits
another M.P. Eriksson is in the pack seqat betwxeesn the chapigin

and another officer.

ANQTHER ANGLE: The jeep rushes through the night.
INT: QUONSET HUT: CRIMINAL INVESTIGRTION DIUVISION 104
Two agents are interrogating Eriksson.

AGENT 31

Uhere wos the gir! supposed to
haue been abducted from?

ERIKSSON
Cat Tuong viliage.

AGENT 81
How ofd was she?

ERIKSSON
She was, uh, eighteen to twenty

AGENT 32
How do you know that?

ERIK3SON
Because her acther . . . she was
young . . . She just -- she

appeared young., Her agther was
there, she w€was very upset. The
gir|--

AGENT =2
Hue do you know she wasn't
fourteen, how do you knaw she
wasn‘t twelve, how do you know
she wasn't twenty-eight?

ERIKSSON
Ueit . . . 1 guess . . . Hell,
that's how oid she seseaed to be.
AGENT 82
Has she UC? .
ERIKSSON

I don't think so,
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_ AGENT 3!
How do you know she wasn't?

ER1KSSON
e went through the village with
a flashlight looking for a
good~-looking girl. -

AGENT 32
How do you know the sergeant
sgsn't iooking for arms, for UC?

ERIKSSON
Because at the briefing the night
hefore he told us we were going
to have some fun, that wse uwere
gonna take a girl.

AGENT 31
Who attended this brisfing?

ERIKS3ON
The men who went, Heserve,
Herber, Clark, Digz, ayself.

AGENT 82
Ho one else.

ERIKSSON
Ho,

AGENT *

What do they say about this? Have
you talked to thea about it7

ERIKSSON
No. When | refused to
participate, Sergeant Neseruve
thregtened ae that | couild end
up dead by friendly fire and SO
everybody else -- they .

AGENT 32
Everyone else participated.

ERIKSSON
One of the guys didn't want to
but the Sarge jumped on ae pretty
good and it scared thea, they ail

saw it--

AGENT 81
This guy who was reluctant, who
was he?

ERIKSSON

iaz.
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AGENT 32

- Did she struggle?
ERIKS30NM

vYegh., Her ag@--
AGENT 81

How do you know she wasn't UC
struggi ing because she was being
taken prisoner?

AGENT 32
How do you know he didn't have
it in his mind that he went to
the vilie to takg soae prisoners?
How do you know that this woman
was the object of the night
before's briefing?

ERIKSSON
Hetl, he said ve're gonnd 30 get
us the girl and we did.

AGENT 32
50 she struggled.

~ ERIXS30ON
Yegh. Her aom was very upseat.
She came out and gave her d scarf
to take with her. Therz was

screaming--
RGENT 32

Uhy did they give her a scaorf.
ER I KSSON

| don't know. [t was just like

. . . sopething -- everybody was

yery upset and the amom -= it was

like something of her daughter'‘s.
AGENT 1

How far out did the patrol go.
ER1KSSON

e went to Hill one-ninety-tuo,
which is apout g five hour hike.

RGENT 81
And you did it all on foot, no
helicopters,

ERIKSSON
No. HNo helicopters. MWe hiked
in.

RGENT 32

se what happened to her after you
got there?
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ERIKS3SON

She was . . . They killed her,
She was 3tabbed and--
RGENT 31
Did you see her get stabbedf
ERIKSSON
Ne,
AGHET #1

How the hell do you know the was
stabbed then?

ERIKSSON
Because the guy said he'd stabbed
her two or three times, the guy
who did it, he saw her crawling
gway and he said--

AGENT 32

You saw her crouwling guway?
ERIK3S0ON

He gll saw her crawling auway.
AGENT #1

Who shot her?
ERIKSSON

iJh, everybody shot her.
RGENT ®1

You squw these people shoot her?
ERIKSSON

Yeah.
AGENT 1

1 f she was dead, wzhen did they

rape her,
ERI1KSSON

That was before, gt the hootch.
AGENT 32

Did you see anyone rape her?
ERIKSSON

Ueli, you could hear her screaming
gnd mocaning and then they would
come out ot the hooftch and say
they did this. | went off. |
gguldn‘t stand it. To be around
it .

