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OVER BLACK:

A communications radio CRACKLES and POPS. Its BUZZING
STATIC is broken by --

RADIO VOICE (V.0.)
Echo S8ix Alpha, confirm yvour position,
over.

A young PANICKED VOICE, cbscured by the radio, SCREAMS
back amid intense background GUN-FIRE.

PANICKED VOICE (V.0.)
You gotta send help, man. The
Lieutenant's dead, we need help out here!

RADIO VOICE (V.O.)
Echo 8ix Alpha, we need your location.
Confirm your position, over.

PANICKED VOICE (V.0.)
They won't fucking die! There's too many
of 'em!

RADIO VOICE (V.O.)
Ckay, 8ix Alpha, calm down. We're sending
you a fire mission, we just need your
grid, over.

PANICKED VOICE (V.0.)
Jesus Christ, they're fucking everywhere!

An EXPLOSICN distorte the line, ending the transmission.

EXT. JUNGLE - VIETNAM - NIGHT

An AMERICAN SOLDIER rung frenziedly through the dark
jungle, occasionally turning to open fire on an unseen
enemy. The night is filled with the sound of SHOUTING,
GUN-FIRE and SCREAMS.

Another EXPLOSION lights up the soldier's path as he
keeps sprinting, dodging trees, ducking under branches.

He turns again to shoot, continucusly moving as he sprays
bullets. After firing off a few burste he spins around to
face forward, trips, and hits the ground hard.

He lays prone on the jungle floor for a few seconds,
pushes himself up on his elbows, groggily shakes his
head.



Looking to the side, he gees hisg M-16 laying in the dirt.
He reaches for it, but as he does he is froczen by the
sound of a low, rattling GROAN.

Forgetting the rifle, he speedily reclls onto his bkack.
His young eyes widen with terror at what he sees stocd
over him. He lets out a blood-curdling SCREAM!

CUT TO BLACK.

Silence. A light WHIRRING sound slowly builds, getting
LOUDER and LOUDER, until it reaches a mechanical ROAR.

EXT. SKYLINE - DAY

A U.S. ARMY HELICOPTER glides over the Vietnamese
landscape -- Rivers, villages, rice paddies and a sea of
lush green tree tops that hide the dangers below.

EXT. U.S. ARMY BASE CAMP - DAY

An AMERICAN SOLDIER stands with an M-16 rifle resting on
his shoulder. The helicopter approaches in the distance,
the midday sun burning in the sky behind it.

SUPER: SOUTH VIETNAM, 1968

The goldier looks to the sky and twists his body, eyes
trailing the helicopter as it flies overhead. He gets off
walking through the camp, following the direction of the
chopper.

SOLDIERS go about their everyday activities -- Some carry
supplies, empty latrines, c¢lean their weapons. Others
play football, shave in their helmets, improve their sun
tans.

FOUR MEN stand in the baking sun, filling sandbags. They
are EDDIE JACKSON, MARTY 'RED' DONNELY, LUTHER 'JERSEY'
CARTER and VINNY PELLAGRINI

JACKSON (teens, white) and RED (teens, Irish-American)
are both new recruits -- Fresh-faced with regulation
clipped hair and innocent eyes, unaffected by the horrors
of war.

JACKSON
Jeez, it's hot out here today.



RED
Too hot... Didn't think it could get any
hotter than it was vyesterday, but boy was
I wrong.

JACKSON
You can say that again.

JERSEY (teens, black) is a street kid with a big mouth
that gpits out words like machine gun-fire. He leans his
skinny body on his shovel, smoking a cigarette.

JERSEY
Shiiiit, vyou boys don't know hot. Wait
'til you spend a coupla days out in the
brush. Then you'll know what hot is.

PELLAGRINI (teens, Italian-American) is a brash New
Yorker, slightly built with slicked back hair and a cocky
demeanor. He stabs his shovel into the ground and wipes
the back of his hand across his forehead.

PELLAGRINT
I'm too short for this shit, man.

