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" SNI PER 4"

FADE I N:
OVER OPENI NG CREDI TS. . .

MONTAGE OF PAST | MAGES. .

NEWS FOOTAGE pi eces together a brief visual history of the
VI ETNAM WAR, the first war in American history that was
broadcast right into people's living roonms. And in color...

AMERI CAN TROOPS. . .
On missions, fire fights, shooting at eneny targets from
tanks. Rolling Lhrough bonbed out cities, villages, scorched

ri ce paddies. The wounded, the dead. Al puppets and pawns
in a deadly gane far beyond their control and understanding...

NVA SCLDI ERS. . .

r

EOHE of whom are WOMEN. Mbilizing in the jungle. Fighting
ack. . .

Ducking in and out of the famed Tunnels of Cu Chi...
Al RPLANES. . .

Dr oppi ng sta?gering payl oads of expl osives and napal m over
war - r avaged | andscapes.

HELI COPTERS. . .

Firing on targets fromthe air. Lifting wounded soldiers to
safety. ..

A DOG. ..
Wandering the corpse-littered streets...
A HAUNTED YOUNG SOLDI ER. ..

Tal ki ng about how he foll owed unspeakabl e orders and killed
def ensel ess nmen, wonmen and chil dren..

PROTEST I N THE AMERI CAN STREETS. . .
"Hey! Hey! LBJ! How many babies did you kill today!"

LBJ, in the aftermath of Tet, announcing he won't be seeking
re-el ection..

NI XON. .
As the war carries on through his adm nistration..

Smling with his war cabinet..

( CONTI NUED)



MEMORABLE NAMES AND FACES OF THE ERA. ..

HO CH M NH ABBI E HOFFVMAN. ROBERT SCHEER. MK orating
the inhumanity of this inhumane war. ..

MADAME NU. . .
Speaki ng on Anerican Tel evision..
VI ETNAMESE CI VI LI ANS. .

Those poor souls caught in the crossfire of this bloody
conflict. Villages bonbed and napal med into oblivion. The
scorched, ashen dead. The traumatized survivors...

Their SCREAMS and WAILS echo in our ears. Weping for a
Ilfﬁlforever destroyed by the ruthless cruelty of arnmed
conflict...

And slowy these anguished cries FADE QUT, just as all pain
and trauma nust with the slow and relentl ess passage of
tine...

Into complete and nmerciful QU ET...

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT - DAY

Along, lowlit room The bright day outside al nost all but
choked of f by drawn shades, so that only blinding slivers of
sunlight nmake their way inside...

At the head of the room on a RAISED PLATFORM sits a PANEL
of GRI M FACED OFFI CERS, the center seat noticeably vacant.

The GALLERY is sparsely-populated with M LI TARY PERSONNEL

The COUNSELCR, dressed in his Marine formals, stands patiently
at parade rest...

He is LT. CO.. McKENNA, Marines intelligence.

An MP enters the courtroom calling out..

MP
All rise for the honorabl e Col onel
Vi ssers.

COLONEL W LLI AM VI SSERS, 50s with sParinng silver hair,
enters through a door in the rear of the courtroom crossing
to his enpty spot at the mddle of the panel.

The nonment he takes his seat, everyone else in the courtroom
does so as well. Except for MKenna, who continues to stand
patiently at parade rest...

The Col onel gl ances through sone PAPERS |aid out in front of
hi m before addressi ng McKenna. ..
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COLONEL
| understand this inquiry, Counselor,
call ed at your request, concerns
events fromthe Vietnam Viar.

MCKENNA
Actually Sir, this inquiry was called
at the request of ny client. It

regards new evi dence that has cone
tolight in the aftermath of the
recent suicide death of retired CA
agent |an Hanson. ..

(a sonber beat)
Evi dence having to do with the true
nature of the events of the An Loc
Massacr e.

On that, a murmuring runbles through the gallery. But the
Col onel's stony facade remains, revealing nothing..

COLONEL _

Very well, Counsel may continue.
MCKENNA

Thank you, Sir! Before | introduce

physi cal evidence into the record
that will prove what really haﬁpened
at An Loc, | want to call to the

wi tness stand the man who brought
this to ny attention...

And on that, the MP sw ngs open the courtroomdoors, and in
a spill of sunlight in walks a famliar face..

THOVAS BECKETT, resplendent in full Marine Master Qunnery
Sergeant UNI FORM . .

He's a little nmore grizzled than when we |ast saw him a
little older, a little slower...

And yet those snoky blue eyes still burn with the contagious
calmof the lifelong warrior, the epic hero.

Beckett regards McKenna with a respectful nod as he takes a
seat in the WTNESS CHAIR. .

After being sworn in, Beckett sits back and McKenna approaches
the stand with..

MCKENNA
Mast er Gunnery Sergeant Thomas
Beckett, will you tell the panel
what transpired on the date of
February 11, 19737

Beckett considers this question for a nonent, the gravity of
the nenory still weighing himdown all these years later...

BECKETT
I went AWOL.
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MCKENNA
AWOL, Master Qunnery Sergeant?
Wuldn't it be nore accurate to cal
it a 'rogue mssion'?

BECKETT
Call it whatever you like, Sir!

McKenna turns to the grimfaced panel ..

MCKENNA
Mast er Gunnery Sergeant Beckett
requested | call this inquirg so he
coul d get on record the troubling
events that led to his 'rogue m ssion
and how it applies to information
recently discovered concerning the
i nfanmobus massacre at An Loc.

The Col onel gl ares down at Beckett with...

COLONEL
Are you saying that according to
your record, on February 11, 1973,
you were not |ost fromyour platoon?
That you knowi ngly | eft your comuand?

BECKETT

Yes, Sir.
CCOLONEL

Wiy, Master Gunnery Sergeant?
BECKETT

(W thout hesitation)
Revenge, Sir.

MCKENNA
_ (to the Col onel)
Wth your permssion, Sir, | would

i ke to ask Master Qunnery Sergeant
Beckett to refresh the panel's nenory
gf the events that led up to that

ay. ..

The Col onel NODS his perm ssion, and all eyes focus on
Beckett. ..

He sits there, silent for a nonent again as the nenory of

the events, so |ong ago, and yet so rel evant today, play
t hrough his mnd...

BECKETT
It all happened near the beginning
of the end in 'Nam starting with ny
aggzt day in country, |ate sumer

And we can hear the distant sounds of a ROTOR BLADE, as we
FLASHBACK TO.. .



EXT. VI ETNAM SKI ES - SUMMVER 1972 - DAY

The sound of the Rotor Blade is now nearly deafening. The
VIEWis froma HUEY, watching from above as the alternately
verdanL, alternately battle-scarred Vietnanmese | andscape
races by...

I NT. HUEY - CONTI NUOUS

Fromthe COCKPIT, a PILOT and CO PILOT expertly maneuver the
chopper.

In the BACK sit FOUR YOUNG MARI NES GRUNTS fresh from boot
canp. At first, the CAVERA only focuses on THREE of them..

DUSTI N " DUST' NELSON. .

JI MW JEFFERSON. . .

And BI LL MONDAY. .

Even dressed in their jungle fatigues and arned to the teeth,
their standard-issue M16s fully [oaded and spread across

their laps, they look hardly nore than boys, bright-eyed,
baby- f aced. .

DUST
Jesus fuckin' Christ, we haven't
even | anded yet an' |'m al ready
sweatin' |ike a goddamm pig!

MONDAY _ _
You're always sweatin' |like a pig,
Dust !

JEFFERSON
An' you snell like shit, too!

DUST

Fuck you guys...
(to the pilots)
Hey, how nuch farther to the LZ?

Tne pilots don't answer, or even acknow edge he's spoken to
t hem

~ JEFFERSON
| don't think they can hear ya!
DUST
What ?
JEFFERSON

| said | don't..

He trails off when Dust breaks into a nile wide smle. He's
fucking with him
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JEFFERSON
Asshol e.

MONDAY
(to Dust)

You never told us what happened to
those two chicks you were scopin'
out last night. You get either of

ent?

DUST _
(that broad grin)
You coul d say that.

MONDAY

Whi ch one? The blonde? The brunette?
DUST

The bl onde... an' the brunette.
MONDAY

Bul | shit!
DUST

God's honest truth. Tell 'em Beckett.

And for the first tine, we get a good | ook at the FOURTH
young grunt riding in the back of the HUEY...

PFC THOVAS BECKETT, all of 20 years-old.

There is a glint of bright-eyed optimsmin the young nan's

eyes, a stark contrast to the man he wll

But that neasured and contagious calmis
sees and hears everything...

BECKETT
Don't ask me. | went to bed
MONDAY
(to Dust) _
You're a lying sack of shit!
BECKETT

But. ..

(broad grin to match
Dust' s)

one day becone.

al ready there.

early.

did see then1|eaving|Dust's room

I
in the norning. The
t he brunette.

Monday and Jefferson are bl own away. ..
MONDAY

onde. . .

an'

Fuck me sideways, man, that's goin

out in style.

_ DUST
Damm straight. .

( CONTI NUED)
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The three nmen continue their jocular sparring, but their
words are drowned out by the ROAR of the Rotor Bl ades.

Beckett tunes themout, focusing instead out the w ndow, at
t he | andscape raci ng by hundreds of feet below. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)

There were four of us. Just dunb
runts who couldn't beat the draft,
resh from boot canp at Ft. Bragg.

None of us with an% i dea of the kind

of shit that was about to happen..

EXT. LZ COWAND CENTER - DAY

The HUEY dusts down on a RAVAGED RI CE PADDY. The outlying
area has been transformed into a sprawling TENT CI TY comrand
center.

We can see, fromthe back, a LONE MAN on the tarmac, watching
gs tﬂg HEEY door sw ngs open, and one-by-one, the Four Gunts
i sermbark. . .

The CAMERA SW NGS AROUND to see this Lone Man fromthe front,
the stripes on the armof his sweat-drenched fatigues
i dentifying himas a LI EUTENANT.

LT. RYAN VELLS, his yout hful good | ooks starkIK j uxt aposed
by a face that has experienced first-hand the horrors of
war .

One after the other, the Gunts snap SHARP SALUTES, barking
out in quick succession.

_ DUST _
PFC Dustin Nel son reporting for duty!
MONDAY
PFC Bill Monday reporting for duty!
_ JEFFERSON _
PFC Ji mmy Jefferson reporting for
dut y!
BECKETT .
PFC Thomas Beckett reporting for
dut y!
LT. VELLS
At ease...

He noves from man-to-man, shaki ng hands wth each..

~LT. WELLS _
Wel cone to Vietnam |'m Li eut enant
Ryan Wells, an' 1I'll be your C Q..



EXT. TENT CI TY COWAND CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

The new grunts take in this strange new world as Lt. Wells
| eads the grunts through the sprawl i ng nmake-shift command
center.

TENTS of all sizes are everywhere. Fromindividual pup tents
to gigantic circus-size tents housing such essentia
facilities as the MESS HALL, MEDI CAL FACI LITIES, OFFICER
QUARTERS.

A virtual, and portable, world.

They see MARINES in various stages of undress, with various
ways of coping with the staggering heat and humdity. ..

Catching rays, playing cards, snokin' J's.

The Men spot off in the distance some SOLDI ERS unl oadi ng
bodi es froma HALF TRACK. .

A truly gruesone sight. A QUARTET OF BLOCDY, FLY- COVERED
CORPSES N MARI NES CAMOS ROTTI NG I N THE SWELTERI NG AFTERNOON
SUN as they are dragged out of the truck..

DUST
Jesus. ..

LT. WVELLS
Some gook not herfuckers snuck_ug on
"emwhile they were gettin' high,

an'" slit their throats. You boys
are their replacenents..

EXT. WESTERN SKY - MAG C HOUR

Across the endl ess expanse of paddies and jungle, the setting
sun casts a purple glow across the war-ravaged | andscape. ..

| NT. MESS HALL - CONTI NUQUS

The Mess Hall is alnpbst enpty, save our original Quartet,

who sit huddled at a table, dipping STALE BREAD i nt o STEAM NG
BOALS OF STEW.

This shit is just nasty!

_ . ~ SGI. LARSON (Q S.)
Enjoy it while You can boys, that
there is a regular gournet feast...

They reel around to see a squat, red-faced man in a neat
Mari ne Sergeant's uniform

SERGEANT MOE LARSON. . .

( CONTI NUED)



SGT. LARSON
Conpared with the MRES you' re gonna
be chokin' on out in the bush that's
l'i ke nmy nomma' s honme cookin'.

Dust, always the jokester grins back..
DUST

No of fense, Sir, but your Momma nusta
been sone good | ookin' wonman.

SGI. LARSON
An' why is that, Private?
DUST
Cuz if she cooked like this she'd

have to be.

Thelothers swal | ow their [aughs as Sgt. Larson forces a
smle...

SGI. LARSON

Tonight, that's hilarious, Private.
Funni est fucking thing |'ve heard
since | landed in this fuckin'
shithole. ..

(grin disappears)
Tell that joke tonorrow an' 1'Il| cut
your balls off. Do | make nyself
clear?

DUST
Yes, Sir!

SGI. LARSON
"' m Pl at oon Sergeant Larson. An
you're in luck, cuz tonight | want
you to think of me as your good buddy

Moe.
JEFFERSON
What about tonorrow?
SGTI. LARSON
Tonorrow, you will do whatever | say
whenever | say... or I'll get so far
up you ass you'll choke on ne...
And with that, Sgt. Larson passes out sone BLACK NETTI NG ..
_ BECKETT
What's this?
SGT. LARSON

That's your new best friend, Private.
Mosquito netting.

He cl aps each of themon the shoul der..
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10.

SGTI. LARSON
Make sure you get a %ood ni ght's
sl eep. Tonorrow we hunp. An' the
next day. An' quite FOSSIny the
rest of the week. Hell, by the tine
we get back here, this place'll feel
|i ke the cocksuckin' Holiday Inn.
That's if we're |ucky enough to cone
back at all...

And as he turns to | eave...

SGT. LARSON
Vel conme to Vietnam boys!

EXT. TENT CI TY COWAND CENTER - NI GHT

A group of PUP TENTS are set in a circle in the mdst of a
smal | clearing...

I NT. BECKETT'S TENT - N GHT

Beckett tosses and turns beneath the Msquito Netting,
sweati ng buckets in the hum d night.

The SOUNDS of the creatures of the night are DEAFEN NG

BECKETT (V. Q)
That first night was hell. It was
so hot in ny tent, | could hardly
breat he, nuch | ess sleep. Every
sound was alien an' strange. But
that wasn't the worst of iIt..

Al'l of a sudden, a |loud WH STLI NG fol | oned by. ..
KA- BOOM ! !

And now Beckett's wi de awake, wiggling his way out of the
tent. ..

EXT. TENT CI TY COWAND CENTER - NI GHT

Beckett's not the only one to be awakened by the cacophony,
ot her MARI NES al so energing fromtheir tents to see..

The night sky is alive with the sights and sounds of WAR!
DI STANT EXPLOSI ONS |ight up the horizon and shake the ground.

Beckett notices Dust standing outside his tent, and the two
men | ock gazes. There's fear in their eyes...

And then Dust SAYS SOVETHI NG to Beckett that's drowned out
by the war ragi ng on sonewhere out there..



11.

EXT. TENT CI TY COWAND CENTER - DAWN

As the first rays of sunlight peek their way over the horizon,
there's no need for the bugle to rouse the nen from sl eep.
That's because ROOSTERS start to CROW

Hundreds of them Shit, probably thousands. Wo knows where
EEEMEFII they are, but they're noisy as all fuck, a WALL OF

I NT. TENT - DAWN

Sgt. Larson's VO CE boons out, which makes the crow ng sound
| ' ke whispers. ..

SGI. LARSON
LET"S GO MOVE IT! MOVE IT!  MOVE
I TH  WE MOBILIZE I'N 30!

And Beckett rolls out of his cot, |ooking |ike he hasn't
gotten a w nk of sleep...

He notices Dust, also waking, |ooking Iike he hasn't slept
either. But Dust still has that winning grin, as he lifts
his bl anket and peeks inside it at his norning wood...

DUST
Goddamm that thing is big! Sure
seens a shame to waste it on a |ong
hard nornin' piss.

Beckett starts to say sonething that's cut off by...