AGENT 81
Guess what? This is a grade A
bul lshit story. Do you know why?
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ERIK330N
it isn't.

AGENT 31
But it is, because if what jou ' re
telling us is true, and you_hiked
in and hiked out, and these ‘things
happened the way you're telling
it, you would have never made it
walkin'back. You'd have been

K.1.R,
ERIKSSON

| was choppered out. | said we

. walked in. | was med-ewacked out.,

RGENT 32

You were choppered out?
AGENT #1

sg then what happened.
AGENT 82

After you shot her, what happened?
hat did you do with the body?

ERIKS3ON
Yell . . . She's there. The
body's there.

The agents lock at each other, then baock gt Eriksson.
AGENT %1

Sq if somebody went out there,
they could find the body?

ERIKSSON

Yegh.
EXT: DAY: HILL 182 155
The hill is wauering arass and Eriksson looks arnund at the

ridge!ine ahead, the vista in which he once strugglied now seen on
another doy. Then he steps forward, Other figures are trameing

up the terrain, which reagins fami!iar, though large sections of

it are scorched and cratered. The group consists of a major,
Coptain Yorst, the CI0 agents, several photographers, a firearms
expert, o ballistics man, Q squad of grunts, and in their midst,
Eriksson. Rs they cliab, the squad is spread fo the front and r24ar
with flankers out. Behind the point men and adugnce froops of the
squad, the group is led by ¢ heavy-set agjor, clegriy acre
accystomed to time spent behind a desk than to the sfruggle ar fnis
cliab. He gasps, pants, his fuce red.

UORST
Perhaps we should take five, gir,



HAJOR
- {gasping)
How . . . much . . . further?

1D RGEMT 82
Eriksson, how nuch further?

ER I K3SON
{(pointing ahead)
| think it's that rock there, sir.

MAJOR ‘
Me'lt ., . . go . . . there,

They climb on, passing @ crater, a laorge scorched areg.

BALLISTICS NMAN
Somebody managed some high level
devastation on thiz hunk g real
estate, agn,

PHOTOGRAPHER
{snapping 4 picture of
the crater)
They put Charlie to flight from
thie motherfucker.

R yeip from aboue stortles them, and they lonk tg =ge The mi:or
tumbiing down the hill,

ANOTHER ANGLE: As the tumbling major Claws the dirt and griass 49
stop, coliiding with Eriksson, who helps the Madjor <lamber %o his
feat and flaiil an,

MAJCOR
No break, no break. |'a fine,

Eriksson, st2pping out around the major and the (1D agents Ciinds
rapidly, striding oway from them toward the rock.

The others struggle, cliabing.

Eriksson ciiabs looking ghead toward the rock, then turning to
survey the ground below, trying to remember where things nappenad.
Glancing ahead again, R¢ sees two aen froa the sgquod at the rock.
As Eriksson arrives, they turn to hin.

SOLDIER 2%
Hothin' here,

Eriksson looks about, thinking. Then he points off.

ER1KSSON
Quer there, sir.

ANOTHER ANGLE: Where Eriksson points, a rock similar to the one %o
which he has alreaqdy climbed, juts out.
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: ERIK330N
. That rock, sir, |t was either
this rock or that one.

MRJOR
Go look then!
(He f{lops down to sit)
He't! wait here, Sergeant, have
your men check other aregs.

SERGEBNT
First squad. Spread out and check
for the body.

183.

Erikseon is clinbing the hill, and as he gets closer, he knows :%°:
right. The rock definition is cleariy the one he remembere.

Below Eriksson and on his flank other grunts are visible mouing
agbout in the weeds., Eriksson begins to agscend again.

voice callis:

SOLDIER 23
Here's g body, sir.

ANOTHER AMGLE: The G.!. stands in the weeds, waving.

hear another voice:

SOLDIER %4
| found one, sir.