JERSEY
Short? Short? Motherfucker, I've been
dodging bullets and shovelling this shit
for eight months.

PELLAGRINI
It's bullshit. You ever seen Duke with a
shovel in his hands?

JERSEY
Man, that's 'cos they're too scared to
ask his crazy white ass to do anything
octher than kill dinks.

PELLAGRINI
I ain't scared of Duke.

Jersey sarcastically laughs. Jackson and Red take a
break, lay down their shovels.

RED
What's with Duke anyway?

JERSEY
Hey, ain't nobody tell y'all to stop
shovelling.



Jersey takes a long drag on his cigarette, scowleg at the
two new boys.

JERSEY (CONT'D)
Well come on, them sandbags ain't gonna
fill ‘'emselves.

They pick up their shovels and restart digging.

PELLAGRINT
The thing you gotta understand about Duke
is that he doesn't give a fuck about
anything. Nct Charlie. Not the jungle.

Not anything... He's on his third tour
Now.

RED
Jesus.

PELLAGRINT

Three fucking years in this shit pit. He
should've made Lieutenant by now,
Sergeant at least, but they know he's too
crazy to have any kind of authority.

JERSEY
You ever hear of the thousand-yard stare?

JACKSON
What's that?

JERSEY

It's the lock you get in your eyes when
va been out in the brush too long. When
va seen too much death. Like you had the
soul sucked right outta va... Duke's got
the thousand-yard stare, man. But he
ain't get it in the 'Nam. He already had
that shit before he came out here.

JACKSON
He makes me nervous.

JERSEY
Shit, Duke makes every swingin' dick in
Echo Company nervous.

PELLAGRINI
Not me.

JERSEY
I said swingin' dick, Pellagrini, not
spaghetti dick.



PELLAGRINT
Fuck vyou.

They all have a good laugh at Pellagrini's expense.

JERSEY
You wanna know the craziest thing about
Duke, though? That big sonofabitch
volunteered for this shit.

RED
{proud)
I enlisted.

JERSEY
What? What the hell's wrong with you
whiteboys? Y'all dumb as shit.

PELLAGRINT
Hey, Donnelly, how'd you get the name
"Red"?

RED

On account of my red hair.

PELLAGRINI
{mocking)
No shit?
JERSEY

Shit, kid, you wanna hope you brought the
luck of the Irish cut here with va. You
gonna need it.

The four shovellers are joined by SERGEANT HOLDEN and
JOHNNY 'HOLLYWOOD' ISACSON.

HOLDEN (mid-twenties, white) is professional, calm and
authoritative. A born leader whose handsome face is
beginning to show the strain of a man who has been at war
too long.

HOLLYWOOD (early twenties, white) is a typical
Californian surf dude. 8lim, athletic and tanned, with
blue eyes and curly blonde hair.

HOLLYWOOD
What's happening, brothersr?

JERSEY
My man.

Hollywood slaps hands with Jersey and Pellagrini.



PELLAGRINI
You wanna give us a hand with this,
buddy?

HOLLYWOOD

I think I'll leave it to you boys, you
gseem Lo be doing just fine without me.

JERSEY
Hey, Sarge, when we gonna get a break
from this shit?

Holden eyes the soldiers, notices Jackson and Red are the
only ones working.

HOLDEN
Looks to me like yvou're on a break
already.

JERSEY

Hey, vou know how it is. We gotta show
'em the ropes.

HOLDEN
{regarding Jersey &
Pellagrini)
Don't let these two take advantage of
you. They'll stand arcund smcking all day
while you do all the work if you let 'em
get away with it.

PELLAGRINT
Hey, vyou're hurting my feelings here.

HOLDEN
Yeah, right.

Pellagrini sticks a cigarette in his mouth.

PELLAGRINI
Hey, Sarge, got a light?

Holden takes out a gold Zippo, hands it to Pellagrini. He
lights his smoke and pockets the lighter. Holden smirks.

HOLDEN
I'1ll be having that back, thank you very
much.