. SGI. LARSON _
| said get ¥our asses up an' novin',

you pinple face fuckheads!
And he's in Dust's face |like a scream ng nmani ac. . .
SGT. LARSON

| told you, joke tine's over, you
needl e dick jackass! Get on your
feet an' %et hunpin'! An' you better
get your head on right, fucker, cuz
It's jungle tine an’ this just m ght
be the day you die!

And he shoots a hard | ook at Beckett with..
_ SGT. LARSON
W pe that scared | ook off your face,

di pshit! You ain't seen nothin'
yet!

EXT. TENT CI TY COMWAND CENTER - OUTSKI RTS - MORNI NG

Beckett, Dust, Jefferson and Monday stand in formation with
t heir new PLATOON.

( CONTI NUED)
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Wth them are RADI OVAN, PFC DAVI D W NTERGREEN. . .
And MEDI CAL CORPSMVAN, JON WESTLUND. .
The platoon's SN PER, SGI. LEON MAIN kneels in sone tall
grass apart fromthe group, netlculouslr cleaning his M40
SNI PER RI FLE, and enbodying that faned |oner spirit of the
Mari ne Scout Sni per.
Standing still and attentive at the head of the platoon is
EﬁtffLarson, whose gaze is focused 50 yards up a grassy

uff...
Where Lt. Wells conferences with THREE MEN. .

Dust and the others whi sper anongst thensel ves...

DUST
VWhat are we waitin' on?
SGI. LARSON

Shut the fuck up! W nove out when
Lt. Wells tells us to.

W NTERGREEN
Looks like Lt. Wells can't tell us
nothin' "til those fellas up there
gi ve the order..

JEFFERSON
Who are they, anyway?

_ BECKETT
That ain't Marines colors they're
wearin'. O Arny.

MAIN (O S.)
CGotta be Special Ops of sone sort..

Beckett turns to see Sgt. Main approaching the platoon,
hol di ng that M40...

MAI N
| betcha they don't even have dog
tags. ..
_ BECKETT
What ki nda Speci al Ops?
MAI' N
Spooks.
DUST
Wth all due respect, Sir, Wuat the
fuck's a spook?
MAI N
CA ..
DUST
No shit!

( CONTI NUED)
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~ SGT. LARSON
Yeah, no shit! Now shut the fuck

up. . .

The Special OPS suddenl?/ break off their neeting and start
to hunp up the grassy bluff toward the jungle...

Lt. Wells MOTIONS to Sgt. Larson, who SCREAMS to the platoon:
_ - SGT. LARSON

Awight, Ladies, let's go! Route

step, harch!
And on that, the Platoon nmoves out, follow nﬁ Sgt. Larson,
who's following Lt. Wells, who's follow ng the Special OPS
up the bluff and into the trees. A PARTY OF 12...

BECKETT (V. Q)

Not know ng where we were going, or
why, we hunped. ..

MONTACE

O Beckett's first march, his narration matchi ng what we
see. ..

BECKETT (V.Q.)
Hunped t hrough the jungle...

JUNGLE. ..

The Pl atoon makes its way through the DENSE JUNGLE, picking
its way through thick branches and overgrown roots...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
Paddi es. . .

PADDI ES

As they slosh through well-irrigated | ow|ying R CE PADDI ES,
Past a herd of grazing WATER BUFFALO, we notice their
ormation. ..

One Delta and Lt. Wells wal k point.

Two Deltas on either flank...

Sgt. Main, the sniper, taking up the rear...

BECKETT (V. Q)
Bonbed out vill ages...

VI LLAGES
Through a DESERTED, CRUMBLI NG VI LLAGE, pock-nmarked wi th BOVB

CRATERS, not a living soul, save a pack of FERAL DOGS, to be
seen. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT (V. Q)
Swanps. ..

SVWAMPS

They sl og through wai st-deep stagnant swanpl and, picking off
LEECHES and swatting at gigantic MOSQUI TCES, as they go...

BECKETT (V.Q.)
Through bl azi ng heat. ..

GRASSLANDS

They march across dense GRASSLAND, the m dday sun beating
relentlessly down on them their canbs DRENCHED | N SWEAT. ..

. BECKETT (V. O.)
Freezi ng nonsoons. ..

The pl atoon noves single-file past a narrow rock formation
as TORRENTI AL RAIN [ ashes down on them ..

_ BECKETT (V. Q)
By the tine night canme, we were so
tired, we could sleep through
anyt hi ng. ..

EXT. JUNGLE - N GHT
Somewhere in the thick...

GUNFI RE and EXPLOSI ONS rage through the night with apocal yptic
fury. And yet no one stirs...

Not even to the sound of F-14s ROARI NG OVERHEAD and dr oppi ng
t hei r napal m payl oad sonewhere out in the vast jungle...

BECKETT (V.Q.)
Three days an' nights of nothin' but

hunpi ng. . .

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY
As they nmake their way through the dense foliage...

BECKETT (V. Q)
The nost excitenent we had was when
stunbl ed on one of those hidden
tunnels we'd heard so nuch about.
Where NVA wage their guerrilla
canpai gns. ..

The Pl atoon makes its way down to a clearing, joining the
Speci al Ops.

One of the Special Ops PO NTS QUT a TUFT OF GRASS not ten
yards fromwnere they stand...

( CONTI NUED)
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_ BECKETT (V.Q)
The Special Qps were nonsters at
finding these tunnels...

Sgt. Larson crosses to the Tuft, kneels and clears the
vegetation, revealing a HOLE, barely w de enough for a man
to squeeze through, DI SAPPEARI NG | NTO DARKNESS.

SGT. LARSON
PFC Nel son! This one's got your
name all over it.

Dust w nces. ..

" mkinda... claustrophobic, Sir.
SGI. LARSON
Tell it to someone who gives a shit,
Private.
Dust | ooks truly scared...
DUST

... I can't, Sarge...
Sgt. Larson gets right up in Dust's grill...

SGT. LARSON
You'll do it an' you'll like it!

Wien Beckett steps up with...
BECKETT
It's okay, Sarge, I'll doit. |
don't m nd.

You can tell Sgt. Larson doesn't rmuch |ike stepping down

froma disagreenent with a subordinate, glaring hatefully at
Dust before CLAPPI NG Beckett on the shoulder wth...
SGTI. LARSON

That's even better, Beckett. Wy
don't both of you get your sorry
asses down in there before I jam
this barrel up "eman' |ight up your
gut s!

BFpkett strips off his gear, his pack, flak jacket, amp
clips...

Dust follows... hesitant, and Beckett nods that it's gonna
be all right...
BECKETT '
Just breath easy an' stay with ne...
DUST
I can't...

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT
You can..

Beckett hands Jefferson his M 16 and one of the Special Ops
gives himhis SIDE ARM ..

SPECI AL OPS
Take this...

The whol e Pl atoon gathers around, watching with sonmber
apprehension as they drop down into the tunnel..

SGT. LARSON
Watch out for thembig ol ugly black
spi ders, |adies...

I NT. TUNNEL - DAY

Beckett switches on his flashlight and starts to crawl on
hi s hands and knees down the dark, the dimbeam barely
l'ighting the way...

Dust is right behind him fighting his claustrophobia...

Beckett's broad shoul ders scrape the sides of the tunnel.
H's breath is | abored by the stifling, danp air, as gigantic
EARTH WORMS and ot her oversi zed subterranean BUGS squirm al
around. It's disgusting...

Beckett is amazed that these tunnels exist. They turn and
stretch out in all directions...

' BECKETT (V.Q.)
DurlnP ny tour of duty I was in the
tunnel's maybe a half dozen tinmes an'
every tinme | hated it nore an' nore.
You never knew what was around the
next turn...

Beckett suddenly freezes, his eyes riveting on a HUGE BLACK
HAI RY SPI DER caught in the beamof light. | shit you not,
this thing is the size of a RAT!

Beckett reaches for his COVBAT KNI FE, bringing it down on
t he hi deous arachnid. ..

_ - BECKETT (V. Q)
O right behind you...

DUST
Becket t !

Beckett struggles to turn in the narrow space, shooting a
| ook back over his shoul der..

There's fear in Dust's VO CE and etched in his expression..

And Beckett follows his gaze over to the dark of an dirt
al cove between them..

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT
What is it?

DUST
| heard sonethin'!

Beckett painfully tw sts his body around and shines the
flashlight into the al cove, REVEALING a | arge COBRA SNAKE. .

It's neck is flared, coiled up and ready to strike..
I nstantly, Dust starts to back away!

BECKETT
Don't nove!

But Dust flinches and the Snake strikes...
And with a lightning fast nove, Beckett stabs, piercing the

snake's throat as he pins it to the rotted wood ceiling of
the tunnel, stopping its fangs inches fromDust's face!

EXT. TUNNEL - CONTI NUQGUS

The Pl atoon stands around the tunnel, no one daring to so
much as breathe as they wait...

For what seens |ike an eternity...

And then, all of a sudden, Beckett energes from under the
ground, COVERED IN FILTH, froma DI FFERENT TUNNEL, about ten
yards fromwhere the Platoon is gathered.

Dust scranbles out right on his heels...

LT. WELLS
Anyt hi ng down t here?

BECKETT
Sone ugly fuckin' spiders!

SGT. LARSON
Tol d you!

BECKETT .
But you forgot to mention the fuckin'
snakes.

And a wicked grin creases Sgt. Larson's face..

SGI. LARSON
Did1?

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The Pl atoon i s back on the nove...

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT (V. Q)
On the fourth day there still wasn't
any sign of the eneny an' none of us
grunts had a clue as to where we
were going. Al | remenber nowis
that I was terrified an' fascinated
at the sanme tinme. Filled with
excitement for the noment when |'d
finally bust ny cherry in a rea
fire fight...

The Pl atoon continues to hunp through the trees, which are
%EXB%¥ thinning, until they cone to a PLACE OF STUNNI NG

The SUNLI GHT streanms in through the trees, creating an
ethereal glow that instantly [ifts the men's spirits as they
stand there | ooking around in w de-eyed wonder.

One of the Special Ops WH SPERS sonmething to Lt. Wlls, and
the C.O calls out...

LT. WELLS
Alright, we'll break for a quick
one. ..

EXT. JUNGLE CLEARI NG - M NUTES LATER

EEE Men are spread out across the clearing, picking at their
S. ..

Wntergreen glances around, nmaking sure no one who outranks
himis watching, and then reaches into a pocket, renoving a
tightly-wound JONT. He LIGHTS IT and takes a HUGE HI T Just
as Sgt. Larson passes through, |ooking the nen up and down.

Wntergreen cups the joint

in his hands and has to hold in
his hit for an excructatingly |

ong tinme..

When Larson finally noves on, Wntergreen EXHALES in a
COUGHI NG FI'T, before holding the joint out toward Beckett...

BECKETT
No t hanks.

. W NTERGREEN
It's prinmo Bangkok skunk grass, man?

Dust hol ds out a hand..
- DUST
Don't waste it on Tomy bOK: He
gets high on a clean wi ndshield an’
a full tank of gas.
Wntergreen passes the joint to him..

Dust takes a MASSIVE HI T, passing the Joint onto Jefferson..
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DUST .
You guys wanna see ny girl back honme?

Jefferson takes a hit before passing the Joint to Monday...

DUST
She's sonmethin' else, man..
(hol ding his hands in
front of his chest)
G ant hooters an' a face |like an
angel . ..

He pulls a CREASED PHOTO from hi s breast pocket..

DUST
Her nane's Laura. ..

Now, along with the Joint, the photo is passed from man-to-
man.

_ W NTERGREEN
~(with a whistle)
Very nice, brother.

DUST
| love her. | really do. She's the
first chick |I've ever said that about.

Beckett | aughs out |oud...

DUST
What ?

BECKETT
What about the blonde an' the
brunette? An' the redhead in Manill a?

Dust takes the jab with his usual good nature...

DUST
That's different. It's not |ike
fuckin' sonme random skank i s | ove.
It's... just biology.

EXT. JUNGLE - M NUTES LATER

The Platoon is back on the march, several of the nen feeling
ni cely buzzed fromtheir md-afternoon burn..

DUST
(softly singing)
| guess, you say, what can make ne
feel this way? M girl, ny girl,
talkin" "bout ny girl...

Soon others are joining in on the inpronptu a capﬁella nunber
c

of that bel oved Motown standard, Wntergreen matching them
with that famed James Janerson bassline..
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BECKETT (V. Q)
In that nonent, it was |ike we weren't
soldiers in the mddle of a brutal
an' bl oody conflict, but BOK Scout s,
on a weekend hi ke through the
w | der ness. ..

VWnterPreen has a | ook of sheer bliss plastered across his
eternally youthful conplexion, feeling like a m|lion bucks
with the THC coursing through his system when..

KA- BOOM !'!
VI SCERA spl atters every which way!

_ LT. VELLS
Jesus Christ, a bouncin' Betty!

The whol e Pl atoon stands there, frozen, stunned by the
shocki ng i nredi acy of the carnage!

There is a CRATER in the ground from where the hidden
expl osi ve had gone off...

One of Wntergreen's BOOTS, WTH HALF H'S LEG I NSIDE, is
still standing!

And the remains of the TOP HALF OF H S BODY have been
SPLATTERED I N THE TREE ABOVE!

The whol e area is now shrouded in a deathly silence as the
gen, even the Special Ops, stand around as if frozen in a
aze. ..

Dust doesn't even appear to register what's happened,
continuing to sing...

DUST
Talkin'... "bout... nmy girl...
SGI. LARSON

SHUT THE FUCK UP

Lt. Wells is unsure what to do, |ooking to the Speci al S,
ﬁhoddon't return his gaze. So he turns to the nmen, swall ow ng
ard. ..

LT. WELLS
Get himdown fromtherel

Al'l eyes glance upward, at the barely-identifiable TORSO
pl astered to the bark and branches.. .

BECKETT (V.Q)
The worst part was his face. Even
now | can see it plain as day. He

was still smling...

SGT. LARSON
Monday! Nelson! Get himdown from
t here!

( CONTI NUED)



21.

Dust and Monday wi nce at the thought...

DUST
How, Sarge?

SGI. LARSON
By clinbing your notherfuckin' asses
up that notherfuckin' tree!

gﬁst and Monday scranble toward the tree, are about to clinb,
en. ..

KA-BOOM  Anot her EXPLOSION, this tinme a MORTAR ROUND, | ust
m sses the Platoon as it kicks up a cloud of DI RT and DEBRI S.

And in an instant the erstwhile pleasant afternoon is plunged
into brutal violence as AUTOVATI C GUNFI RE and TRACER ROUN
rain down on the Platoon fromunseen vantage points in the
trees!

The nen take cover as best they can, bullets raining al
around them as they RETURN FI RE!

Mbst are operating on pure adrenaline, and balls-to-the-wall
terror, firing indiscrimnately at the eneny, which is well
hi dden i n anpbngst the trees...

At first it's virtua!l¥ | mpossible to tell how nuch damage,
if at all, they are inflicting on their foe.

The Special Ops, however, are nmuch nore conservative and
intelligent under fire, their SLEEK RIFLES ringing out only
ghenhthey see a glint of the ENEMY, noving through the

rush. ..

Beckett notices this and starts to enulate these warriors.
Fﬁ holds his M 16 steady, and the m nute there's MOVEMENT in
the trees..

BAM The shot is true, blowi ng an ENEMY FI GHTER backward in
a HAZE OF BLOOD!

The | ead Special Ops notices, YELLING to Beckett. ..

SPECI AL OPS
Ni ce shootin' kid!

Lt. Wells holds a RADIO TRANSM TTER to his |ips, SCREAM NG ..

LT. VELLS
This is Lt. Wells, Charlie Conpany
six-five-niner, requesting i mediate
air support. Repeat, requesting
i medi ate air support, our coordinates
are. ..

SW SH PAN TO AN UNSEEN VANTAGE PO NT | N THE TREES. .

Where we see the back of the ENEMY SNIPER, |eveling his
| npressive FR-F2 bolt-action SNl PER RI FLE. ..
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ENEMY SNI PER S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS OF THE SCOPE. . .

He gets Jefferson right in the mddle, and...

KABLAM

FOLLOWN NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET AS I T SOARS THROUGH THE

AlR Pl ERCI NG JEFFERSON S SKULL AS BLOOD AND BRAI N FRAGVENTS

EXPLODE ALL AROUND

ANOTHER ANGLE

Sgt. Larson sees Jefferson go down, SCREAM NG to Sgt. Min
0's setting up his M40 and TRI -PQOD on the surface of a

FLAT BOULDER, behind which he takes cover...