ANOTHER ANGLE: The amajor, looking disgruntied.

Eriksson keeps clinabing; flies can be heard buzzing.

deep breath, From off;

SOLDIER 85
Sir, over here. HAmerican body
guer here, sir.

From beicw q

From off we

He ftakeas 1

Eriksson comes over the top of the rock, and thare are Mao'c

reaains tangled in the weeds. Eriksson stares at

looks down the hill to the soidiers spread out.
ERIKSSON
She's here, sir. It's up nNure,

EXT: LATER THART DAY: HILL 192

it

He turns,

18

Photographers stand taking pictures as other aen bustie around and
from their aidst Vorst walks toward Eriksson, who stands aff to ‘
the side looking down at the stretch of vibrant jungle. For g beat

Uorst stands lonking off with Eriksson.

UORST
You couldn't let it rest, could
you. You hadda push it,

Silenca,
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UGRST
- In a way, |'m relieved,

Eriksson lonks at him.

ERIK3ISON
Sir . . . fuck you,

vorst glances at Eriksson, then Dack out at the jungle.

VORST
Don't even fook like a jungla.
Looks aimost beautifu! from way
up here,

ANOTHER AHGLE: The vista of the jungle, wild and green, huge
swatches of tangled and varied greens and browns and reds,

DISSOLVE TO:
INT: COURT ROON
Mesarve is on the witpess stand.

NESERVE
i was just fooling when | ftaliked
of having fun on the-mission at
the briefing, sir. [ told my men,
*|t'd be nice if we could pick
up five Women for the five days
up there gnd haue an orqgy.”
Everybody aade comaents and
laughed.,

PROSECUTUR
And how do you explain the
affidauits of Pfc. Herber and Pfc,
Digz in which they admit to raping
the gir!, Phan Thi Mao, under your
orders.

NESERVE
| can't explain what other men
say, sir. How can | explain that?

PROSECUTOR
ts that all you have to say for
yourself?

HESERUE
Hel!l, sir, |'ve seen a lot of
kiliing, which it is our duty to
do, because it's kill or be
killed, Sometimes you hate the
eneay SO bad.

(aore)



Silence.

.MESERVE (Cont'd)

“Well, during this Qperat ion Thayer
11, which started lqgst Qctober,
we ran into a hootch that was
nurned down. Some Uietnamese
people were pringing children out
of the bunker in the hootch. - They
syuffersd from smoke inhalation.
| had to give one sagli child
pouth-to-routh respiration and
bring her back to jife, That just
shows you it isn't al| coabat over
nere,

PROSECUTOR
Do you regret what you did to that
giri?

PROSECUTOR
Do you regret what you did?

BI330LVE TO:

Digz on the stand.

BIAL
| do.
PRQSECUTOR
Why did you rape the girl?
BiRZ
| was afraid of being ridiculed.
PROSECUTOA
Could you please explain?
DIAC

Okay, iet's say you are on a@
patrol. Thess Quys right here
gre going to start faughing you
out. “"That guy, he's scared of
deing this, he's scared of doing
that," You see? When you 9o out
on a patrol then, ynu gin't going
to be as good as Yyou want to be,
becaguse these guys ain't heiping
you do anything. {t's going to
be yourself. There is going to
be tour people on that patrol and
gn individual. And so | did what
| did, and got reaorse agbout it
and |'m soying thess things, but
| don't feel good about that
2ither, because | haue loyaity
to the men | was out thers= with.
{more)
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DIRZ (Cont'd)
| had to talk 1ots to the chapiain
about this probies, and he has
led me to befisve that | haue g
greater obligation %o justice and
society and to ay own wife and
child, to teil the truth and
betraq my friends.

PROSECUTOR

Why did you go into that girl's
hamiet?

