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FADL IN:
A QUOTATION AGAINST A BLACK SCRZIEN:
"REJCICE, O YCUNG MAN, IN THY YOUTH..."
ECCLZSIASTES

The sound now of a C-130 air cargo plane roacing over us and
we cut sharply to:

ExT: AIRSTRI? - BASE CAMP - VIETNAM - DAY

As the C-130 coasts to a stop, the hatch rotating
down on a hot, dusty lifeless airstrip somewhnere 1in
Vietnam. Nothing seems to live or mcve in the midday sun.

TITLES RUN.

A DOZEN NEW RECRUITS step off the plane, urnlcading the.-
duffel bags, looking arvund like only the new can

lock around, their hair regulation-clipped, crisp,

rnew green fatigues fitting them like cardboard.

CHRIS TAYLCOR is Jjust ancther one of them - as he

turns into a tight closeup, to look at a motcrized

cart pulling up alongside... He's about 21. Newmea<.
Bis face, unburned yet by the sun, is tense, bewilderceZ,
innocent, eyes searching for the truth.

They fall now on a heap of BCDY BAGS in the back of
the cart. 7Two Scoldiers begin locading them onto the
plane. Flies - hundreds of flies - buzz around then,
the only clue to their contents.

GARDNER (next to Chris, Southern
accent)
That what I think it is?

SOLDIER 1 <(a loock)
1l guess so...

An uncomfortable loock between them.

SERGEANT
Okay, let's go...

As they move out, Chris' eyes moving with the body
bags being loacded onto the plane. Moving over now
to a motley HALF DOZEN VETERANS bypassing them on
their way to the plane. They locok happy. Very
happy, chatting it up.
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They pass the newboys - and they shake their heads,
"their eyes full of an almost mocking pity.

VETERANS
‘Well 1'll be dipped in shit - new meat!
Scrry 'bout that boys = 'sin loi' buddy...
ycu gonna love the Nam, man, for-fucking-eve:r
(etc. ad 1ib;

Chris liooking at them. They pass, except for the
last man who walks s.ower than the resz, a slight
limp. His eyes fall on Chris.

They're frightening eyes, starved, hollow, sunken
deep in his face, black and dangerous. The clammy
pallor of malaria clings to him as he loocks at Chris
through decayed black teeth. Then the sun flares
out on him and he's past. And Chris looks back.
Disturbed. It's as if the man was not real. For

a moment there. As if he were a ghost.

Chris walking, duffel bag on the shoulder, looks

up at the lollipop sun burning a hole through the
sky. A rushing SOUND ncw. ©Of frightening intensi:y,
an effect combining the blast cof an airglane wizh
roar of a licn as we hardcu: to:

3. TTEXT: JUNGLE - SOMEWHERE IN VIETNAM -.DAY

The sun matches the intensity of the previous shot
as we move down into thick green jungle. We hear
the sound of MEN coming, alot of men. The thwack of
a machete. Brush being bulled. We wait. They are
getting closer.

The CREDITS continue to run.

A sweating white face comes into view. CHRIS -
cutting point. Machete in one hand, whacking out
a path for the platoon, M-1l6 in the other, he looks
like he's on the verge of heat exhaustion. Breathing
too hard, pacing himself all wrong, bumping into
things, tripping, not quite falling, he looks pathetic
here in the naturalness o¢f the jungle. An urban
_.—— transplant, slightly neurotic and getting more so.

His rucksack is coming apart as well, about 70
badly-packed pounds of banging noisily.

Behind him BARNES now comes, the Platoon Sergeant.
Then the RTO, his radic man, humming lightly.
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Others are behind, the column snaking back deep
into the brush.

We cut around some FACES of the Platcon - all

to be seen later, Young faces, hard and dirsy
after weeks in the field, exhausted yet alercz,
fatigues filthy, slept-in, torn, perscralized
hair way past regulation length, medals, bandanas.
A jungle army. Boys.

Chris glancing down at his raw bleeding blisters.
Transfers the machete to his other, slightly less
blistered, hand. The kid cuts on - strugsling bu:
rying, on his last reserves of strength, smashing
almost straight forward through brush, not even
bethering to look ahead. He smells something, looks
arcund, slows his pace, eyes working...around tec the
base of a tree. He mcves past it,

!

And as he does so, the camera from his PCV comes
around on a dead decompecsing 10 day-old GOCK - eves
startang frem its sockets, worms and flies feasting.

Chris draws his breath in, terrified., Barnes suddernly
ppears alongside, his hard hunmcorless eyes looking
anncyed from the gook to Chris.

— BARNES
What are you waiting for? He ain'tc
gonna bite you. Move out.
Chris looks at him with pent-up hatred and crashes on.
4. EXT: COMPANY CP -~ DAY - MOVING
At the COMPANY CP, CAPTAIN HARRIS on the radio.
HARRIS

™o, Six. What the delay up there,
we got a rendezvous at 1800.

S. EXT: PLATOON CP - DAY - MOVING

At the PLATOON CP, LIEUTENANT WOLFE sweats heavily as
he speaks in his radio. He is alsc new to the field,
a dark little feisty guy, about 24, very hairy, especia
in the eyebrows, an intense get-ahead look.

1

‘
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LIECTENANT WOLFE
Two Alpha, Two move 1T out. Six says
we're jamming em up back there. Over.

Barnes, upfront, turns to SAL, his radio man.

BARNES
Tell that dipshit to ge= fucked. And
send that other freshmeat up here. Gardner-.

As Barnes picks up his pace, irritated now at this
reprimand from the CO - coming up on Chris, who is
socaked now from head to foot in sweat, dizzy, feeling
sick, about to vomit.

BARNES '
What the hell's matter with you Taylor!
_ - 11
= You are a sorry ass mother. Fall back.
Ee grabs Chris’' machete out of his hand and bulls
Ris way into the foliage, tearing it aparst, sec:zing
a new pace.

Chris being bypassed by the column, their eyes on
him. He is swatting at the red ants tha: are all
over his neck. :

GARCNER, ancther new recruit, fac, hustling up to
replace ham.

A big black MEDIC ccmes over; with him is Sergeant ELIAS,
concerned.

DocC
You ockay?

CHRIS
Ants. I got ants on my neck...
(shaking them out)

DOC (helping him)
Yeah, black ants are killers, you lonk
sick man. You need a little salt.
(reaching into his satchel)

Sergeant Elias, a handsome, graceful dark-hajired
Indian kid of 23, the squad sergeant, is taking items
out of Chris' pack - air mat:ress, extra unnecessary
clothing, extra canteens, grenades, gas mask.
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ELIAS (shaking his head,amused)
You're humping way too much, troop,
don't need half this shit, I'll haul it
for you but next time you check it out
with me okay?

Chris nedding, grateful, panting.

The men passing, watching. Chris sorry abcut this,
trying to keep uyp face.

BﬁﬁNY. a young 18 year-cld with an angel's face, is
pissing in the dead gock's face.

KING passes, glances at hi=z.

TUBB
You're a sick mother Bunny.

Bunny laughing about it.

Chris standing there one mcnent, fighting for his
breazh, suddenly passes ouz, going over with his 70
pound rucksack, hitting the ground with a loud bang.

ELIAS (concerned)
Heold it up.

Oon Chris - his eyes cpening. He seems all righc.

CHRIS (trying to get up)
I'm ckay...l'm okay.

Elias helps him.
EXT: COMPANY PERIMETER $1 - DUSK

The COMPANY ~ about 100 men wheo seem insignificant amicd
the size of the surrounding jungle - is digging into

a perimeter of some 100-yard radius. A RESUPPLY CHOPPER
lifts off in a flurry of blowing leaves. Bare-chested
soldiers chop down trees, clear fields of fire, set out
claymores, f£ill sandbags, chow down. Little fires snake
up against the greying red horizon.

EXT: COMPANY PERIMETER #]1 -~ DOCS POSITION - DUSK
We cut close on a pair of grungy feet - the staple of

the infantry - moving up to DOC, the Medic, bandaging
them for FU SHENG, a Hawaiian kid.
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EXT: COMPANY PERIMETER sl - RHAHS POSITION - DUSK

RHAH sets out a tripflare. CRAWFORD, with him, putzing
down the claymcre.

EXT: COMPANY PERIMET $1 - RODRIGUEZ POSITION - DUSK

Back in the perimeter RODRIQUEZ sets his M-60 in the
newly-dug foxhole. SAL, next 20 him, is shaving in
nis helmect.

EXT: COMPANY PERIMETER #1 - KINGS POSITION - DUSK

KING looks like a king. A lion of a black man but
with a sleepy, gentle face, not to be roused, is painfyullv
tIying to scrawl a letter home with the penc:l held
awkwardly, mouthing the words. FRANCIS, a young
baby-faced black with long lashes and sof: eves, peeks
over his shoulder, shaking his head.

FRANCIS
Stit, King, it ain't d~e=-r-e man, it's
d-e-a-r, and Sara don't have nc twc r's
in it, foel. Shame on you.

King shrugs, a sleepy stoned voice.

KING
Doen't matter, she knhows what it means...

EXT: COMPANY PERIMETER ¢l - ELIAS POSITION - DUSK

Sgz. Elias washes himself, attentive to his body, slender
well-muscled, an extremely handsome youth. Of

Indian blood, with long black hair, generous smile,

wide facial bone structure, gypsy eves, ancd the cleanes:
white teeth, he could be a young greek god. His is
given somewhat to panache, a silver wristband on

his arm, a bandanna of black parachute silk hanging frecm
his neck, his fatigues tightened down at the ankle, he
pulls his pants down, checking for crotch rot, apply
talcum powder to the area, his buttocks facing us.

LERNER, a white kid, 19, with freaky curls, stopping
to admire the frontal view.

LERNER
Mumm, any time sweetheart.

ELIAS
Lerner, vyou'd choke to death on iz,
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At the COMPANY COMMANDE POST a beehive of activity
with its four radios, perscnnel, some Vietnanmese
scouts milling around. CAPTAIN HARRIS is running
down a field map with his THREE LIEUTENANTS. HKarris,
a brocad-shouldered fine~locking military specimen with
the requisite Southern accent and football ccach
mannerism, is directing his remarks to 2nd Platoon's
LT. WOLFE, who looks a little nervous.

CAPTAIN HARRIS
A.O. just spotted a company of NVA
moving across from Cambodia. Here
(indicates a position)

We might catch scze of them tonight X
80 I want all of you ocut with amoushes.
wolfe, there's scme kind of ola

Buddhist temple here... . X
(tracing it on the map)
csstnere used to be a rubber-forest i

trail aleng here...lI want you there...

Bawkins, I...
T. WOLFE (eager to vlease)

. Sure thinag., No problem Captain. :
EXT: PLATOON PERIMETER ¢ 1 - CERIS' FOXHOLE =~ DUS
Elsewhere, Chris scrapes out a foxhole, his shirt of4,
bandanna around his head, the work hot and heavy.

TEX is out there setting the claymore as BIG HAROLD
and JUNIOR start breaking dcwn their C's.

JUNIOR (a whining high voice)
Bey Big HRarold, gimme your peaches for
the fruitcake man.

BIG HAROLD ( laughs loudly)
Fuck you bitch.

JUNIOR
C'mon man, didn't I do you right that
time I give you the turkey loaf for the
ham and lima beans shit.

BIG HAROLD
Tricky bitch, reason you gimme dat turkey
loaf is nobody else can eat that shit ‘cept
me so don't start your game playing with
me Junior.

They're both black, Junior with huge goggle eyes and a
face ofpimples and pockmarks, his teeth yelilowed and
decayed, some of them missing. EKEarold is about twice

his size, about 250 pounds, a baby huey concentrating rea.
hard on preparing his stove to eat with,
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JUNIGR
Youse a pig man. I hope Manny get dat
laundry gig feor' you do.

BIG HAROLD
De fool think he's gonna get it but he
ain't known for his thinking.

JUNIOR
He's a fool alright but you a bigger focl.
Hey whiteboy, watcha waiting for - dat
hole ain't gonna dig..itself...

Chris looks up, continues working, as Junior chuckles.

JUNIOR
Bey Taylor, you don't know it but I
saved your ass today. I killed a
shit-eating dog.

(laughing)

BIG HARQLD (getting up)
That reminds me, I gotta take a shit.
‘ JUNIOR »
You gonna wipe your ass dis time?

CHRIS (VOICE OVER, as he digs)
Somebody once wrote Hell is the impossibilicy
of Reason. That's what this place feels like.
I hate it already and it's only been a wveek.
Some goddamn week, grandma...

(checking his raw blisters)
...the hardest thing I think I've ever done is
go on point, 3 times this week - I don't even
know what I'm doing. A gook could be standing
3 feet in front of me and I wouldn't know it,
I'm so tired. We get up at 5 a.m., hump all
day, camp around 4 or S p.m., dig a foxhocle,
eat, then put out an all-night ambush or a J-man
listening post in the jungle. It's scary cause
nobody tells me how to do anything cause I'm
new and nobody cares about the new guys, they
don't even want to know your name. If you're
lucky you get to stay in the perimeter at night
and then you pull a 3-hour guard shift, so maybe
you sleep 3-4 hours a night if you're lucky,
but you don‘t really sleep. I don't think I
can keep this up for a year, grandma - I think
I‘'ve made a big mistake coming here.
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EXT: PLATOCON C? - DUSK

Towards the end of this voice over, we cut to Sgt. 223N
moving towards the PLATOON CP. A powerful face, a gu:e
angry fixed stare, a thick trimmed mustache that hel:s
conceal a network of plastic surgery grafts and scars.
The distortion in his face runs in a large sickle-sihaced
pattern from the jaw up the lef: side of his face o

his forehead, punctuated by a severe indentation atcve
the left eyes where a bullet once penetrated his sxull.

ot 1
s n

Walking with him is Sgz. O'NEILL as they fcin WOLFE,
Sgts. ELIAS and WARREN at the PLATOON CP where they're
huddled over maps. Warren is a black, thin, tall,
paranoid man with untrusting eyes, silent and bitzer.

BARNES (to all, almost pleased aczcu:
We got boo=-coo movement. 3rd Battalion
just got hit 15 kliks north of here,

(the MEN react with wary silence)

O'NEILL (eager to elaboracze) ,
Yeah, they had claymores strung up in the
trees, blew a whecle fucking platocn o
pieces. BAAD SHIT.

Wolf worried. Barnes inflects his next werds at We.lfe.

BARNES
Yeah, they got two Lieuterants and a Capta:in.

WOLFE
Jesus.

Elias quiet. Barnes séudyinq the map.

WOLFE (to Barnes)
Whe do you want on ambush, Sergeant?

Barnes doesn't bother acknowledging the question, barely
glancing at the Lieutenant, to him a necessary evil.
Everybody knows who's really in charge of the Platoon.
Barnes flicks his gaze to Elias.

BARNES
Elias - you take your squad and I'll take
Tex and Francis from your squad.
(to Warren)
We leave here in 2-zeroc minutes.
(concluding)

b
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ELIAS
I tiiought it was O'Neill's turn tonight.

They all look at each other. O'Neill spits in the
dust, a freckled, short red head with a hard worr:ed
face, a lifer, 30 going on 60.

O'NEILL _
Shit! Morehouse and Sal are shere:,
Fu Sheng's going on an R&R, you don't
want to send their asses out on an amtush.
You got the fresh meat Elias.

ELIAS (Tto Barnes)
They don't know shit Barnes, and chances
are they gonna run into something.

O'NEILL
Sc what am I going to do! Get one
¢f my guys z2apped so some fuckface
{resh from the World can ge: his beauzy
fucking sleep!

ELIAS
Bey O'Neill why don't you cool it, you
don't have tc be a prick everyday of
your life you know.

O'NEILL
Fuck you Elias.

BARNES
You get your men ready Elias...

Concluding the debate, no further argument, Barnes

rises. The meeting's closed. Lt. Wolfe hasn't said
a word, looking as Elias departs, withcut a word.

O'NEILL (watching him)
Pucking guy's got 3 years in and he
thinks he's Cochise or scmething...

His resentment directed partly at the way in which
Elias carries himself, the natural sense of grace -
and the dignity it bestows.

: CUT TO:
EXT: PLATOON PERIMETER $1 - SQUAD ASSEMBLY POINT - DUSK

Later. On the very edge of the perimeter, darkness
coming down fast, the men in the ambush patrol rustle
into their packs, all of them bitching.
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Tex, carcying the M-60, looks up at the glowering Sky.

TEX
Shit, locks like ra:n. All night too.

Gonna grow mushrooms in your bad-ass
crotch Junier

JUNIQOR
Goddamn ain't no justice round here,
you break your ass for de white marn.

CRAWFORD
What's O'Neill have a nose up the
lieutenant's ass already, how come
we always get anmbush.

FRANCIS :
Politics, man, politics. We always
getting fucked arocund here.

Chris is scared, nervous with his last-minute ecuipment
acjustments, his pack obviously overweight for a
night missiocn as he hauls it up.

Gardrner, the other new boy, is jovial in contrast, his
wallet extended towards Chris.

‘ GARDNER
Hey Chris, I show you a picture of
Lucy Jean?

CHRIS (not be bothered)
NO..&

Gardner shows him his girl. She's a real dog - u-g-l-y and
what makes it worse is Gardner's vut the standard phcto

of Raquel Welch alongside it, tits and all. But he misses
the'irony of it.

GARDNER -(admiring)
Yeah she's the cone all right...that's
Lucy Jean. She's a-waiting for me.

CHRIS (nodding)
Yeah she's real pretty, you're lucxy...

Gardner puts it away. Flias appears alongside them,

checking their packs out, takes out Chris' poncho liner
and other items. He carried a modified M-16 with a X
short barrel and a collapsible stock.
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- ELIAS (to both boys)
Don't need this or this...you're
doing okay. Just stick close to Tex,
doc what he does. ,
(calling out to Tex)
Tex you got Junior and Taylcr here on
your position.

Tex is a sour Texas Ranger type, chew tobacco, spits.

. TEX
Damn, ‘'Lias this gun's boss. Put
Taylor someplace else.

Chris feels the words like lashes on him.

ELIAS
You got Taylor...

(to Gardner)
«..Gardner you go with ne

(to Chris and Gardner)
‘Case something happens to you, you get
separated or lost don't yell out cray.
Sit tight. We'll get to you.

BEis eyes. Ciiris watching them. A smile in them.
Elias moves o0ff, a quality to the man that Chris
admires. A natural sense of leadership.

BARNES
Okay, let's move it out.

As he follows King, on point, out the perimeczer.
A single file.

EXT: THE AMBUSE NIGHET (RAIN)

Night is coming down. The tone of the jungle sounds has -
subtly shifted - mellower, more sinucus and certainly
scarier. ‘

The file stops. King, an experienced point man, listens.

Chris looks arcund, tense. Behind him is Gardner,
trying to smile, starts to whisper something ("Hey
Taylor...") when he's abruptly shushed.

The file moves on. Gardner's pack rat:tling a
little too loud., A weird rush of cold wind now
rattles the trees and the MONSOON comes. A harcd,
slanting rain, sudden, tIOpPiCa
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EXT: RUINS = JUNGLEZ = NIGHT (RAIN)

A piece of an old Buddhist temple, under a sulky mocnl:sn:
now in a state of decay, the jungle surging to engulf :c

The Men are setzinc up quickly andé relactively
gquietly in the ruins - alongside a maniscule
rail. The ra.in is coming down harder than ever.

Chris and Tex sezting out their claymore mines,
ravelling back their dezonating cords to thelrs
position, drenched. 1In the far distance, an
ILLUMINATION ROUND brightens the sky for a brief
mement. Various ad lib curses and direczions
are lost in the sound of the raan.

EXT: AMBUSH - BARNES' POSITION =~ NIGHT - (RAIN)

At the Ambush C?, Ace whispers intd> his radis.
A scft hRissing scund.
ClT 7TO:

EXT: AMBUSE -CHRIS' POSITICN - NIGHT RAIN
Latzer. Close on Chris being shaken awake.

TEX
Taylor, yocu're on.

CHRIS (groggy)
Uh hunh.

The rain continuing to pelt them. Tex hands
him an infrared scope.

TEX (suspicious)
You sure you know how to work
the claymore? :

CHRIS (offended)
Sure.

Tex curls up as best he can in his poncho to sleep.

TEX :
Okay... don't catch no 222°'s on me buddy
or I'll sling your motherfucking ass...
You hear me?

X

X
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CHRIS (grits his teeth)
Yeah.
. (leoking at his watch)
HBey Tex - you're ten minutes fascz.

TEX
Sin Leodi.
("tough luck", closes his evyes)

Chris lets it go, scans the jungle and trail with
the scope. The POV is greasy and blurred. He
puts it aside,.

Suddenly a series of resonant SNORES crack through
the jungle. Chris starts, then sees :t's coming
from JUNIOR lying out there, spreadeagled in the
rain. Chris prads him. )

CHRIS
Junior!

JUNIOR
Onh?...Unh.

CHRIS.
Shaddup! You're snoring...Shhh

Bending low into his eardrum. Junior never wakes,
rolls over with a growl. Silence.