SGT. LARSON
Treeline. 10 o' cl ock!

Sgt. Main swivels his rifle to the treeline at 10 o' cl ock,
peering through the scope...

SGI. MAIN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

To where the shot had cone from Scanning for any sign.
But the Eneny Sniper is gone.

ANOTHER ANGLE

As Westlund, the corpsman, rushes to Jefferson's aide,
kneel i ng beside the man before realizing he's already dead,
a gapi ng hole caving in the young man's skull as bl ood | eaks
onto the jungle floor...

ENEMY SNI PER S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Getting Westlund in his sights...

KABLAM

AGAIN, FOLLON NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET AS I T Pl ERCES
VESTLUND S SKULL AND HE GOES DOMN LI KE A SACK OF POTATCES. .

ANGLE - SGT. LARSON
He screans out...

SGT. LARSON
3 o' cl ock!

ANGLE - SGI. MAIN

Main swvels his M40 to three o' cl ock..

SGI. MAIN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Scanning the treeline for the elusive Eneny Sniper...
When... there he is...

THE MJZZLE of the ENEMY SNIPER S Fr-F2 ainmed right at Min!
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And before the conpany sni per can get off a shot...

ENEMY SNI PER S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

KABLAM

FOLLON NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET AS IT GOES THROUGH MAIN S
SCOPE, SENDI NG SHARDS OF GLASS AND METAL FLYI NG EVERY VHI CH
VWAY BEFORE PASSI NG THROUGH MAIN S RI GHT EYE AND BLOW NG OUT
THE BACK OF HI S HEAD!

ENEMY SNI PER S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Scanning the battlefield for his next victim when he sees...
Beckett! And here's the fucked up thing..

Beckett already has the Eneny Sniper in his sights!

ANGLE - BECKETT

Beckett SQUEEZES THE TRI GGER, about to bl ow t he Eneny Sni per
to hell, when..

Not hi ng happens. The dam M 16 JAMS!

SH T! BECKETT

Beckett has no choice but to dive for cover, just as the
Eneny Sniper pulls the trigger..

KABLAM

The shot splinters a tree that was behind the spot where
Beckett had been, seconds before..

Beckett flings his worthless M16 away, crawms to Sgt. Main's
bl ood soaked M40, rips off the TRl - POD and DAMAGED SCOPE
and scans the treeline, using the BARREL SIGHTLINE on this
EXTRACRDINARY RIFLE, trying to find that elusive Eneny

ni per. ..

BECKETT
Where are you?

But the fucker's nowhere to be found, when..
ROOOOOAARRRRRR! !'!
The sound of F-14s in the distance, racing toward them..

As Lt. Wells and one of the Special Ops scoop up Westlund's
corpse. ..

LT. WELLS
Fall back! Fall back!

Dust and anda% pi ck up Jefferson's lifeless body as the
pl atoon falls back...
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The other two Special Ops carry the fallen Sgt. Min.

Wntergreen, who's still plastered to that tree, is left
behi nd.

But Beckett doesn't register the order, still scanning the
trees, when... there he isl!

As the Eneny Sniper drops to the ground and starts running_
away, Beckett SQUEEZES OFF A SHOT, the recoil nearly knocking
himoff his feet. But Beckett remains standing...

The shot just m sses the fleeing Eneny Sniper...
SGTI. LARSON

Didn't you hear the order, God damn
it, FALL BACK!

And yet still Beckett scans that treeline, obsessed with
getting that bastard, when Larson SHOVES him..
SGTI. LARSON
MOVE I T, SON

EXT. JUNGLE CLEARI NG - MOMENTS LATER

The Pl atoon falls back beyond the treeline as F-14 TOMCATS
ROAR over head, dropplnP their devastating payload into the
trees as the entire hillside is NAPALVMED | NTO OBLI VI ON!

El GHT MEN have survived the fire fight.

The Men col lapse in the soft grass, exhausted, traunmatized,
wi th the adrenaline of conbat still racing through their
veins. ..

Lt. Wells nmmintains surprising conposure, as he wal ks anongst
his men with the traits of a great |eader at his young age..

~ LT. VELLS
Snoke "emif you got 'em

Beckett kneels over Sgt. Main's body, renoving fresh M40
SHELLS that are covered in blood. Sgt. Larson approaches...

_ SGT. LARSON
Shit, Beckett, when those pl anes
come, you gotta run

BECKETT
| al nost had that fucker, Sarge
SGT. LARSON _
There's no way he survived that air

strike.
Beckett continues to collect the shells in silence as Sgt.

Larson picks up the M40, which Beckett had set down in the
grass beside him..
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_ SGTI. LARSON
This your new rifle, then?

As Beckett pockets the shells...

BECKETT
That M16 is a piece of shit, |jammed
on ne an' | had him.. dead.

SGI. LARSON
How ya supposed to use it without a
scope?

BECKETT

| never needed a scope deer huntin’
in the Montana back woods. ..

Lt. Wells, neanwhile, crouches in the grass, the battle still
playing in his fevered m nd when the | ead Special Qps crosses
to him..

SPECI AL OPS
W need to nove out.
LT. WELLS
Soon as the HUEYS cone for our dead...
_ - SPECI AL OPS
No tinme, Lieutenant. W need to go.
Now.
' LT. WELLS
W can't just |leave 'em
SPECI AL OPS
["msorry, but the mssion can't
wai t .
LT. WELLS

The nen are exhausted! Wiat's so

God dammed urgent we can't wait a

coupl e fucking hours for a HUEY to
take away our dead?

_ SPECI AL OPS
That information is on a need to
know basi s.
LT. WELLS
Well' | need to know | lost four

men today. And you're telling ne to
| eave t hem behind? Do you know what
they DO to our dead?

SPECI AL OPS
Pretty nuch the same thing we do to
theirs.

LT. WELLS

| have to wite their famlies. |
NEED TO KNOWthey didn't die in vain!
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. SPECI AL OPS
They didn't die in vain..

And with that, the Special OQps turn and hunp back toward the
napal med treeline...

Lt. Wells hangs his head in frustration and profound sorrow
as he does his best to regain conposure, all his men's eyes
on him Finally...

LT. WVELLS
Let's nove out. Leave the dead.
Backup will get them.

And with that Lt. Wells starts to hunp back to the treeline,
finally allow ng the TEARS to flow. ..

Beckett, the mghty M40 slung over one shoul der, takes up
the rear of the platoon now, as Dust and Monday fall back
and walk with their Ft. Bragg conrade. ..

DUST
Fuckin' Jefferson, man. We've been
t hr ough everything together.

~ MONDAY .
| can't believe we're jus' |leavin
hi m behi nd.
BECKETT

He | eft us behind when that sniper
bl ew hi s brains out.

DUST
That's col d, Beckett.

BECKETT
It's a fact, Dust. This is war.
Get used to it...

The three friends fall silent as they get back into the thick
and a JUNGLE M ST swirls around them as they pass what was,
literally mnutes ago, a |ush and beautiful jungle, and is
now | i ke sone extraterrestrial |andscape, bare ash-white

hul ks of charred wood jutting up fromthe scorched earth

li ke rotted teeth...

EXT. JUNGLE CLEARI NG - HOURS LATER

The men march uphill in grave silence, exhausted, each |ost
In his own head, playing out the events of the fire fight...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
Hours later, we reached a clearing
in the trees. By this point, norale
was incredibly [ow...

Up ahead, on a H GH RIDGE where the trees thin out, the
Special Ops conme to a stop, calling to the Pl atoon..

( CONTI NUED)



27.

SPECI AL OPS
We' re here!

BECKETT (V. Q.)
Later | |earned we had hunped ri ght
up to the Canbodi an border..

And as the nmen cone to the clearing on the high ridge, their
fatigue is nmonentarily forgotten as they stare out on a sight
that has their jaws dropping in genuine surprise...

BECKETT (V.Q)
An' the next thing we saw took us
al | bx_surprise. In the mddle of
thi

al | Is CGod forsaken chaos an' death,

there it was..
POV
Situated in a FI VE-ACRE CLEARI NG down bel ow and about a
mle away, |like sonme relic fromthe ante-bellum South, is a

sprawl ing and idyllic FRENCH COLONI AL PLANTATI ON.

I NT. COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Com ng out of the FLASHBACK, where Beckett stops for a second,
remenbering, as MKenna prods...

_ MCKENNA
Wio lived at this place?

BECKETT
A French ex-pat nanmed Guy Marquis.
His wife, son an' daughter. They
were our mission. To get 'emto
saf ety out of the Jun? e to Saigon.
Then on to Paris. Only we didn't
know that at the time. W only knew
we had to get themto a rendezvous
poi nt for extraction..

Becﬁett takes a drink froma GLASS OF WATER and then conti nues
with...

BECKETT

W waited '"til nightfall, an' then
the Special Ops noved in...

EXT. N GHT SKY - FLASHBACK

A FULL MOXON casts a dimglow over the war-torn world bel ow. ..

EXT. H GH RI DGE - CONTI NUOUS

The Men stand around !ookinP out on the vast fields of the
Plantation, many falling asleep where they stand.

Beckett is the first to notice MOVEMENT fromthe field

( CONTI NUED)



28.

BECKETT
Here they cone!

The nen quickly perk up, all eyes on the field..
THEI R POV

At first it's hard to see nmuch nore than SHADOAS novi ng toward
them but as theY get closer, we can see, in the noonlight,
EPS Speci al Ops | eading the FRENCH FAM LY toward the High

ge. ..

GQJUY MMARQUIS is in his |ate 40s, long and | ean, snnkinﬁ a
Cl GARETTE as he |eads a pair of PACK MILES | oaded with his
famly's | uggage..

MADAME MARQUIS is a beautiful, sinewy blonde, but with a
prof ound sadness permanently etched 1n her |ovely face.

The DAUGHTER, a 17 year-old knockout, stays close to her

mom Her eyes dart around, taking in everything with a w de
eyed curiosity...

And then there's the SON, 12 years-old going on 50, show ng
no enotion as he foll ows, head down...

BECKETT (V. O.)

To this day | don't know what t hat
{anily had been through, livin' the

ife they were livin', like they'd
wal ked out of a tinme warp..

As the Special Ops lead this strange group toward the Pl atoon,
Lt. Wells studies the fam |y with grow ng apprehension,
muttering to the | ead Special Ops...

LT. VELLS
You sure they're gonna be able to
make it back through the jungle?

SPECI AL OPS
The whole area is hot as hell,
Li eutenant. We try an' |and a chopper
here, this whole place is liable to
light up Iike a Roman Candle. W're
takin' "emto a safer LZ ten clicks
north by northwest.

LT. WELLS .
Then let's get this shit over with
once an' for all.

He nods to Sgt. Larson...

SGI. LARSON
MOVE QUT!

As the Platoon gets its act back into gear, Dust catches the

Daughter's eye, gives her a wide, hopeful GRIN that she shyly
reci procates...
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And with the ranks of the party having once again swelled to
twel ve, the journey continues...

EXT. JUNGLE - N GHT

The Pl atoon marches in silence through the jungle, flanking
the French Famly on all sides.

Every so often, Dust sneaks a | ook at the Daughter. Sonetines
she sneaks a | ook back at him

Becﬁett notices the interchange, and sidles up to his friend
wtn...

BECKETT .
Keep your head on right, Dust. This
aint the tinme or place.

DUST
Doesn't nean | can't | ook.

Beckett can only shake his head...

BECKETT
You' re hopel ess. ..

They keep wal king for a nonent...

DUST
She's a beauty isn't she?

Al of a sudden, one of the Special Ops HOLDS UP A HAND,
SEOPEING the Pl atoon as he PONTS to sonething in a clearing
ahead. ..

BECKETT (V. Q.)
They' d found anot her tunnel...

The Pl atoon makes a formation around the famly as the Speci al
Qps cross to the tunnel, uncover the VINES and DI RT, revealing
a WOODEN TRAP DOOR.

And as one of the Special Ops YANKS OPEN the Trap Door, there
I's a CLI CKI NG SOUND. ..

Whi ch sets off another CLICK. And another. And another...
And t hen. ..
KABLAM ! I'1

It's a BOOBY TRAPI A WHI TE HOT FI REBALL engul fs the Three
Speci al Qps, BLON NG THEM TO SM THEREENS!

And then nore EXPLOSI ONS.  An under ground CHAI N REACTI ON
that LIGATS UP THE NI GHT in devastati on!

The MIULES, who had been grazing several yards away, are BLOMN
TO BITS, body parts raining dowm on the nen!
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Anot her EXPLOSI ON takes Guy Marquis and the Boy, while Madane
Mar qui s and the Daughter | ook on in unspeakabl e horror!

THE PARTY IS | NSTANTLY REDUCED TO SEVEN. .

Madane Marquis and the Daughter cling to each other, out of
their mnds with terror, SCREAM NG CRYING ..

BECKETT
Here they cone..

The nmen foll ow Beckett's gaze into the treeline, at the FAINT
SHADOWS, cast by the full noon, noving toward them.

SGT. LARSON
We can't outrun 'em not wth...
(at the terrified
wonen)
The woman an' the girl...

Lt. Wells nods...

LT. WELLS
We meke our stand. Here an' now. ..

The remai ni ng menbers of the Platoon hunker down, readying
t heir weapons. ..

Beckett stands all alone, studying the treeline as the Shadows
get closer and cl oser.

Beckett examines different angles from above, and then
conpares themw th various positions on the ground.

He strides several paces to the right, examnes the treeline
again, and then noves several paces farther back, toward a
FALLEN, ROTTI NG TREE. .

He notions for Madame Marquis and the Daughter to foll ow
him but they don't respond...

BECKETT
~(pointing to the tree)
Cone with me. You'll be safe...

But they don't understand, and that's when Dust crosses toward
them speaks to the Grl with a bad, but serviceabl e French
accent. ..

DUST
(pointing to the tree)
Secours. ..
(then at Beckett)
Avec Lui. ..

And the G rl nods her conprehension, as she and her Mot her
foll ow Beckett. Dust flashes his friend a tired grin...
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DUST

Not t oo shabb¥ for a gu¥ who only

took a year of French 'fore the Draft

got nme!
ANOTHER ANGLE
As Beckett sets up his big ol' M40 on the fallen tree...
Madane Marquis and her Daughter cower behind him quietly...
SHADOWAS continue to nove between the trees. Hunting..

M nutes seem like hours! The silence is deafening. The
fear like a razor's edge. And then...

ALL HELL BREAKS LOCSE

The attack cones from ALL DI RECTI ONS. .

ABOVE from SNI PER FI RE. ..

THROUGH THE JUNGLE from GROUND TROOPS. .

BECKETT (V. Q.)

There were only five of us left from
the Platoon. M, Dust, Monday, Sgt.
Larson an' Lt. Wells. An" we held
our own... for a while...

BECKETT

Even wit hout scope, Beckett wi elds the M40 with surprising
authority...

BECKETT' S POV - ALONG THE SI GHTLI NE
FI NDI NG A BOGEY, and KABLAM
ANGLE - ENEMY SOLDI ER

The BULLET goes through the man's neck, nearly taking off
hi s head!

BECKETT
As he quickly reloads and takes out THREE MORE TARCETS...
ANGLE - LT. WELLS
He SCREAMS into the radio...
LT. WELLS
This is Bravo Conpany si x-five-niner
requesting air support, over!
But the radio doesn't respond...

- LT. VELLS
it!
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SGT. LARSON
Is it broke?

Vel ls examines the transmtter, shaking his head...

LT. WELLS
No! Sonmeone's janm ng our signal!

SGT. LARSON _
The NVA doesn't have the tech to jam
radi o signal s!
ANGLE - MONDAY

Breaki ng from cover, taking out an eneny gunman as his M 16
roars |1 ke a demon fromhell, when..

From the other side, the Eneny Sniper makes his presence
known wi th a deafeni ng SHOT!

The unm stakable HUM of that FR-F2 Sniper Rifle | ead com ng
from above. .

And the bull et Eets Monday between the eyes, and he goes
down wi t hout maki ng a sound..

_ SGT. LARSON
Sni per 5 o' cl ock!

Beckett reels the Rifle to 5 o'clock, looking for that elusive
Eneny Sni per. ..