DISSOLUE T10:

Clark on the witness stand,

Herber on

CLARK
He was lookin' for UC, and if that
giri hadn't started acting funny
we wouldn't have bothered her,
But she acted funny. And 1've
seen gooks hai¢ her age waste many
a 6.}, - it just riles the hetll
outa e, sir, when | think what
we'ye done for these siopeheads.
And they haven't got even g [ittle
gratitude. VYou put "something down
and ook away, they'!l steal it
before you look back. | couid
give you a bunch of exampies of
this. | zean, | just don't see
what's the big deai about what
happened, sir,

PROSECUTOR
Are you saying you do not feel
in any way invoived in crimes of
rape gnd aurder?

CLARK
Mg, sir == | do net. RAnd ancther
thing, soidiers )l ike Tony !Meserve
and ae beiong out in combat, not
her=, You throws gquys |ike us
in the stockade, and it's heipin’
nobody but the Uiet Cong, sir.

PROSECUTOR
Uhen your turn was called by
Sergeant Heserve, did you go into
the hootch?

DISSOLVE TO:
the witness stand, thinking, worried.

HERBER
Yes, sir.
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PROSECUTOR
And you raped the girl.

Herber sits, worried, thinking.

PROSECUTOR

Plegse answer the guestion.™
HERBER

Yes, sir.
PROSECUTOR

Houe you any idea why Pfc.
Eriksson stayed out of the hootch?

Herber thinks.

HERBER
Mell, sir, he was brand new, |°d
heen there more'n him, 1'd been
there at {east three weeks longer.

PROSECUTOR
find how tong had you been in
country at this tiae?

Eriksson on'the stand.

D1SSOLVE TO:
ERIKSSON
B little nore than three weeks,
sir,
ATTORHEY

fsn't it true that shortly bafore
this incident on Hill
one=-ninety~two, you vere inucived
in an action during shich you were
put out on fiank security, whers
you failed utterly to either
protect your fellow soidiers or
regroup according to your
instructions.

ERIKSSON
Sir, sortars were landing, and
the concussion put -- it knocked

part of a tree trunk onto my leq,
| couldn't moue,

ATTORNEY
And who saued you?

ERIKSSON
Sergeant Meserve,
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ATTORNEY
He didn't haue to come after you,
did he.

ERIKSSON
No, sir. He didn't have to.

ATTORNEY
0o you respect Sergeant Mese2rve? -
ERTKSSON
HO sir.
ATTORNEY
Are you afraid of him?
ERIKSSON

That's affirmative, sir, but not
if he doesn’'t have g wegpon.

ATTORNEY
{looking at his notes)
And during this alleged rape, you
went off to sit in the jungliez,
is thet correct?.

ERIKSSOM
Yes, sir. '

ATTORNEY
Joes sexual gctivity always
repuise you in this way?

PROSECUTOR
Objection,

ATTORNEY
lsn't it trus that what you went
off to do was to figure out how
to use this incident to get the
hell out of the infantry.

ERIK3SON
Ho, sir.

ATTORNEY
Didn't you fabricate your charges
against Meserve and Clark to avoid
further coabat duty?

PROSECUTOR
b jection,
ERIKS30N
Mo, sir. | applied for door

gunner -~ that's hazardous--



ATTORNEY

1 know what you
| know what you

app

a carpenter and 1 witness and

neither one !
go when you had

Sjience,

s hazardous.
rpe hell didn’t you lat
a

chance?

ATTORNEY

in fact,
her so bad!

patrol, and~--

i f jou wan
y, why did
shoot the other neaber

ERIKSSON

| thought about

it,

PROSECUTOR

gbjection,

ATTORNEY

But you d
you were

do it.

jidn't do it.
watching out
own sweet ass it why

PROSECUTOR

Objection, gir!

PRES | DENT

Querruied.

RTTORHEY

in fact, you d

idn't

Ry
that girl

tad to save
n't you just
s ot your

Because
for your
you 4idn’t

11%.

{ied for and

're doing., You're

do anything,

did you, except trade that girl's

life for your Q
betraying her,

your feliow coldiers with this
shaa of a triat! fsn't that
right?