Pellagrini returns the stolen lighter.



PELLAGRINT
Cne of these days, Sarge, one of these
davys.

HOLDEN
Not on your life.

JERSEY
Seriocusly though, Sarge, when you gonna
give a brother a break?

HOLDEN
You should be careful what ycu wish for
Jersey, I'm on my way to see Major
Edwards now for a briefing.

JERSEY
Aww shit.

HOLDEN
It gets better. Powers is gonna be there
too, g0 1t looks like he'll be tagging
along.

PELLAGRINI
Not that asshole again.

HOLDEN
Afraid so.

JERSEY
Man, if he had his head any further up
the Majors' ass he'd be able to taste his
breakfast.

PELLAGRINT
Maybe we'll get lucky and he'll walk his
uptight ass onto a Bouncing Betty.

JERSEY
Yeah, or get zapped by scome dink sniper.

HOLLYWOOD
That's what I like about you guys. You
always see the good in a bad situation.

HOLDEN
Hey, with assholes like Powers around,
you gotta have some kind of hope out
here.

HOLLYWOOD
Ain't that the truth.



INT. BATTALION CP - BUNKER - DAY

MAJCOR EDWARDS and LIEUTENANT POWERS stand at a desk, a
large topographic map laid out in front of them.

MAJOR EDWARDS (forties, white) i1s a heavyset bulldog of a
man, whoge gruff Southern accent oozeg authority.

POWERS (mid-twenties, white) listens to the Major
attentively. S8kinny, stiff and pale, a pair of horn-
rimmed glasses frame his stern face.

MAJOR EDWARDS

Now, you deco understand, Lieutenant... The
information I have just given you is
clasgified.

POWERS
Yegs, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
The things we have just discussed stay
within this bunker and go no further...
The information that I give Holden is all
he and his men need to know.

POWERS
You can rely on me, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
I know that I can Lieutenant. After all,
us Scuthern boys have got to stick
together out here.

POWERS
We certainly have sir... And can I say,
it's been a pleasure working so closely
with you these past few months.

MAJOR EDWARDS
Thank you, Lieutenant. Don't think vyour
good work has gone unnoticed either. If
you successfully acquire the research
documents for us, you can expect a
promotion to be waiting for you on your
return.

POWERS
Thank you, Sir. I'll look forward to it.

The good ©ol' boys' back slapping session is cut short by
Holden entering the bunker.



He uges an unlit cigar to point out an area on the large

map .

HOLDEN
{saluting)
Major Edwards, Lieutenant Powers.

MAJOR EDWARDS
Sergeant, good to see you. How's things?

HOLDEN
Ch, vou know, Sir. Just trying to keep
the two B's from killing me.

MAJOR EDWARDS
The "two B's", Sergeant?

HOLDEN
Bullets and boredom, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
Of course... Well, let's get down to
buginess. I didn't ask you here solely
for a report on your well being.

HOLDEN
I figured not, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
The reason that you are here, Sergeant,
is because we have received
reconnaissance that the NVA has a POW
camp operating around 40 kliks north of
the Dong Nai River. I'm sure I don't have
to tell you what kind of monstrosities
those yellow bastards are prcbably
putting our boys through.

HOLDEN
No, you don't, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
2nd that's why we're going to bring them
back. Our intel tells us the camp is
here.

MAJOR EDWARDS (CONT'D)
Dark Soul Valley.

Holden studies the map as the Major continues his
instructions.



MAJOR EDWARDS (CONT'D)
Lieutenant Powers 1s going to be leading
your sqgquad, and you'll be leaving base at
ch-five-hundred tomorrow. The choppers
will take you to the Dong Nai River, and
from there you'll head West. Now, the
Western side of the Dong Nai Province is
a very hostile area, so you can expect to
encounter Charlie more than once, but I'm
sure your men are capable of coping with
this.

HOLDEN
More than capable, Sir.

MAJOR EDWARDS
Good. You'll have to pass through the Dum
Lal villages and make a Northwesterly
sweep for around 10 kliks towards the Loc
Ninh district. This will take you into
the heart of Dark Soul Valley.