CUT T0:
20. EXT: CHRIS' POSITION - NIGHT RAIN

Later. A pool of muddy water has formed, in which a
pair of buttocks sit. Move up to Chris still on duty,
looking at his watch, drawn, drenched, pathetic,
rainwater coursing down his face.

CHRIS VOICE OVER (continuing his lezzter)
«.+'Course Mom and Dad didn't want
me to come, they wanted me to be just
like them - respectable, hard-working,
making $200 a week, a little house, a
family. They drove me crazy with their
goddamn world, grandma, you know Mom, I .
<don't want to be a white boy on Wall X
Street, I don't want my whole life to
be predetermined by them.

A large RIPPING SOUND as the wind blows down a big
tree branch onto the jungle floor. HKe starts,
peering out. Nothing. He locks at his watch again.
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CHRIS VOICE OVER
--+.1 guess having always been shelterecd
and special, I just want to be ancnymous.
Like everybody else. Do my share for my
country. Live up to what Grandpa did in
the First War and Dad the Second. Well
here I am - ancnymous all right, wiszna
guys nooody really cares about = taey
come frow tne ena of the line, most of
'em, small towns you never heard of -

Pulasxi, Tennessee, Brancon, Mississigpi
Pork dend, Utah, wampun, Pennsylvania.
Iwo years nigh scnocol's about it, maybe
if tney're lucky a job waiting for 'enm
Dack in a factory, but most of ‘em got
nothin, they're poor, they're the un-
wanted of our society, the bottom of

the barrel - and they -know it, mayoe
that's why they call themselves "grunszs”

O cause a "grunt” can take it, can take
‘ anything. They're the backbene cf this
P country, grandma, the best I've ever

seen, the heart and the soul - I've
found it finally, way down here in the
mud - maype from down here I can starc
uUp again and be something I can ve proud
of, without having to fake it, mayve,.,.
I can see something I don't yet see,
learn something I don't yet know...I
miss you, I miss You very much = Chris.

He moves towards Junior, shakes him, but Junior
seexs to be ocut of the world.

CHERIS
Wake up!

Junior opens cne dead eye.

CHRIS
It's your shifsz...

Junior scowls, swears, looks around for his rifle in
the mud.

Chris crawls back to his position, curling himselsf
Up in his scaked ponche, teeth chattering from the

cold, rain splattering over him. A long beat. He
sighs, the sigh kicking off the next image,
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- EXT: CHRIS' POSITION - NIGHT (RAIN)

@

FANTASY - a blonde EARTH GODDESS is there suddenly

in the bush, her voluptucus naked body Glistening

with rainwater as she steps forward - the moon

catching the smile on her face. A muscular dancer's
body, lush in all its proportions. She begins fucking
Christopher right there in the mud on the jungle

floor. Reaching into his pants, pressing down on huim,
fucking the life out of him, the rain drowning them ous.

EXT: CERIS' POSITION - NIGHT

Chris jerks awake - very suddenly, very frightened,

THE RAIN HAS STOPPED. The jungle sounds are loud.
Cicadas, night animals, water dripping hypnotically frox
leaf to leaf. And the whirr of a million mosquitoes

out after the rains, chewing at Chris' face. He looks
around, startled.

Tex is asleep. Junior is asleep. What happened? He
locks at his watch. The mosguitoces are eating him
alive. He buries his head in his green towel which

he wears around his neck, but he can't see. A bea:z.

Ee moves again, miserable from the bites. Another beacz.
Then suddenly the sounds of the jungle shift - some cf
the animals dropping out. A different tone. A piece
cf wood is stepped on, a rustle of bush...

Chris sees scmething, lifts an edge ¢of the towel to
peak out.

A shadow of a figure is frozen there in front ©of hinm
about 15 yards. It looks like a man. But it doesn't
move. At all. It listens.

Chris, his heart in his mouth, tries to peer through

it. It's a bush. It has to be. No human being could
stand that still. His heartbeats are up. The moments
take forever. But deep down - somewhere in his psyche -
he knows who it is. '

The figure now shifts, ever so slightly - and moves.
It is a human being. Oh my God!.

Chris looks around. Tex seems like a mile avay.

Why doesn't anyone fire! Ee casts a desperate lock at
his rifle, at his grenades encrusted with mud, but in
spite of all his training, he is frozen with indecision
and fear at the first sight of his enenmy.
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The figure seens to whisper something back, then turns
and comes down the trail. Now a second and third figure
appear behind him - all in helmets and packs. All
coming right past Chris' position. Ten yards. Nine.

Chris is rigid with terror. Stark eyes. Pleading wich
Tex to wake up, but ocut of reach. He is about to have
an anxiety attack, his heartbeats so far up his is sure
they will hear him.

The first figure is now direczly in front of Chris on the
trail, loocking left and right...A rattle of his equipmen:,
a creak of leather. A smell. The man's face now catches
the moonlight and his eyes come around on Chris.

Oriental eyes. Locking right at him. Startled. Chris
staring back, hypnotized. It all happens very fast. The
figure murmurs scmething in Vietnamese. A warning.

He swivels. ~

A flash of muzzle fire. A raking cough of automazic
f.re. A grenace explosion.

Chris is hurled to the ground, helme: bouncing off,
scattered, confused, jarred. All hell breaks loocse
around him with NQISE and SHOUTS.

Tex, kissing the ground, is yelling at him.

. TEX
THE CLAYMORE!

Chris, not knowing what he's doing, is fumbling with the
claymore handles, presses them. INSERT: they won't give.
He tries again and again to squeeze the life out of thex.
Tex is screaming at him.

TEX
THE SAFETY! TAKE THE SAFETY OFF YOU...

-4
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tunges cveyr and grabs the hanules from Chris. Clicks tne
safrties coff and blows them.

Three EXPLOSIONS rip out into the night - and one of tne
ENEMY is caught in a brief instant locking like an x-ray,
his body lifted and swiriing in tne air, then envelopec
in sworls of smoke.

Chris, trying to keep up, grabs nis M-16, lays out a
stream of fire. The sound all around him is deafening.

Tex is now on the M-60 machine gun, yelling at Junior
who is cringing on the ground.

TEX
Feed nxe!

He lays out red tracer bullets like laser beazs, then
suddenly reels back, whiplashed, screaming. A grenade
explosion rocks then.

TEX
AAAAGEHH! MY ARM! MY ARM!
. ! . . .
HBis hand and wrist ars gone, his face in the dirt.
Junior is fumbling around, tryiac to stay down and
help him at the sane time.

JUNIOR
DOC! GET UP HERE! TEX I3 HIT!

chris, looking cut to his firont, has no clue what's
gcing on. Except the fire is slacking. Relayed
shouts of "Medic! Medic!" Other SHOUTS.

SHOUTS
HOLD IT UP! HOLD IT UP:

The firing has ceased. A silence, punctuated by
vccasional shouts and fast mcments, has envelcpecd once
mcre the cemetary. UOC crashes through the bush, kneels
over Tex who continues to hcwl in d&ep pain.

TLX
MY ARM! JESUS FUCKING CHRIST!
MY ARM DOC!

DoC
Easy Tex easy boy!
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Trying to sound calz put ni1s voice on the 2dge,
exam:ning the mutilation witn a pen frasnlight, he
whips out his morpnine in a bij hygodermic.

vOILE (next pesition;
Doc over here! Gardner's hit.

pocC
'Right there.

AS he slips the meorphine inzo Tex's arm.

TEX (muttering).
...godcamn! goddamn: dumb fuicker, Sum> fucker,

Caris watching, suaderly fee.s himself zsiz2y, instinctively
runs his hands over the back of h.s neck. Feclis the

warz blcod there. A moan comes frcm his lips. Junice
lecoks at nhim,

JUNIOR
Oh shit, Doz he's h.t tco.

CHER.S (weaxly)
I'm hit...

Barnes and B.g Harold come nustling ug.

Doc finishes tourniqueting Tex, cradles Chris on:o
the earth, his flashlight probing the wound. Tex in
packground continues to now. at the top of his lungs,
unaffected by the morgphine.

Chris waits, tensely for the vercict, his eyes big with
fear on Doc, who takes out his morphine.

JUNIOR (to Barnes, pointing at Chrois)
That dumb fuck didn't blow his claymcre!

Cnris hearing this. Barnes looks «t him.

DOC (te Chris)
... it's a scratch, nothing to worry abou=:.

: CHRIS (suspicious)
Doc...tell me the truth, don't lie to me,
The needle goes in.

TEX (freaked out)
MY HAND BARNES! GODDAMN WHIREI'S MY HAND?

Barnes says rothing just stares.
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JONICR
He let'em walk right up on us. He
was sleeping on his shifec.

CHRIS (muttering weakly)
I was not...it was your...

DOC (leaving, to Harold and Junior)
Watch ‘em, don't let 'em go into shock.

The Doc runs off. Tex continues to howl, in real
pain. Barnes suddenly clamps his hand cover Tex's

mouth shutting him uUp and from way down deep in his
throat, chokes out the words, '

BARNES
SLut up! Shut up = and take it! You hear me!

Tex's e 23 roll widly, uncompreherding. 3ig Jarcld
look;ng at Barnes, worderzng. Tax is suddenly zilzane,
sheckzd., Barnes stards, an icy glare, goes. Junicr
scrarmbles over to Tex's side.

Big Earcld cradles Chris, his big black hands .liksz a
mcther, Teassusing hi=.

B.G HAROCLD
You gorna Ce okay Taylor, okay,
don't you start worrying.

Chris looking up at him, eyes blinking slowly, dazed
already by the morphine. He's very scared.

CHRIS

Do you...do you know you're gonna die..
Big Harcld?..do you feel like...like...
everything's gonna be fine and then...

B1G HAROLD
Bullshit man, you gettin outta the £;eld.
man. Three hots a day, white sheets, dem
pretty white nurses give you blowjobs too
you pay em enough, I heard tell bout dem
white bitches. Better save yo strength
Taylor.



22.

23.

4.

25.

26,

CONTD

JUNIOR (muttering darkly)
Don babytalk him man. cCocksucker
fell asleep. They walked right up on us,
he don do shit.

HAROQOLD
Shaddup bitczh.

Chris 13 get:ting woczier, feeiing he is dying bu: starting
o0 grin, not caring about it anymore. Yet he is nowhare
close to> dying.

CHRIS
"It's not...so bad...dying. How long...iz...

EXT: TRAIL - RUINS - POSITION #1 - NIGHT

Barnes stands over a moaning, rippea up ENEIMY SCLDIER.
FIRES nis M-16 point blank into the Heal. The soldie-
Pucks and dies, quivering.

EXT: TRAIL - RUINS - POSITICN #2 - NIGHT

ELIAS, checking out a blood tra:l scme distance away,
shifts on the sho:, l:soks back.

£XT: TRAIL - RUINS = POSITION #3 - NIGHT

FRANCIS, MANNY, BUNNY and KING are huddled cver another
mangled enemy corpse.

BUNNY (stripping tae ceorpse)
That's no NVA man. That's a chink - look .
at ‘'em, the cocksucker's six and a half
feer tall. Llook at his gear - gocd as ouss.

FRANCIS
Shit I blew my claymore right in on:z dude's
face ad I seen him walking around afterwards.

MANNY
What we fighting here, vampires?

EXT: TRAIL - RUINS =~ POSITION #1 - NIGHT

Elias comes up to Barnes swiftly, indicating tne
biocod trail leading off into tne bush.

ELIAS
Blood trail just keeps going and
going but no body.
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BARNES
Bow the hell did he get away?

ELIAS
They're good, they poured their fire
right back into us.

KING (coming up, to Barnes)
Sergeant - Doc wants you. There's a
problem with the new man.

Elias and Barnes go with King. Past Chris and Tex who ace
ambulatory and bandaged, being helped along. As Barnes
passes, the men look at him, everybody quickly sensing
scmething is wrong.

EXT: GARDNERS POSITION - NIGET

At cne of the positions DOC is working feverishly to knock

the life back into Gardner who lies there, his shirt strigped
off on his cottage cheese belly. A huge sucking chest X
wound. He's dying. You know it because he knows iz.

The eyes do the talking, numb, terrorized yez strangely
detached, accepting, not protesting or concerned any longer.

Most of the ambush has assexbled and is watching, Chris
moving in to see. Doc is mumbling to him, low key.

DOC
Y'all right, Gardner? You have any pain?...
Chopper's on the way, you gonna be okay...

But Gardner seems unconcerned. Things are going on in

his head - who knows what. And in his eyes there are

big tsars rolling. Then a morphine smile. A sort of

goofy Gardner smile, maybe thinking about Lucy Jane, who ,
knows. Ee's dead. X

BARNES (to- all)
You know why this man died, don't you.
BEe died cause he lost control of himself.
In the middle of a firefighter he stood up
and tried to get back someplace safe. There's
no someplace safe. This man was probably hit
by one of us. The man would be alive right
now if he'd paid attention...Remember that...
(hard eyes shifting to Chris)
...and that goes for dumb assholes who fall
asleep on their shift and fuck with their X
buddies' lives. Next man I see cazching 2's
I'm gonna kick his face all over this fucking
jungle, then I'm gonna courtmartial his ass ané
send him to Leng Binh... X
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CHRIS (drowsy)
I dicn't fall asleep, Sergeant, Jun:sr...

BUNNY (cutzing in)
Shut up your face chicken shit. Yeu
in big trouble boy.

Chris shuts up. Junior harrumpghing with satisfacticn.

ELIAS .
Let's knock it off. We got two nmen
need attention herce.

BARNES )
Awright move it back into the perirzeczer.
Hoyt, Junior, cacry Gardner.

As he rises and walks away, his eyes make conzac:
with Elias who seems furiocus, fcllows Barnes cu:z of
earshot of the others.

ELIAS
That man'd be alive if ! 'd had a few
nore days to learn scmething.

Barnes, reg.stering it, just keeps walking.
EXT: BASE CAMP - DAY (WEEX LATER)

CHRIS is driven up in a jeep to his Company's CP.
It's midday on a hot laczy afternoon, few people ou:z in
the 102 degree sun.

Chris' Company is on the outskirts of the base camg,
their barracks regulation wood, canvas, and fine mesh-
screening, red dust everywnere, bunkers down on the
perimeter, reanms of barbed wire and concertina, a
sand-bagged MESS HALL and CHAPEL, 8l mm morzar pits,
observation towers, recoiless rifles, 50-caliber
machine guns. Beyond the wire not more than 150 yards -
the Jungle, thick and deep. '

Chris gets out of the jeep, stiff-necked, a bandage
around it, still in some pain. The first man he
intersects is KING, the man built like a gentle lion,
carrying crates of beer.

KING
Hey Tavlor, how ya doing?

In King's mild tone Chris tries to read his standing
in the platoen.
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Too late.
by Spec 4
bright in
a corner,
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- CHRIS
Okay = got light du:y,‘three days.

KING
Shit, too bad we in base camp anyway.

CHRIS
What you got there - beers?

KING
Yeah, just stole me some from the Top's
supply but he's stealing it from us anyway
(sees somebody coming)
Chucks are coming. You better“didi”® man.

Sgt. O'NEILL, the redhead lifer accomganied
SANDERSON, a big handsome blonde kia, not toc

the face, both sligh:ly drunk, come arcund

beer cans in hand. O'Neill sees Chr-:is immeciately,

O'NEILL
Hey 7ay.or - watcha got, lighz duty?

CHRIS (pause)
Yeai;,

SANDEZRSON (spotting King's beer:
Where'd you get that beer King?

KING (a funny look;
I foundg {t...

SANDERSON
You found it?...Bullshit! You going en
report. Gimme that shit.

O'NEILL
Awright, come here both of you
(wags his finger)
Got a little special job for the two of you.

They advance towards him reluctantly.

CHRIS
What's that?

29. EXT: THE OUTHOUSE - DAY

A wooden cabin with some half-dozen seats built cver ha.f
barrels cut from empty oil drums. A guy is in there,
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puiling up his pants.
Chris, King, and Crawford, a California biond with a

handsome honeyed look, are sweating heavily as they =oll
the barrels out from under the ocuthouse, the smell of

human waste strong. A hot midday emptiness, ncoody arcurnd

except the flies.

KING (pissed)
They keep fucking with us man, no lezup!

CRAWFCRD (equally pissed)
Politics, man, fuckin pelitics. That
O'Neill man got his nose so far up Tcp's
ass he gotta be Pinocchio...

KING (to Chris)
How the fuck you get over here man, vou
look like you educated...

CHRIS
I volunteered.

KING
You whlat? Say 'gain.

CHRIS
Yeah, I dropped ocut of college and told
‘em I wanted infantry, combat, and Nam...

He grins, finding their reactions funny. 1It's also
tne firsi time we've seen Chris crack a snmile.

CRAWFORD
You volunteerea for this shit man?

KING
You a crazy fucker, givin' up college man.

King has loung sleepy eyelids and cat's eyes, a large pink
tongue and big white-edged cotton picker's nails - a
lazy, gentle nature, content with the world.

CHRIS
Didn't make much sense. Wasn't learning
anything...
(hesitates)
And why shoula just the poor kids go to
the war - and the college kids get away with it

King and Crawfeord share a smile.

.
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KING
What we got here a crusader?

CRAWFCRD
Scunds like it,

They pause, wipe the sweat off. King lighting up a
half-smoked joint, hitzing a few puffs, eyes shooting
around, making sure he's not spot:ted. Passing it Lo
Crawicrd.

KING
Sheeit, gotta be rich in the first place
to think like dat. Everybody know the
poor always being fucxed by the rich.
Always have, always will.

Noticing Chris is having trouble witn his neck,
picking at his bandage.

RING

You okay man? Neck botherin' you?
CHRIS

N‘h s u o
KING

Here have some of tnis. Won't feel a thing.

Chris looking at the joint, a litt.e apprehensive. He's
never smoked.

CHRIS
No, thanks...

KING
Go on, whatcha gotta lose, yo' here now...

CRAWFORD
Kills the smell of shit anyway.

The joint proffered. Chris waits a beat, shrugs, taxes
it, smokes.

KING
Suck it in. Bold it... That's it.
Now let it out.

Chris blows it out.

CHRIS
Pon't feel 1t.
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King and Crawford chuckle, go on roclling the cans.

XING
Dat's what they all say
CUT TO:

EXT: OUTHOUSE - LATEIR - DAY

King, Crawford and Chris pour kercsene over the cans
at a secure distance from the cutacuse.

Xinyg lights it. The cans pop and star: crackling. A
line 3£ burning barrels. Rings of dirty black smoke
rise against a scft blue sky.

They watch, stoned. Chris turns to both of them.

CHRIS
.s».YOUu know that night we get hiz...I...
(ashamegd)

KING
Fuck it, don't mean nothing, derne ycur
best man, next time y'do bet:zer.

CRAWFQRD
Ristory, man, history.

Chris surprised at their attitude, The joint suddenly
hits ham, a look in his face, eyes locking around
different. Over at King.

CHRIS (deadpan)
I think I'm starting to feel that stufs...

Crawford laughs.
KING (laughs)
Yo gettin there Taylor. You be cool

now and I'll introduce you ‘'round to
some of the "heads".

CERIS
What are heads?

KING (laughs, walks away with Crawford)
Later...

Chris alone, breatnes deep, feeling the full effac-:.
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A relief against the long harsh, hot day. We see lights on
all over the camp, sounds of music, laughter from the barracks.

INT. UNDERWORLD EUTCE - NIGET

King leads Chris down to a specially-constructed cellar-like
hutch dug deep into the ground on an isolated edge of the
battalion perimeter. Ammo casing and canvas are piled over i,
and sandbags surround it. From the outside very little sound
can be heard as they go down through a trap door made of

ammo crates.

Inside is another world. Chris loocking around amazed. It's
like a private cabaret for the "heads" who are there cooling
out. Bcxes of food from the States, beers, whiskey bottles,
rates functioning as tables, hammocks hanging from poles,
electric fans, tape decks, paraphernalia.

The boys are all dressed up in their saturday night rags.

The clothes are clean, the headbands, the medallions are out,
anything distinctive and individualistic. On the tapedeck,
Jefferson Airplane's "Go Ask Alice."

To Chris it is a2 new world. And Rhah, the resident heagd,
sitting there in all his finery puffing a huge burning red
bowl in a three foot long Montagnard pipe, seems to be the
lord of final judgments in this smokey underworld.

Across his naked chest, birds and snakes are tattoced. Around
his neck a black skull and a white ivory cross side by side.
On his knuckles “Love” and "Eate" are tattooed. In his eyes,
4 dancing Satanic fire. A poor rural Southern white, in his
grizzled late 20's, he could be a Biker King. Giving Chris
the once-cover.

e
.

, RHEAH
Whatcha doing in the underworld Tayloer?

: KING (smiling)
This ain't Taylor. Taylor been shot.
‘This man Chris been resurrected...

Chris wondering what he's doing here. His eyes roving over
Lerner, Crawford, Manny, flash, Francis, Hoyt, Tubbs, others
from the Platoon, about 9 or 10 of thenm.

Rhah eyes him back, hands him the bowl.
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RHAH
You lame Taylor?
CBRIS
What?
REAH

You lame or something?

KING (smiling)
«.+.go ahead on, smoke it man

Chris understands, takes the bowl. Hesitates. Then smokes it.
The contact fumes are alomst enocugh te knock him out. Ee
starts coughing. They all laughing.