PROSECUTOR
Don't answer, Eriksson.

wn safety,
and then betraying

ERIKSSON

{ probably shouid have S

| probably should have shot

hot then.

Meserve! And Ciark! 1 probably
should have shot them. Yes sirt
instead of what | did . . which
is let her die.

cut 10!

Loc, Mao‘s sister, on the
Loc speaking Viestnamese.

witness suand,

an interpreter pestde her,
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INTERPRETER .
--her mother and che searched for
Mao with much desperation into

Loc speaks in Yietnanese.

INTERPRETER
Traueiing into the jungle, they
find the hootch and clothing .
, this ay sister's tregsure,

q scarf,
Loc hol!ds up the scari as she continues her narrative in
Vietnasese,
’ INTERPRETER
. . and the troops burned down
the hootch . . . and . . .nov her
mother . .
Loc, in Uietnamese.
INTERPRETER
The Uiet Cong abducted her mother
now, accusing her . . - of leading

 South Yietnam forces to UC
aamunitinons hidden there .
on that hili one-ninety-tuoc.

108  INT: COURT ROOA 108

The five officers are filing back into the rooa as the defendants.
their [owyers, Eriksson, the chapliain, Loc, the interpretsr, on2 o
the C!1D agents ond ssueral other peopie wait and watch.

Taking their piaces pehind the table, the proceedings are2 callac £2
order, then the President rises, sheets of paper in his hanas.

PRESIDENT

(reading)
0f the charges of rape and
preseditated surder, Corporal
Thomas E. Clark is found quilty
and sentenced to life imprisonment
at hard labor.

{pause)
0f the charges of rape, PfC,
Antonio Diaz is found quiity and
sentenced to eight years
imprisonaent at hard labor.

{pause)
0f the charges of rape and unpre-
meditcted murder, Pfc. Edward T,
Herber is found guilty and
sentenced to ten years hard labor.

{pause)
0f the charge of rape, Sergeant

{more)



PRESIDENT {(Cont'd)

ES Tony Heserus it found innocent,
0f the charge of unpreaeditated
nurder, Sergeant Meserue is found
quilty and sentenced to ten years
hard iabor.

(pause) -
Al sentences ars to begin
jamedigteiy at the United States
Oisciplinary Barracks, Fort
Leavenuworth, Kansas,

As everyone stirs, MP's move in to monacie the four aen.

ANOTHER ANGLE: At the prosecutor’'s table, as an officer comes up to
th;iprosecutor, Eriksson is nearby.

, OFF{CER
Tough sentences, lorris.

PROSECUTOR
Don't playfuck me, Maxwell.

QFF ICER
That's stiffer than anybody
thought they'd get.

PROSECUTOR )
They't! all be out walkin' the
streets in four years or [2ss.

Eriksson is stortied. He looks at the prosscutor who has z#2n §in
jump.

QFFICER
faybe. But--

PROSECUTCR
That's right, Eriksson. Four
years max. And | mean every one
of em'i| be out., | know this
systes,

ANOTHER ANGLE: The President of the Board, a full-bird colonel who
hase been watching closely as the NP's put handcuffs on the men.

PRES IDENT
Sergeant of the Guard. Cease and
desist. There's no need to have
these men in handcuffs.

The HP's begin taking the cuffs off Clark and Meservwe, Oiaz and
Herber.

The prosecutor |goks at Eriksson.
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108 INT: AIRPLRANE: NIGHT i

A soldier is wandering along the dimly illuminated aizle of the
commercial airtinar, the seats of which are filled witn soldizrs 0
dress khakis. [tany of these men sieep. R f2w stare or chat with
one another., Occasionally there are bursts of laughter. The
wandering soidier, EUANS, flops into-his seat beside Eriksson, wnn
is gazing out the window at the night sky. Evans has a pint of
whiskey, nearly empty, and 4 paper cup.

EUANS
There's a guy up there sabbin’
like @ baby., | couldn't make-hia

stop. Steuwagrdess come glong, the
guy gets uworse,

{(hoiding out the paper

cup, offering to pour)
Hanna pep? | got nore.