BECKETT
Where is that son of a bitch?

And t hen anot her shot RINGS out!

Lt. Wells goes down in a?ony as Beckett wields his rifle to
where the shot had cone from.

10 o' clock. He sees a BLUR OF MOVEMENT. FI RES
FOLLON NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET

As it tears through a tree, just mssing the target..
ANGLE - BECKETT

He rel oads. ..

As SGI. LARSON runs past him to the aid of Lt. Wells,
dragging himtoward the fallen tree...

ANGLE - DUST

He breaks fromhis cover, firing his M16 wildly into the
trees as he nmakes a desperate break for the fallen tree,
arriving intime to see Wlls withing in pain..

SGI. LARSON
| gotta get his helnet off!
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Wth Dust holding Wells down, Sgt. Larson YANKS off the

hel met, REVEALI NG the gruesone sight that is the remains of
Lt. Wells' face, half of which has been caved in by the inpact
of that gigantic sniper bullet...

Wells is SCREAM NG in agony as Sgt. Larson gives hima shot
of norphine, and he relaxes into a sem consci ous haze. ..

SGT. LARSON
Those God dammed sni pers are gonna
be the death of us...

As Beckett continues to scan the treeline...

BECKETT
_ (correcting)
Sni per. There's only one.

DUST
That's inpossible! The shots are
comng fromall around!

BECKETT
The kills are uniform Head shot
every tinme. It's a signature. An'

the sound of the rifle when it's
fired, do you hear it? 1It's the
same rifle. The sane one that took
out Jefferson.

SGT. LARSON
No one coul da survived that napal m
stri kel

DUST

Then how the fuck is he noving around
so easily fromplace to place..

BECKETT
| don't know, but so |long as we don't
nmove fromthis spot, he can't find
us in the dark.

SGT. LARSON
How s your anmmo hol din' up?
DUST

["'m al nost dry.

Beckett digs into his pocket, pulls out half a dozen
bullets. ..

SGT. LARSON
W gotta make it last as long as
possi bl e.

Wth that he tries the radio yet again, shaking his head
when it doesn't respond...

Cuck! SGT. LARSON
uck!



34.

EXT. JUNGLE - N GHT
Later. ..

Ghostly silent in the dead of night, as a thick JUNGLE M ST
swirls all around...

Dust, Larson and Beckett fight fatigue as they peer out into
the strangely still jungle. Madanme Marquis and Daughter are
curled up beneath the fallen tree..

Lt. Wells GROANS deliriously, the norphine racing through
his veins...

CLOSE ANGLE
ON A PAIR OF BOOTS! Creeping through the vines...
ANOTHER ANGLE

THREE SHAPES shrouded in Jungle Mst, creeping toward the
fallen tree..

ANGLE - BECKETT AND THE OTHERS
Beckett, Dust and Sgt. Larson don't see or hear anything.

And it's only by chance that Madanme Marqui s opens her eyes
when she does. And lets out a SCREAM

As the THREE ENEMYy SOLDI ERS are al nost right on top of them..
Beckett springs into action, kicking one to the ground as he
wi el ds his COVBAT KNI FE wi th shocking authority and brutality,
slitting the second man's throat!

Sgt. Larson TACKLES the Third, grabs his head and POUNDS IT
into a sharp ROCK until the Man stops noving..

Dust takes Lt. Wells'" SERVI CE REVOLVER, puts a round through
the First Attacker's skull...

And again, everything is deathly silent... save for the soft
SOBBI NG of the wonen.

Beckett | ooks at themw th conpassion, puts a finger to his
lips. They quiet down...

EXT. SKYLINE - DAWN

The first rays of sunlight nmake their way across the eastern
hori zon. .

EXT. JUNGLE - CONTI NUOUS
Dust uses his standard i ssue CAN OPENER on his MRE | nstead

of eatin% it, however, he hands the MRE to Madane Marquis
and Daughter, smling at the latter with...

( CONTI NUED)
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DUST
Monge.

She smles back. Tired and sad...

_ DAUGHTER
Merci .

Dust turns his gaze back to the treeline, eyes going w de at
what he sees. ..

DUST
Fuckin' hell ...
(nudges Beckett)
Fectett, Sarge, they're retreating,
ook. ..

And indeed, there's MOVEMENT in the treeline, Shadows noving
away fromthem disappearing into the jungle..

Just then, Lt. Wells awakens from his uneasy sl unber, groaning
in agony. ..

SGI. LARSON
You' re gonna be fine, Sir, just fine.
Hang in there...

And with that, injects Lt. Wells with another shot of
Mor phi ne. ..

EXT. SKYLINE - AFTERNOON
A heavy cl oud cover darkens the |ate afternoon skyline...

BECKETT (V.Q.)
Morni ng becanme afternoon. |f that
sniper was still out there, he hadn't
found a way to get at us yet...

EXT. JUNGLE - EARLY EVEN NG
Later. ..
A FLASH OF LIGHTNING. A CRASH OF THUNDER. ..
And a drenchi ng downpour SOAKS themto the bone...
BECKETT (V.Q) '
We hunkered down for hours, planning
on waiting for nightfall before making
our next nove, nerves beyond the
br eaki ng point. ..
Dust is starting to | ose his conposure..
DUST

This is crazy. They're all gone.
W saw 'em | eave!

( CONTI NUED)
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Beckett and Sgt. Larson don't respond...

_ DUST
Did you guys hear ne?
_ SGTI. LARSON
Qui et!
DUST
Wiy? There's no one here.
BECKETT
What about the sniper?
DUST

He' s gone, man!

Dust suddenly gets to his feet...
| DustT

I"'mgoin" crazy in this rain. |

just gotta clear nmy mnd, gotta...
He's cut off br_the deafeninP REPORT of the Fr-F2, and Dust's
head explodes like a ripe nelon with a spray of bl ood and
bone. ..
And his | egs buckle beneath himas he drops where he stands...

The wonen SCREAM as Beckett pushes them deeper beneath the
fallen tree..

The gunshot, meanwhile, has roused Lt. Wells who suddenly
sits up, eyes w de...

LT. WELLS
Where i s he?

Just as another GUNSHOT sl ams into the side of the young
Lt.'s head, killing himinstantly!

Now it's just Beckett, Sgt. Larson and the two wonen, who
whi nper, crying in terror...

SI LENCE again. Long nmonent, and then..
Beckett rises up, trying to get a |ook..
ENEMY SNI PER S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS OF H S SCOPE

Struggling to get a | ock on Beckett through the steady
downpour . .

KABLAM
FOLLOWN NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET
As it just msses its target...

And Beckett's UPPER CHEST ERUPTS with bl ood, knocking him
back behind the tree..

( CONTI NUED)
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He lies there for a | ong nonent. ..
No one noves. No one says a word. ..
And then Sgt. Larson whispers..

SGT. LARSON
How bad are you hit?

But before Beckett can answer, ANOTHER GUNSHOT, fromthe
side this tinme, blows out Sgt. Larson's tenple in a spray of
BLOOD AND BRAINS. . .

BECKETT (V.Q)
He knew how to get to us now. W
had to find better cover...

He notions for Madane Marquis and the Daughter to foll ow
him and they crawl through the pouring rain, through the
MUD, finally taking cover in a DI TCH behind the rotting
CARCASS of one of the PACK MULES. .

Andhas the last m serable gray rays of sunlight fade into
night...

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Com ng out of the FLASHBACK as Beckett sits there for a
second, the nmenory troubling him And then..

BECKETT
It was just the three of us. M,
Madane Marquis an' the girl. The
only thing that saved us was night
came on an' he couldn't see us
anynore. ..

Eeckett sips water fromthe glass again as he renenbers the
orror...

BECKETT
He knew | was hit. But not dead.
How he mssed ne |'ll never know.
But we all have that one that got

away. . .

Beckett ponders this for a nmoment before continuing..

BECKETT
So he waited. An' so didI. An' at
the first light of day... he took

t he not her. . .

I NT. JUNGLE - BACK IN TI ME - MORNI NG

A GUNSHOT shatters the silence and Madame Marquis' head
EXPLODES, splattering the daughter awake with bl ood!

( CONTI NUED)
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The Young Wwman instantly BOLTS in terror and Beckett GRABS
for her ankle, trying to stop her...

BECKETT
NOOOQ ! !

But her nuddy wet leg slips out of his grasp and she runs...
Anot her GUNSHOT drops the Daughter dead in her tracks...

And Beckett SCREAMS in rage as he FIRES back at the Sniper's
osition. Again and again, janmm ng round after round into
Is M40, until he's out of ammo...

Everything goes silent. For what seens |like an eternity...

BECKETT (V. Q)
An' then | heard sonething that
chilled me to the bone. ..

From sonewhere in the treeline, a man's FAI NT LAUGHTER. ..

| NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT - DAY
Com ng out of the FLASHBACK. ..

BECKETT
He just wal ked away an' left nme to
die. Didn't matter to him He got
what he cane for.

COLONEL
Meani ng what ?

BECKETT
The famly.

COLONEL
| don't understand.

MCKENNA
At the tine, neither did Mster
Gunnery Sergeant Beckett, Sir. But
we're getting a little ahead of
oursel ves. May the Sergeant continue?

_ COLONEL
Conti nue, M. Beckett...

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - BACK I N TI ME - DAY

Beckett awakens to find hinmself HEAVILY BANDAGED i n a HOSPI TAL
BED surrounded by MONITORS. At first he appears to be al one..

Then, as his eyes start to conme into focus, he can see a
WOVAN' S FACE staring down at him..

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT (V.Q)
It was the prettiest face I can ever
remenber seeing....

The beauti ful Wman stands there, not saying a word, radiating
concern. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
| was in Saigon, an' | couldn't
remenber how | got there. But the
pain | felt in nmy chest, an' the
splitting ache in ny head told ne |
wasn't gonna be dying anytinme soon...

Beckett groans as he fights to keep consci ousness...

BECKETT (V. Q)
It also let me know it was too nuch
effort stayin' awake, an' when |
drifted off it all came back to nme
in bits an' pieces...

As Beckett's eyes close and he falls into an uneasy sl eep as
he renenbers. ..

EXT. JUNGLE - NI GHT
Rai n pounds all around as a VO CE suddenly yells...

_ Va CE
This one's still alive!

A BLUR OF YOUNG MARI NE FACES suddenIX aEpear, si |l houetted
agai nst LI GHTNI NG FLASHES i n the dark sky above, gazi ng down
at Beckett, who floats in a ditch, filled with bl oody water
and the GQUTS fromthe Mile...

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - DAY

Beckett is wheeled froma nmedevac HELI COPTER into the
hospital. H's battered body is covered with LEECHES and MJD
STAINED UNI FORM | S SOAKED | N BLOOD. . .

BECKETT (V. Q.)
What | didn't know at the tine out

there in country was that wound
had caused a | ot of interna
bl eedi ng. ..

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - OPERATI NG ROOM - NI GHT

A TEAM of DOCTCORS work on Beckett under blinding surgical
lights. I1t's a blood bath...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
It was over a week before I could
really put two an" two together...
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I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - VWH TE ROOM - DAY

A BLACK AND VWHI TE TV. PRESIDENT NI XON fills the screen,
maki ng hi s announcenent that...

_ NI XON
The US will reduce the troop nunbers
by 70 percent starting...

H s fanous speech continues as the CAVERA WDENS to REVEAL
that the TV is nounted on the wall in the corner of a |ong,
whi t e-washed roomfilled with BEDS of other RECOVERI NG
SO_DIdEdRS, all of whom wear BLUE SCRUBS identifying them as
wounded.

The majority of the patients crowd around the few chairs and
tattered couches that conprise a make-shift TV | ounge...

BECKETT (V. Q)
It'd still be nonths before the pull
out, but Saigon was al ready comn'
apart at the seans. The streets
filled wwth fear an' uncertainty.
It was the beginning of the end...

On one of the beds farthest fromthe TV, Beckett stirs awake.
And from somewhere above him..

SYDNEY (O S.
How are you feeling today-~

It's a lyrical voice, and as Beckett's eyes cone into focus,
he can see that same Beautiful Face from before.

Bl onde hair and deep, kind eyes. Even hiding behind her
st andard-i ssue white nurse's scrubs it's clear she has a
figure to die for...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
Her nane was Sydney Ni |l son.

O, in Beckett's case, to live for...

BECKETT
Li ke shit. How did | get here?

She considers this for a | ong nonent. ..

SYDNEY
Divine intervention? It's a mracle
ou're still breathing. No one el se

rom your platoon survived, you know.

FAST FLASHES
As Beckett renenbers...
Dust taking the sniper bullet, collapsing, dead...

( CONTI NUED)
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Quy Marquis and Son obliterated by the underground
expl osion. ..

The Eneny Sniper's LAUGHTER from somewhere in the trees...

BACK ON BECKETT
As the nenories pass...

BECKETT
It doesn't nmake any sense. Wy'd he
let ne |live?

SYDNEY
| don't know. Nothing about this
war nmakes any sense. But you're
alive, jarhead. And that's all that
matters..

She brushes back his hair wwth a delicate hand and then gets
to her feet.

SYDNEY
['I'l see you tonorrow. Take good
care of yourself, Thonas...

And when she wal ks away, down the |ong, white-washed room..

Beckett's eyes are far fromthe only ones riveted on this
beauty, the startling news on the TV nonentarily forgotten.

BECKETT (V. Q)
Even though she wasn't supposed to
get enotionally attached, she did...
(beat) _
An' 1'mglad she did..

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - GYM - DAY

The gymis all but enpty, save Beckett, who works to rebuild
his strength. ..

BECKETT (V.Q.)
The days went by, nK body slowy
heal ing, ny strength returning...

The door to the gym swi ngs open and Sydney enters with. ..

_ ~ SYDNEY
How s it goi ng?

BECKETT
(wi t hout stopping)
Sl ow. Painful.

. SYDNEY
You' re making great progress.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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SYDNEY (CONT' D)
Usual | y wounded soldiers aren't in
any hurry to get back into fighting
shape. Espectally now, with the end

SO near.

She takes a seat on the floor in a corner, watching Beckett.
Nei t her speaks for a long tine, and then..

BECKETT _
The guys are givin' me a hard tine,
ya know.

SYDNEY
About what ?

BECKETT

" Bout how nmuch tinme you' ve been
spendin' with me. Like you got a
personal stake in nmy recovery.

SYDNEY
And what if | do?

Beckett smles ever so slightly...

BECKETT
Makes ne feel like I'm..
speci al or sonet hing.

SYDNEY

You are special .

ya know,

She's direct. Straight forward. Pulls no punches...

SYDNEY

| know it's crazy, when you think
about how many patients |'ve treated,
but... there's sonething about you,

Thonmas. . .

And a warm sm | e spreads across her face..

SYDNEY

Sonething | |iked the nonent you
woke up out of surgery and vomted
all over the front of ny uniform

He | aughs with her..

BECKETT
| didn't!

SYDNEY
You nost certainly did!

And their laughter slowy fades away...

on him..

as her eyes settle

( CONTI NUED)



43.

~ SYDNEY
You have kind eyes, Thomas. So nany
men who cone through here... their
eyes are cold... and dead..
There's a nonent... and then..
BECKETT
Sonmetimes | feel... cold... an' dead.
SYDNEY

You shouldn't let it get to you. It

kKills nmore nen then the war does...
(beat)

|"ve seen ny share of horror. But I

can't begin to inmagi ne what you' ve

been t hrough. ..

| NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - WHI TE ROOM - NI GHT
The roomis dark save for the omipresent glow of the TV,
around which a few I NSOWNI ACS are gat hered, watching the
NEWS FOOTAGE of the CHACS I N THE STREETS OF SAI GON and COVBAT
FOOTAGE.
Sone playing cards...
Sone just lost in thought...
BECKETT (V.0O.)

| spent ny days in anticipation of

t hose precious nonents when | could

see her. ..

The rest are asleep in bed, painful nenories coursing through
t heir unconsci ous m nds. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
Rylpights, on the other hand... were
ell...

Beckett tosses and turns in his bed, the nenories playing
over his fevered and fragnmented m nd. ..

FLASHES

PFC:VWnterEreen's top half plastered to that tree! Ginning
i ke a Jack-o-lantern...

Dust getting bl own away...

Madame Marqui s’ head bl own apart. ..

Trying to hold onto the Daughter's leg...