REAR
Your shit's in the wind troop. Baazaaah!

Lerner replies, his tongue hanging out in parcdy.

LERNER
And Baaaaaaa! back on you

REAHE (locking at Lerner with distaszte)
If you're gonna do it, man, 'least do it right

Building up to it, his eyes shaking with conviction at the
whole insanity of the world, he neighs with all the vencm
be can muster. .

REAE
Baaaaaaaasazaaaaaaaaaaa!

They all ‘laugh and applaud. King smoking from the pipe passing
it back to Chris who takes another hit, doesn't cough this
time, looking arcund, wondering about these guys.
) LZRNER '
I didn't like it

REAE
Bah, you're a child, Lerner. Rhah don't
e vaste time on you 4

They go on ad-1libbing with each other as Chris finsihes his hit
on the pipe, looks up across the smoke, already dazed, surprised
to see EPlias suddenly there -- leaning out of his sling in a

far corner of the hoocch. A Monkey is draped around his neck
with silver bracelets, rings, a necklace == like a sensual
little Egyptian whore, Elias playing with it, spaced out in

a sleeveless vest, tiger pants. Dancing eyes on Chris,

he swings out the hammock, comes over with the moneky.
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Meanwhile Manny has brocken into a high falsettoc snatch of
blues directed at Chris, joined by Big Barold and Francis,

.all of them clicking their hands.

MANNY & FRANCIS & BIG EHAROLD
Ooch Chris, you look like you is high
Oh yeah, he looks like he is high
Ococh Chris, you know you gonna be that way all night
Oh yeah I think that ycu are...Yeah! up now
and up to par oh yeah

Elias takes the bowl from Rhah and loocks over at Chris,
gsmiling that big white-toothed smile of his.

, BLIAS
Pirst time?
CBRIS
Yeah
ELIAS

Peel good?

CERIS (a sense of euphoria now)
Yeah. No pain in my neck now. Feels good.

- ELIAS
Peeling good's good encugh

Xs he sucks in’a huge masg of smoke off the bowl. His eyes
performing a funny little hop, skip and jump, as he holds it,
his face turning red.

The monkey jahSer: and jumps arcound on his neck, worried.
Elias then blows the smcke out in its face, the monkey hating it.
The Groupvllﬁghl.

. | .
Hey Crutcher. I hear you got a Dear
- John from your gal.

" ‘Hoyt looks up, another Southerner, a good ol' boy type,

stoned out of his head, wearing a ring in his ear.

80TT
}onh

: ELIAS
What' dyuu say her pame was again?
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BOYT (recalling her image)
Daisy Mae

BIG EAROLD
Hey loock at Charlotte!

The monkey is sitting quietly stoned, its eyes blinking.
Laughter off.

ELIAS (teasing Boyt)
Daisy Mae! What Daisy Mae look like Crutcher?

MANNY
She lock huge and got freckles on her ass

BOYT
She look beautiful

. PRANCIS
Bow much she weigh man?

BIG EAROLD
She braid her bhair under her armpits, Crutcher

FRANCIS (sarcastic)
Daisy Mae what?

KING
Daisy Mae Highway, that's what
They laugh.
LERNER
I knew a girl in Montana named Veronica Big Toe
BIG EAROLD
Eow 'bout Izma Greasepit?
MANNY
Sylvania Plashbuld
CRAWFORD
Ermalina Esso
ELIAS

Patsy Peeonme =--

Tﬁey're cracking up over every name, stoned cut of their heads.
Chris watching this, he's never seen people act lixe this before.
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CRAWFORD
In Honolulu used to be a chick named
Alma Joy, no kidding

TUBBS
Back in Pulaski Tennessee there was this
real ugly gal, pimples y'know all over her
face and her name was Lili lemealone

BIG BAROLD
Puck it

MANNY
Whose dat?

ELIAS

Pelicia Puckit

PRANCIS
Pelicia Puckanything

ELIAS
Talking bout lLerner's mother again

. LERNER
Leave mcmmy out of it

MANNY
She out of {t. So are you, man. The shape
of your thinking's the shape of your head!
Baaaaaaaaa\

Le;h:; is obviously the runty white everybody likes to pick
on cause he's a pain in the ass, a smart little Jewish kid
who locks like he wandersd into the infantry by mistake.

' REAH
Gonna do it asshole, I told you do it right.
Baaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaal

KING (lazy)
Right on, yeah

King a lazy, somnolent qQquiet man.

LERNER (to Rhah)
That's profound man

KING .
The lez from Suez remember her. Wid her
whip, sickle and fuck
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ELIAS
I fucked this girl man. In Eawaili.
Couple weeks ago...Ocococh!
(remembering)

The look on bhis face ensnares all of them, except perhaps Rhah.
MANNY

What happened man. What whore house
you go teo?

ELIAS

No whorehouse man. On the beach.
FRANCIS

Sure.
ELIAS

Yeah, sure. She walked right by me. long
black hair, tits swinging. Ass like French
bread. Legs don't end right.

o CRAWFORD
So what she got, hair on her tits

ELIAS
I just stopped man. My heart's beating like
a4 hardon right I got a hardon sticking through
- WYy pants, my bathing suit looks like a hutch...

BIG EAROLD
I know dat feeling...

ELIAS
So I'm thinking to myself -- Elias you
walk away from this, you gonna regret this
the rest of your natural life. So I go after
her, follow her down the beach. You know
find out if she is what she is.

They're all hooked into this now.

KING
And?
ELIAS
Well she was picking up her kids
MANNY
Dat's dat
ELIAS

No, dat ain't dat

T S

e - Pobrew o, -
.-
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FRANCIS
Get ocutta here, she married...

ELIAS
Like two hogs in heat. Boy.

Their throats knotting.

CERIS (joining in)
«..but what'd she do?

ELIAS
What didn't she do. She fucked the living
daylights outta me, that's what she did}

CRAWFORD (sucking in air)

Jesus!
ELIAS
Couldn't get enuff...
CBRIS
V But what'd she actually do?
. ' ELIAS (leading them on)
She was a crossbreed, Chinese and Polish
BIG EAROLD
What dat? '
REAE (finally hooked in)
And living in Bawaii man?
ELIAS
Yeah -—— and had blonde hair and almond-shaped eyes.
\ PRANCIS
Hey man didn't you say she had black hair?
. ELIAS .
She had blonde hair, man. And long tan
. legs, in those leather sandals you know,
with those thcongs up to her knees, this
musky oil on it...mmmmm smelled good when
_they were wrapped around my face...
They groan, dreaming of Eawaid.
P TUBBS

< . Yeah!
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CHRIS
God!

BIG EAROLD
Please, somebody held my dick!
K]
ELIAS (in afterthought)
...and a broken nose

TUBBS
Broken man

ELIAS
Yeah, ctherwise she would've been too
perfect, y'know what I mean...some woman.
Eer name was...

Ee forgets it. A grass blackout. Lerner urging him on.

LERNER
Susan?

MANNY .
Tamara?

CBRIS
Blizabeth?

Elias shaking his head, trying to remember.

XING
Merle?

REAB
Merle? Jesusl...Jackie?

BIG HAROLD
Inga?

CHERIS
Jennifer?

- HOYT

" Connie?

: Elias snapping his fingers.
ELIAS
Dawn! That was it!

CHRIS (repeating it)
Dawvn...
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King listening to the sound of it.

KING
Dawn?

The others nodding, musing over it.

BIG BAROLD
Yeah, Dawn...

INT. TEE BARRACKS = NIGHT

In comparison to the darkness of the hooch, a highly~-lit
atmosphere, attracting bugs...dusty gear lying arcund a
disordered hooch, loud and finger-snapping COUNTRY WESTERN
MCSIC playing from a tape deck, a well-known tune, circa 1967.

Bunny, the 18 year-old angel face, totters drunk with a
Colt=-45 beer in hand, over to Junior, the badass black kid
with the zits, who just lies there on his cot sweating,
doing nothing.

BUNNY (listening to cthe music)
Listen to that shit, that's good shit!

JUNIOR (irritated as always)
Puck that redneck shit, don't compare to
motown sound

BUNNY
Ihaddaya know. Bey Junior! Y'ever smoke any shit?

JUNIOR
"Bah. makes me dizzy. Go way willya

- BUNNY (lonely in his way for company)
. .- Yeah me too. Everything kinda gets sad
- ¥y 'know? (hiccups, sits)
) Y'hear that story the gooks is putting
chemicals in the grass sc's we become
*pacifists® s0's we don fight
(to no one in particular)
Where the hell's sverybedy, theyse gettin
high that's what =- bunch ¢f hopheads,
- they think they special...

JUNIOR (turns away, bored)
Don you worry Bunny, ycuse a killer anyway



——  — e -

36.
(Rev 4/1/83)

BUNNY
Yeah but I still like a piece of puzzy
once in a while -- ain't nothing like
a piece nf puzzy cept maybe the Indie 500

JUNIOR
Youse so fucked up man

BUNNY
Y'ever lock at yoself in the mirror Junior,
you put bandaids on all dem zits, you'd
lock like a fuckin' mummy!

(lauvghing)

JUNIOR
Yeah, you had a piece of pussy on a plate
in front of you, you'd probably kill it.

BUNNY
Shit, I bet I been laid more'n you have

JUNIOR
Sure, you propably stick it in tween her
knees and think youse there

BUNNY
Yeah?

Lt. Wolfe wanders down the aisle, beer in hand, slightly lonely,
bypassing FU SHENG, the Eawaiian and TONY, a mustached,
hairy-browed Italian kid from Boston, who are playing some

kind of dice game. They hardly acknowledge the Lieutenant

who stops by RODRIGUEZ, the Mexican-American kid who is

" on his cot in his neatly-arranged area writing a letter

home with a pencil, forming the words with his mouth, as

always minding his own business. Religious objects comprise
his few decorations.

WOLFE (amiable)
How you doing Rodriguez?

RODRIGUEZ
Good sir
) WOLFE
Need anything?

RODRIGUEZ
No sir
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Wolfe winks at him, continues on to the PORER GAME going on

in the center of the barracks, the main action. Barnes,

Sgts. 0'Neill and Warren, the quiet sullen black, Sanderson
and Sal play as Ace, the tiny radio kid, and Morehouse look con:
all of them drinking beer and bourbon chasers from a bottle.

WOLFE (to O'Neill)
Bow's it going Red?
(using his nickname)

O'NEILL
Shit, cocksucker's got all the cards tenight

WOLFE (to Barnes)
Looks like you're doing all right Sergeant

Barnes, raking in the chips, is the big winner, a light bead
of sweat on his forehead and a scmewhat glassy lock to the
eye the only indicaticn he is drunk =~- his shzrt peeled off
revealing a muscular, scarred body.

BARNES
Yeah, and I ain't even cheating yet

SANDERSON (the big, blonde kid)
Bave some Kentucky windage Lieutenant
(passes him the bottle of bourben)

Wolfe takes a nip.

BARNES
Play Lieutenant?

WOLFE
Nah, I wouldn't want to get raped by you guys..

O'NEILL
What are you saving up to be == Jewish?

Laughs. Wolfe forces a smile, glad to move on. There is a
continual worried rodent air about him, an anxiety, a desire
to £il]l the vacuum in his leadership with a false masculinity.

. WOLFE
Catch you men later. Enjoy yourselves.

As he goes, O'Neill shakes his head after him.
O'NEILL
Sorry ass motherfucker ain't he. You
think he gonna make it Barnes?

Barnes plays a card, glances, a minute movement of the head.
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O'NEILL
Yeah that's what I figger. Some dudes
you jes' look in their faces and you
know they just ain't gonna make it.

Barnes loocks -—— with some irony =-- at O'Neill. The Country
Western tune has reached a crescendo whine which now mixes in=::

INT. UNDERWORLD EUTCE - NIGET

Francis, the baby;ficed'black, and Manny, green shades covering
his skinny face, lead with a high blues falsetto.

FRANCIS & MANNY (singing)
"People say I'm the life of the party
cause I tell a joke or two :
Although I may be laughing loud and hardy
Deep inside I'm blue...".
The Eutch looks now like a Turkish bath with minimum visibiliey,
the smoke fumes dense. They are all up dancing on their feet =--
King, Tubbs, Big Earold, Eoyt, Lerner, Crawford, Flash Elias =--
a few light gestures with their hards above shoulder level,
passing around the grass pipes while they shuffle, fingers
clicking. The song -— Smokey Robinson's °"Tracks of My Tears" --
accompanies them from a vintage tapedeck.
ALL
...Since you've left me, if you've seen me
with another girl
seeming like I'm having fun
although she may be cute
"she's just a substitute
because you're the permanent one...

King and Big Earold wave Chris intoc the Circle and he starts
swaying with them, feeling as if he's being accepted into
a npew family.

Rhah watches it all, puffing away on his magic drageon pipe,
the shadows dancing on the walls. ‘

It looks like a Saturday night dance party. A Yearning for
tenderness, for feminity, for a moment of peace in this
nightmare life. Their eyes closed, thinking of dance partners
that can't be here tonight. Singing their souls out.

ALL R
“...50 take a good lock at my face
You'll see the smile locks out of place
Look a little bit closer
It's easy to trace
The tracks of my tears..."
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EXT. JUNGLE - NVA BUNKER COMPLEX - DAY

An overwhelming 103 degree heat. Chris is once more on pointg,
a little better now but obviocusly struggling with a thick
unyielding bamboo thicket that forces him forward in a
caveman crouch.

CHRIS VOICE OVER
New Years Day. 1968. Just another day.
Staying alive. There's been a lot of
movement near the Cambodian border,
regiments of NVA moving across. A lot
of little firefights, ambushes, we
drop a lot of bombing, then we walk
through the napalm like ghosts in a
landscape...
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The naplaw jeily is hanging from the trees like grea:
cancpies of spider webs, the jungle stretcning up,
cb.iiterating the sky. The bombs have torn and twistec
the earth - tress ripped trom the ground. Chris work:ing
his way over twisted, broken stumps, branches.

On the back of his flak jacket he's wrizzen: "If I die
bury me upside down so the whole world can kiss my ass."

3ARNES
Pssst! -

The signal for silence. Cnhris freezes. Barnes edj:ng
up toc him,

BARNEZS (whispers)
Bunker...

CHRIS
Where?

Doesi't see it., Folliowing Barnes' imperceptible
mcvezent of his head.

The bunker, dug into the yround, and camcuflaged
witn brush, is staring right at him, not more than 2V
feez away. Chris 1s a dead man if...

Barnes, checking the terrain, signals radi.oman Eoyt.

Barnes edging up to the bunker, eyes everywhere. Chris
following. The tension builds. They come up to the edsge
of it, peer in. Nothiny.

Barnes walks arcund it, slips in from the back. Chris
covers him, other guys cowing up now, making a small perizecer.

Chris now starts to see things he didn't see. Right

in front of ris nose - there is a trencn from this bunker
to another and another. There 'is now in his view a
conplex of bunxers and thatcned nootches and lean- to:

ali blending into the forest. A ghost city...

Elias and otlers fanning cut now, careful.,.whispered
conversations in the wingd.

Chris moves past a rope with freshly wasned laundry
stretching between two trees, clothes stirring in the wind.
He looks up as Ring points out a tree nouse, then looks
down as Lerner whispers something and points - NVA rucksacks
are laid out on the grzound xn an crderly placoor-sized
pa:-c:ﬂ.

CUT 7T0:



3s-

=30,

38

42

EXT: NVA BUNKER - TUNNEIL PCSITION - pAY

Elias goes down into a dange:ous-looking TUNNEL, 35arc.es
watching him. We sense Elias loves the challienge, smiling,

EXT: NVA BUNKER - COMPLEX - MAIN POSITION - DAY

Lt. Wolfe signals Manny and Chris Cut onto the two flanks.
INT: NVA BUNKER ROSPITAL - DAY

Rhah and King explore a fieyd hospital., Beds, anatorica.

charts, meidcal equipment. Rhah, an experienced scld:er,

seelns tense, moves cauvtiocusly, expecting ‘booby traps.

EXT: NVA BUNKER - WARREN'S POSITION - DAY

Sgt. Warren cautiocusly explores another bunker, probing

a little tunnel in the bottom of it with a stick. Bunry,

having a small frame, goes down into it, fearless.

EXT: NVA BUNKER - MANNY'S POSITION = DAY

Manny, the skinny black boy with the colcrez beads, is ocu:
on flark - alone, snoking a ciguzecstce, humming.

EXT: NVA BUNKER - CHRIS' POSITION - DAY

On tne other flank, Chris, alsc a.cne, walts, listen:n
1

to the sounds of the Jungle. He too 1s Smoking a cigaretse.

The eeriness is everywiere. Rays cf BCINiNng lignht pceking
through the cathedral come ©of the jungle. Bird calls.
Ee thinks he nears scmething. Tenses.

There is a scoft Tust.ing sound now. And as re fccuses
on it he realizes it is coming froem very clese to hiz.
Sometning light and sinuous moving over the .eaves.

Be looks down.

A bright .yellow and oranged-ringed krait viper is crawlaing
right between nis two legs. It stops, senses another laife
standing over it.

Chris frozen with dread.

The snake crawls on, puliing its 2S-inch body along,
plending once more inte tne jungle floor.

On Chris, eyes acilated, siowly regainiag his Teath,
ilocking arounc everywners now.

EXT: NVA TUNNEL - DAY

Elias climbs Jeeper and deecer :into the hole, a rope ac:achec

to nis waisct leadirg out tc the surface, ris flashlight now
coming arouna on a shaftway demarcating a TUNNEL that seens
tO stretch for at least 100 yards. The ligat revealirng
cobwels all along it, but tall enough fur a small man.
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ELIAS (excited, whispering up)
A tunnel all right...A big fuckar tco.
You want me to check i1t out?

BARNES
Yeah, go ahead.

Elias starts moving down the tunnel, feariess, we expecs

sometniing any moment to ceme cut and naili him but notainc dres.

EXT: NVA BUNKZR - COMFLEX - SANDIRSCNS FOSITICSN - SAY

Spec 4 SANDIRSCON, the b5ig nandscze biond kid, is moving
through an abandoned bunker. With him 1s SAL, a :ough
street kid with an intense face, all whiskered, Sanderczc:
noticing now a metal box of S0-caliber armo, U.S. mark:ngs,
half-buried in the grouna.

SANDERSON
Hey lock at that,

He opens the case. £ficial-looking documents are inside,
they glance through then, lighting cigarezzes, the sea-=x
over, successiul, they relax.

SAL(a worried type)
Leave it will ya ~ it's gook shit.

SANDERSCN
Nah this stuff's impor:zant.

HS puts trne dccurents back in the acmo case,, .ifts it.
t's the last thirg hc ever does.

EXT: NVA BUNKZR - SANDERSORS PCOSITION - DAY

The ensuing exglosion rips the bunker acart, obliterating
both boy:s, sand-ags, weod, jungle, branches flying out in
4 great ocutward ball of energy, the Jungle floor shakaing.

EXT: NVA BUNKER ~ CHRIS' POSITION - DAY
OQut on fiank, Chris nits the ground, hugs i:.
EXT: WVA BUNRER - COMPLZEX =~ SANDERSONS POSITION - DAY

Barnes runs up. Biacx smoke sweeping tnarough the trees.
Sal suddenly appeacs, stepping out of tre smoke, stunned,
The front of has body :s scaked in blood from.a thousand
shrapnel holes, his clothes shredded, he stares at Barnes,
dazed. Both his arms are gone and bleood ig sJeysering

cut like a water fountain. He crumbles - deacd or ayirnsg.
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BARNZS (cfuns t2 nim;
Barnes looking into his eyes. The kid choxking on hils cwn
biood, his thrcat clogged with it, tIyYing to get some woris
out. Barnes reaching for tengue, freeing it. The Doc

running up - one look telis us all we need to KknOw.

Dcc
Holy Jesus! -

EXT: NVA BUNKER COMPLEX - MAIN POSITION - DAY
Lt. Weclfe, shaken, is on the radio with Cpt. Harris,

werds garbled through the air, trying to describe a
primal horrer. :

EXT: NVA BUNKER COMPLEX - SANDERSON POSITION = DAT

Barnes moving through tne wreckage - sees a hand stickins
in sandcag, severed,

EXT: NVA BUNKEIR COMPLZIX - MAIN POSITION - DAY

Rrah crouches over a piece of leg tied into a higbcne
and a rib.

EXT: NVA BUNKER COMPLEX - DAY
Eiias coming out of the tunnel, filthied.
EXT: NVA BUNRZR COMPLEX - MAIN POSITICN - DAY

The faces of the platoon - shook, looking at each other.
O'Neill, white~faced, starts rounding them up.

O 'NCILL
All right let's not stand around here -
don't clump up. One mortar'll get
everytody.

SGT. WARREN (calling in the two flanks)
Taylor, Dorsey - let's go!

EXT: NVA BUNKEZR COMPLEX - CHRIS' POSITION - DAY
Chris heading in from his flank position. The separation

from the main body makes this incident seem even more
mysterious to him.

EXT: NVA BUNKER = MAIN POSITION -.DA!

Elias coming abreast of Wclfe.

"r T2 Q
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WOLTE
They're on thei: way...