ERIKSSON
Sure,

Faptying the bottl|e, Evans pulls another out from the pouch (n ne
back of the seat in front of him.

EUANS
|'m gonna niss gettin' dinky dao
on that Thai stick, man., That
wos some far out shit, wasn't it.

ERIKSSONM
Yeh,

EVANS
What was your name again?

ERIKSSON
Eriksson.

EVANS
{'a from Pennsylvania, where you
from?

ERIKSSON
Hinnesota .

EUANS

Do | know you from some mad-minute
lost in the Nam, Eriksson? There's
somethin' about you familiar.

ERIKSSON
| don't think 30,

Evans stonds up, trying to peer forward and see something. Erikszen
looks out the window,
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EUANS
fuy stopped cryin'. Got the
stewardess to hold his dick
probably, magybe 1'!l start fQ--

Flopping down, he looks at Eriksson.

EURNS
You were the guy that turned in
that patrol for wastin' that gook
bitch, HWere you that guy?

Eriksson stares at hia,

i EUANS
. Why'd you do that?

ERIKSSON
They killed her,

EVANS
Yeh, but why'd you do that?

ERIKSSON
| thought we were over there, you
know, to help those people, adn,
not . . . not .

EURNS
No, no, no,
{sioshing more |iquor
into Eriksson's cup)
That gin't why we were over there,
man,
{He tokes ¢ big drink
from the bottie)
That was crazy what you did, but
esverybody was crazy in the Naa.
Fuck it, aan.

Evunz offers to clink glasses, and they do, cup to bottls, and rhey
drink.

ERIKSSON
Hhy wers um guer there?

EURANS
The equipment, man. They had atll
this equipsent, they needed to
see if it worked.

[NT: RIRPORT: MINNESOTA £

The gir! from the photo, Eriksson‘s wife, KIASTEN, stands there,
and beside her the [ittle giri from the photo, KINBERLY, is jumping
up and down, and Eriksson is there, hastening toward them, He al!
but juaps into his wife's aras, the little giri hugging his legs.
find then he lunges down and iifts the little girl. The three of
them turn into cone fierce easbruce.
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K IMBERLY
Daddy! Oaddy! Oaddy!

EXAT: RORD: QUSK Ty
R car pulls to a halt in front of a small, one story house.
INT: CARR: DUSK 112

Eriksson and his #ife and daughter sit looking out, Eriksson
wearing the dress khaki unifora he wore in the plane.

EXT: RORD: DUSK !

L ]

Eriksson cliabs from the car as his wife and daughter emerge. He
stares at his houss. He looks at his daughter, his smiling wif2.
He- cannot believe he's home. He goes to the trunk and gets out
his duffie bag., Together Eriksson and his family move gcross the
saall yord toward the house, holding hands.

{NT: KIMBERLY'S BEDROOM: NIGHT . AL
Kimberly |ies there lonking up as Eriksson leans £0 kizs her.

ERIK3SUN
Goodnight, honey,

K INBERLY
Hitl you be here in the morning,
daddy? :

ERIK5SON
Sure will,

Stroightening, he turns to Kirsten who staonds in a nightgoun. He

goes to her, puts his ars ground her, they move to leaue Kimberly's
bedroon.

INT: HOUSE: NIGHT t1s

Eriksson and Xirsten walk through the dialy lit living rooa turning
out lights. Beyond them a window shows with $now beginning fo gl
past it as they open the bedrooa door. Standing in the door of
the bedroom is a towering figure, all in black, g diamond gecaraten
knife clutched in the gloved hand above the stocking-maskeuy vo.z

it‘i Meserve, his features crushed and distorted in the s.ocking
aqask.

MESERUE
Rgggghhhhhhhhhh!

As Kirsten screagms, Eriksson flings her back into the lining room,
the plunging knife-flashing past her as Eriksson dodges backward,
He flings shut the door on the arm, which éscapes into the dadroom
gs Eriksson lunges against the door.