The SPRAY OF BLOOD from her head as she tunbles to the nud. ..
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I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - VWHI TE ROOM - MORNI NG
Beckett awakens with a start...

Gasping for breath...

H s sheets SOAKED | N PERSPI RATI ON. . .

Just lying there with sunlight streami ng in through high
Wi ndows. . .

BECKETT (V. Q)
Then one day it was decided that |
was heal thy enough to be debriefed
about the mssion...

| NT. DARKENED CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY
The way Beckett is seated at an ol d wooden table...
A MAN sits across fromhim..

They're both Iit by a single overhead bare bul b that makes
this feel nore like an interrogation than a debriefing...

And maybe that's exactly what it is...

Thledmin doesn't wear a uniformand his eyes are dark and
cold. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
Hi s nane was |an Hanson. He said he
was Mlitary intel, but he was Cl A
At the tinme | didn't know it but as
the years went by | realized what he
was. In ny line of work you' re al ways
dealing with spooks. You can spot
‘ema mle away. That snug smle.
That stutter in their speech when
they're lying to you, ich they are
nost of the tine...

| an Hanson asks questions. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
Wy the CIA gave a rat's ass about
ny story | couldn't figure out...

| an Hanson opens a NOTEBOCOK and starts taking notes as he
asks anot her question.. .

Beckett answers him..

BECKETT (V. Q)
| told "emeverything | could
remenber. About the battles. The
bog_by trapped tunnel. The janmmed
radi o.
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| AN HANSON
VWhat about the famly? Wiy were you
escorting thenf

BECKETT
The Special Ops... or whatever they
were wouldn't tell us. Only that It
was top secret.

| AN HANSON
And did you see the NVA that were
attacki ng?

BECKETT

Only ones | saw up close were the
three that attacked us that |ast

ni ght .

| AN HANSON
WAs t here anything... unusual about
t hen?

FLASHES
As Beckett renenbers..

Madane Marquis' screans alerting Beckett and the others to
the attackers...

Beckett dragging the knife across the throat of one of the
Attackers. ..

Sgt. Larson poundi ng another Attacker's head to a bl oody
pul p agai nst the rock...

Dust putting a bullet through the Iast man's skull...

| NT. DARKENED CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY
Com ng out of the FLASHBACK Beckett answers...

BECKETT
I'mnot sure | understand the
question, Sir. They were nmen. One
m nute they were alive. The next
t hey were dead.

_ | AN HANSON

And the sniper, Private, did you see
hi

BECKETT
Just glinpses, through the trees.

| AN HANSON
Whr'd he | eave you? Wy didn't he
kill you?
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BECKETT
| don't know. ..

| NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT
Beckett, as he renenbers. ..

BECKETT
That was the first an' only tine |
met | an Hanson.

MCKENNA
And yet, after all these years, he
remenbered you

BECKETT
Yes.

MCKENNA
Enough to address his suicide note
to you.

Beckett considers this for a | ong nonent, and then...

BECKETT
If 1'd known at the tine what he'd
done, what he was a part of...
beat
| woulda killed himthen an' there...

I NT. DARKENED CONFERENCE ROOM - FLASHBACK

Young Beckett sits there, across fromlan Hanson as he goes
over his notes...

And then Hanson forces a friendly smle for the first tine...

1 AN HANSON _
Thank you, Private, for your candid
testinony. 1'mgoing to recomrend
you for a bronze star.

BECKETT

Wy ?

Hanson gets up to | eave, glancing back at Beckett w th that
smle frozen 1n his expression..

MAJOR
You're a hero.

And Beckett rivets himw th a puzzled | ook..

BECKETT
Have you |istened to a word |'ve
said? The mssion was a failure.
The famly was sl aughtered. MW
friends are all dead. Me?

( MORE)
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BECKETT ( CONT' D)
I"mjust the dunb ass who beat the
odds an' survived. An' |I'msure as
shit no hero...

| NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT
Com ng out of the FLASHBACK, back on Beckett...

BECKETT
| was just a pawn in a gane that
| an Hanson an’ others were playing.
An' once they found out | didn't
know anyt hing, they let ne go...
(beat
Wth this...

Beckett indicates the BRONZE STAR that's promnently displ ayed
on his uniform..

_ BECKETT .
Thi s was ITK bribe. To keep qui et
an' not ask any questi ons.

_ MCKENNA _
But you didn't keep quiet. D dn't
stop asking questi ons.

Beckett grins ever so slightly...

_ _ BECKETT
It Just 1sn't In ny nature...

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - VWH TE ROOM - AFTERNOON

Where that bl ack-and-white TV drones on, SHON NG THE GROW NG
CHACS ON THE SAI GON STREETS. . .

BECKETT (V. Q)
What they counted on was that | was
too young an' too dunb to put all
t he pi eces together...

There's pandenoni um everywhere. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
What they hadn't counted on was that
with each passing day all | wanted
to do was to get back in country an'
find that bastard who killed Dust
an' the others...

At the edge of the nake-shift TV |ounge, Beckett sits at a
table across froma YOUNG MAN his age with a shock of RED
HAIR, his armin a SLING

They' re playing CHESS. ..
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BECKETT (V. Q)
One of the guys who hel ped ne do
t hat was Paul Finnegan. He was a
Tunnel Rat who'd been wounded in a
firefight near Da Nang. He'd just
re-upped for a second tour an' there
wasn't much he hadn't seen..

As Beckett contenplates his next nove...
FI NNEGAN _ _
There's been runors of a sniper |ike
your boy. Kinda |ike a phantom

As Beckett's QUEEN takes Finnegan's BI SHOP. .

BECKETT
Who is he?
As Finnegan's KNI GHT takes BECKETT' S Queen. .
FI NNEGAN

|'ve just heard the runors. Lenme
ask around, see what | can see..

He trails off, eyes riveting on sonething just behind
Beckett. ..

Beckett doesn't notice this right away, as he noves a PAWN
to take Finnegan's KN GHT..

BECKETT
Check. . .

And when Beckett | ooks up to see Finnegan's no | onger paying
attention to the game, he follows his new friend s gaze,
craning his neck to see...

Sydney. . .
Standing there wwth a warmsmle on her |lovely face. She's

dressed in off-duty khakis with a pleated skirt that shows
of f her legs...

SYDNEY
Hel |l o Thonmas.
Beckett sniles back...
BECKETT
Sydney.
SYDNEY

My shift just ended and | was
morgering If you d like to take a
wal k.
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EXT. SAI GON M LI TARY BASE - LATE AFTERNCON

Beckett and Sydney wal k si de-by-side through the sprawing
Saigon Mlitary Base. The grounds are peaceful, a stark
contrast to the civil unrest unraveling just beyond its tall,
heavily-fortified wought-iron gates.

And yet, even inside this sanctuar¥, are hints of things to
cone, HARRI ED BUREAUCRATS rushing from place to place, hauling
FI LI NG CABI NETS and ot her SUPPLI ES. .

SYDNEY
| was a mlitary brat grow n(rq up.
My father was an officer, a lifer
rarely staying in one place for nore
than a few years. He net ny nother
when he was stationed in Australia.
That's how | got ny nane...

- BECKETT
(finishing her sentence)

Sydney.
Sydney flashes Beckett a sweet smle, before continuing...

SYDNEY
|'ve wanted to be a doctor since |
was little, was a year into nedica
school when | signed uE to cone here,
serve ny country, if that's what you

wanna call it. M dad's proud as
hel | .

BECKETT
An' your nonf

SYDNEY

She died. A long tine ago.
And with that, they both fall silent, until...

BECKETT
Both of ny folks are dead. Never
kneM/ng nom she wal ked out when |
was a baby. Guess | can't blane
heL: hy dad, he was a tough son of
a bitch..

He goes silent for a nonent, renenbering..

BECKETT
| don't think he was ever happy.
Drank hinself to death an' left nme a
little bit of noney to start college.
| never had nmuch of a head for school
but went anymaK. Mainly to escape
the draft in the beginning..

Eeckett pauses for another nonent, as the nenories wash over
im..
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BECKETT

| made it to nmy senior year but |
started seeing friends cone hone in
body bags. You watch this shit on
the tube day an' night an'" it starts
to get under your skin..

(beat)
Truth be known |I'm not sure we
shoul d' ve conme here in the first
place. But we did. An' a lot of
good nen di ed because we did...

(anot her beat)
| started feeling guilty...

SYDNEY
It's such an incredible traged%. So
nanK young nmen with no choice but to
fight... and die.

BECKETT
| don't see it that way. At |east
not for ne anynore. Bein' a soldier's
the first thing I've ever done in ny
life that feels right.

SYDNEY
Then all the npbre reason not to waste
our best and brightest on a | ost
cause.

BECKETT
You' re here?

That brings a smle to her face...

Beckett smles back...

SYDNEY
Someone' s gotta patch you guys up
an' send you hone to Mama... or a
girlfriend.

BECKETT

No Mama. No girlfriend.

And her snile w dens...

They fall

silent as they get to the top of a hill, |ooking

out on the mlitary conplex and the sprawling, chaotic Sal gon

beyond. . .

BECKETT (V. Q.)
Maybe Sydney wanted to sal vage
sonet hi ng ﬂood an' sweet an' sacred
fromall this death an' destruction
Maybe | wanted to sal vage sonet hi ng
of the naive, young man | had been
not that |ong ago...

And they watch the sunset in silence...

( CONTI NUED)
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' BECKETT (V.Q)
VWhat ever it was, the connection was
imediate, an' it was strong...

In the distance, in the SAI GON STREETS, CHAGS, LOOTI NG,
VI OLENCE and URBAN COMBAT rage through the night...

HOLDI NG ON THI' S HAUNTI NG MOSAI C AS THE COLOR SLOALY FADES. . .
UNTIL I'T"S BLACK- AND- WHI TE. . .

éNDTGHEN THE | MAGE BECOMES PI XI LATED, AS IF IT'S BEI NG WATCHED

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - VWH TE ROOM - DAY

W are watching these | MAGES of CHAOS and DESTRUCTI ON on the
TV nounted to the wall...

Beckett sits anmpngst the other wounded G s gathered in front
of the TV, but he doesn't pay attention, lost in his own
t hought's, when. ..

FI NNEGAN (O S.)
Tonmy!

Beckett turns to see Finnegan approaching...

~ FI NNEGAN
| been talkin' to a few guys who
m ght have sonme answers tor you...

EXT. SAI GON M LI TARY BASE - SHOOTI NG RANGE - DAY

A TARGET cut into the shape of an NVA wth cartoonishly
raci st Asian features...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
He told nme | should hook up with the
"Snake Killers."
A GUNSHOT shatters the silence...
And a bullet tears a hole on the head of the target...
ANOTHER ANGLE
As all hell breaks |oose with GUNFIRE!

A GROUP OF MEN, wield their powerful SNIPER RIFLES, many of
themnon-mlitary issue AUSTRI AN and GERVAN MODELS, as they
bl ow away targets fromvarying ranges...

BECKETT (V.O)
That's what they called the sniper
training conpany there on the base...

These snipers' ages range fromearly 20s to |late 30s and
beyond. . .
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And each and every one has a SNAKE TATTQO on his right hand.
A synbol of the sniper brotherhood..

One of these snipers is a GRIZZLED VETERAN wi th deep-set
wrinkles creasing his |eathery face.

As the CAMERA HOLDS on this character, Beckett introduces
himwth. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
Master Gunnery Sergeant Kris Cof een
had seen it all. He was a sniper in
Korea, an' had been in ' Namsince
t he Kennedy admi ni stration..

As SGI. COFEEN crosses to get nore ammp, he notices Beckett,
no}hpes the blue scrubs identifying himas a wounded
soldier...

'COFEEN _
You the guy Finnegan was tal kin'
about? The one wth the story 'bout
t he eneny sniper that took out your
pl at oon?

Beckett nods...

COFEEN
You're a |ucky sonofabitch, kid.
Very few grunts cross paths with
t

t he
Frenchman an' live to tell the l e

ale. ..

EXT. SAI GON STREETS - N GHT

A beat-up old JEEP coughs a noxious cloud of exhaust as it
races through the decaying streets of Saigon..

BECKETT (V. O.)

That ni ght, Cofeen took nme to see
the Dead Man...

| NT. JEEP - CONTI NUOUS
Cof een drives. Beckett is in the passenger seat...
COFEEN
You ever wondered what the end of
the world would be like, kid? Shit,
jus' |l ook out the w ndow. ..

The scene playing outside the w ndow i s apocal yptic indeed..

EXT. SAI GON STREETS - CONTI NUOUS

The Jeep runbl es over broken and uneven asphalt, SWERVING to
avoi d stall ed, abandoned and soneti nes burning CARS..
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Eveerhere you | ook there's LOOTERS, and even the occasi onal
frightened ANl MAL, just another tragic life form caught up
in the bedl am and madness. ..

KABOOM

A MOLOTOV COCKTAI L shatters the GLASS of a STOREFRONT,
starting a RAG NG FIRE as the Jeep races by. ..

EXT. SEAMY SAlI GON BAR/ WHOREHOUSE - NI GHT

Sonmewhere of f the beaten track..

We see the Jeep parked in a trash-strewn dirt |ot outside a
crunbling edifice covered in Vietnanese and English GRAFFITI,
as well as several CRUDE PAI NTI NGS OF NUDE WOMEN. .

Rock 'n roll MJSIC blares fromi nside. .

I NT. SEAMY SAlI GON BAR/ VHOREHOUSE - CONTI NUQUS

The ROCK 'N ROLL MJUSIC, spilling fromthe JUKE BOX, has been
punped up to ear-shattering decibels...

The energy in this crowded, snoky corner of hell is
electric...

Violence threatening to erupt at any second.

Sem -clad and heavily made-up VI ETNAMESE PROSTI TUTES mingl e
g&kﬁ a nostly Anerican clientele, some of whomare G's on

O hers, however, are grizzled EX- PATS who finished their
tours, and, for whatever reason, never were able to find
their way back hone. ..

A nean, nasty bunch, feeding off the expl osive vibrations
currently raging in the streets...

Cof een | eads Beckett through the teem ng crowd, toward a MAN
who sits at the BAR his back to them..

Cof een TAPS the nman on the shoul der with. ..
COFEEN
| got soneone here needs to talk to
you, Dead Man...
_ DEAD MAN
(W thout turning around)
' Bout what ?

H's voice is throaty and guttural, and he sounds |ike, well,
a Dead Man.

COFEEN
About the Frenchnan.
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esn't turn around... but he raises his head ever

DEAD MAN
He's... seen 'inP

Beckett fields the question..

BECKETT
Not really. Just glinpses. Through
the trees.

And with that, Dead Man finally turns to face them..

_ DEAD MAN
| saw him..

Beckett's breath catches in his throat at the sight of this
strange character...

H S HEAD | S GROTESQUELY DEFORMED FROM WHERE A BULLET TOOK A
CHUNK COF H' S HEAD OFF, LEAVING HHM W TH ONE EYE AND A CONSTANT

DEAD MAN
An' then he blew half ny fuckin'
head of f an' left the handsome devil
sitting before you today...

BECKETT
Jesus!

DEAD MAN
Jesus had nothin' to do with it..

Dead Man studi es Beckett for what seens |like an eternity...

DEAD MAN
He left you in pretty good shape,
kid. Maybe the fucker's losin' his
t ouch?

Al'l of a sudden, fromacross the bar, the Prostitutes scatter
as VO CES are RAISED and a FI GHT BREAKS QUT, fists and insults
flying, glasses shattering...

DEAD MAN

How ' bout we go soneplace a little
qui eter. ..

| NT. DEAD MAN S ROOM - M NUTES LATER

It's hardly any quieter in this Spartan bedroom just above
the bar...

The rock "n roll MJSIC fromthe cranked Juke Box shaking the
floor as the bar fight rages on..

Beckett and Cofeen sit on wobbly old chairs across from Dead
Man, who's spraw ed across his bed..
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H s permanent squint making himlook [ike a demented Popeye,
%ﬁ&ﬁgt instead of a corn cob pipe, he huffs on an ENORMOUS

BECKETT
Wiy's he called the Frenchman?

The Dead Man stretches a grin across his deformed face...

DEAD MAN
Because... he's a Frenchman. ..

He of fers Beckett a toke but he refuses...

DEAD MAN
A leftover fromthe French Speci al
Forces. Them frogs been fucking up
this part of the world |ong before
we ever got here.