Powers takes over the briefing, clearly revelling in
giving orders to Holden.

POWERS
When we reach the Valley, a two man recon
team will go ahead and scout the area. We
believe our best chance of taking the
camp quickly is to gplit into three
groups. Four men attacking head on and
two groups of three flanking either side.

Powers moves in on Holden, their faces uncomfertably
close.

POWERS (CONT'D)
Now, I want to make one thing clear,
Sergeant... Thie is my operation. I don't
want you in any way trying to undermine
my authority in front of your men. I'm
hoping you can put our differences to one
gside for the sake of those priscners.

Holden fixes him with a look of resgtrained contempt.
MAJOR EDWARDS
We aren't going to have any problemg are

we, Sergeant?

HOLDEN
No, S8ir, not at all.



MAJOR EDWARDS
Glad to hear it. You can tell your men
that when they return they can have a
little extended R and R. How does a ten
day pass sound?

HOLDEN
Sounds great, Sir. I'm sure they'll
appreciate that.

MAJOR EDWARDS
I should hope so... Well, that's all,
Sergeant. If you'll excuse me and the

Lieutenant, we have scme other matters to

discuss.

HOLDEN
Thank your Major, Lieutenant.

He salutes, turns and leaves the bunker.

INT. BARRACKS - NIGHT

Pellagrini stands drinking a beer.
lets out a loud BELCH and crushes the empty can on

drop,

his forehead. Holden looks on, unimpressed.

HOLDEN
Take it easy, Pellagrini, I want you on
point tomorrow. I don't want to have to
drag your half-drunk ass through the
brush.

PELLAGRINT
Hey, vou know me, Sarge. I could drink
twenty of these and I wouldn't feel a
thing.

HOLDEN
Well, let's Jjust try to keep it belcow
ten.

PELLAGRINT
{ocpening a fresh beer)
I'll try my best.

He downs every last

11.

Pellagrini takes his drink and sits back down to his card

game.

He is playing poker with Red, JUSTIN 'FARM BOY'

KELL and REGGIE WASHINGTON.



12.

FARM BOY (early twenties, white) is a country bumpkin.
Short, stocky, and with an almost permanent smile. He
deals out the cards.

REGGIE (early twenties, black) is the squad radioman. He
picks up his cards, takes a look and slams them down on
the table. He peers angrily over his thick black glasses.

REGGIE
Damn it, Farm Boy, you're gonna have to
start giving me some cards I can play
with.

FARM BOY
{laughing)
2nd why would I wanna do that?

PELLAGRINT
So, Red, what in God's name made you want
to come out here?

RED
I joined up as soon ags I left school. My
Dad was in the army, and my Grandpa
before him. It's like a family tradition.

REGGIE
Some tradition.

PELLAGRINT
You can say that again.

Pellagrini takes a large gulp of beer, checks his cards.

RED
What's with Lieutenant Powers, anyway?
Why does everyone hate him so much?

REGGIE
He's a snake.

FARM BOY
Yeah, Major Edwards' pet snake.

PELLAGRINT
He's got a hard-on for the Sarge, and he
takes great pleasure in shitting on this
squad every chance he gets.

RED
How come?



13.

PELLAGRINT
Sarge salid they were at boot camp at the
same time. Powers was a complete dick to
everyone, so they all got together and
made his life a misery. Stealing his
clothes, putting dirt in his bed,
shitting in his helmet, that kinda thing.

REGGIE
2nd Powers has held a grudge ever since.
He even went out of his way to stop Sarge
from being made Lieutenant.

RED
Really? How?

PELLAGRINT
He's all buddy-buddy with Major Edwards,
and Major Edwards is a major asshole.

INT. BARRACKS - SAME

Jacksgon lieg on his cot, sweating, reading a book. Holden
walks over and gits on the adjacent cot. He takes notice
of the book Jackson is reading.

HOLDEN
{surprised)
To Kill a Mockingbird?