(conaulting his magp)
There's < gock village hialf a kiik frem
here, Le wcnts us to move in and search
it. Here...Where's Barnes?

INT: NVA BUNX = SANDERSONS PCSITION - DAY

Barnes is still in the wrecked bunker, squatting there,
staring as if his mind has disconnected for a moment -
going back to a place and time where he was maimed for
life. The loock on his face suggests he is deeply
wronged by this tragedy, tnat he is taking 1t very perscnally.
EXT: NVA BUNXZR - MAIN PCSITION - DAY
Chris watches him from cutside the bunker, curious.
O'NEILL

Awright, saddle up - let's goe...

Tutbs you got poant.
The men moving into the juugle formation, silenzly.
Chris walkirg over into line, stops for a mcment -
noticing a [reshly-severed eyeball partially buried
in dirt, staring up at him. Ee turns away, sickened,
EXT: NVA BUNKER =~ SANDERSONS POSITION - DAY
Barnes pulls Limself up. Goes quietly to his place.
EXT: NVA BUNKER COMPLEX - MAIN POSITICN - DAY

O'NZILL
Where's Manny?

WARREN
Manny!...hey Buchanai.

Thnere is no answer. The men in the platoon start to look
At each other, seusing more trouble. :

Eiias heads intoc the bush after him. Barnes watches him gec.
rancis, his friend, and Tubbs and King follow.

FRANCIS
Hey man whatcha doing...where you ac?
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EXT: NVA BUNKEZIX COMPLZX ~ MANNY'S POSITION = DAY

Out on cthe flank position, wnere he once stcod, Elias
walxs out, looks. The Jungle 1s silent once again.
Francis, Tubbs, King follow. The others - Basnes, Lt.
Wolfe, Warren, Chris, Rhan...

FRANCIS & OTHERS
MANNY!!!! MANNY!

Their voices reverbating in the cistance. Birs
cries come back.

El:as comping the grouna for clues...notning...

Chris looking on, can't believe it, none ol them can,
4 cc.llective cnill running through tie piatocn.

EXT: JUNGLE - DAY 1

The Platoon moving downslope in the Jungle, their faces
grim, quiet, deadly. King is on poinet.

CHRIS VOICE OVER
We had to get to the village before dark so
we left Elias behind with some men to keep
loocking and to wait for the engineers...It
was King found him...about a 1000 meters
down the trail, not too far from the village -
alongside a stream. . It was the end of the

mystery...
A moving shot on Manny. He's trussed with Tope, arms
behind his back. Shot through the head, eyes sgtartled
open, mouth shaped in a scream of terror.

Barnes, the other men looking...Chris. Nothing said.
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EXT: VILLAGE - TRAIL =~ Day

They come up out gt ghe jungle onto the side X
©f a CART TRAIL, where a tiny village overlooks the

jungle from a ridgeline. The VILLAGE is poor., & ser.es

of thatched hutcnes made of C-Ration cardboard and aju=m:-u-
beur can sidings, faint whiffs of smoke coming £zrom coox
fires. Pigs and dogs wander about.

An OLD VILLAGER watcnes them pass from nis tillable pice,
smoking a cigarette, one leg wragped around his hoe,
resting, no expression.

CHRIS V.0.
...the village, which nad stood for
maybe a thousand years, diZn't know
we were coming that day. 1If they had
they would have run...Barnes was at the
eye of our rage - and tnrough him, our
Captain Ahab - we would set things righ:z
again. That day we loved him...

A pig loiters along the trail, roczing.
Bunny coming up cn it with a srile.

BUNNY
Hey pig, pig - ccme nere, pi1g, pig.
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The pig grunts. Bunny Levelllng‘nis shotgun, fires
peintblank. A horricle squeal.

EXT: NEAR VILLAGE - DAY .

Cnris hearing it from across the village, kncws
what it weans.

EXT: VILLAGE = DAY
Tony sucdenly points, excited, cal.s to Barnes.

TONY
There goes one!

Their POV - a yecung VILLAGER fleeing down the slope.
Barnes nails ham with a shors volley of well-zlacec shess.

BARNES (to Tony)
Chezck hiz ouz.

He turns back into the viliage.
INT: VILLAGE HUTCH =~ DAY

Bunny and Sgt. O'Neill, in one of the hutches, pPry open a
ficorboard, flip it over.

An OLD COUPLE tnrow up their hands, terrified, muttez:yng
in Vietnamese. .

BUNNY
Hey look what I found? Ma and Pa Kettle
here. Look at them - greasy gook motherfuckers!

O'NEILL (to the Couple)
Gez up ocut of there!: )

They climb out, asking for mercy in Vietnamese.
EXT: VILLAGE TUNNEL - DAY

In another part of the village, Barnes hovers over a hole
leading into some kind of tunnel.

BARNES
Get out of there you fuckheads move!
Move!



Fires a warning shot. Three VILLAGERS c.imting out of
the spidernhocle, arms raised, but not showing any emoz:en.
Barnes turning to his radioman Hoyt and B.g Harocld acsomcanvying.
BARNES (to Harold)
Put ‘em in the pig pen.
(to Hoyz)
There's more dewn there. Give me
your phosphorus.

Hoyt, with reluctance in his eyes, hands over a speciallv-
shaped grenade.

Barnes stands over the hole, thea grenade in hand.

The three VILLAGERS who just came ou:r of the hole, yell
froz the distance, to others st:il in the tunnel, p.eaz:.ng
wvith them to come out.

N. A muted EXPLOS. .N.
rying scurds. A hidecus
the hole.

Barnes throws the phospnorus i
Then siz2ling acidic fumes. =
sCream froz sozewrere deep in

HBoyt, watching, is sickered, Barnes businesslike.
The Villagers, in grief, howl and tear at thei- faces.

FU CHENG (hustling up to 2arnes)
Sarge, we found scme zhi:!

Barnes gecing with him.
EXT: VILLAGE HUTCH - DAY

The OLD COUPLE is nodding affably to Bunny anc O'liei.l
mumbling ingratiating words in Vietnamese.

BUNNY (reacting to their chatter)
Yean sure you do, you're real SOrTy ain't
you. You're just crying out your hear:s

about Sandy and Sal - they're laughina at
us. Their kids are ocut ere in the fucking bush

blowing us up and they're laughing at us.
O'NEILL (checking out the hutech)
Forget it willya, let's go...
(leaving)

Bunny is still staring at the couple who continue to
mutter in Vietnamese. He looks at O'Neill, then in one
fluid move, swivels and clubs the OLD MAN on the side cf
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-the head with the butt of his l6.

O'NEILL (shocked)
Hey, what're you Going!

BUNN
Fucker!

The 0ld ¥an is groaning on the flocr ©f the hutch.

BNy

That's for Sandy. and this is for Zal.
(hits him sgain, then loocks at
the 0.d Woman) \

Betcha the old biteh kncws just where

Manny is toc. Probably cut his balls of< 1 2-T- N

The 0l¢ Woman cowers :in t:e czrnecr. Cunny, nersvous,
approaches ner, working UF the courage to do i:.

BUNNY
Don't even look like a fucking woman.
Look at them ugly tis

He clubs her. O'Neill s:tunned, puszled,

EUNIY .
Let's zap these cotherfuckers!

O'NEILL
I ain't messing with them.

He backs out of the hutch, scared. Evidently Bunny is
temporarily insane. But he spots O'Neill, yells at him.

BUNNY
GET BACK HERE YOU FUCKING COWARD O'NEILL.
THIS IS FOR SANDY...THIS IS FOR SANDY
MAN! AND SAL! AND MANNY!
As he clubs them to death.
EXT: VILLAGE - OVER HOLE - DAY
The sun is sitting there hot and high in the sky.

Chris yelling down a Hole, s$trangliing in the heat, a
demented ioox on nis face, no helmet.
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CHRIS
GET THE FUCK OUTTA THERE!!

FRANCIS
Take it easy man, they're scared.

CHRIS
They're scared? what abou: me! I'm
sick of this shit man, I'm sick of this
shit! They don't want us here! Who do
you think they're fighting for!
GET OUTTA THERE!

Francis doesn't recognize him in this rage.
EXT: VILLAGE - WEAPONS CACHE - DAY

Barnes stares down at a WEAPONS CACEE buried cleverly in
a hole in the pig pen. Ace, Fu Sheng, Sg=. Warren,

Lt. Wolfe, others are digging it out. It's in wnice
Piastic wrappings - a load of AK-47s, rockets, grenaces,
c.aymores, carbines, flaras. A real find. - :

SGT. WARREN (to Barnes)
..and over here there's enougnh rice
to feed a whole fucxin' regiment...

Barnes walking with nim over to an underéround rice
silo being dug out by Tubbs and Junior. Barnes looks
it over.

BARNES (to warren)
...Dring tne honcnhno over here.

(to Tubbs and Junior)
Burn it.

EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - OVER HOLE - DAY

A YOUNG MAN with a stupid confused look slowly struggles
out of the spider hole as Chris, shaking with nis own
sort of confusion and rage, cuffs him, hustling him cut.
The Young Man hauls hizself out rcvealing only one leg, a
pair of crutches for the other blown-off limb. He
hobbles like a mangy three-legged dog.

CHRIS
You see I Jidn't wanna hur: you. Why
didn't you come out when I said so hunh!
Why? WHY! WHY? DON'T YOU LISTEN..WHAT
ARE YOU SMILING AT! HUNH? FUCKING ASSHOLE.
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The Young Man, his haunds ;ajised, doesn’'t understand a
word, shakes his head stupidiy and smiles that impass.ve
Oriental smile which sends Chris even deeper into his rage.

His finger closes on the trigger of nis Ui6.

Francis, tne baby-faced placx, looks nervously, sens:ng
the canger, put going alcng reluc:zantly.

The Young Man continues to §gIin, not seewing to reajize
the degree of danger he is in, which is wnat Chr.is wants -
4 token sign of acguiescence.

Chris squeezes off the trigger - but can't Gguite bring
Rimself to kill him. The bullets exploding in the
dirt at the edges of tne Man's feez,

CHRIS (aemocnice)
DANCE YOU ONE-LEGGED MOTHERFUCXER, DANCE!!!

The Young Man is jurping up and down on his crutches
in a reflex fear of the sounds of the bullets as they
thud into the ground. Yet his eyes remain fixed on Chris.

Chris, firing out the magazine, seexs to expend his
bloodlust. He ceases, notices - for the first time -
the eyes of the young man. They aren't stupid - nor
fearful - but filled with resignation and despair - a
despair that Chris, in disgust at himself, recognizes.

Chris lowers the rifle, silent.

The Young Man's impassive face shines now with tears.
That sad young lock - as if death itself would've been
4 release. Chris turns his eyes away, an awkward sense
of shame. .

Francis watching quietly, motions the Young Man aleng,
hopping on his crutch, towards the Pig pens wnere the
Viilagers are being assembled. .

EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - DAY

A tiny knot of men are ringed around Barnes who is
questioning a sturdy-looking older man, who is the Village
Chief. He has been stripped of his shirt, scars all

over his body, scared. He has his identification papers
out, trembling, showing them to Lerner, who Speaks pigcen
Vieznamese.
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BARES
Where'd he get these wourds ?

I.a:ne; Tanslates, the man talking back.

LERER
&sayshehashitmab:m:i:gn.id.

TONY
Be's a dink fosure.

BARNES
Ask him what the wearcrns are doing here?

LERER
He says they had no choice. The NVA killed the
old ‘b&ﬂmhesaidm.aesaysthericeis
theirs,

BARNES
Bullghit... who the hell was the dink we Just
nalled an the riverhank?

Curis and Francis come up, watzh, COthers Coning from differene
places - sensing the naTTowing drama. But half the plazoen is
still at wark in the villace. We hear shogts, grenadas eclosions,

ard the wearens...who they for?
(lecking at the Village Chief)
Cocksucker knows what I'm saying...don't yeu Pop?

(a blank lexk)
ACE
You're goddamn right he does!

amddle-agadhag\;ithmg:yfeamms, yelling at lLarner, trying
to answer for her hushard, a high-pit=had barrage of indignant
wards directed mostly at Barmes, ard interspersed with the spiting
of her betel mits an the ground.
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mvi.l.lageczieft:y:‘.ngtota.lkhgdwn. But things are

definitsly getting aut of control. And ;he heat from the sun

nmlyaggmdmﬂusimtim.mﬁmgdmmthamrs
Ln:rzdm.thdxfatiguessbakadinseatmﬁm.

. JINIOR
Be's lyingﬂxm.:ghh.istee:m
™Y
Waste the fucker, then ‘see who talks.,

BARNES
Wat's the bizch saying?

LIRER (overwhelmed)

She's going en, Idm'tlcm-myanus.‘wot‘_ﬁg
the pigs, thev're farmmrs, .. e got to make
Qui

J.ivmg,mtha:mp...
mmummmmu—mmm, 1
lmlshi:&-ls,a:ﬁp.xt:amlletinm:head. She goes down as
if poleaxad. )

BARNES (to lerner)
Tenhinutalbarx'mqummsumof 'em.

Lemermkenup,mttarin;tathevulagecziafﬁnisinﬂmk.
Mngmtnthehodyothi:wife,mtaringinahighmm
of pain, :
BARES
Go ahead, lermer, ask him.

Agrmpofvulath:ddletocnside, five of them, two of them
children. Barnes turns his attention en them.

lerer, mkm,uyuumgtmofthm,dmammganarw.
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LERNER
They den't know Sarge, they don't know!
{half believes it)

BARNES
All righe...

A burst of automatic fire. The Five Villagers slip and
slide down into the mud with tne pigs squealing nex. t2
them, one on top of the other, one kid still moving arouns.
Barnes turns his attention on the others, unperzurbed,

very much in command of the situation, no rage, no exotizns
expressed. Except cold satisfaction.

Chris has never seen such a thing before in his life -

but can't react. Can't stop it, just watches it like he's
not guite there,

The same goes for Lieutenan: Wolfe, for all of them. The
veIy oQutrageousness ©f Barnes' kiiling seems to guell

a.l protest,

ACE
Hey Sarge can we get in on this.

Tony advances, the hairy Italian kid from Boston.

TONY
Let's go all the way, let's go for it!

Chris' eyes...Rodriguez next to him, is neutral but willing.
Francis is hesitant.

Fu Sheng and Junior are ready to go for it. Lt. Woife is
powerless, frozen.

Sgt. Warren stepping up. The massacre 15 just about to break.
The Villagers know it, kneel in prayer, mutter.

Barnes dragging a woman, the Village Chief's daughter,
screaming across the pen, throws her down on her knees, i=
front of the stunned Viliage Chief.

BARNES
This is h.is daughter, right?

Lerner nods. Barnes pulls his .45, puts it alongside her heac.

BARNES (to Viliage Chies)
You lie...¥You NVA...l bac bac NVA...
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He chambers the .43, the Woman begging Barnes for her
life, cradling his knees. He sticks the gun down
above her skull.

Chris wanting to cry out, to do something - but can'z!!!

A FIGURE suddenly flares ocut in the sun, advancing cn tnem,
It is Elias.

ELIAS
BARNES! !!

Barnes looks around. They all lock around.

Elias walks right up to hiam, followed by his men -
King, Rhah, Crawford. EKe looks arcund. The COIFse
©f the wife...the Five Villagers in the pig pen.

ELIAS
WHAT THE FUCK YOU DOING!

BARNES (very cool)
Stay out of this Elias. These
people are NVA.

ELIAS
YOU AIN'T A FIRING SQUAD, YOU SCUMBAG!!!

The stock of his rifle swings up fast and hard smacking
Barnes full in the face, breaking two teeth.

Barnes staggers back, hurt, bleeding. Elias is on him
like a lecpard. Battering him with his fists.

They struggle in the dust, two titans, their faces egually
consumed with rage, clawing, spitting, punching, kicking,
pounding each other's skulls in the dirt. A duststorm
swirls around them, the men closing around like excited
apes at a bloodfest:t. :

Most of the men seem to be pulliing for Barnes - but
not Chris, who, it is obvious by his body language,
is puliling for Elias.

LT. WOLFE
BREAK IT UP! ELIAS! BARNES!

But they roil on, smashing each other's faces in. Both
quick, fast, agile, mean fighters. Elias is on top
when Sgts. O'Neill and Warren drag him off,
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Barnes is up after him but Wolfe and Big Karold
jump in, hold him. .

BARNES
You're dead, you're fucking dead El:as.

ELIAS
You - you're going to fuckin' jail,.
Buddy, you ain't getting away with
this one!!!!! ’

WOLFE
All right! All righ=! All right!!!
NOW BREAX IT UP. LET'S GO...

They compose themselves, the Villagers looking on,
grieving over their less.

WOLFE
Alright, Six says burn this place
down, blow the weapcns, and bring
in all suspected Chariies - Okay,
let's get going 'fore it gets dark.

ELIAS (to Wolfe)
Why the fuck didn't you do somethang
Lieutenant!

WOLFE
What are you talking about!
(turns avay, goes about his business)

ELIAS (spins him around)
You know what I'm talking about!...

WOLFE )

No I den't. I don't know what

the fuck you're taiking about, Elias!
(goes)

Who wants to be reminded? A silence of shame. The Men
moving away, Warren, Ace, Tony, Rodriguez, Barnes
loocking back cnce, a cold glare.

The Village Chief is a broken-looking man, huddled
over his wife's body.

Elias stands thece, frustrated, looking around at the bodies.

Chiris glances at him, moves out.
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EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - Day-

A Cigarette Lighter with the engraved insignia: "From
Mai Lin to my Bunny Boy." It sparks a thaick flare as
Bunny lights the dry straw on the coof of the Hutch
where he killed the 0id Couple.

Their legs sticking out at the threshold. The hcoch.
burning fast, aided by the strong sun.

Bunny watches with awe, O'Neill in the distance.

EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - DAY

Sgt. Warren and Rodriguez lighting another hoocn cn fire.
EXT: VILLAGZ RICE STORE - DAY

Fu Sheng throwing white phosghorus into the rice stores.

 EXT: VILLAGE =~ WEAPONS CACHE - DAY

' Barnes and Huffmeister, a big German kid from Texas,

are laying the cord to blow the weapons cache.
EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - WELL - DAY

Adams and Parker are poisoning the well.

EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - DAY

Wolfe, Ace, Tubbs, Warren, Rodriguez are roping the
DOZEN SUSPECTED VILLAGERS together to take them back
for questioning.

Elias watches the Villagers mourn their dead ones, as
he attends - with Doc - to the boy wounded by Barnes.
In the background, explosions, hcoches popping with
flames, the yells of the viclation of the Village
winding down.

EXT: SMALL VILLAGE - DAY

Chris wanders through this wreckage in the sun, like
a4 dazed visitor from anocther planet, not believing it.

EXT: VILLAGE - EDGE OF WOODLINE - DAY

Hidden dt the ecge of the woodline, King hands back a becwl
©f grass to Rhah, the chief head. They're puffing away.
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KING
Whew! - where that ccine feceom?

RHAH
Found it. Growing in a gaczden.

KING (smokes)
Sheeait, beats burning hutches anyday...

They meditatively luok vut at the Village =- burning
hutches sending Up spirals of smoke. Shouts. Shnots.
Chacs.

RHAH
Yeah - stoned's the way to be...

EXT: VILLAGE - DITCH - DAY

In a ditch running alongside the village, parcially
concealed by foliage and anthills, ancther atrocizy

is taking piace. Tony, Mcrehouse, and the ubigquizous
Bunny have a 12 year-cld Vietnamese Girl pinned to the
ground, gagged, and squirming nakxed, They are fucking

her to death. Junior leoks on, both curious and disgusze

but aoesn’'t take parst.

TONY
Take her up the ass...

As they reoll her over, like excited dogs in heat,
Chris sees their heads dipping up and down on the
other side of an anthill, knows what they're doing.
Be runs over.

CHRIS
LET HER GO! YOU HEAR ME! YOU ASSHOLE!
LER HER GO!

Ee strides right into them, shoves thenm cff harsgd.
The girl is in tears.

TONY :
What the fuck you want - she's a dink.

CHRIS
NO - YOU STUPID FUCK...DON'T...DON'T.
YOU TOO BUNNY. MORZIHOUSE. OFF! NO!...
NO! DON'T...DON'T!

e

~

-
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He seems disconnected, dazedbuy tle sun, like he's
talking to dogs - loud, repetitive words comang out

©f an anger he can barely control, tIying to restore
some sanity to a world gone totally nuts today. Den't
they understand? Don't they have any sense of a ming?
Any kind of decency?

The Men looking at him as if he's the one who's yone
nuis, not them. Bunny looking at Morehouse looking a:z
Toay looking at Junior. The irony is lost on them,

as Chris pushes through tu help the poor yirli put her
scanty clothing cacx on.

- CHRIS (to the girl)
it's okay...it's okay...

Elias appears behind Bunny and the others, sees what's
happened. He signa.s them to muve out.
ELIA
Get outta here,

The men grumble and slink off quietly. Elias wateching as..

Chris helps her to her fee:, wounded in the intestines,
she can barely stand, blood scaked in her nether reg.ions.
Chris siings her up as geatly as he can and carries
her. .

CHRIS (as if to himself)
It's okay, it's okay...