BECKETT _
How s he nove so fast? It was |ike
he was everywhere at once.

DEAD MAN
He knows the jungle Iike a cat, uses
the tunnels to find the perfect angle.
Al ways head shots. Rarely m sses.

BECKETT
That's him So why's a sniper from
French Special Forces workin' with
t he NVA?

Dead Man shoots Cof een a know ng gl ance. .

H s Iiﬁs spreading into a gruesone grin again as he |ets out
a cough that sounds like a death rattle... or maybe it's
| aughter. ..

DEAD MAN
He's not. They dress |ike NVA but
they're really Canbodi an. A rogue
Khngr Rouge unit runnin' the oplum
trade.

COFEEN
But that's just the tip of the
i ceberg, tell the kid...

Dead Man nods, picking up the thread with...

DEAD MAN
No one wants to see it end, but
everyone knows the end is comn'
soon, an' they want to get ever
fuckin' thing they can before this
pl ace descends into fuckin' hell

( MORE)
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DEAD MAN ( CONT' D)
You can't begin to i magi ne the noney
that's been sucked outta this
godf or saken shithol e over the I ast
ten years. There's a |ot of
not herfuckers gettin' rich. On both
sides of the coin. In an' out of
uni form..

Dead Man lets this final comment hang in the stifling air
for a nmonent as he takes a MASSIVE H'T fromthe Blunt...

BECKETT
So what are you telling ne?

Agai n, Dead Man shoots a | ook at Cofeen..

DEAD MAN
You ever hear 'bout what happened at
An Loc?

BECKETT
Alittle. They're still investigating
fromwhat | hear.

DEAD VAN
They're not doin' shit. [It's al

bei ng covered up..

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

McKenna stops Beckett's story with...

MCKENNA .
Whgt woul d t hey have been covering
up”

BECKETT

That the An Loc nmssacre wasn't the
work of the NVA

MCKENNA

Then who actually commtted it?
BECKETT

Khner Rouge.
MCKENNA

But why would the U S. government
cover It up?

BECKETT
It wasn't a governnent cover-up
Just a handful of individuals that
conspired to nake An Loc | ook Iike
an NVA massacre. But the real reason
was to assassi nate a man naned Pham

Quat.
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McKenna renoves an old weathered "8 1/2 x 11" PHOTOGRAPH
Egﬁn1ar of ficial -1 ooking ENVELOPE as he addresses the
onel ...

MCKENNA
[ f your honor would allow nme to
approach the bench..

COLONEL
You may. ..

McKenna crosses to the Colonel, places the PHOTO in his
out stretched hand. ..

CLOSE ANGLE

S7.

The PHOTO, which shows a candid shot of PHAM QUAT, a striking

presence, stern-faced and serious...
ANGLE - ALL

As the Photo is passed anpongst the panel, fromofficer-to-

officer...

MCKENNA
Pham Quat was a high ranking officia
in the South Vietnanmese Nationa
Police. An incorruptible wild card
who had been net hodically cl eaning
things up, cracking down, in
parélcular, on the flourishing opium
trade. .

BECKETT

pi cki ng up the thread)
What the Dead Man told ne was that
Pham Quat was known to be in the
viIIaEe of An Loc the night it was
attacked Not by NVA as the reports
say, but by a Khner Rouge unit an’
their leader. The Frenchman.

MCKENNA
Under direct orders from sone rogue
elements in the French Special Forces
and American Mlitary?

BECKETT
Yes, Sir. Like | said, it was al
about nmoney. Getting as much as
they could before the war was over.
They killed Pham Quat because he was
getting in their way.

COLONEL
And you have proof of this?

MCKENNA

We'll get to that, Sir. |f Master
@Qunnery Sergeant Beckett may continue?
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The Col onel nods his perm ssion..
And as Beckett continues...

The CAMERA ZOOMS I N on the PHOTO of Pham Quat, until it FILLS
THE SCREEN. . .

BECKETT (V. Q)
After ny neeting with the Dead Man,
| had to find out all | could about
the An Loc massacre..

I NT. SAI GON M LI TARY BASE - RECORDS - NI GHT
ON t he same PHOTOGRAPH of PHAM QUAT. ..

And the CAMERA W DENS TO REVEAL young Beckett, SITTING all
ﬁ!onﬁ ag a table, staring at the PHOTOGRAPH that he holds in
i s hand...

He | ays the phot ograph down and picks up a | arge ENVELOPE
mar ked:

AN LOC MASSACRE
CONFI DENTI AL

BECKETT (V. Q)
Fi ndi ng what | was | ooking for proved
easier than | had ever inmagined...

PULLI NG BACK FURTHER. . .

To REVEAL that the Records Room nore closely resenbles a
gar bage dunp.

File cabinets are open and FILES are scattered everywhere.

Many of them are marked with that ' CONFI DENTIAL' or 'TOP
SECRET' seal, strewn about haphazardly, as if they'd been
abandoned. .

Beckett breaks the seal on the envel ope and takes out its
contents. ..

A thick stack of photographs...
_ BECKETT (V.0Q.)

Things were unraveling in a hurry.

Docunments, that only weeks before

had been guarded with the utnost

secrecy, were now left out in the

open, there for anyone who cared to

| ook. ..
Beckett shuffles past one disturbing PHOTO after another. ..
The village is a disaster. Snoldering ruins...

Dead animals half buried in the nud. ..
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The | andscape littered with bl ood soaked HUVMAN CORPSES. .
The FACE of one of the CORPSES..

Becket t Picks up the PHOTOGRAPH of PHAM QUAT and conpares it
to the bl oody face of the corpse...

I[t's the same man..

BECKETT
| spent all night going through
everything. It wasn't until sunrise
that | finally found what | was really

| ooki ng for..
ANGLE - BECKETT
The first pink rays of sunlight streak through the old wooden
blinds as he lifts a FILE FOLDER out of one of the file
cabinets. ..
It's marked:
JEAN Pl ERRE HERAULT

As he opens it his eyes narrowin the dimlight, straining
with disbelief at what he finds...

ANGLE - FILE

| nsi de is one sinPIe PHOTOGRAPH of the RU NS of a G ANT TEMPLE
SPIRE in the mddle of the jungle...

A CAUCASI AN MAN stands there dressed in jungle cano...

He hol ds that sleek |ooking FR-F2 SNIPER RIFLE in his arms...
St andi ng around himare armed CAMBODI AN PEASANTS. .

St andi ng next to himare TWO FAM LI AR CAUCASI AN FACES. .

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Mckenna approaches the bench and hands the Col onel sone
PAPERS. .

MCKENNA
These are the French mlitary records
for Jean Pierre Herault, Sir. He
was a sniper in their Special Forces.
You'll find that when the French
left Viet Namin '55 Captain Herault
was |isted as missing in action..

The Col onel studies the PHOTOGRAPH for a nmonent... and then..

COLONEL
Who are these nen next to hinf
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BECKETT .
| an Hanson, Sir. An' Guy Marquis...

And that takes everyone by surprise...

COLONEL
The man you went to rescue an' the
Cl A operative who debriefed you?

BECKETT
Yes, Sir. An' Jean Herault was the
man they called the 'Frenchman'.

The Col onel stares at the photograph again for a nonent,
digesting all of this...

CCOLONEL
Did you take this information to
your superiors at the tinme, Master
Qunnery Ser geant ?

BECKETT
No, Sir.

COLONEL
Why not ?

I NT. SYDNEY'S QUARTERS - NI GHT

Beckett lies in the dark, lost in thought as Sydney sl eeps
soundly at his side, a shapely bare arm w apped around him. .

BECKETT (V. Q)
| know we were fightin' the NVA
But in my mind, there was only one
eneny. The Frenchman. And | wanted
to kill himin the worst way...

BecEett slowy slides out of bed, causing Sydney to stir
wth. ..

SYDNEY
You okay?

BECKETT
Just need a gl ass of water..

And with that he crosses to the bathroom his naked body
silhouetted in the darkness...

I NT. SYDNEY'S BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS

I nstead of getting a glass of water, Beckett just stands
there, staring at his REFLECTION in the mrror, fixated on

hi s healing wound, still purple and discol ored...
BECKETT (V. Q)
| wanted to kill him.. by beatin’

himat his own gane..
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EXT. SAI GON M LI TARY BASE - SN PER SHOOTI NG RANGE - DAY

Beckett hangs out at the shooting range as the Snake Killers
go about their training. This tinme he has his M40 spread
across his lap, attaching a new SCOPE. .

Wat chi ng, waiting, hoping...

BECKETT (V. Q)
At first they were hesitant to |et
me in. A wounded soldier is damaged
%oods to an elite group like the
nake Killers. Especially soneone
that got out alive when the rest of
his platoon died...

The Snake Killers all but ignore Beckett...

Al'l except Cofeen, who suddenly crosses to him his sleek
DRAGUNOV SVD BOLT- ACTI ON sl ung over his shoul der..

COFEEN
You rem nd me of the kid who didn't
Eet pi cked for the baseball team but
eeps showin'" up to practice.

Beckett holds up the M40 with a wy grin...

BECKETT
Even brought ny own mtt, coach

COFEEN
Rem ngton M 40, huh? Decent gun.
For American-nmade. Mst of us prefer
Eur opean- nodel s. . .

Cof een hoists out his owmn rifle...

COFEEN

Got this baby off an enen¥_sniper
took out after one of ny first
firefights in Nam |It's a Dragunov,
Sovi et nodel. Always thought there
was sonet hin’ kinda poetic ‘bout
ﬁsln’ t he eneny’ s weapon agai nst

i m

BECKETT _
| don't know nuch about poetry, Sir.
Bug | know | prefer ny guns Anerican
made. . .

Cof een’ s conversation wth Beckett causes sone of the other
Snipers to take a break fromtheir training and observe his
interaction with the 'rookie.

COFEEN

One shot, one kill, you know what
t hat neans, kid?
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Beckett's not sure...

COFEEN
What we do, it ain't |ike regular
conbat, where they're shootin' at
you an' you're shootin' back. You
sit an' you wait until you have a
cl ean shot. An' when you do, there's
no hesitation, cuz there's no second

chance. One shot, one kill. It's
what some might call ‘“in cold blood.’
BECKETT

An' what do you call it?
Cof een flashes a wy grin...

COFEEN
| call it another day at the office.

Beckett is silent for a noment. ..

Ehe Snake Killers have stopped their training, al
im

BECKETT

| wish to hell | could go back an’
live a normal, quiet lite. But |
can't. 1've killed in the way you're
tal kin'" about. An' that kinda bl ood,
it never washes off. \Whether you

let me into your little club here or
Bot, I"mone of you. | always wll

e...

eyes on

Silence for what seens |like an eternity, and then..

COFEEN

Alright, kid, let's see what ya got...

BECKETT adj usts his scope on the MA40...

And then steps up to an unoccupi ed TARGET STATI ON..

Al eyes are on himas he levels the M40...

Cof een OEerates the SWTCH t hat noves the TARCET (anot her

one of t
posi tion..

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
As he zeroes the Target into his sights...

BECKETT (O S.)
Fart her. ..

ANGLE - BECKETT AND COFEEN

Cof een grins...

ose raci st NVA cardboard cutouts) out into
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~ COFEEN
Farther it is...

He noves the target back another 50 yards...
BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
Again he gets the target in his sights, before calling out...

BECKETT (O S.)
Fart her!

ANGLE - BECKETT AND COFEEN
Cof een i s unsure..

COFEEN
You sure, kid? There's only a handful
of snipers in the whole goddamm Cor ps
who can neke that shot?

BECKETT _
| used to hunt deer at this range.
COFEEN .
Yeah, but deer ain't huntin' you
back.
BECKETT
Tell you what. | make it, I'min.

| mss, you tell ne to fuck off.
That brings another grin to Cofeen's face...
COFEEN
You got balls. 1'll say that for
you. ..

And he flips the SWTCH and the TARGET whirs back farther
and farther..

The Snake Killers gather around, fascinated by howthis is
gonna play out...

Finally the target gets to the end of the track..

Just a speck in the distance, rocking back and forth in the
breeze, a quarter of a mle fromwhere they stand...

COFEEN
That's as far as it goes.

BECKETT
Perfect...

Beckett readjusts the M40 and wi thout hesitation...
KABLAM
FOLLOW NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET
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As it soars through the air, hitting the target...
DEAD BETWEEN THE EYES!
And that's how a |l egend is born...

BECKETT (V. Q)

From that point on, | was one of
them ..

MONTACE

Befrett goi ng through SNI PER TRAI NI NG wi th the Snake
Killers...

Making a GHILLIE SUT fromany and all avail able vegetation..
TRACKI NG t hrough the jungle...
And, of course, TARGET PRACTI CE. ..

EXT. SAIGON M LI TARY BASE - SN PER SHOOTI NG RANCE - DAY
Beckett stands at the shooting station. This tinme, as well
as the fellow Snake Killers, a CROAD i s gathered, enjoying
t he show. ..

As Beckett FIRES..

Destroying the target with dead-eye accuracy...

BECKETT' S FACE
Teeth gritted, sweat cascadinglhis brow. And though it's

cleaa e's still in considerable pain, he doesn't nake a
sound. . .

I NT. SNAKE KI LLER QUARTERS - NI GHT
More a dank, dark hovel than a quarters..

The Snake Killers all stand around Beckett, who sits on a
stool, ink mxing with bl ood as Cofeen gives hima TATTOO ..

The iconic SNAKE that, to this day, adorns his right hand..

I NT. SNAKE KI LLER QUARTERS - LATER

Beckett sits all alone, nursing a WARM BEER, eyes riveted on
his new tattoo, when Cofeen enters...

COFEEN
You like it?

BECKETT
Yeah.
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COFEEN

You're one of us now. For life.
BECKETT

It’s an honor.
COFEEN

W're proud to have you. .

Cof een reaches for another BOTTLE of warm beer and POPS t he
top. ..

COFEEN
The country's goin' to hell. W
coul da won this thing, Beckett. |If
we'd had the balls, 1f we'd had the
wll, but we didn't. Shit, back

hone, folks are callin' us baby
killers, you know that?

Cof een downs half the bottle of beer in one mghty swg...

COFEEN
An'" now everyone's leavin' like rats
froma sinkin' ship. But not you
Beckett? You're itchin' to get back
In country, aren't ya?

BECKETT
Yes, Sir!

COFEEN
| can see it in your eyes. Sone
guys, once they see conbat, nothin
an’ no one can ever get 'em back out
there. But not guys |like us. What
we are. ..

He stops to think about it. There's a hint of renorse in
his tired eyes...

COFEEN
It's alonely life...
(beat
Alife I wouldn't wish on anybody...

gb finishes the last of the beer and hurls it into a garbage
rum. .

~ COFEEN
You got a girl on the base, | hear?
BECKETT
Sorta...
COFEEN

An' what would she think if you
shi pped out again?

Beckett takes a deep breath, troubled by the thought...
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BECKETT .
| can't speak for her, Sir.

Cof een studi es Beckett for a while before proceeding..

COFEEN
|'ve been assigned to a new unit.
Qur orders are taking us up around
t he area where your platoon was w ped
out. They asked nme to recruit another
sniper for the team You interested?

. BECKETT
' minterested.

~ COFEEN
(atired smle)
Get nedical clearance, an' you're
in.

_ BECKETT
Yes, Sir!

COFEEN
And for the | ove of God, Beckett,
don't |eave that poor girl hanging.
LovE has no place in our |ine of
wor k. . .

I NT. SYDNEY'S QUARTERS - NI GHT

Sydney sits on the bed, her back turned to Beckett, who lies
on the bed...

_ SYDNEY
... just don't think you' re ready
to go back into conbat.

BECKETT
Is it that you don't think I'm
ready. ..
(beat)
O that you don't want ne to go?

Sydney turns to him the tears streaking her |ovely face..
_ SYDNEY
Can't it be both, Thomas? | could
sign a piece of paper, get you
di scharged tonorrow. M tour's al nost
over. W could... test this...
He doesn't say anything...
And she tries to make light of it, tears welling again..

SYDNEY
O at least go out on a real date.
( MORE)
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SYDNEY ( CONT' D)
~you know, the stuff
i ke us are supposed to

She trails off, |ocking her gaze with Beckett's for what

seens like an eternity...

Sydney flinches first, a synbolic act of surrender, as she

drops her head..