JACKSON
You read it?

HOLDEN
No. I caught the movie though.

JACKSON
You can borrow it if you want. I already
read it a bunch of times.

HOLDEN
Thanks for the offer, but I don't get
much time for reading... I gotta say kid,

all the time I've been out here, I think
you're the first Private I've seen
reading a book. Most of the men can
barely read, and the onesg that can
usually stick to the bible or girly
books.



JACKSON
Reading's one of the few things I really
enjoy. I was never much good at sports,
and I never really had much interest in
them either. But reading... It's just
something that I've always loved.

HOLDEN
I bet you've got a lot of information
stored in that head of yours.

JACKSON
({bashful)
I guess. I even tried to learn a little
Vietnamese when I knew I was gonna be
coming out here. Figured it might come in
handy if I could understand the language.

HOLDEN
{impressed)
No shit? You learned Vietnamese?

JACKSON
Well, as much as you can learn from a
bock.

HOLDEN
Wow... You're a real bookworm aren't you,
kid.

JACKSON

Yeah. My English teacher used to say that
a good book is more than just words on a
page. It's the creation of a whole other
world, and reading a good book can
transport you from wherever you are and
take you into this world.

He looks contemplatively at the book in his hands.

JACKSON (CONT'D)
I guese that's why I brought this out
here with me.

HOLDEN
You nervous about tomorrow?

JACKSON
More scared than nervous.

HOLDEN
That's ckay, it's good to be scared. It
keeps you alert. It could keep you alive.
(MORE )

14.



HOLDEN (CONT'D)
Hell, I was petrified my first time out
in the brush.

JACKSON
Really?

HOLDEN
Sure. One night we were out on an ambush
in the Kontum Province. It was dark...
Quiet... I could barely see the end of my
rifle it was so dark. Suddenly, the whle
place was 1lit up with gun fire. I didn't
know what was happening. Before I knew
it, a grenade came flying over my head. T
can still see it now, like it happened in
slow motion. Then BOOM! It was the
loudest thing I'd ever heard. I hit the
deck, my ears ringing. I looked around
and saw my buddy Reno laying there, not
moving... Then I saw the hole in his
chest. His eyes were locking right at me,
but he was already dead.

JACKSON
That sounds terrifying.

HOLDEN
It was. I couldn't move. I was frozen to
the ground. My heart was beating so fast
I thought it was gonna explcde out of my
chest.

JACKSON
What did vou do?

HOLDEN
I closed my eves and took a few deep
breaths, tried to compose myself and
remember my training. You'll be surprised
how fast it comes back to you when you're
in the middle of a fire-fight.

JACKSON
I don't know. I think I'll have enough
trouble trying not to piss my pants.

Holden smileg and gives Jackson a reassuring pat on his
young shoulder.

HOLDEN
You'll be fine, kid.

15.



l6.

EXT. JUNGLE - NIGHT

Two bare feet pound along the jungle floor, fast and
hard, as a middle aged VIETNAMESE FARMER races
desperately through the brush.

Behind him in the distance, a large fire blazes
uncontreollably. SCREAMS ring out.

The Farmer runs haphazardly, zigzagging a random path
away from the distant fire.

In his mad dash, cne of the his feet triggers a trip
wire. Instantly, a large mud ball fixed with bamboo

spikes swings from the darkness and hits him in the

chest.

Stopped in his tracks, he stands impaled on a Vietcong
deadfall trap. He exhales a deep, painful breath. Blood
trickles from his mouth.

Nearby, there ig a prolonged RUSTLING sound, followed by
an ominous GROAN. Immense fear registers on the farmer's
face. He frenziedly starts trying to free himself from
the trap.

CRYING in pain and coughing on blood, he manages to
slowly sglide the spikes out of his chest, millimeter by
excruciating millimeter.

Just as he's about to free his body from the trap, TWO
GROTESQUE HANDS wrap arcound the his face from behind.
Hidecus fingers lodge in his eyes and mouth. They start
to tear his flesh.