EXT: VILLAGE - PIG-PEN - DAY

Near the pig pen, a DOZEN SUSPECTS are being led away
on ropes by Tubbs, Warren, Rodriguez. The others le:s
behind look back at their village in ruins, homes
burning, livestock dead or scattered, belongings thrown
and broken in the dirt. BABIES wail, the aduits squat
tiiere on their heels watching with absolutely no trace
of ocutward emotion.

Past this Bosch-like canvas, Chris - carrying the
girl - walxs dazea by the norrors of this long afternoon.

£XT: VILLAGE TRAIL - DAY

The scldiers depart the village. A huge EXPLOSION
now rocks the earth and sends a spray of smoke into
the blue sky as the weupons cache explodes in stages
that socund like the end of the world.
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EXT: PERIMETER #2 - JUNGLE - LATE AFTIANOON DUSK

The Company is digging into another overnight
Perimeter on a ridge with a view ©of the Valley
where the Viliage was. C-Ration fires all around
the perimeter.

EXT: COMPANY CP - DUSK

At the Company, Elias, Captain Harris, Barnes, Lt.
Wolfe, are huddled. Close on RHarris, locking from
face to face, assuming a judic.al attitude.

CAPTAIN HARRIS
«+..and you Lieutenant?

LT. WOLFE

I cidn't see anything sir.
ELIAS

I d&id.
LT. WOLFE

These dinks that were dead were
Teported to me as NVA sir by
Sergeant Barnes.

Squirreling out of any responsibilicy.

ELIAS
My report sir, will inciude Lt.
Wolfe as being witness to the
shooting...

BARRIS
All right, Elias. Sergeant Barnes
I want a report from you...

BARNES
You got it sir - and I can throw
in pienty of witnesses if you want sir...

HARRIS
Not now. We'll get into this when we
get back to base camp. Right now I
- Wwant you men to stick together...
Elias? Barnes?...you hear me? This
is no time for fighting with each other.
(pacse, they ncd)
Tomorrow we're going back into that
bunker compiex - but from the East.



83-

84-

O
[N

CONTD

HARRIS
First Platoon will lead...Brigade thinks
they might be back there tomorsow.
...Get saome rest. That's all.

(turms away)

Barmes, Elias eve each ard move off.

EXT: PERIMETER $2 - DUSRK
Wolfe walks alongside Barnes.

WOLTFE
Den't worry abocur it Sergeant, he
won't be able to prove a thing,
he's a troublemaker but...

darnes is olviously werried, aithough he dcesn':z le: en.
’ BARNES

Elias' like them polisicians in

Washington. Want to fight this war

with one hand tied round their bLalls.

Ain't no time or need for a courzroem

eut here...

Woife leaves him as Barnes turns into his foxhocle
where Bunny and O'Neill await him anxiously.

O'NEILL
How'd it go.

BARNES
Water off a duck's back.

BUNNY
Thataway Sarge, fuckin' Elias man,
fuckin' squeal that's what he is.
Somertody oughta £ix him...

BARNES (fixing his coffee)
Somebody will...

O'NEILL
Gonna be an investigation or
scnmething Bob?

Barnes says nothing, a cryptic lock.
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O'Neill worr.ed, Bunny slaps him on the back.

BUNKNY
Ya worry too much O'Neill...

EXT: PERIMETER #2 ~- CHRIS' POSITION - DUSK

Elsewhere on the perimeter, Chris is dié;ing out
a foxhole with Rhak, as King and Lerner pirepare
the Cs fur dinner.

RHAH
I know Barnes six months and I'll
tell va someth.ng - that man is
mean, he's so mean he'll take his'n
and beat your'n and then he'll take
your'n and bea: his'n.

That gezs a chuckie, which RhLax dprrec.aces,

RING
Barnes get killed, huis jaws'd gc
on clacking...

CERIS
Where's he from?

REAH
Barnes come from Hell.

LERNER
Tennessee someplace. Hill ecountry.

REAH
Barnes took & builet¢ right tLhere.
At Ia Drang Valley...

(points to his forehead)
And the cocksucker survived -
that's baaad man. That's his high,
baby. Hign on war!

BE.is eyes flare out dramatically. Chris, enthrailed
in spite of himself.

RKING
He done a year in Japan in the nospizal,
then when he gets ocuz, the firs: thing
he done is re-up. Four Years he bgen
in tne fiela... '
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RHAH
-.and you know how many times
he done been shet?

iChris shakes his head)
Seven tines!

(with his fingers)
Seven,

CHRIS
And ne stil. wanteg to come back.

RHAH
The Good Lord werks his revernge
in strange ways.

KING
Year,, you done said i:. Revenge
on us.

CHRIS

Does he have a metal plate in
his head?

RHAAH (smiles)
You mean he's crazy? No more crazy'n
the rest of us been out in the bush
too long.

. LERNER
Well he ain't normal that's fosure.

REAR
That's what he is...Baaaaa!

His hand flashes forvard in front of Chris. "HATE"
is written across the left hard knuckie in a SiOPPY.
purplish-black tattoc. Chris looking at it.

RHAH
...and he's fillel with it. He'sg
roaming these ,ungles locking for
little yellow devils to kiill.
Remember the Devil does God's work teoo.
(pause)
...and this here's Elias...Baaaa!

The other knuckle is out - "LOVE" tatzooced acress iz.
Rhah smiles his crazy smile. Chris stares fascinaced
at the two knuckles side by side. A moment on his face.



85

CONTD

KING
Love, yeuh!

LERNER (maxes a cuckoo sign)
Here we go again with the €razy preacher
stuff. Rhah seen that movie with
Robert Mitchum, y'know "Night ¢f the
Bunter®"? That's where he stole the idea
from...

RHAR
Basa, got uo time to go to the movies.
Love aund Hate too busy fighting for
possession of my soul.

CHRIS
Where's Elias ccme from?

RAAR
'Lias come naturally.

LERNER
Elias from Arizona someplace, cne
of them Apache Indian tribes, he useg
to work the oil welils in Oklahoma,
rmade some bread and washed up in L.A.

KING
Yeah, got married to some crazy biteh,
an actress or somethin', she blew all
his bread - LSD, gurus, all that shit,
and then she turns him into tne cops
on a drug rap.

REAR
Not the on.iy man to meet his Jezebel eitnher.

KING :
So he got a reduced and come over here.
Naxm's his freedocm, man, Nam's his pussy.
Three years he been lLere...

CERIS
Three years, Jesus, he's €lazy as Barnes...
) KING
Well sometimes &« man jes don' wanna go
back. Peopie back in the world juse
don't give a shit, y'know what I mean -



85-

8&

1 WA

88

CONTD

KING
they don‘'t know wnat's going on,
and they don't care...

LERNER

You wouldn't even know tihere's a
war back there. I was home on leave
yY'know and everybedy's Just worzied

- 'bout making money, watching football
games on television, fuck the war...
DYy sister says why you going over
there to kill pecple, she says...

RHAH

Baaaa! Fuck it, they sold us out -
80 what! What's you'all expect? Pussies.
No war time no grunt never got ao
respect. 7Till he was dead. Gedduamn
dead. And even the:n...fuck i=s. Watclia
want - recognition? Fuck that. Thas
ain't worzh it. You're fighting for
ycselfl, man, you're fighting for your
soul. Remember dat. And it's sonme
fucking battle toc - if you'se a man,
wrestle with that angel.,.

* (swings his entrenching tocl in

& rhytimic chain-gasg style)

.».Love and Hate - the whole shitbang
show, that's the story then and now and it
ain't hardly gonna change...

EXT: PERIMETER #2 =~ JUNGLE - NIGHT

The stars are out in magnificent splendor. &
breeze rustling througn the trees.

EXT: PERIMETER #2 - CHRIS' POSITION - NIGHT

FANTASY - The EARTH GODDESS is back. 1In Chris' poncho
liner, fucking him, her breasts riven with sweat, her
face in shadow, kissing him...nibbiing his ear. But
there is something different about her now - & dangerous
whispering coming oui of the wind, the calling of his
name “Christopher” as if from deep in the ocean, urgent,
moaning to him. Seeming like the waii of a dead man.
The fantasy seems to turn darker and darker.

EXT: PERIMETZR #< - CHRIS' PCSITION - NIGHT
Chris is turning in his sleep, perturbed, writhing.

The whiasperiny is nore and more urgent. Death is all
around. He shoots up out of his ponciho liner as i1f snecs,



(43
e

8§- COLTD (rev. §/27,84)

stuiuned. Scared. Looks arocund. All 1s quiet.
Men sleeping.

Eiias is huddled in nis poncho on guard next to his
foxhole. Chris -joins himn, sitting, wiping the sleep
from his eyes.

CHRIS
--.l can't slcep, why don't you
get some sack- -time.

. ELIAS
...don't feel like it either.

CHRIS
...beautiful nighe.

ELIAS
Yeah. I love trhis place at nighs.
The stars...there's no right cr
wIong in them, they're just Lhese.

CHRIS
That's a nice way of putting it.

Elilas cufls a joint, keeping its gluw h.idden ir the ca-x.
A pause, toth of thar maditative.

CHRIS
Barmes oot it in for you, don't he?

ELIAS (philoscoohically)
Barmes believes in what he's doing.

CHRIS
Ad you, & you believe?

ELIAS
In ‘65 - yaah. Now...

{pause)
No. What happened tcday's Just the beginning.
We're gama lose this war...
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CHPIS (surprised)
You really think so...us?

Eiias' eyes seem to go to some inner .place, his
passion surging.

ELIAS
..we been kicking other pecpie's asses -
¥0 long I guess it's time we got our
own kicked. The only decent thing I
can see coming out of here are the
survivors - hundreds of thousand; of
guys like you Tayloer guing back to
every little town in the country
knowing something about what it's
like to take life and what that can do
€O a person’s soul - twist it like Barnes and Bunny
and make 'em sick inside and if you got any bra:ins
you gonna fight it the rest of your life
cause it's cheap, killing is cheap, the
cheapest thing I know and when some
drunk like O'Neill star:s glorifying
it, you're gonna puke all over him and
when the politicians starz: selling you
4 used war all over again, you're genna
say go fuck yourself cause you know and
when you know it, deep down there...

He plants his fist iu Chris' gut, expelling his
breath such is the force of the blow - like a power
passed between thenm.

ELIAS
«..YOUu know it till vou die...that's
why the survivors remember. Cause
the dead don't let em forget it.

His eyes blazing, reliving the deaths in the village,
licking the wounds for the platoocn, mourning the
faiiure of its heroism. Chris looking at him, a iit:le
awed by his intensity. Elias iocoks away, embarrassed
that he has sermonized, looks back at the stars.

ELIAS
Oh shit! Sometimes there's things in
my head...man. Grass does that to me,
fucks me all up like a crazy Indian...

CHRIS
Do you believe that sgtuff about:..,.
knowing you're gonna die?
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ELIAS
Yeah, thcse are the yuys that live.
I really don't think Death gives a
shit, I think it takes whatever it
can get...you never know where it's
gonna come from anyway...s¢ why sgin
your wheels?

He shrugs, a certain bravade masking his own uncerta.nsvy.

-

CHRIS
«...¥ou ever think about reincarnation,
all that stuff? ’

A lightning quick movement follows. Elias' hand passing
over his face like a mime, a click of the fingers and
he leans closer to Chris. A new expression on his

face. Devil's eyes, mocking child, danger in his

so0ul, excitement, sex - the Elias that Chris saw in

the smoking session in base camp. Chris smiles, sucked
in, almost laughs anéd then the face is gone agaun.

ELIAS
Sure, goes on all the time. Maybe a
piece of me's in you now, who knows.
But when you die - really die - that's
4 big return ticket

(soft)
I like to think I'm gonna come back
43 a ...as wind, as fire, a star maybe,
©or maybe just a fox - or a deer

(likes the image)
-..yeah, a deer ...

He smiles at the thought. Chris looks at him, looks
away. A shooting star falls suddenly and drylv through
the cosmos. Their eyes.

EXT: JUNGLE - STREAM - DAY (RAIN)

The Platoon moves along a shallow STREAM bordering the
jungle. A thick RAIN falls amid cracks of distant
thunder. Chris, Rhah, Francis, 3ig Harold, others are
at the rear of the platoon, their ponchos pulled over
them like big sad grey tents. There's a holdup ahead
and the Men rest on rocks or stand. The rain makes

a pointilistic pattern, the men collages of grey, their
rifles slung upside down to keep dry. .

Barnes is up ahead, ocut of the stream bank, on the radio.
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EXT: JUNGLE CHURCH = DAY = (RAIN) (Rev 7/18/84)

Lerner's on point resting in the shadow of a decaying
old French Cathelic Church frem the 19th Century. The
jungle has long ago won the battle, vines creeping into
the cracks, remnants of arches : layered
around the church at the epicenter. Behind Lerner is
Sgt. Warren and his radioman.

EXT: JUNGLE CLEARING = DAY = (RAIN)

Elias, further back, is checking out the jungle alcngside
the clearing, noticing a number of old spiderholes long
since abandoned. e

EXT: JUNGLE - STREAM = DAY = {RAIN)

Back at the stream, Rhah, looking old and whiskered
under his poncho hood, lights up a roach, puffs it.
Another crack of thunder. Chris comes over, sits with
him on his rock. Rhah passes him the joint. He smokes.

Prancis, in the stream, holds a leech between his fingers.

FRANCIS
Bey B., Earold, put dis in your tuckey
loaf it won't come out your back end.

KING (ribbing)
Yeah, big bey, thought you had that
laundry gig all laid out?

BIG EAROLD (pissed)
Shit, got to paint myself white get one
©f dem jobs. Got ma request in for
& circumcision.

FRANCIS
Gonna cut your pecker down to size
hunh Big Harold?

HAROLD
Dat's ckay wid me, better to have a
small one den no cne at all.

KING
Your girlfriends gonna look for new
lovers, man. Best thing a bro's got's
his flap.

HAROLD
I'll drink to your flap in Chicago,
King. All I gotta do is stretch it
cut to 15 days and I'll be short 15
and the Beast just wouldn't dare send
me back to the bush.
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FRANCIS
You gonna get some for me back
in the World, Harold? whatcha
gonna do?

(dreaming of it)

HAROLD
First I gonna EAT. Then I gonna
PUCKX AND SUCR, and den Ise gonna
SLEEP. TFor days, bro - for weeks.
Den Ise gonna worry bout what
cones next...

The words carry over Chris staring out at the rain, feeling
a leaden, fatigued high. Passes the roach, down to a
millimeter, back to Rhah who points to his face.

REAR
««.YOU got one right there.

Chris feels for, finds the leech on the edge of his lip,
cursing under his breath.

LT. WOLFE (4in the stream, on rad:ioc)
All right move out.

The men start slogging on against the rain.

Juniocr is drinking from the stream, as Fu Sheng passes.

FU SHENG
Den't drink that asshole. You gonna
get malaria. .

JUNIOR
Shit I hope 80 |

EXT: JUNGLE - CEURCE = DAY - (RAIN)

On point, Lerner moves ocut throuéh & remnant of an old arch,
somewhat casual in his approach to point,

LERNER
Hey Sarge, you wanna tell me which way
or do I get to figger it out? Baaaa...
Sgt. Warren, reeding his compass, points. Lerner moves in.
the new direction. '

EXT: JUNGLE = DAY (RAIN)
Elias locking around, frowning, falls into the line of march.
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EXT: JUNGLE - CHURCH = DAY - (RAIN)

lerner moves away from the clearing, working up a slighs
incline when the MACHINE GUN FIRE erupts out of the
jungle, spinning him - throwing him into the dirt like
discarded garbage.

The men are down, yelling.

BIG HAROLD
Incoming! Incoming!

Suddenly an RPG rocket breaks cut of the bush, sounding
like an atom bomb as it devastates the front of the
Platoon. Radio Talk is continuous now, back and for=h
Detween the three platoon radics, through the azbush.

O'NEILL
DOC, UP HERE! Lerner's hit!...

Mcre machine gun fire.

FRANCIS .
DOC! Over here - we got...one...two dawn.

EXT: JUNGLE - STREAM - DAY = (RAIN)

Chris moving up with Rhah and the others out of the strean,
they hit the ground next to Sgt. O'Neill, who looks prezzy
scazed,

CHRIS
What's going on?

O'NEILL
Shit they got RPGs on our ass!
Fuck! They was waiting for us!

BIG HAROLD
WATCH QUT!

Another rocket whistling in. A huge roar. Trees shredded,
dirt, dust rising. -

CHRIS
Whe's on point?

O'NEILL
Lerner and Warren

Chris suddenly moves up.

RHAR
Where you Going?
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Chris tearing up. Past Flash - the hip black head w:=r
the colored beads. He's dead, torn and shredded, h:isg
face and eyes stuffed with dirt. Next to him Doc is
franti;ally tourniqueting Tubbs, shot in the legs. He's
screaming.

Chris keeps moving to the front as if compelled.
EXT: JUNGLE - DAY - (RAIN)
Barnes is laying out fire.

BARNES
GET SOME FUCKIN FIREPOWER...
(to Boyt on radio)
Get the second sguad Up here. Get
me a gun.
(to others)
Spread it out! Spread iz ouz!

EXT: JUNGLE - DAY - (RAIN)

Chris comes alongside Francis near the point, throws
himself down. Banging his head against his helme:z as he
falls. <The incoming rounds are tearing up the fron:

of the platoen.

CHRIS '(to Francis)
Where's lLerner?

FRANCIS (terrified)
Out there man - behind the log.

Looking. A body - mcaning, sort of moving.

CHRIS
Oh Jesus!

Eis eyes moving to Sgt. Warren lying alongside a tree -
blood pouring out of his chest, calmlv staring down at:

the bubbles of blood. Another RPG comes in.

Chris moving up - bit by bie, snielding himself with
tree stumps, anthills, laying out fire, trying to
get closer to Lerner.

Francis looking at him, amazed, Fu Sheng coming up with
an M-60 to suppor: the front.
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EXT: JUNGLE - NEAR CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Lt. Wolfe is struggling with the rainwater washing of¢
his map, reading the coordinates.

LT. WOLFE (on the radio)
...Contact mission, grid six-four-niner,
four-zero-two, direction seven-cne hundrced,
distance one hundred. Dinks dug in.

RADIO VOICE
Affirmative, three. On its way.

ACE (to Wolfe)
Red Platocon's coming up sir -
about 200 yards down river.

WOQLFE -
Greac!

Elias runs up to him. Gunfire all around, incoming ancd
outgoing, makes them yell to each other.

ELIAS
Lieutenant, lerme take some men out on
the right flank, there's spidecholes
back there..,

Grabbing a loose stick, crudely drawing out their positicn
in the dirt and tracing it out for the Lieutenantc.

ELIAS
First Platoon's gonna be coming up
here to reinforce us...a couple of
dinks get in here behind us, they'll
get us in a crossfire with the First,
we'll shooct each other to shit.

WOLFE (a hesitant gesture, to Ace
on the radio)
Get me Barnes... ’
(to Elias)
Sounds pretty far-out to me 'Lias.

ELIAS
Sir I saw it happen in '66 at a Drang.
First Cavalry. We...

WOLFE
Barnes...

Barnes hurries up out of the rain. Thunder peals.
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BARNES (yelling at Wolfe)
Where's Red Platoon? Tell em to get
their asses up here! Goddamit Elias!
Where the fuck's your squad! Get em up!

ELIAS
Barnes! Listen to me! There's 2-3 spider
holes back there on ocur right, near the
church. The flank's wide ocpen, they can
walk right in. They get 2 snipers in
there, when Red Platoon comes up, they
got us in a crossfire. We'll be shooting
each other! Give me three men. I can
cover those holes!

. BARNES
You seen any gooks in them holes!

ELIAS
No but I seen it happen at Ia Drang
and they cut us to fuckin' pieces.

BARNES
We ain't gonna sit there long enocugh,
we're gonna roll em up. I want your
squad up there, Elias. Now! We need
every fuckin body. I got five men up
there fighting a goddamn company.
Get going!

(turns to Wolfe)
Get that asshole O'Neill up here will ya!

Elias grabs him, face to face.

ELIAS
That's what they want you to do Barnes!
They're gonna let you move forward, then
when you're strung out far enough and we're
fighting with Red Platoon, they'll hit us
with everything they got. They'll wipe
us out!

BARNES
Don't give me that fancy tactic book
shit, you little fuck, you go crying
to fucking brigade on your time, out
here you belong to me. Now you got
your orders! Move it out!

ELIAS
You're crazy Barnes, you're a fucking
Crazy asshcle. .
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TEWACK! Elias reels as Barnes but:s him with his rifle
in his back, then slams him around. Elias, the breath
knocked out of him, Barnes Pressing up close to him. A
black rage on him.

BARNES (very quietly)
Who you calling crazy Indian! You
be careful, y'hear me!...you been
talking a lotta shit around here, bu:
you don't talk to me like that...

Bis look is quietly deranged. Elias sees it. Wolfe
even sees it. They've never quite seen Barnes lose
control before - not even at the Viliage. Except now,
this one moment. Then it passes.

WOLFE
All right, break it up.

Barnes holds Elias' look till Elias turns and goes back
for his men. Barnes goes forwazd.