SYDNEY

That's not gonna happen, is it?

Hs eyes say it all...

_ BECKETT
| prom se...
He reaches out to her..
BECKETT
W' ||l see each again, 1'lI...
But Sydney noves away. ..
SYDNEY
No. | patched you up once. | can't
do it again. | won't...
| NT. SAI GON M LI TARY HOSPI TAL - DAY

Beckett's loading up his gear into a duffel bag, as Finnegan

crosses to him..

FI NNEGAN

Shit, Tomy, you just gonna | eave
l'i ke that, no goodbye, nothin'?

That was the i

Wsh | was go

BECKETT
dea. ..

FI NNEGAN
n' out there with ya.

But the quacks tell nme |I need another
coupl e days of bed rest. Jesus

Christ, | don'
make it. I'm
in this place.

Bef ore Beckett can reply,

t know how |' m gonna
goin" fucking insane

he notices Sydney standing at the

end of the long room watching them..

She doesn't return his sm
Fi nnegan with...

| e, as Beckett turns back to

BECKETT

Take care of her, Finnegan, wll ya?
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FI NNEGAN
No problem buddy. An' you take
care of yourself, huh?

Thei r handshake becones a manly hug, and when they break...

FI NNEGAN
It's a small pountrr. W'l | neet up
again before it's all over..

Beckett shoots one |ast glance back at where Sydney had been
standi ng, but she's no |onger there...

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Beckett sits there, lost in the nmenory. And then he | ooks
up at the waiting faces, continuing wth...

BECKETT
Me an' Sydney, we stayed cl ose over
the years. Still are close. But

what we had, we never got it back.

Li ke Cofeen said, it's a lonely life,

alifel wouldn't wsh on anybody...
(beat)

By week's end I was back where

bel onged. ..

EXT. LZ - DAY

PANNI NG across a Tent City Command Center, not unlike the
one Beckett was introduced to his first day in country. The
only difference...

It’s been_conﬁletely ABANDONED, unoccupi ed TENTS of all sizes
fl apping in the warm breeze, and even a few rusty, hulking
VEHICLES whose days of service for their country are behind
them ..

BECKETT (V.Q.)

Wth the decline in Anrerican mlitary

presence, our mission was to

dem litarize as nmuch of the country

as possible...
A PLATOON OF MARI NES noves through this desol ate scene..
TORCHI NG EVERYTHI NG I N SI GHT. ..
ANGLE - BECKETT AND COFEEN

They' re posted on a ridge above, watching over this RAG NG
| NFERNO as they | ook for eneny novenent...

The FLAMES dancing across their faces...



EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The Pl at oon,

ATHCK MST swirling all around them..

BECKETT (V. Q.)

We hunped through the jungle
destroying tent cities, staging areas,
fox holes, LZs, an thlng t hat coul d
fall into the mwon? hands when the
inevitable flood of eneny fighters
woul d overtake the country...

69.

11 MEN IN ALL, with Cofeen and Beckett holdlng
up either end, nakes its way through the dense jungle..

No | onger the fresh-faced rookie, Beckett noves through the

thick undergrowth as if he were made for the terrain,

He's aware of every sound, every novenent...

BECKETT (V. Q)
W were three days out w thout seeing
asoul. Gave me a lot of time to
think about what had happened on
that first mssion to get Guy Marquis
an’ his famly..

Beckett studies Cofeen, wal king point...

Studying the veteran warrior he will one day becone..

BECKETT (V. Q.)
| kept thinking, what if Cofeen was
right? Wat it those eneny conbatants
we'd run into weren't NVA but the
rogue Canbodi an unit an’ its French
sni per? The NVA m ght not have the
techni cal know how to jama radio
transm ssi on.

| NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT
Beckett renenbers...

BECKETT
But the French Special Qps sure as
hel | woul d.

_ MCKENNA
And you think they attacked you to
kill the French famly?
BECKETT

| didn’t at the tinme. But during

that second mssion | started thinking
about what the Dead Man said. About
what happened at An Loc.

( CONTI NUED)
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MCKENNA
And it occurred to %ou t hat Guy
Marqui s m ght have had information
about the massacre that sonmeone didn’t
want made public?

BECKETT
At the tine it seened insane. To
conprom se that m ssion woul da neant
our own people were involved...

H s eyes narrow, as an old rage simers just beneath the
surface. ..

MCKENNA _
But now you don't think it was so
I nsane?

BECKETT

No, Sir, | don't. Not in light of
what | now know. . .

And there’s glances all around the courtroomat this...

Beckett studies the panel before him |ooking fromface to
face, and then..

BECKETT

On the fourth day out we came up on
SOme Oopi um runners. .

EXT. JUNGLE - H GH GROUND - BACK IN TI ME - DAY

The Platoon stands in formation along a ridge, |ooking down
at MOVEMENT on a cut in the jungle

Beckett |evels his M40...

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

VWAt chi ng bel ow as a heavily-armed 12-MAN UNI T makes its way
t hrough the thick foliage, escorting 10 HUVAN PEASANT MULES,
who struggle with HUGE BAGS OF POPPY BULBS strapped to their
backs. ..

ANGLE - BECKETT

As he lowers his rifle, and Cof een whispers...

COFEEN
They’ re Canbodi ans, by the | ook of
‘em
BECKETT
The Canmbodi ans?
. COFEEN
(with a shrug)
Could be... hard to tell for sure...
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Cof een then | evel s his Dragunov, eye to scope..
SCOPE POV

Scanni ng the procession. There's no sign of the
"Frenchman". ..

But there never would be...
ANGLE - BECKETT AND COFEEN
Cofeen lowers his rifle and gazes around the jungle..
~ COFEEN _
There's no sign of that fuckin'
Frog. ..
(beat) S

Leave ‘embe. Qur mssionis to

engage NVA only. ..
Cof een nmotions for the platoon to nove out and they do...
As the last MARINE on the ridge turns to | eave he steps on a
| oose part of the ground near the edge, nearly losing his
footing...
ANGLE - CAMBODI ANS

As the disl odged ROCKS tunble down the cliff and one of the
ARMED CAMBODI ANS spots the Marine as he ducks away. ..

He yells to the others and instantly they aimtheir rifles
up at the ridge and open FIRE. .

ANGLE - BECKETT AND THE OTHERS

The Marine is hit! Going down in a hail of GUNFIRE..

Beckett and the others run back to the ridge...

A CORPSMAN to the aid of the wounded Marine. ..

The others, finding position above the Canbodi ans. ..

As all hell breaks | oose...

ANGLE - CAMBODI ANS

The GUNMEN take whatever cover they can find, FIR NG blindly
'R el | MGovered as the harfnes RETURN HIRE, | e M g around.

In the chaos and viol ence, the Peasant Ml es DUW THEI R CARGO
and take off running...

ANGLE - COFEEN
Leveling his Dragunov...
COFEEN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

( CONTI NUED)
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Getting a Canbodi an Gunman in his sights...

He FI RES!

And the Gunman's skull explodes in crinson...

ANGLE - BECKETT

Cal m and cool as he levels his M40...

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Getting another Canbodi an Gunman in his sights...

Ri ght between the eyes!

ANGLE - BECKETT AND COFEEN

Beckett and Cof een continue what is essentially a sniper
shoot -of f, picking off one Canbodi an Gunman after anot her,
taking themout wth dead-eye accuracy.

One shot, one kill...

ANGLE - CAMBCDI ANS

Over mat ched, the remai ni ng Canbodi an Gunnmen start to fan
out. ..

Beating a hasty RETREAT toward the jungle.
ANGLE - BECKETT AND THE OTHERS

As he scranbl es down the rocky ravine toward the cutting
bel ow, | eading a charge..

Ki cki ng uE dirt and turf the Platoon skids its way down the
ravi ne benhi nd Cof een and Beckett, a feM/Iosinﬂ their bal ance
and falling hard, rolling head over heel to the jungle
floor...

The Pl atoon gives chase, trying to pick off the remaining
@unnen taking cover in the trees...

EXT. THI CK JUNGLE - CONTI NUOUS

In the dense, dark jungle, the sound of AUTOVATIC GUNFIRE is
deafening as the battle rages on...

I ntense, bl oody, chaotic...

Canbodi an Gunnen and Marines alike are dropping in the
frenzied cross-fire.

Cornered, a PAIR OF CAMBODI AN GUNMEN drop their weapons in
surrender.

As MARI NES surround them a GUNSHOT from sonmewhere in the
dense jungl e takes out ONE of the Marines!
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ANGLE - BECKETT

In a catlike reflex, Beckett levels his M40 in the direction
of the gunshot. ..

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
Scanning the jungle...

Whi ppi ng back and forth. ..

Suddenly catching a MOVEMENT. . .

As the Canbodi an Gunman runs. ..

ANGLE - BECKETT

He FIRES. ..

FOLLON NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET

ﬁf iEIHITS the fleeing Gunman and he goes down in a haze of
ood!

ANGLE - BECKETT
He yells out to Cofeen, taking off after his quarry...

BECKETT
["mgoin" after him..

ANGLE - JUNGLE

Beckett staggers through the thick foliage, fighting his
way, eyes searching ahead for a sign of the fleeing GUNVAN. .

ANOTHER ANGLE

As he crashes through the tangle of vines...

To the spot where the man dropped..

Al that’s there is a BLOOD- SPATTERED trail in the nud...
Leadi ng deeper into the jungle...

Beckﬁtt | evel s his M40, gazing in the direction of the blood
trail...

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
As he scans the jungle, looking for his quarry, when..

There he is! The Gunman is hobbled but alive, |eaking blood
as he crashes through the trees...

ANGLE - BECKETT
He isn't able to get a clean shot...

And he lowers his rifle and takes off after himagain..
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ANGLE - COFEEN

The FIRE FIGHT starts to wind down as the | ast of the
CAMBODI ANS is killed...

And Lhe GUNSHOTS echo across the jungle as Cof een takes
st ock. ..

COFEEN
How bad are we?

MARI NE
Four are down, Sir. Two dead. Two
wounded.

COFEEN
Call in a chopper...

ANGLE - BECKETT

As he stunbles through the jungle, farther and farther from
hi s pl at oon. .

In the distance he can barely hear their VO CES. .
And then he suddenly crashes through the snarl..

St opping dead in his tracks at the sight of a TEMPLE RU NS
20 yards ahead..

For a nonent he stands there, catching his breath...
There's no sign of the wounded Canbodi an. .

But the sight of the Tenple Ruins suddenly sends a chill up
hi s spine..

THERE' S NO M STAKING I T!' THAT' S THE TEMPLE SPIRE I N THE
PHOTOGRAPH HE FOUND. THE ONE W TH JEAN PI ERRE HERAULT, | AN
HANSON AND GUY MARQUI S. .

ANGLE - COFEEN

?b tgkes stock again, noticing that Beckett's nowhere to be
ound. ..

COFEEN
Where's Beckett ?

And he yells out...

COFEEN
BECKETT!

ANGLE - BECKETT

He stands there frozen, eyes riveted on the ruins as the
faint sound of Cofeen's VO CE echoes through the jungle..

COFEEN S VO CE
Becket t !
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A mllion things are racing through Beckett's fevered
t houghts. ..

COFEEN S VA CE
Beckett!

And Beckett has to nmake a split-second deci sion..
Go back to the Platoon, or...

He takes one |ast glance back in their direction..
And then starts to run..

In the opposite direction, chasing after the wounded Canbodi an
Gunman. .

| NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT
McKenna | ocks gazes with Beckett...
MCKENNA

And that’s when you made the deci sion
to create your own rogue m ssion?

BECKETT
As | said, Sir, call it what you
want. | went AWOL. | left ny
conmand.

CCOLONEL
To kill that French sniper.

_ BECKETT

Yes. Sir.

MCKENNA

But you were under orders to only
engage the NVA

_ BECKETT
Yes, Sir! But this was ny only chance
to get that bastard... excuse ny

Fr ench.

This brings a faint smle to McKenna’s face. And a few others
present. ..

The Col onel, however, is not anused...

COLONEL
So then what happened, M. Beckett?

BECKETT
| tried to foll ow the wounded
Canbodi an. . .
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EXT. VI ETNAMESE SKY - BACK IN TI ME - AFTERNCON

The sun nakes its downward arc across the western horizon..

EXT. JUNGLE - CONTI NUOUS

Beckett skul ks through the jungle, using his new y-I|earned
tracking skills to study the terrain, as he follows the
wounded Canbodi an. ..

A FOOTPRI NT here. A DROPLET OF BLOCOD there..

As Beckett makes his way through the dense brush, he takes
bits and pieces of the jungle with him..

SMEARI NG MUD on his face, ATTACH NG LEAVES AND BRANCHES to
his helmet and uniform to the muzzle of his gun..

A phantom figure, a chamel eon, blending in nore and nore
with the terrain..

Al'l w thout breaking stride..

EXT. OVERGROMN JUNGLE TRAIL - LATE AFTERNOON

Soon Beckett is noving al ong sonethin resenbling a gane
TRAIL, still tracking the broken sticks, crunpled | eaves and
faint footsteps, still finding droplets of BLOOD, when..

A NO SE. .

Coming fromhis right. FOOTSTEPS. Getting closer...

An NVA PATROL... noving in stoic formation toward him

Beckett’'s eyes dart all around, |ooking for a place to hide,
but there's scarce cover...

ANGLE - THE NVA PATRCL
CGets closer and cl oser..
ANGLE - BECKETT

Huddl ed a nere inches fromtheir nearest NVA flank, not daring
to breathe, not daring to blink..

Crouching in the bush, his Ghillie Suit providing just enough
cover to escape detection as the NVA Patrol noves past him..

And once the |ast man has di sappeared around a bend, Beckett
re-energes fromthe brush and continues on his way...

EXT. VI ETNAMESE SKY - SUNSET

As the |ast rays of sunlight are quickly di sappearing over
the horizon. ..
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EXT. JUNGLE - CONTI NUOUS

Beckett is on his hands and knees, franticall?/ searching, in
the dimlight, for any sign of the wounded soldier...

BECKETT (V. Q)
Hiding fromthe patrol 1'd |ost tine,
an’ night was comng fast. | searched
for his trail but 1"d lost him..

And then, a ROLL OF THUNDER runbl es across the heavens...

EXT. JUNGLE - NI GHT
Beckett hunkers down as a MONSOON drenches the jungle...
Until the rain slowy stops...
And then he gets to his feet...
BECKETT (V. Q.)

Any fightin’ chance | had of pickin’

ug his trail had been elimnated by

t he nonsoon. ..
He wanders through the clearing, wld-eyed, on the brink of
despair. ..

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE JUNGLE - NI GHT
Beckett noves slowly through the jungle...

BECKETT (V. Q.)
| was lost. | wandered for hours,
without a clue to where | was, or
where | was going...

Suddenly freezing in his tracks, eyes going w de...

BECKETT (V. Q)
An’ that’s when | heard it...

The SOUND of MUSIC sails through the jungle. Distant.
Poundi ng. ..

He gazes around, trying to pin point the direction...

And then he takes off RUNNING Crashing through the thick
vegetation. ..

BECKETT (V. Q)
It was Rock n" Roll...

He sl ows as the SOUND grows discernable...
BECKETT (V. Q)

Rock n' Roll in the mddle of the
Vi et nanese jungle. ..
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And then he’s there! Breathing heavily as he rests agai nst
the trunk of a MOSS COVERED MONKEY TREE. ..

H S POV

Through the growth he can see the RUNS of a VILLAGE in the
di stance. ..

EXT. VILLAGE RU NS - DAY

Afdepressing sight. A grimrem nder of the gruesone renains
of war. ..

Burned out thatched roof shacks with only the walls stil
standi ng. ..

BECKETT (V.Q.)
It was the ruins of a village that
the French nust've destroyed years
before. ..

Scattered about are the rusted out shells of FRENCH ARMY
VEHI CLES. ..

BECKETT (V.Q.)
| t apPeared they had used it for a
base for a while an' then abandoned
it when they decided to cut an' run...

The whole area is crawming with CAVBODI AN GUNVEN and PEASANT
OPI UM MULES. M I 1ling around COOKI NG FI RES as OLD CAVBODI AN
WOMEN fix food..

There's a primal, insane | ook in the e¥es of these people as
t hey nove about, drifting in and out of the thick humd m st
and ﬁnoke,hlllun1nated by the licking FIRELIGHT that dances
in the night...