The Farmer SCREAMS an agonized HOWL of pain and terror.

INT. BARRACKS - NIGHT

Jersey dances and SINGS along to a tape deck that plays
Motown. Hollywood sits on his cot, rolling a joint.

HOLLYWOOD
I gotta say, this place could be the
closest thing to hell on earth, but God
damn do those little bastards know how to
grow some good weed.



17.

JERSEY
Man, I can't wait for that R and R. I'm
gonna get me some sweet gook pussy and
just lay around, gettin' high all day and
fuckin' all night.

HOLLYWOOD
That sounds like a plan to me brother.

JERSEY
Shit, we should get us a gang o' bitches.

HOLLYWOOD
Now that's what I'm talking about.
Beaucoup pussy, man. Beaucoup pussy.

JERSEY
Ten days of weed and fucking. Shit, I'm
gettin' a hard-on already.

Hollywood finishes rolling his joint, points it in
Jersey's direction.

HOLLYWOOD
Wanna get a little practise in?

JERSEY
Hell ves.

They head for the barracks doors, walking past the poker
game.

HOLLYWOOD
Hey, Pellagrini, you smoking?

PELLAGRINI
Nah, i'm gonna stick with my beer.

JERSEY
Pussy.

Pellagrini flips Jersey the bird. Reggie eyes the two
smokers with a lock of contempt.

REGGIE
You need to stop smoking that shit.

JERSEY
And you need to stop preaching your
bullshit to me.



1s.

REGGIE
When are you gonna realize that the white
man wants you polluting your mind with
that ghit, strung out on dope all the
time. How do you ever expect us to be
seen as equals, when acting the way vyou
do only re-enforces negative stereotypes
of the black man? You need to wake up,
brother.

JERSEY
I ain't the one that needs to wake up,
brother. We were niggers befcre the army,
we're niggers in the army, and we'll be
niggers when we get out of the army. You
think they gonna throw us a parade when
we get home, like we some kind of herces?
Shit, we ain't ever gonna be equals.

Reggie stands up from his chair, puffs out his chest,
angered.

REGGIE
It's brothers like you that make me
ashamed to be a black man.

JERSEY
Nigger sit your ass back down before I
knock it down.

Diffusing the situation, Hollywood steps between the two
arguing soldiers.

HOLLYWOOD
Hey, chill out you two, we're in this
shit together.

He puts his arm around Jersey's neck and leads him away
from the confrontation. Reggie's furious stare stays on
the departing Jersey.

HOLLYWOOD (CONT'D)
You need to save gome of that aggression
for Charlie instead of using it on each
other.

JERSEY
I know, man. I just can't stand his
preaching ass. He gets me so fucking
pissed.



19.

HOLLYWOOD
I know, bro, I know. But I've got just
the prescription to mellow you cut.

JERSEY
That's why vou're my favorite medic.

The two smokers are heading outside to enjoy their joint,
but their path is blocked by an imposing figure stood in
the barracks doorway --

DUKE (mid-twenties, white) is a bear of a man. A scolid,
muscular frame standing six feet and five inches tall.

His shaved head displays a large shrapnel scar that
curveg from the temple all the way round to the base of
his skull.

HOLLYWOOD
{nervous)
Hey, Duke.

Jersey and Hollywood part like the Red Sea as Duke walks
through them without even acknowledging their existence.
They give each other a look of relief and exit fast.

AT THE CARD TABLE

They watch as Duke walks in and drops his considerable
bulk down onte his cot.

PELLAGRINT
Well, this room just got a whole lot
crazier.

FARM BOY

{under his breath)
Keep it down, man. He's gonna hear you.

PELLAGRINI
I ain't scared of him.

Pellagrini stands from the table, downs his beer and lets
out another loud BELCH.

Holden turns around and is met with the sight of
Pellagrini crushing the empty can on his forehead.

HOLDEN
Why do I even bother saying anything?

PELLAGRINI
What? I'm fine.
















































































































































































































