More thunder peals. As the 175 mm howitzers - sounding
like deep tom-toms some five miles in the distance -
beat cut their shells. An ominous sound. Closer.

EXT: CHURCE - JUNGLE - DAY (RAIN)
Chris, firing out another magazine, gets closer to Lecner.

CHRIS
Lerner!

Lerner groans. A new burst of fire rakes the area. Lerner
is hit again.

Chris spots the sniper. In a hole in the ground. Relcading
his AR-47. A live gook!

Chris tsars off a volley at him but the gook disappears down
in the hole. This is the moment. Chris takes it. Running
up. Pulling his grenade, popping it. It's about twenty
feet to the hole. That head is going to pop up any second
with a freshly-loaded magazine.

Chris won't make it to the hole. The throw has to be perfecs,
and it is. The golden throw fronm the outfield nailing that
baserunner, the perfect arc of flight. It goes right in

the hole. The explosion is muffled byt deadly.

Chris running up to it. The dead gook in the bottonm.
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Chris hurries over to Lerner. He's in bad shape, hit
in several places, vaguely conscious.

CHRIS
Gator! Gator!
(Lerner groans)
You're gonna be okay Gator...okay?

Fu Sheng laying out fire to protecs then.

Chris getting Lerner to his fee:z, dragging him back wish
all his strength, past Prancis, past Barmes.

The Artillery is getting closer. Several Explosions
cut to the front are now being walked back. Shrapnel
whirrs back over their heads, sounding like thrown axes
burying themselves in the barks of the trees.

FU SEENG (calling out)
They're gone.

He looks up, suspecting something in that very moment.
The artillery shell sounds too close. Getting bigger
and bigger on the horizon. Too big, teoo loud. Panic
on his face. Then...a huge EXPLOSION engulfs him.

101 . EXT: JUNGLE - DAY (RAIN)

BIG HAROLD
They got Fu Sheng! Our own artillery!
Barnes! OVER EERE!

162- EXT: JUNGLE - DAY (RAIN)

Barnes hearing it. Another huge shell starting to whistle
in en them.

BARNES
What the fuck!

It explodes. This is about three times the intensity of the
RPG, so that the jungle floor shakes, trees splinter. .

Hoyt, Barnes' radio operator, screams out in pain as a thick
chuck of hot shrapnel sticks in his back. He's screeching,

Barnes pulling him down, ripping his shirt ofg, digging the

shrapnel out.

103. EXT: JUNGLE - HAROLDS POSITION = DAY (RAIN)
Big Harold is tearing back away from the front when he

stumbles. Sees the wire over which he tripped. It takes
4 second. BHe shares a look with Bunny who's on the ground.



103.  CONTD (Rev 7/.%/31,

BUNNY
Satchel Charge! GET DOWN!

Harold goes for the ground at the same jnstant the
satchel explodes.

104. EXT: JUNGLE - CHURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Chris, further back, dumps Lerner with Doc who's got
more than he can handle.

CHRIS
Take care of him Doc! Please!

Doc locking at him, a dark look of hopelessness. Lerner is

4 mess, groaning, reaching for Chris' hand. A lock bezweer
them. Rhah intersecting.

RHAH
Taylor - ge: your ass over here. Move!

Chris taking his hand out of Lerner's.

CHRIS
You'll be okay, you'll be okay, Gator,
Just hang in there man.

Feeling like a ljar, Peeling the man's hands of# him, leaving
him there looking numb., Chris is shaken, Lerner's blood all ™ =x
over him. ) :

He tears out after Rhah linking up with Elias and Crawforad,
Elias motioning them to hurry. Another huge artillery

round exploding out to the front.

105. EXT: JUNGLE - O'NEILL POSITION - DAY (RAIN)

Sgt. O'Neill, scared out of his mind, hugging the earth,
trles to crawl into an indentation in the ground but finds
it occupied by a €ringing Junior.

106 EXT: NEAR CHEURCH - DAY (RAIN)

Barnes rushes up out of the forest like Achilles, towering
in his rage, at Lieutenant Wolfe, grabbing his handse: fronm
him as the Lieutenant reads off the coordinates off his map.
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BARNES
YOU STUPID FUCK =- what the fuck
coordinates you giving. vYou got a
bunch of pecple dead ocut there, you
lame-brain asshole! Ah shic,

Disgusted, Barnes grabs the map out of his hand, hunkers
down to read the cocrdinates into the handset.

BARNES
Eagle Six, Eagle Six, this is Ranger
Two. Walk your artillery out of here.
North zero seven niner.

EXT: JUNGLE - NEAR CHURCE - DAY

Elias - a defiant look on his face - moves fast back
across the Church landmarks. Chris following,
then Rhah and Crawford. The RAIN has now settled inte

4 mist hugging the ground.

ELIAS
Move it! Move it!

[ 4

Elias comes to a 8top, looks. Behind them we hear the

scunds cof battle, gauging their distance from the main cocy.

The spidecholes are still empty. But he listens, senses
something out there getting closer,

ELIAS
They're coming...

Chris looking at Rhah. BHow does he know?

Elias points out an imaginary line across the breaking mist.

ELIAS
Stagger yourselves across this line, shoot
anything that moves. ' They'll be coning
frem there.

RHAE (team leader)

Gotcha.
ELIAS

One of them gets through it's curtains.
RHAH

Where you going?

X
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ELIAS
Follow the line about 200 yards ‘case
4 couple of em try to end us. Firse
Platoon's coming up behind You sc stayed tuyned,

CHRIS

I'll go with you.
ELIAS

No...I move faster alone.
(a grin)

Elias, his pack stripped, is gone, like a fleet leas,
vanishing into the Jungle.

RAAH (stringing them out)
Okay Crawford - over hers. Tayleor -
down twenty yards behind that tree.

EXT: NEAR CHURCH/JUNGLE - DAY

Back at the ambush, Barnes, finished with his tTansnission,
hurls the handset to the ground, a wild look in his eves
for Lt. Wolfe. A lot of outgoing fire still.

BARNES (to Ace)
All right - tell Elias and O'Neill
to move their squads forward, we
gotta get outta here how. Where's
Red Platoon?

ACE
There's no contact with Elias, Sarge.
He ain't answering.

BARNES
What!

Looks around.

LT. WOLFE
I seen Tubbs, Junior and Francis,
they're up there. Maybe he's hurt,

A hungry look of understanding now floods Barnes' face.

BARNES
That fuck! He went back there.

WOLFE
Jesus Christ! He discbeyed orders!
I'll...Where you going?
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Barnes is stalking off fast in Elias’ direction,
calling back to Wolfe, admonitory,

BARNES (to Aolfe)
You move those men Up, Lieutenant, you
hear me - Push out! pen'e get stuck here!

EXT: NEAR CHURCE - DAY

Next to the Chureh deployed in the jungle, Rhan looks
en, silent,.

Chris in his Position, waits. It is so silent in
comparison te the racket from the battle across the
forest. The Mist clings to the trees, moist and lovely.
Then, a flicker of Dovement, sound.

Chris hears it, tightens. His pov - at fifty yards. an
tvanescence of beige and gTeen uriiforms Boving towards
him very fast, Scurrying. They look like headless ghosts.

Chric opens fire.

CHRIS

Rhah and Crawford CPeén up. A racket of sound, one of the
figures seems o §o down, then another but at this distance
through jungle it is difficult to 8ay. The firing just as
suddenly breaks off and the silence rTeturns.

CERIS
I got two of them fuckers. ..

I got cne...

CHRIS
Crawford...

Crawford, the blond-locked California beach boy, lies on
the earth, hic through a lung, having difficul:y breathing,
moaning in a sofe undercurrent. Chris Tuns up on him.

CHRIS
Oh man!.,.man!

Attending him. Rhah runs up.
CHRIS

Looks like a lung babe. Bue You're gonna
be all righe, you only need cne of them fuckers.
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CRAWFORD
Oh shit man I never thought 1°'d
get hit, I was.,.

(gagging)

RHAH
Stay cool. We gonna carry you cut,

Barnes appears, running towards them, looking down
at Crawford, at Rhah.

) REAH
Sarge, 'bout five gooks tried to...

BARNES
Where's Elias?

REAR
...Came through right over there.
We got three of em, we...

BARNES
I don't give a rat's ass, you're wav
outta position, Jackson. Now get your
wounded man in and report to Wolfe.
Right now. Get going...

CHRIS (indicating jungle)
«..but 'Lias is still out there.

BARNES
I'll take care of him. You get the
man in, Taylor.

(indicating Crawford)
Now. ©Or I'll Article 15 both your
asses. Get going!

Chris and Rhah look at Barnes sullenly, then reluctancly
start moving Crawford onto a ponche liner they use as a litter,

BARNES
Move it, MOVE 1IT!

BEe's in his blackest rage, the force of his words alpost
physically pushing the men to move out with Crawford.
Barnes turns now to deal with Elias.

1¥1- EXT: ELIAS' JUNGLE = DAY

Elsewhere, Elias stands silently, listens to the fores:.

In the distance the firefight can hardly be heard. His
helmet gone, his hair hanging free, he is at his best now =
alone. He hears it. Somebody running through the jungle,
about 100 yards, boots on leaves, coming towards him.
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He begins to move lateral to the sound. His cteps uynhear2,
better at this than the eneny.

THREE ENEMY FIGURES now adppear, crouched and moving very
fast with light equipment through the mist.

Elias swerves up in immediate foreground, his back to us,
FIRING. All three Figures fall.

A quick glimpse of Flias, not bothering to stop, moving
to his next positicn.

EXT: BARNES JUNGLE - DAY

Barnes, moving through the jungle, reacts to the fire,
resetting his course. Like a hunter stalking a deecr.
Suddenly there's more firing. Then silence =

EXT: ELIAS JUNGLE - DAY

TWO MORE ENEMY lie dead in the jungle. A rustle of
movenment, then a CRY - <hilling, jubi'lant, a wvar cry.

A pair of feet moving lightly over the jungle. A glimpse
of Elias. 1In his full glory. Roaming the jungle, bora to is.

EXT: BARNES JUNGLE - DAY

Barnes fixing on him, moving. One man hunting the other.
EXT: ELIAS JUNGLE - DAY

An NVA SOLDIER, jungle-whiskered, dirty, smart, crouches,
listens, looks to his PARTNER. What are they fighting here?
The First One mutters something sharp and they split fasc:

in the direction they've come.

They get about six steps when Elias suddenly rises up frem

the bush, not ten yvards in front of them, his shots ripping
into them, driving the surprised life from them. Elias is

gone. :

EXT: JUNGLE CEURCE - DAY

Elsewvhere, ancther three NVA Stop, turn and flee back frenm
where they came.

EXT: JUNGLE CHURCE =~ DAY
Chris and Rhah get Crawford back to the church grounds, lay

him down. No activity around them. Chris plunges back into
the jungle where they left Barnes.
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CHRIS (to Rhah)
You stay here.

EXT: ELIAS & BARNES JUNGLE =~ DAY
Barnes moving, stops, listens. Something is running
towards him. But it's hidden by the bush. He brings

his rifle up smooth and quick, waits, then as the bush
pacts, Elias is standing there. Looking at Barnes.

Barnes sees him, starts to lower the rifle, but then
stops. BHe raises it back an inch, sights it. Pause.
A cold sealing loock of hatred coming over his face.

In that moment, Elias understands. Quick as lighsz, he
makes his move, trying to Plunge back into the bush.

Barnes fires. Once, twice, three times - the blast
rocking the jungle - a crime against nature.

Elias jerking backwards into ﬁhe bush, morzally
wounded. Bird cries.

Barnes calmly lowers his rifle, and walks away from it.
EXT: CERIS' JUNGLE - DAY

Chris, cutting through the jungle, hears the shots. Ke
Stops, listens. Somecne is moving through bush towards
him, leaves and foliage shaking.

Chris tightens, raises his rifle.
Barnes steps through into his sight - sees him,

Chris lowers his rifle. Barnes walking past him as if
he weren't even there.

BARNES
Get outta here. Ee's dead. Move it.

CHRIS (shocked)
He's dead! Wwhere?...You saw him?

BARNES
Yeah. He's dead, now get going, the
gooks are all over the fuckin' place.

Moving on quickly. Chris has no choice but to follow,
loocking back one mcre time.

82.
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120 EXT: CHURCH GROUNDS - JUNGLE - DAY

(3) CEHOPPERS are coming into an LZ in front of the
Church. The Platoon is being evacuated as Quickly

as possible, one locad (6-8 men, depending on wounded)
after the other. The choppers are spraying dust all

over the place. A scene of chaos, radic talk layering i-=.

WOLFE
MOVE IT MOVE IT MOVE 1T

Lerner goes by, horribly wounded on a makeshift
litter, into the chopper, Doc attending.

Chris catching a glimpse of him, waiting to get on the
chopper, turning to look as:

Hoyt and Sergeant Warren, both wounded, are hurried
aboard on litters. The chopper lifting off.

Chris and others nowrunning to the corpses of Flash,
Morehouse, and Fu Sheng lying under dirty ponchos,
their boots sticking out. The ponchos are blown: away
in a burst of wind off the chopper blades, revealing
their faces - dirt stuffing their eyes and mouths,
waxen figures.

Chris and the others lifting them and carrying them
towards the next chopper now coming in.

They throw the bodies on., Tubbs and Crawford, both
unwounded, now move past Chris, into the chopper.
Chris running back, with King carrying a litter -
their eyes falling on:

Barnes talking with Wolfe and Ace, making signals under
the roaring sounds of the chopper. Shaking his head.
No. No Elias.

Chris and King looking at each other, mute.
They numbly start locading Big Barcld (lost his leg)
onto the sgtretcher.

The Third Chopper is down now, waiting, roaring blades
silhouetting off the face of the cathedral. A ROCKET
BLAST suddenly goes off not too far from the chopper,
incoming fire. The DOOR GUNNER signalling for them
hurry, laying out fire.

121 INT/EXT: CHOPPER - JUNGLE - DAY
Chris and King hustling Big Harold's 250 pounds into the

chopper. Climbing in with him. Wolfe, Barnes, Ace
running in with them. The perimeter is bare.
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Chris' eyes flittiﬁg over Barnes as he jumps in. The
chopper lifting off as ancther explosion rocks the
area. The DOOR GUNNER sees something, opens up.

. Big Earold, cursing, looks chalky but happy as a hog
as he manages a glance down at the jungle. His right
leg is gone. = .

i

KING
Bow you feelin' man, you gonna
be in Japan this time tomorrow.

BIG HAROLD (jubilant, to King)
Fuckit mother, what's a leg to get
the fuck outta here...Bye motherfuckers!!!

He sinks back, sick. Chris' eyes suddenly fix on

scmething. BEe can't believe it. He shoves King,
points. King sees it. Both stunned.

Barnes is looking. So's Lt. Wolfe, so's Ace. So's
the Door Gunner,

Elias is coming out of the jungle. Staggering, blood
disfiquring his face and chest, hanging on with all
his dimming strength, looking up at them -~ trying to
Teach them.

Chris shakes Wolfe, his words drowned . .out by the roar.

The Chopper Captain looking down, dips. BHis co-pilot
poeinting. :

The NVA are coming out of the jungle, closing on the
spot where Elias is.

Incoming rounds are hitting the chopper. The Door
Gunner maniacally firing.

Barnes looking down at the man, can't believe iz.
Elias is on his last legs now, obvisusly being hit by
the incoming fire of the NVA. Ee falls to his knees,
still stretching upwards for life.

The Chopper Captain shakes his head at Wolfe.

The Chopper dips one more time and then SWoops away, low
and fierce over the jungle.

Chris looking back in herror.

4
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Elias crucified. The NVA coming out now by the dozens
from the treeline.

Elias crumbling to the ground. A speck now. In a
vanished nightmare.

Barnes drawing in.

Chris looking at him in reulsion. He knows. Barnes
sees his lock, ignores it, all of thenm sitting there
silent, living with that final horrifying image of Elias.

EXT: UNDERGROUND HUTCE = BASE CAMP = NIGHT

The "heads” are assembled - what's left of the=. Rhah,
King, Francis, Doc, Adams, a quiet black kid, and Chris,
who is impassioned tonight. ‘

CHERIS :
He killed him. I know he did. I
saw his eyes when he came back in...

. RHAR (puffing on his bowl)
How do you know the dinks didn't get
him. You got no procf man.

CHRIS .
Proof's in his eyes. When you know
you know. You were there Rhah - I
know what you were thinking. I say
wve frag the fucker. Tonight.

Be loocks to King who puffs on a jeint, his eyes red.

KING
I go with dat, an eye for an eye man.

REAE (to Chris)
Shit boy you been out in
the sun too long. You try
that, he'll stick it right
back up your ass with a
candle on it.

CHRIS
Then what do you suggest
big shot?
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RHAH (to Chris)
I suggest you watch your own asses
Cause Barnes gonna be down on all of ‘'em.

FRANCIS
How you figger that?

- REAR
Shit, man - human nature.

Flashes the old knuckle - "HATE" .

KING

Then you jes gonna forget ‘bout Elias and

all the good times we done have? Right in
here.
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RHAH
Be dugged his own grave,

DOC (correcting)

He dug it, :
RIAH

He ducged it too.

CHRIS
Fuck this sghit!

RHEAE

You guys trying to cure the heacdache

by cutting off the head. 'Lias didn't

ask you to fight his battles and if

there's a Heaven - and god, I hope so -

I know he's sitting U there drunk as

an Arizona Indian and smokin' shit cause

his pains he done left down here. Baaaaaaaaaa:
(a venement movement of his heag)

CER1IS
You're wrong man! Any way you cut
it Rhah, Barnes is a murderer,

KING
Right on.

RHAR
I remecber you first came in here
Taylor you telling me how much you
admired that bastard.

CHRIS
I was wrong.

REAH (snorts)
Wrong? You ain't ever been right = 'bout
nothing. And dig this You assholes and
dig it good! Barnes been shot 7 times :
and he ain't dead, that tell YOou something?
Barnes ain't meant to die. Only thing
can get Barmnes...is Barnes!

Barnes stands there, silhouetted in the trap door, looking
down at the men who are stunned to see him here.

HEe steps down into the hutch, his face now lit by candle
light. A bottle of whiskey in his hand, drunk, ugly,
sweating, but as always, with dignity, possessive of

his silence. He feels their fear in the silence, enjoys i:.
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BARNES (soft)
Talking ‘'bout killing?

He totters slightly as he circles the outer edge of
the hutch. No one talks.

BARNES o
Y'all experts? Y'all know about kzll;ng?

‘Be takes the bowl from Adams, smokes it.

BARNES
You pussies gotta smoke this shic
80's you can hide frem reality...
(smokes again)
Me I don't need this shit. 1 am reality.

cén!ronting Chris, he moves on, taunting them all.

BARNES
There's the way it ocughta be and
there's the way it is. 'lLias he was
full of shiz, 'Lias was a crusader -
I got no fight with a man does what
he's told but when he don't, the machine
breaks down, we break down...and I ain't
gonna allow that. From none of you.
Not one...

Walks past Rhah, past King, throws the pot bowl
into the dirt of the floor.

BARNES
What, none you guys got the guts to
fight for Elias. Y'all love Elias,
want to kick ass, Ise here - all
by my lonesome, nobody gonna know.
Five you boys 'gainst me?

(pause, very soft)
Kill me.

@)
nw

7/le/84)
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Almost an appeal - naked, intense. Rhah, Francis,
Doc lock away.

King, the biggest one there, is about to say something,
but the moment passes.

Chris waits, his anger on the rise.

Barnes takes a swigger from the whiskey, then turns
away comtemptuously.

BARNES
I shit on all 'o you.

CHRIS
KILL YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!!!!!

Chris slams into Barnes, rushing him off his feet.
Pounding his face, solid blows.

KING & OTHERS
.Get that mother, babe, go...Kick
his ass, kill that cocksucker!!!
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But Barnes is too quick and very strong and takes the
blows, getting inside Chris"’ arm, twisting and flipping
him in a wrestler's grip = throwing him hard ento his
back on the dirt flcor.

The expression on the Men watching slumps, their
hopes dashed. ‘

Barnes springs around on Chris, straddles him, one
hand pushing his face back, hits him hard. Once. Twice.

Chris grimaces, groans, helpless now. A flick of- sound.

A knife whipping out of Barnes' Loot and pressing
against Chris' throat. Chris bleeding from the nose
and mouth. :

Rhah suddenly spinning into action, fast now, realizing
wvhat Barnes intends to do.

REAH
EASY BARNES, EASY MAN!!!

Barnes is on the verge - about to kill again.
Chris waiting.
Rhah cocaxing him, moving closer.
REAE
You'll go nuts in Long Binh Barnes.
Ten years <« xill an enlisted.

Ten years, Barnes, just climb
the walls. Don't do it...

Barnes' eyes tremble in the candlelight, his scars ugly,
4 spasnm clenching and locking his facial muscles. Then
suddenly he is calm again, very calm. We sense a man
cf encrmous self-cnotrol.

Suddenly he flicks his knife across Chris, leaving
4 mark below his left eye. ‘

Chris gasps. Looking up at Barnes rising off him. The
boocts alongside his face.

The Men looking on, the tension lowering.