ANGLE - BECKETT

rb Levels his M40 and gazes through his scope to get a closer
ook. ..

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Wat ching as a pair of CAMBODI AN GUNMEN j abber nervously as

t hey gaze down at the bl ood soaked body of the MAN Beckett
wounded. . .

The pl ace buzzes |ike a beehive!

GUNMAN st and guard the edge of the jungle beyond the ruins...
In the mddle of the ruins is the stone ruins of another
Temple. Its high stone walls still stand and this is where
nost of the nen have congregated in the nmultiple roons...

The place is Iit by the spill of the cooking fires...

This is where the MJSIC cones from..
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Creanis, Strange Brew, crackles fromone of those small '70's
portabl e battery powered RECORD PLAYERS. .

ANGLE - BECKETT

He needs to get closer. A better angle. And he noves away,
di sappearing into the darkness...

ANOTHER ANGLE

One of the CAMBODI AN GUARDS sits on his haunches at the edge
of the jungle, accepting a plate of rice and neat from one

of the wonen and watches her wal k back to the cooking fires...
As he digs into his neal there's a sudden flash of steel as
Becket t aPPears out of the dark behind himand strikes,

cutting off his screamw th one hand over his nmouth while

the other driving his COVBAT KNI FE deep into the man's back,
piercing his heart!

He drags the man's body back into the thick and then returns,
bringing up the scope to his eye again

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

He can better see SHAPES novi ng around inside the tenple
ruins...

MEN and YOUNGER WOMEN, sil houetted agai nst the FIRELIGHT. .

They nove about, passing in and out of the walls that still
stand. It’s a PARTY! Drinking. Opium..

Strange Brew gives way to Wiite Room.
ANGLE - BECKETT

He continues to search for his target...
BECKETT S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
The MUSIC carries through the night air..
And a ROLL OF THUNDER runbl es above. ..

As Beckett scans the perineter again, noting where the GUARDS
are posted one nore tine...

ANGLE - BECKETT

This is a different Thonmas Beckett. The col d-bl ooded killer.
So confortable in his element. A thing of norbid beauty.

Fast, sleek and deadly.

There's a SCRATCH of NEEDLE across the record as soneone
changes the song...

And Creanmis, Sunshine of Your Love crackles the night!
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The light fromthe fires dance in his eyes, ablaze with
sonet hing we’ ve not seen before...

Sonet hi n%_ dark and dangerous and prinmal, as he peers again
t hrough his scope, searching once nore...

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Movi ng from one SHADOAY FI GURE to the next in the tenple
ruins...

Until his breath suddenly catches...

]:Fhere, standing in the mddle of the crowmd is the only ANGLO
ace. . .

BECKETT (V. Q)
He was there. | had himin
sights. ..

CLOSE ANGLE - BECKETT' S TRI GGER FI NGER

my

Tensing, a second fromblow ng the Frenchman to hell...
BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Wien all of a sudden a young Canbodi an WOVAN steps in front
of the Sniper Killer, BLOCKING THE SHOT. ..

ANGLE - BECKETT
As he keeps his finger on the trigger, waiting... waiting...
BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

But when the Canbodi an Wonan finally noves away in drunken
| aughter. ..

The Frenchman i s GONE. ..

I NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT
Beckett remenbers the nonent like it was yesterday...
BECKETT
| was sure it was him An'" when |
remenbered what he did to Dust an'
Sarge, an’ that woman an’ her Daughter
an' the others...
McKenna and the others sit there in spellbound silence...

Waiting on him..

BECKETT
I knew | was gonna kill him That
or he was gonna kill nme. One way or

anot her we were gonna dance. ..
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H s eyes are cold as ice as the nenory plays that night out
in gruesone detail..

BECKETT

So | invited themto ny little piece
of hell...

EXT. VILLAGE - BACK IN TIME - N GHT
Beckett again places eye to scope...
BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Scanning the tenple ruins. Stopping on the head of one of
t he Canbodi an Gunnen. ..

CLOSE ANGLE - BECKETT' S TRI GGER FI NGER

Squeezi ng off the shot, the DEAFEN NG ROAR of the M40
shatters the night...

FOLLON NG THE PATH OF THE BULLET

As it BLOAMS A HOLE in the Gunman’ s head, spraying BLOOD and
BRAINS al |l over those around himni

For a second, tine seens to stand still. No one reacts..

And then, one by one, they realize what it is splattered
across their arns and faces...

And the Gunnman drops to the floor, dead..

Wnen are SCREAM NG, and everyone starts running in every
direction in a BLIND PANI C!

ANGLE - BECKETT

Wth [ightning fast noves he swings the rifle around, |ocking
in on one PERIMETER GUARD after another...

VARl QUS ANGLES

As they drop from PERFECT SHOTS to the head..

ANGLE - BECKETT

He reels around, back at the tenple ruins, eye to scope..
BECKETT S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Sonewhere inside the tenple ruins, the NEEDLE SCRATCHES across
the record, and the MJSI C stops...

The only sound is the pani cked SCREAMS of the Wonen. ..
And GUNMEN begin to run for their weapons...
ANGLE - BECKETT
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One after the other, Beckett begins to pick themoff, his
hands a blur as he punps round after round into the
Rem ngton’ s white-hot snoking chanber..

Like fish in a barrel. Killing any and all with a nihilistic
vengeance. . .

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Al'l these years later, Beckett |ooks a bit unconfortable as
he renenbers. ..

BECKETT
By ny estimate, there were nineteen
gunman. Not including the Frenchman.
I got eleven comn out of the
ruins. ..

And his voice plays over the fading sounds of horror..

EXT. VILLAGE - BACK IN TIME - N GHT
Beckett FIRES again and again..
And Gunmen DI E..

BECKETT (V. Q)
Got four nore inside..

The Young Wonen RUN for their lives...

ANGLE - TEMPLE RUI NS

The FRENCHMVAN, holds his position in the shadows. .

In spite of the chaos all around him he’s actually SMLING
to himself. Perhaps enjoying the work of a man who m ght
very well be his match..

He wat ches the remai ning FOUR GUNMEN scranble for their
weapons in a panic...

ANGLE - BECKETT
As he FIRES blindly into the ruins...
The Gunmen FlI RE back. .

But Feckett’s already ON THE MOVE, al ong the edge of the
jungle...

He finds ANOTHER PCSI TI ON, where he can see ONE of the Gunnen
as he continues to FIRE on Beckett’s old position..

In a novenent that’s becoming as easy and natural as
breat hi ng, Beckett takes himout with a clean HEAD SHOT. . .

ANGLE - TEMPLE RU NS
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The remai ni ng THREE GUNMVEN duck into the shadows and scranble
to get a shot at his new position..

ANGLE - BECKETT

He's on the nove again, finding yet another position..
BECKETT S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Fi ndi ng two nore GUNVAN. .

ANGLE - TEMPLE RUI NS

He kills TWO MORE from his new vantage point while they' re

still firing at his second position...
BECKETT (V.Q)
That night | learned the first rule

of a sniper. Be lucky...
ANGLE - BECKETT
He's on the nove again! Finding a new position..
RELQADI NG. . .
ANGLE - TEMPLE RUI NS
The Frenchman peers out from behind one of the crunbling
wal | s, eyes straining in the blinding FIRELI GHT as he brings
up his scope and scans the jungle...
THE FRENCHVAN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
%Eg&gwﬁﬁkgsfuhhfanCS??SE {eciTon. 1 ooking Tor praces (o
ANGLE - FRENCHVAN
He ducks back behind the wall...
ANGLE - LAST GUNVAN
He rises up from behind another wall, for a |ook..
A | ast one...
ANGLE - BECKETT

As he rises up from behind one of the rusted out VEH CLES
and |l evels the M40, placing his eye to his scope..

BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS
Landi ng on the Last Gunnan..
CLOSE ANGLE - BECKETT' S TRI GGER FI NGER

Squeezi ng off a shot. ..
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ANGLE - LAST GUNVAN

The bullet slans into himwith a force that bl ows hi moff
his feet, backwards into the darkness...

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Beckett again | ooks fromone face to the other with...

BECKETT
An’ then there was just... nme an’
him..
And you can hear a pin drop... if soneone in that Courtroom

dr opped one. ..

EXT. VILLAGE - BACK IN TIME - NI GHT
Dead silence. Dead still...
Terrified eyes dart about fromtheir hiding places...

The ones who didn't nmake it to the pitch black of the
jungle...

Frozen with fear as they wait for what conmes next...

Seconds pass like hours...

M nutes |ike days...

And then. ..

That SCRATCHI NG sound again as the Frenchman pl aces the needl e
back on the record and Creanis, Tales of Brave U ysses breaks
the silence...

ANGLE - BECKETT

H s heart pounds as his finger tightens around the trigger
again, listening to the scratchy MJSIC. .

ANGLE - FRENCHVAN

He sits in the shadows of the ruins, that sick smle stil
etched in his icy expression..

ANGLE - BECKETT
He steels his nerves and starts to rise up for a | ook again..
ANGLE - FRENCHVAN

Leani ng out from behind the wall for a | ook, at the exact
same nonent. ..

ANGLE - BECKETT

As he levels his M40 again, eye to scope...

( CONTI NUED)
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BECKETT' S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Fc?nning the village, through the FIRE and SMXE, right to
eft...

ANGLE - FRENCHVAN
Eye to scope..
THE FRENCHVAN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

Spaﬂning the village, through the FIRE and SMXE, left to
right...

ANGLE - BECKETT

Eye still to scope...

BECKETT S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

As a nonsoon breeze starts to clear the SMXE. .

ANGLE - FRENCHWVAN

Eye to scope...

THE FRENCHVAN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

As the SMKE starts to clear..

AND VWHAT HAPPENS NEXT, HAPPENS IN A SPLI T SECOND. . .
BECKETT S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

The SMOKE cl ears and the Frenchman is |ooking right at him..
THE FRENCHVAN S POV - THROUGH THE CROSSHAI RS

The SMKE cl ears and Beckett is looking right at him..
ANGLE - FRENCHWVAN

He FIRES first...

ANGLE - ALL

ﬁs one of the YOUNG CAMBCDI AN WOMEN suddenlﬁ bolts out of
ner f et i an oxpl osion of bloodi | oo Kmoeking her o
ANGLE - BECKETT

He FI RES back. ..

ANGLE - FRENCHVAN

Stunned shock wi pes that smle off his face as the bull et
pierces his left eye and bl ows out the back of his head...



I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Beckett sits there in silence for a nonent...

And then finally addresses the Court...

BECKETT
It was all about being lucky. His
was bad. Mne was good. | left his

body to rot in the village an' nade
my way back through the jungle. It
was al nost two days before | finally
ran into another Marine unit on
patrol ...

EXT. JUNGLE - BACK IN TI ME - DAY

Beckett stands in the mddle of a small clearing, s¢
he can barely stand, as he sees shapes in the treeline all
around him ..

And a VO CE shouts to himin English..

_ VA CE
I dentify yourself!

BECKETT
Thomas Beckett, US Marine Corps.

And t hen another VO CE rings out..

FI NNEGAN (O S.)
Tonmy?

86.

so exhaust ed

It’s a voice Beckett recogni zes, as a shape energes fromthe
trees, revealing PAUL FINNEGAN, his friend fromthe Saigon

hospital ...

FI NNEGAN ( CONTi D)
Gﬁd al mghty, man, you look |ike
shit...

I NT. M LI TARY COURTROOM - THE PRESENT

Back on Beckett..

BECKETT
When t hey asked nme how | ended up
way the hell out there all by sel f,
| told themlI’d gotten |lost. That
was the official story. Until today.

MCKENNA
And you’'re positive this sniper was
t he [ egendary Frenchnman?

_ BECKETT
Yes, Sir.

( CONTI NUED)



The Col onel

Beckett shoots a | ook at Mkenna. .

Col onel . .

ponders all this for a nonent...

COLONEL
And what does this all have to do
with General Hastings?

_ BECKETT
He was Maj or Hastings back then. M
commandi ng officer. | went to him

an' told himwhat | suspected. He
said he would look into it.

COLONEL
And did he?

Beckett hesitates for a second...

Beckett gl ances over at Mkenna and Mckenna rises with a

BECKETT
| assuned he did.

COLONEL
But you never followed up onit?

BECKETT
No, Sir, | didn"t. An" |I'msorry
that | didn't..

| arge ENVELOPE in his hand...

MCKENNA
Master Gunnery Sergeant Thomas

Beckett's record has been an exenpl ary

one, Sir. He has served his country
to the very best of his ability al

of his life. Before he received the
letter fromlan Hanson six days ago
he al ways believed that the events
of An Loc and the subsequent m ssion
to rescue Guy Marquis and his famly
were connected in sone way. He also
believed that his superiors nade
every effort to investigate the
possibility of a consplracK. When
none was di scovered he rightly
that his suspicions were unwarranted.

McKenna hol ds up the ENVELOPE..

o MCKENNA
Perm ssi on to approach the bench?

and then back at the

assuned

87.

Col onel Vissers nods his consent and McKenna crosses to the
Col onel and hands hi mthe ENVELCPE. ..

( CONTI NUED)



The Col onel

He pauses,

88.

MCKENNA

| would like to enter into evidence
| an Hanson’s suicide note, witten
si x days ago and addressed to Master
Qunnery Sergeant Thomas Beckett.
Wth it are corroboratinP material s
ﬁrovided by M. Hanson along with

is note...

turns to Beckett w th..

CCOLONEL
What am | going to discover in this
note and papers, Master Qunnery
Ser geant ?

BECKETT
It’s a confession, inplicating hinmself
an' General Jack Hastings in the
conspiracy to cover up the real events
of the An Loc massacre. You'll see
that in his suicide note, |Ian Hanson
lived wth the guilt all his life
until he couldn’t take it anynore.
As our participation in Vietnam
col | apsed, he an' GCeneral Hastings
becane involved with Jean Pierre
Herault in the opiumtrade..

before continuing wth...

BECKETT
Pham Quat got in their way, an’ so
it was in their best interest to see
hi m dead. They made his assassination
| ook |li ke the NVA commtted a nassacre
at An Loc...

There’s a hint of enotion in his eyes as he renenbers..

BECKETT

But it didn't end there. Guy Marquis
was al so involved. An'" Genera
Hasti ngs was constantly worried that
he was a weak |ink, so lan Hanson
decided to elimnate him The plan
was to make it look |like the NVA did
it again...

(beat)
Qur m ssion was conpronm sed fromthe
begi nning. No one was supposed to
come out of it alive. Except for
ne. ..

(anot her beat)
So that | could confirmthe charade
that it was NVA who attacked us...

Col onel Vissers sits there for a nonent, pondering all this...

And then he rivets his eyes on Beckett with a demandi ng

| ook. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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COLONEL
These are very serious charges, Master
Qunnery Sergeant. General Hastings
is one of the country’ s nost respected
| eaders. Do you swear all this i1s
true?

Beckett’s eyes well with tears...

BECKETT
Onny life. An the lives of al
those nen who died at ny side...

I NT. M LITARY COURTROOM - HALLWAY - LATER

In the hallway, a DI STI NGU SHED- LOOKI NG MAN in his early-
60s, his 4- STAR GENERAL’ S UNI FORM choked wi th MEDALS, waits..

This is GENERAL JACK HASTI NGS, and he watches with curiosity
as the door to the courtroom sw ngs open and Beckett exits
Into the hallway. ..

Their eyes rivet on each other..
General Hastings regards Beckett with a friendly smle...

GENERAL HASTI NGS
Master Gunnery Sergeant Beckett?
It’s been a long tine. |’ve heard a
| ot of stories about you over the
years. You naeke the Marines proud.

Beckett just |ooks right through the man as he continues on
toward the exit...

And then an MP pokes his head out of the courtroom addressing
the decorated officer..

NP
They're ready for you, General
Hast i ngs.

CGeneral Hastings shoots a | ook down the hall as fear starts
to grip his soul..

And he calls after Beckett...

GENERAL HASTI NGS
Wiat's this all about, Beckett?

Beckett turns back to him with cold dead hatred etched in
hi s hard expression..

BECKETT
It’s about the nine Marines you
kKilled, Sir...

And then he turns away in di sgust and pushes open the door..

( CONTI NUED)
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St eppi ng out into BLIND NG SUNLI GHT. ..
FADE QUT:
THE END
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