KI1ASTEN
{(shrieking)
Ohhh, God!
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Eriksson whirls to see Kimberly in the hands of Clark drassad
exact !y as Mesarvue: the black, the gloves, the stocking mask The
little girl begins screaming as Kirszten runs toward her daughfer
and Clark takee Kirsten's full attack, hanging onto Kimperiyg, and
wrapping his ara around Kirsten's throat as they go %o the flaor.

ANOTHER RNGLE as Eriksson grabs up o-floor lamp, ripping 1t lonze,
plunging the room into o deeper darkness.

CLARK

Khich one? HWhich one we gonnag
take!

Eriksson, the lamp as a wegpon, is rushing at Clark.

K IMBERLY
Daddy! Daddy!

Meserve comes hurtling out of the shadows behind Eriksssn, tockling
him, growling, cursing.

The front door bursts open. Flashlights giare in, their bzams
darting cbout. Someone is there.

ERIK3SON
Heip! Help!

NESERUE
It's payback, motherfucker.

His arm around Eriksson's neck, the knife is at his throat.

ERIKSSON
Goddamnit. Goddamnit,

The figure in the door is approaching, flashiight glaring.

ERIKSS0ON
Heip me!
CLARK
Hhich one we gonna take?
MESERUE
Take the pretty one. Take the
pretty one.

Rs the figure rushing forward and leaning in i$ seen to be Erikzson
himself, dressed in jungie fatigues.

INT: BUS: DAY 118

Eriksson, with a wild look, is waking up., His eyes biinking,
fegrful, dazed.

POU OF ERIKSSON: Through his blinking 2yes, as through a mist or
veil, we se2 g Vietnamese gir! sitting on the bus, her big coat
apen to rasyeail the white blouse she wears, her hat off and her
black heir streaming down her shoulders.
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AROTHER ANGLE: Slowly, Eriksson is Stthing up. He jooks sharaiy
out tHe window to cee the terrain of Minnezota flowing by

DR 1UER
Have a good snoocze? ! wouldn't
a let you miss your stop, Sven,.

Eriksson cannot respond, his gaze returning to the girl, She
occupies the segt that runs parailel to the bus, right in front

of hia. On the floor are two large shopping bags full of food.
Now the girl, as the bus is hissing and slowing down, is buttoning
her coat and putting on her hat. ‘Eriksson stares, entrancadg, A
the girl, getting to her feet, picks up her bags, the bus hits a2
bumap and someone jostles the girl who staggers, dropping one of
her bags, the items spiiling out onto the tloor. The girl cries
oyt in dismay. Eriksson moves quickly to heip, Crouching togethser
on the floor, they replace the spilled iteas intg the buag.

DRIVER
Ne rush.

The bus is stopped now as Eriksson and the girl gare finiching
foading the bag. He picks it up in hie arns.

ERIK330N
P'H carry it for you,

She grabs the other bag; they mous for the door.
EAT: ORY: BUS 3ToP T

The giri steps off, followed by Eriksson. A |ight znow is falling.
The giri stops and waits for Rim. He hands her the bag.

GIAL
Thank you.

She locks at him, s:iling, and then she turhs to legue.

ERIKSSON
Chao co.

She stops, looks at hia shurply, understanding.

GIRL
You had ¢ bad dreas .

She reaches out, touches his ara.

GIRL
Chao ang.

She turns and starts walking, us'does Eriksson. The znow iz

fatiing heguier. |In the séirling snow, Eriksson walks, thinking,
amazed at it all,
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AMOTHER ANGLE: The two figures: Eriksson and the girl are
ROUING in opposite directions in g flat wintry dareg, fairiy
empty and uninhabited, Only low flat tract houses occasicng!ty
bregk the uniforaity of the snow and terrgin,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson stridss aloqg and suddeniy he turns.
POU OF ERIKSSOMN: The figure of the girt valke in g cloud of
failing snow, increasing and veiling her, until she all but
vanishes,

ANOTHER ANGLE: Eriksson stares after her., And then he turns in
his own direction, and sats out for honme.