BARNES (contemptucus)
Death? What do you guys know abour it?

HEe walks out. Quietly.
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EXT: AIR SHOTS - JUNGLE,VILLAGE, CHURCH - DAY

Chris sits at the very edge of a Huey Chopper,
bandanna around his forehead, long hair blowing in
the wind, Barnes' mark below his eye, slicked-out now
like a jungle veteran, locking Jown at the VILLAGE
wvhere the massacre occured.

The Village is still a smoking ruin, a few peasants
and water buffalo straggling like ants to reconstrucs.

Bunny, next to Chris, pops his qum, indifferent. Barnes,
next to him, shifts, reads a map.

Rodriquez is praying, his mouth moving without audible
words, getting ready for the drop.

King is making last minute adjustaents in his pack.

Bunny now nudges Chris, points. The Church in the
Jungle where Elias was killed is visible. An outline

of the Cemetery. Uncomfortable memories play over Chris'
fac-,

CHRIS v.o0.
They sent us back into the valley
the next day - about 2000 metres
from Cambodia - into a battalion
perimeter. Alpha Company had been
hit hard the day before by a sizable
force and Charlie Company had been
probed that night. There were other
battalions in the valley, we weren't
the only ones but we xnew we were
going to be the bait to lure them
out. And scmevhere out there was
the entire 819th NVA Regiment.

The BATTALION PERIMETER now breaks in the clear ahead.
Smoke grenades of variocus colors are being popped on the
cleared L2Z. 1It's not big, its radius 200 yards, heavily
sandbagged, deeply dug, rolls of barbed wire protecting
it, radio antennas sprouting from the CP - and surrounded
on all four sides by jungle.

The First Chopper rocking down, whipping up dust eclouds.
Chris jumps out, moving out fast as the Second Chopper
starts in.

EXT: BATTALION PERIMETER #3 - DUSK

The crack between thc two worlds. The sun is down and
the night hesitates before coming on. The men are digging
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in,

last adjustments all along the perimeter, trip

flares laid out, food eaten. Filth and garbage
everywhere. The Battalion - albeit one at half
strength - seems insignificant in this jungle.

125 EXT:
At the Battalion CP, the Ma

BATTALION CP -~ PERIMETER #3 - DUSK

is

Jor confers with Captain

Barris and two other Captains. Two NVA PRISONERS are

led

are made to sit on their knees,

and

126 EXT:

All
Lt.
the

Rhah comes up, a

away by a SERGEANT and a VIETNAMESE SCOUT.

The NVa

their hands tied,

questioned.
PLATOON CP - PERIMETER #3 = DUSK
this is watched from a distarce by Ace and Doc and

Wolfe at the Platoon CP. Ace and Doc are digging

foxhole.

ACE
...they caught 'en last nighe
trying to pull some shit on
Ch-rlie Company. They found
m 3 on 'em,man - got a friend
at Battalion says they had every
fuckin' foxhole here fixed on
it. Distances, treelines, our
claymores, trip wires, everything!

DoC
Shit, so what the fuck are we
doing here? Why don't we move...
(no answer)
Bad vidbes, man, I got bad vibes here.

kerchief on his head, semi-naked.

REAR
You wantsd to see me gir?

WOLFE
Jackezon, looks like you got
Elias' squad now.

RHAB
Squad? I didn't know we was still
referring to this platoon in terms
of squads, sir.

walking stick in hand, huge pirate

(with a snicker for Ace and Doc)

WOLFE (indicating a rough drawing

in the dire)
These two holes are yours...

92.
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RHAH
Begging your pardoen Lieutenant but
ny holes are far enuff apart you
could run a regiment through there
and nobody'd see them - I got five
live bodies lef:...

WOLFE
I don’'t want to hear your problens,
Jackson. You'll get new men any day.
Time being you make do like everybody else.

REAH
Hey Lieutenant I didn't ask
for this job, 1I...

WOLFE (leaves)
I don't want to hear about it Jackson.

REAH (amazed, looking off a: him)
You don't want to hear about it?

WOLFE (turns)
That's righ-. I don't want to
hear about it 'cause to tell you
the truth, I don't give a shit
okay...I just don't give a shit anymore.

REAE (shrugs, to himself)
Right...

WOLFE (passing Ace disging the
C? hole)
This is one time we sure could use Elias.

ACE (to Doc¢)
“Some pecple say I'm wishy washy.
Maybe I am. Maybe I ain‘'t."

127. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - CHRIS' FOXHOLE - DUSK

On the edge of the perimeter, King puts out his claymore,
unravelling it back towards his FOXHOLE, intersecting MEN
from the Third Platoon, who file out on a night ambush,
skirting the trip wires, demcralized, silent. Eye
exchanges, but no words.

Chris sits on the foxhole watching the ambush go out,
smoking a joint by himself, depressed. King comes in

with the claymore wires, attaching them to their detonators.
Their foxhole - as are all of tne Platoon's - is positioned
Just inside the tree line bordering the LZ, so that they
Are quite isclated from the center of the pPerimeter where
they first landed.
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KING
Glad I ain't going with 'em. Scmewhere
out dere man is de Beast and he hungry
tonight...

The LAST SOLDIER in the file recedes into the foliage.

KING (noticing Chris' silence)
You ckay man?...How come you ain't writing
RO more? You was always writing something.

He doesn't answer, makes a futile gesture.

KING '
What about your folks? That grandma
You was telling me about?...

Chris shakes his head.

KING
Gizl?

(v Chris' eves ansver negatively.

KING
Must be somebody?

CHRIS
++..there's nobody.

KING (shifts, uncomfortable)
You been smoking too much shit babe,
Gotta control that. Takes a man down...
I remember when you first come out to
the bush, yocu was straight as a...

CHRIS
Who gives a shit!

Ee shifts, annoyed, prepares his grenades along the sandbacs.
King shrugs, preparing his meal, sings himself a snatch of
song, a good-natured man.

KING (soft)
"Pecple say I'm the life of the party
cause I tell a joke or two
although I may be laughing
loud and hardy
deep inside I'm blue...
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CHRIS
Y'ever get caught in a mistake King
and you just can't get out of it?

KING
Way out of anything, man. Just keep
your pecker up and your powder dry,

things change. How many days you shor:?

CERIS

Not just me...it's the wvay the whole
thing works. People like Elias get:
wasted and people like Barnes just go
on making up rules any way they want
and what do we do, we just sit around
in the middle and suck on it! We just:
don't add up to a rat's ass.

KING
Whoever said we did, babe. Make it
outta here, it's all gravy, every day
of the rest Qf your life - gravy. Oh
shit, superlifer.

O'Neill ccmes up, jerks his thumb at King.
O'NEILL
Get your gear together King, your
orders just come through.

KING (stunned)

Holy Mama, you ain't kidding! Cocksucker.

Oh wowwww...they cuttin me some slack.
10 days short and they cutting me some
slack Taylor!

(does a soul dance)

O'NEILL
Move your pussy! You got ten minutes
make that last chopper outta here or
yor'ass is mine...

(to Tayler)
Francis' comin over.

(hurries off)

Xing packing up, doubletime. Chris comes over,
helps him, trying to share his happiness but not
succeeding.

CHRIS
Hey that's great King, that's grea:...
you take it on home for me, you tell
ex King...got your address right? You

know where you can reach me, man. Anytime!



127'

128.

128.

CONTD

KING

I gotta didi man. Can't miss that
Chopper. 1I'll send you a postcard
man. After I get socme. I°'l) get you
Some new tapes too. This new guy
Jimmy Hendryx man, whew...You ockay
Taylor? Just remember to take it easy
man, don't think too much, don't mean
nuthin. Jes drive on. Okay buddy.

Chris, fighting his depression, slaps hands with
King. A brief moment, they look at each other. A
friendship that was forever and is now over. They
both sort of know they'll never see each other again.

KING
oK

CHRIS
I'll walk you out...

Francis comes up, hauling his Pack into hole, gives
King a soul shake.

PRANCIS
Some cats got all the luck...catch
you later man. You take it easy now.

KING (shaking him back)
I'll take it anyway I can get it 'bro.
Later.

King goes, Chris with him.
EXT: PERIMETER $3 RODRIQUEZ FOXHOLE - DUSK
On another foxhole, Rodriquez positions his M-60, brings

Up his ammo belts (no loaders lef:). Tony eating, watches
him, shakes his head.

TONY
Bey Rodriquez, don't you ever say nothing?

RODRIGUEZ (a thick Mexican accent)
What do you want me to say, it's all
the same ol' shit.
Tony shrugs, back to his food.

EXT: PERIMETER #3 - JUNIORS FOXHOLE - DUSK
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On another foxhocle, Barnes in full pack checks the scles
of Junior's bare feet. Bunny and O'Neill looking on.
Junior is moaning as if he's dying, overdoing it by a mile.

BARNES
SO what's the problem?

O'NEILL
Says he can't walk.

BARNES
Shit. Get your boots cn Mar-tin, nex:
time I catch you putting mosquito
repellant on your fuckin feet I'nm
gonna courtmartial your nigger ass.

JUNIOR (cracks)
DEN COURTMARTIAL ME MOTHERFUCXAH,
bust my ass, send me to fucking Long
Binh, do yor worst but I ain't walking
ne acre.

BARNES (suddenly soft)
Get me that spider O'Neill.

O'Neill is puzzled. What spidecz?

O'NEILL
Sarge?

BARNES
Yeah that big hairy orange and black
bastard I found in the ammo crate.
I'm gonna put it in this asshole's
crzotch, see if he can walk.

Junior's eyes bulge with suspicion and sudden terror,
his demeancr totally alert now.

O'NEILL (understanding)
Oh yeah, right away Sarge.

JUNIOR
No! Wait! I'll walk, fuck you I'll
walk, I don't need this shit! I don't
need this shit!

BUNNY
Fucking pussy, fuckit Sarge, I
gotta have him on my hole?
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Barnes going. 0'Neill catching up with him.

A look in his eyes. Very remote, very cold, silencing

O'Neill.

O'NEILL
Uh...Bocb. Like to speak to you.
Take a minute.

BARNES (stops)
Yeah, what is jt?

O'NEILL (shuffles, reluctant)
Beb, I got Elias' R¢R. It's coming up
in 3 days. Going to Hawaii. See Patsy.
(pause, no reaction from Barnes)
I never asked you for a break, I was hoping
You...you'd send me in on the chopper
with King...what do You say chief?
(a friendly punch) '

BARNES
I can't do that for you, Red. We
need every man in the field. Sorzry
bout that...

(starts to j0)

O'NEILL (grats him, pleads)
Bey Bob, come cne! Talk to me hunh,
it's your friend Red. I'm only asking
you for three days chief...

BARNES
I'm talking to you Red and I'm telling
you no. Get back to your pesition.

96.

O'NEILL (tremulous, grabs him again,

desperate)
Bob, I gotta bad feeling about this, I...
I'm telling you I got a bad feeling,
man...l don't think I'm gonna make
it...y'know what I mean?

BARNES (quietly)

++ .@vVerybody gotta die sometime Red...
Get back to your foxhole.

Barnes walks off.

130. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - BATTALION LZ - DUSK

At the L2, King runs out, gets on the last SUPPLY CHOPPER

with some other men. It lifcs ©ff, swirling dust, the

last rays of daylighe.
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Chris watches from the Battalion CP area, waves back -

the chopper sound receding in the horizen, the corparaz.:ive
silence of the jungle now €reeping up on the perimeter.

He turns and starts hack to his foxhole.

A Man -is watching him. He's sitting on a sandbag, face
in shadow. It startles Chris, something about him.
Something different. A deep West Virginia drawl.

SMOKING MAN
Got a light?

CHRIS
Oh sure...

Goes over reluctantly, flicks his lighter, cupping it
from the wind. The flame catches a sudden, uneasy
expression in Chris' face as he sees the Smoking Man.

We come around and see what Chris sees in the light

of the flame. A race that smiles at him like a deaths
head, a large, ugly blister on his mouth, whiskered,

pale - but smiling. A sick man wouldn't smile like this,
but he is sgziling too intimately, as if he knows Chris
from way back. But he doesn't, Or does he? Perhaps

it was the man Chris first saw at the airstrip when

he came in-country. The same expression of evil, of

4 man who has seen tooc much and died, but still lives.

Chris feels an unnatural fear passing through him.

The Man stands, sucking on his cigarette, stretches.
Ee is thin and very tall, towering over Chris.

SMOKING MAN
ees'later.

He goes. Chris watches him, wondering. The man never
locks back, a leisurely, confident stroll. In that
moment, there is an EXPLOSION from way out in the
Jungle, about a quarter of a mile. Then another, then
snall armg fire. Chris locks, knows. :

131. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - RHAHS FOXHOLE - DUSK

On their foxhole, so do Rhah and Adans.

REAR
Wo = watch out, there goes the fuckin
ambush. They ain't even waiting for
later, theyse hungry.
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Adams scrambling his gear together.

EXT: PERIMETER #3 = JUNIORS FOXHOLE - DUSK

On his foxhcle, Junior listens to the distant firing.

JUNIOR
Fuck, I just knew I shouldna come.

Bunny, on the same hole, lays out his grenade on the
edge, expectant.

EXT: PERIMETER 43 -COMPANY CP - LUSK

At the Company CP, Captain Earris is talking urgently
into the radio. '

BARRIS
Three Alpha! Three Alpha! Gimme
your positien!

A young, inexperienced VOICE screams back intoc the
radio amid intense background FIRING filtered by
radic and sounding disembodied.

RADIO VOICE
We're pinned down sir, they're in
the fucking tree! The tree -

HARRIS
Your position, son, calm down and
gimme your position...

RADIO VOICE (panic)
Lieutenant's dead sir, radioman loocks
dead sir, I don't know where the map
is Captain! They're all arocund us sir.
They're moving! Hundrecs of em! I can
hear em talking gook!!!Jesus Chrisc!

BARRIS (calming him)
Awright son, we gonna probe you with
some marker rounds. You stay put and
dig in tight as you can, we'll get
you out. You tell me how close these
rounds are...okay?

(signals to his RTO)
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EXT: PERIMETER ¢3 - PLATOON CP - DusK

At the Platoon CP, Barnes stands, legs akimbo,
watching the jungle, anticipating the coming fight:
&3 overhead we now hear the 175MM SHELLS whistle
from a l0-mile distance - passing above them - tnen
pounding down into the jungle in the near distance.
8arnes turns, glances at Wolfe, smiles.

EXT: PERIMETER #3 - COMPANY CP - DUSKX
At the Company QP, Captain Harris is back on the radic.

HARRIS
. Bravo Three, Bravo Three, son,
come in, this is Six, how close
was that...(waits) if you can't
talk, gimme two clicks on your
handsets...
(waits)

Silence, then a vague MURMURING - becoming clearer
and clearer. 1It's in Vietnamese. The radio is t-en
bashed in, the sound like thunder in the Captain's
ear. Ee looks at his RTO, beoth of them sad.

EXT: NVA JUNGLE (DUSK)

In the Jungle itself, the ENEMY is moving. Flurries

©of movement and sound, blurred visuals. Hands

taping a piece of cloth to a tree, moving on - revealing
a4 luminous arrcw pointing left...Figures moving

past it.

Eands unravelling a thin wire waist-high, backwards.

Hands sliding along another wire. We now see a moving
helext with a luminous Plaque on the back on it, leading
a file up the wire. To a Jump-Off point about S50 yards
cutside the U.S. perimeter. Figures crouch. Whispers.
Movement. A pen flashlight on a drawing of the foxhole
positions. The NVA move out in several directions at once.

EXT: PERIMETER #3 ~ CHRIS' FOXHOLE - NIGHT

On their foxhole, Chris and Prancis wait anxiocusly.
Overhead the ARTILLERY Kkeeps peunding into the ambush
area. Now SMALL ARMS FIRE can oe heard picking up at
random spots along the perimeter. The battle, like a
tide, is obviously moving closer to them.
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FRANCIS
Oh shit I wish I was Pack in Memphis
Row, ocooh baby this is gonna be a
motherfucker!

Chris says nothing. Suddenlv ofs to their right, abous

80 yards, a BLUE FIZZLE of light erupts.

CHRIS
Trip.flares!...Rodriquez's hole.

Rat-tat-tat-tat, rat-tat-tat. Machine gun, outgoing,
followed by a sharp explosion. A ROCKET!

CHR1S
RPGs! Shitz!

VOICE (erying)
MEDIC!! DOC! DoC!

A FIGURE thrashes UpP through the foliage behind then.

REAH (a fierce whisper)
Taylor! Francis!

CHRIS
Over here!

Rhah jumps into their hole with them, out of breath.

CHRIS
Rhah! What's going on. Rodriquez's
hcle just got...

REAH (gets his breath)
Okay - one, there's goocks in
the perimeter.

FRANCIS
Oh shit! Dat's it, dat's je...

REAH
They got through A Company. Anything
don't identify itself, sghoot it.
TwWo <«air strike's coming in. They
gonna lay thousands of them butterflies
right along the edge so stay in your
holes and don't leave em...
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FLARES now shoot up over the perimeter. Reds, greens
yellows, squeaking as they flcat down their on their
parachute hinges throughout the ensuing battle. The
perimeter is illuminated at spotty intervals - sometimes
arctic bright, sometimes unexplainably dark till

new flares shoot up.

Chris, Francis, Rhah all look up at the light, and
hug their holes even tighter, feeling naked in the
light. Flares cut both ways.

RHAR : .
...they're probing us, they gonna
go up and down this line all nighe,
trying to get through. Stay cocl...
I'll be back... '

Runs out the foxhole. Chris suddenly reacting to
a noise out front, gripping Prancis and pointing
to the socund.

A BODY is thrashing towards then, abous twenty-five
yards, not yet visible but a little awkward and
lungy in its movement, as if desperace.

Francis, tense, is about to pop his grenade when
Chris grabs him.

CHRIS
Bold it!

(loud whisper)
WBO IS IT!

But the body keeps coming, lurching now, falling.

FRANCIS
Come on man!

CHRIS
No!

A POP! - then a FIZZLE of BLUE LIGHT as the Figure
hits their trip flare - revealing itself to be large,
with no helmet, and gasping, terrified of the trip flare.

TERRIFIED SOLDIER
DON'T SEOOT! DON'T SHOOT!

CHRIS
It's the ambush!
(calling out)
In here, man! Hurry.
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The SOLDIER now runs in like a fullback going down
for the tackle, sprawling into the hole, knocking

‘Chris and Francis down beneath hinm.

He is sweating, terrified, a white boy with an
unrecognizable filthy face, no rifle, no helmez, his
fatigues torn all over.

TERRIFIED SOLDIER
Water! Water!

Chris gives him his canteen, his shoulder and neck
burting from the collision. The Soldier sucks down
the canteen.

"TERRIFIED SOLDIER (between gulps)
Theyse all over the place, hundreds of
em moving this way! They wiped us out
man, we didn't have a chance! Where's
the CP?

PRANCIS (points)
Back th re.

The Soldier struggles out of the foxhole.
TERRIFIED SOLDIER

You guys better get cutta here,
you don't have a chance.

Ee runs off, leaving Francis in a state of incipient
Panic. He loocks at Chris.

FRANCIS
Taylor, let's go.

Chris adjusting position, facing the front, anger
in his voice.

CHRIS
You go.

Francis hesitates, stays.
INT: PERIMETER #3 - BATTALION CP - NIGHT

At the Battalion CP, the Major is inside his BUNKER,
busy between his radioc nets.
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MAJOR (to RTO 1)
Get me Bravo!

RTO 2
Charlie Company reports hand to
hand on the perimeter $ir. Three
holes are down. They need help:

MAJCOR (looks at his watch, to his X0)
Okay move two squads from Delta down
there. Where's that goddamn air strike,
you bet your ass if we were the Firs:
Cav they'd be here now.

RTO 1 (handing him the transmitter)
Bravo six sir. '

EXT: PERIMETER ¢3 - BATTALION CP - NIGHT
Just outside the Bunker, a MASTER SERGEANT spots

something in the flare light. TWO FIGURES with helmezs
running towards him at an a 3le.

MASTER SERGEANT
Hey you boys! Which Company you...

A sudden burst of FIRE cuts the Sergeant down in
his tracks and the Figures fly by.

Scldiers in the immediate area spot them.

SOLDIER ¢3
SAPPERS!

SOLDIEZR #4
THE BUNKER!

A burst of fire. One of the RUNMNING FIGURES goes
down. An Explosion engulfs him.

INT: PERIMETER 43 - BATTALION CP ~ NIGHT

But the SECOND SAPPER runs right into the bunker in
a4 kamikaze charge, the light frcm inside momentarily
revealing a bulky satchel strapped on his person and
the face of the astounded Major.

RTO #3
SIR!!S
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The Bunker EXPLODES with a defeaning roar.
131, EXT: PERIMETER ¢) - CHRIS FOXHOLE - NIGHT

In their foxhole, Chris and Francis lock at the
curling ball of flame, stunned.

CHRIS
Oh no!

142. EXT: PERIMETER $3 - COMPANY CP - NIGHT
At the Company Cp, Captain Harris has a similar reaczicn.

HARRIS
Jesus fucking Chrise!

RTO (to Barris)
Sir, Brigade is down, you got
the Air Ne: now!

Barris grabbing the handset.
143. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - CHRIS' FOXHOLE - NIGHT
In their foxhole, Chris points.
CERIS
There!
SHAPES moving in the trees. Chris blows his claymore
handles. One explosion on top of the other out front.

Then return fire. Flashes from a muzzle, rak-a-tak,
rak-a-tak, Tak-a-tak, the heavier sound of an AK-47.

Chris opening up with his 1. Then being blown down
by a grenade explosion at the edge of the foxhole.
Then nothing. a pause. Chris' ears ringing, slightly
concussed. )

Suddenly from down the perimeter there is the sound of a
faulty LOUDSPEAXER crackling out from the jungle. A pidgen
English, the words mauled, then 4 snatch of patriotie
North Vietnamese music, Played from a scratchy old reccrd.

Chris uneasy, looking at Francis who loocks terrified.
The SOUND now of a whistle. Two hoots, then a sharp
third. Then yelling.
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Chris grabbing Francis' arm, pointing. There is a
VOICE directly out to the front of them - muttering
something in Vietnamese, no more than 20 yards away
but unseen. 1It's like hearing a casual conversation
from another room, then the sounds of several bodies
moving in separate directions - enconpassing the
foxhole.

CERIS (to Francis, a wﬁisper)
Out of the hole! Fast!

Chris crawls out, stops, looks back. Francis won'et
leave, hugs the shelter.

CHRIS (a fierce whisper)
Goddamit Prancis! Move your fucking
ass. Now!...THEY GONNA BLOW IT!

Reaches in and yanks him with all his strength half
out of the hole. Francis, finally sparked, now moves
out. Both of thez dellying it into the brush behind
the hole.

Not a moment too socon. An RPG ROCKET whistling in.

The POXHOLE takes a direct hit, caving in, whorls
©of smoke spinning off it.

Chris and Prancis look back, covered with debris. They
hear movement.

SHADOWS are swarming towards the foxhole, firing into
it to finish them off.

Francis grabs Chris’' leg, indicating they get out of
there. Chris hesitates - a monment, a decision made
now in angry passion - rises up and charges the NVA.

SHADOWS scatter and tumble, cauéht by his surprise
closerange fire.

Chris moving forward into them, blasting, agile, his
instincts finely tuned, and totally insane in this
moment of time, indifferent to his life. He YELLS
insanities, pumping himself up with the adrenaline
of courage.

207,
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CHRIS ' '
DIE YOU MOTHERFUCKERS ! ! ! !YAAAAAAAA!! ! !

Screams from the dark shadows, they fall.

Chris smashing a wounded SHADOW with the butt of his
gun down into the foxhole. He jumps back into it,
feoccupying it. Blasting the dead goock. Opening
fire cut to the front, driving the Shadows back.

Francis watching this, amazed. After a moment of
doubt, he too tears back out to join Chris in the
foxhole, unbelieving, as he jumps in with him.

FRANCIS (joining in the frenzy)
YAAAAHEHHHE!!!] KILLLLLZ!!:i!

Then stunned again to see Chris Suddenly Tise up
out of the foxhole and charging forward into the
jungle.” He 1s now over the edge.

CHRIS (charging off into the jungle)
DIE YOU MOTHERFUCKERS!!!!!1111)

EXT: PERIMETER #3 - BUNNY'S FOXHOLE - NIGHET

In his position, Bunny is experiencing the same "high®
as Chris, yells out at thenm.

BUNNY
Come on MOTHERFUCKERS, come on!!!!

Junior, huddled in the hole with him, speechless and
terrified, looks at him with huge eyes. The guy is
nuts. An incoming grenade explosion shakes the hole.

BUNNY (laying out more fire)
Come on you can do better than that!

JUNIOR
You crazy fucking asshole, Ise
getting out of here!

Junior freaks out, throws his rifle down and hobbles
out ¢of the hole on his damaged feet at an incredible
speed.
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BUNNY (yelling afzer him)
Get back here you gutless shit.,..

A SEAPE suddenly, out of nowhere, locms up fast behing
Bunny, running at him. '

Junior, insane now with fear, runs SMACK into a tree,
knocked senseless and reeling to the ground.

Bunny turning back too late. The crazy drug-hige
Shape is yelling something like:

NVA SOLDIER
Diiiiiksaeeeeceeee!

And jumps right into the hole blasting Bunny pointblank
in the chest.

Bunny struggling to consciousness at the bottom of the
hole. TEBUCK! A boot in the gaping hole where his chess
was. Bunny, his eyes uncomprehending. A Muzzle is jamzed
inte his mouth, breaking his teeth with an ugly sound.
Another Yell from the NVA trooper. A flash of orange

red light. Bunny's face blown to bits.

Junior, dizzy from the blow to his head, looks up.

A yellow flare somewhere out there and a SHADOW above
him digging a bayonet into his belly with a grunt. A
long oozing sigh of bellygas.

An Explosion. The Shadow with the bayonet staggering
blind without eyes, helding his brains with his hands.

Barnes throws down the empty LAAW rocket casing he has
jJust fired off and charges forward with a yell, cutting
down another NVA in Bunny's old foxhole. Jumping into

the hole, the bottom of which is a liquid pit of gquts,
blood, ooze. Another Enemy running in on him. A shor:
burst of fire. Barnes hit. Firing into each other.
Barnes dragging him down into the pit with him, grappling
alongside the corpse of Bunny. Barnes uses an entrenching
tool to finish him off.

EXT: PERIMETER #3 - PLATOON CP - NIGET
At the Platoon CP, small arms fire is all over the place,

the NVA closing the ring. Ace, in the foxhole, yells to
Wolfe. .

é-.
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ACE
No contact on Barnes, 2nd or 3ra:

WOLFE
Get me Six!

Nervously aiming his rifle as a man comes running
towards them, staggering.

ACE
It's Doc!

Doc plops down, out of breath, Jdrained, bleeding all
over his chest,

DOC
They're coming through all over!

I can't...I can't do...

WOLFE
Where's Barnes!

DoC
I think he's dead...it's awful,
they're all dying.

Wolfe is stunned, Barnes his last crutch against the
chacs. Ace handling him the handsecz.

ACE
Six!

CAPTAIN BARRIS VOICE
Yeah!

WOLFE
We've been overrun Captain,
we're pulling back. Over!

‘346. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - COMPANY CP - NIGHT

At the Company CP, things are just as bad. A Radioman
is sprawled cver a smashed radio. Captain Harris is
in a bunker workiny the radics himself, as his Radicmen
fire at yelling, running FIGURES scurrying all over

the inner perimeter.

WOLFE (furious voice)
Goddamit Two! Where you gonna pull
back to! They're all over the perimeter.
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WOLFE
Stay put goddamit and fich: - and
that means you Lieutenant! Qut.

147. EXT: PERIMETER 43 - PLATOON CP - NIGHT

At the Platoon CP, Wolfe is astbuﬁded by the message.
Ace loocking at him straight in the eye,

ACE
You're an asshole Lieutenant,
you know that.

As he abandons his radio, grabs up his 16 and moves
to an adjacent position.

I48. EXT: PERIMETER 43 - COMPANY CP - NIGHT

At the Company CP, Harris gets on the radic with the
air strike. One of the RTOs on a separate radio
calls over.

RTO #S
Captain, Third Battalion Armored's
en its way ‘'bout 2 kliks west!

-HARRIS (ignores it, into radio)
Ripper Two, Bravo Six, we're
being overrun. Over.

PILOT'S VOICE (distorted high frequency)
Brave Six, Ripper Two, we done given you
all over butterflies, Captain. I got
some 250-pounders I can lay on you. But
our fuel's running low. 'Bout five more
minutes we're heading back for base.
Advise. Out.
Barris looking around. The decision made.

HARRIS .
Ripper Two, Bravo Six. This is an
order. Drop everything you got right
on top of us. And God help us! .
Do you copy, over?

Pilot's reaction. Very calm. A Farmboy twang.
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PILOT'S VOICE
Bravo Six, Ripper Two. That's what
you want you got it. Amen, Captain...
(to his other jet)
Okay boys, you heard the man, let's
go downtown.

The transmission drops out. Harris now looking up
into the darkened skies. The planes in no way evideat -
but they're there. And they're coming.

150. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - PLATOON CP - NIGHT

At the Platoon CP, the NVA are sweeping fast, crouched,
using cover, yelling. Small fires are raging all ove:
the perimeter. :

Ace putting out fire, is hit. The NVA are coming over
his sandbags. A burst of fire. Ace goes down.

Doc abandons his medical equipment, gTabs up his 16,
starts firing at them. One of the NVA goes down.
Then Doc is hit in the side, wounded, struggles.
NearDy, Wolfe is firing madly at the oncoming NVA.
One goes down. A second is wounded, velling in pain.

Wolfe reloading his 16, popping up, too late. One of
them is coming over the sandbags. He sees Wolfe.
Wolfe sees him. In the same mcment.

Wolfe hesitates, frozen up. The gook unloads his AK=47,
4 magazine worth, into Lieutenant Wolfe, who crashes
down, sprawled unnaturally on the jungle floor. A
spasn shakes his body. Then stops. Dead.

Boots run by.
151. EXT: PERIMETER #3 - O'NEILLS FOXHOLE - NIGHT

At his foxhole, O'Neill peeks up out of the hole. Several
NVA are darting through the jungle 20 yards away, coming
towards him, talking loudly to each other. EHe quickly
slips back down in the hole, entvining himself with the
corpse of Tony, the mustache kid. Sounds of the
approaching NVA, clinking metal.

The NVA stop, glance in the hole. Something is muttered.
They run on.

O'Neill opens his eyes, breathes.
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EXT. PERIMETER A3 - BARNES' FOXEOLE - NIGHT

BARNES swings his mashed M-16 full into the FACE of an enemy
SOLDIER who screams and goes down, Barnes chopping at him

with his club. BEis helmet is gone, his shirt ripped to shreds,
his shoulder bleeding, making his last stand against the hatecd

gocks. -

Nearby BUFFMEISTER is hit in the shoulder by a running FIGTRE,
and collapses into the bottom of the foxhole, crying out in pain.

The running FIGURE runs past right into the full force of
BARNES' swinging rifle. SMACK]! Ee crumples.

INTERCUT

CERIS bellies into the area, sees BARNES, recognizes him,
amazed. ‘

An ENEMY fires, taking BARNES high in the left thigh. A
patch of skin blowing off. BARRES rigidly goes down on his

left knee like a wounded bhorse. Bolds there, staring ineo
the ENEMY, waiting for the coup de grace.

A series of SEOUTS and the ENEMY staggers dead as: .
CHRIS lays out a cuftain of f£ire. A GRENADE goes off near him,

-blowing off his helmet. Dazed, Chris rushes forward firing

from the hip - sucked into Barmes' suicidal vacuum. Be cuts
down an ENEMY as: :

BARNES, given a new lease, limps angrily forward and tackles
a wounded ENEMY trying to crawl away, terrified at the sight
©of Barnes coming after him. Barnes lets out a vivid screanm.

' And‘beitl éhe SO£DIIR ha:ciloslly, half the stock of his

M-16 £flying apart broken.

CBRIS twivels alert on his knees. A pause. No mcre enemy.

Turns to BARNES, his back to Chris still beating at the

-
-

Lo S ‘CHRIS
“-. .- Barnesl|
BARNES swivels instinctively off the corpse and for a
petrifying moment CHRIS sees:
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A maddened scar of a face, lips specked with toam.'Then the
EXYES - refracted in a fed-green flare overhead - the Pupils
distorted ‘into the oblong prisms of the viper snake with

- its angry red points dotted with a network of greenish

veins and red nerve endings.

For CERIS it is no doubt the most frightening single image
he has seen in his life. It will Be in his nightmares
forever. The essence of evil: wrath, cbsession, anger,
fear, batred, permanence - he is paralyzed.

BARNES smashes him full across the face with the broken stock
©f his M-16. Not even consciously, for at this point, his
mind has gone over the edge and the entire Werld is his
enemy. American or Vietnamese, it makes no difference as

he strikes Chris harder and harder.

Chris struggles, mocans, his nose and teeth cracked. BARNES
enits ancther chilling yell and springs like a humpback

Up on his good right leg, the left hent - get to deliver
the killing blow, the mangled rifle Pulled back in its
highest arc.

CHRIS
) {oTatelotolo YY1} ]

The PHANTOM FIGHTER JET comes now like the great white whale.
One big beautiful monstrous beat of deafening sound. 1Its
silver and white belly hurtling low over the treeline in

one giapt leap of sound momentarily illuminated by a flare.
Then a monstrous RCAR of anger.

The bomb ripping Barnes off the body of Chris and spitting
Chris across the jungle floor -- crashing into a tree scme

30 yards away.
' FADE OUT

EXT. PERIMETER 43 - CHRIS' JUNGLE - DAWN

FADE BACK IN. Vague sunlight. Blurry. CHRIS fluttering his ,
eyes. A mcment. He fades back. The desire to die. Easy to die.
A light pleasant feeling. It's all over - at last.

A sharp MOVEMENT in the bush. FADE IN all the way.
CHRIS' eyes fight their way open. Sunlight. SOFT EYES
watching him from behind foliagg. A scft furry head,

alert but rigidly ;till.
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TEEN A FAR_OFF SOUND of a big machine moving and the sofs
furry head bolts in one flud move. Gone. Like the wind.

A deer. A big brown deer. Or was it? CHRIS will never quite
be sure. It was so strange. But whatever it was it

was a sign of grace; this he knows as he feels himgel$f

for the first time alive!

Looking arcund his garden of eden. A messy jungle floor.
Cordite fumes. Burned brush and trees. Torn sandbags.
Birdsongs scmewhere in the distance.

A huge NAZI FLAG on an antenna loems up in the bush coming

. towards him, followed by the great belly of a turreted

dragon crunching down a tree for its breakfast.

A shadow of fear passes over CHRIS' eyes, followed like a
fast tide by the imposing shadow of the ARMORED PERSONNEL CARRIER.

A big tough GERMAN SHEPHERD comes bounding at him, sniffs,
followed by a flak-jacketed monster of a MAN - with an.
earring in his left ear, a darkly unshaven face and graffici
scrawled over his flak jacket: DEATE CORPS! and a drawing

cf a death's head.

= SOLDIER (to the dog)
Bozo! Get back here!

Eis eyes passing over CHRIS like sc much meat, he bellows back:

SOLDIER
One wounded up herel

VOICE (relaying)
Hey Dcc, over here!

The SOLDIER with the DOG bypasses CERIS, more interested in

‘'what's up front.

EXT. PERIMETER $#3 - FRANCIS' POXHOLE - DAY

PRANCIS in his foxhole with his M-60 machine gun. Numb,
£ilthy. 1In the distance SEOUTS, ugly crunching sounds
of armored carriers cutting through junglae.

He thinks about it a moment. It must be fast. It must be
a hard cold decision. Now!

He jams a magazine into the M-16 belonging to Tubbs, levers
& bullet in and in a fluid movement shoots himself in the
leg muscle below the left knee.

FRANCIS collpases in his hole.
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PERIMETER $3 - O'NEILL'S FOXHOLE

O'NEILL alone with the corpse of Fu SEENG, scratch-free
but covered with dirt, waits tentatively as SOLDIERS
arrive at the hole, awed by the sight of the dead NVA
littered arcund the foxhole and the tough-looking O'NEILL
crawling out.

SOLDIER
You alone Sarge?

O'NEILL
Fuck yeah. They all left me, bunch
of fucking faggots!

2nd SOLDIER
Man, you gonna get yorself a silver star.

O'NEILL (slimbing ocut of the hole)
Fuck the silver star. You got any booze?

EXT. PERIMETER $¢3 = REAE'S FOXHOLE - DAY

REAH, alive and well, is po' 'ng around the MVA coryses with
a long gnarled walking stick looking like a crazy Johnny
Appleseed with his pants rolled up on his thin hairy

ankles and wvearing a red bandana tied in a four-knot over
bis head. :

The reinforcements from the 3rd Battalion Armored leot
the enemy bodies. They look like pirates - greasy black
unshaven faces, heavy flak jackets without shirts, strings
of amputated ears and teeth around their necks, Nazi
ensignias like the Hell's Angels.

One of them carves off an anemy FAR as:

REAH works his way through the torn bloody pocket of an
erect but dead NVA troop, frozen in rigoer mortis like a
white plaster statue, one knee crunched to the ground,
the other leg bent awkwardly under the back, one arm
lopped off and the other arm crocked back stiff like _
4 pitcher frozen in the throw. It is a grotesque parcdy

. ©f a man but it doesn't seem to bother RHAE one bit as

bhe extracts a wrapped cellophane of hercin and snorts it
with & certain satisfaction over the grim circumstances.

REAH
Yeah, that's gocd shit...
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EXT. PERIMETER #3 = LZ - DAY

CERIS is hauled out on a litter. Morphined, his eyes
watching it all from somewhere deep in his brain. Passing:

rats through the smoke anz garbage snooping for souvenirs
vith wheezy tired eyes and grunts of greed.

Passing a bulldozed PIT vith‘beaps ©f NVA BODIES in them.
A BULLDOZER pushing another set of bodies in, like pPhotos
©f a Nazi death canmp.

Nearby, two bu:ly'SOLDIERS 1ift a miscellaneous body ana
with a once-through build for momentum, toss the fresh body
into the pit. They 1lift the body now of a WOMAN, a nurse.

CERIS, anumb, éoéi by.
"7 ' RADIO OPERATOR (into radio, exhaus:ed)
. =56 U.S. KIA, 122 woundegd and still
counting. Estimate 500 Victor Charlie
:~KIA, 22 wounded and gti'? counting.
.. O'VQ: -
e e T 2nd RADIO OPERATOR
07 .. . 8ir, a television crew's coming in
° -with the General =~

' CAPTAIN HARRIS doesh't respond; at this point he doesn't give

a shit, standing apart from the radios looking numbly at
the remnants of bhis boys filtering by on litters.

' CERIS intersects him noﬁ}.EARRIS"cye: looking blankly,

then nodding sickly trying to give him encouragement. Just
coming to the edge of tears, chocking it back and turning away.

Rodriguez, vouﬂdéd,.is 1ifted up in his litter and moved
out to the waiting MEDIVAC CHOPPER, its blades churning,
& huge red cross painted on a white. square.

Doc god:.by'on.iﬁothcrvlittnr.'then Ace, Adams, Huffmeister,

‘tc - . . .- M & . .

Then'rranéis is.liﬁieroé.by, bandages around his leg,
a big smile on his facs.

: ot FRANCIS
Hey Taylor, you okay man?

CHRIS
«e.feeling numb man
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FRANCIS e
Yeah, can you believe man, can you
believe this shit! We're getting cutta
here man, we're gettin out...

(goes)

The Hedic'poinﬁs to the chopper.

MEDIC (to Chris)
That's your ride man, you ready?

"CERIS (tries a smile)
You bet.

Chris starts towards it, the Medic assisting him.

EXT. PERIMETER $3 -~ LZ - DAY

Sgt. O'Neill watches the loading process cofrlornly from
the distance. Captain Harris intersects him.

HARRIS
You got Second Platoon Sergeant.

O'NEILL (reflexively)
Yes sir -

And as Earris moves away, O'Neill is left thinking. Finally
there is a certain frustration to his actions; he has taken
such great pains to stay alive that the tuition he pays

is precisely to stay in this Jungle. 1Inevitably his

time will come - one way or the other. .

His eyes now follow the MEDIVAC CHOPPER upwards, whatever
is left of his shrunken soul yearning to go with it.

EXT/INT. PERIMETER §3 - LZ CHOPPER = DAY

As the Chopper rises upwards, CERIS lies at the egge, spots

.REAE off to the side of the Jungle. .

EXT. PERIMETER #3 - DAY

REAH, at the edge of the treeline, vigorously motions back,

his walking stick held high in cne hand, his other hand a fist,

emitting his cry.
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Defiance. Pride. Dig me, I'm Rhah - and there ain't nobody

like me in the world.

EXT/INT. PERIMETER #3 - 12 CHOPPE

R = DAY

The Chopper now rising to meet Go

d. Smashed on morphine,

CERIS looking out at the waving ants below.

Now the trees, the skyline and th
Over the devastation. The jungle
Demory, Chris locks back, the bre

e chopper is moving fast
forever locked in his
eze blowing through.

CERIS VOICE OVER

I think now, looking
fight the enemy, we
and the enemy was in
over for me now, but

back, we did not
fought ocurselves -
US...The war is

it will always be

there - the rest of my days. As I am

sure Elias will be -
for what Rhah called

fightine with Barnes
possession of my

soul...There are times since I have felt
like the child borm of those twe fathers...

EXT/INT. STILL PEOTO = DAY

The music surges now to its full
photographs of the Platoon member

strength as amateur
S run under the credits

scme with silly, clowning looks, others sober, haunted.

Tubbs, Crawford, Doc, Francis, Bi

g Barold, Manny, Wolfe,

O'Neill, Sanderson, Gardner, Bunny, Tex, Ace, Junior,
Lerner, Rhah =— all the boys...and then Barnes staring
quietly into the camera, and lastly Elias - ghirt ofs,
bowl of grass in hand, his big, beautiful smile.

THE END



