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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM-DAY

A white room. Overwhelmingly white, from the walls and the
curtains to the institutional furniture and the bedspread. A
alarm clock is ringing from the white desk under the window
with white curtains.

Mack slowly begins to wake, he lies on top of a white
comforter. He wears a hospital gown and slippers. He lies
back and reads the sign taped to the ceiling.

In crude block capitals:
THIS IS A ROOM IN A HOSPITAL. THIS IS WHERE YOU LIVE NOW.

MACK
(beat)
What?

He slowly gets up and looks around. This environment
obviously confuses him.

Suddenly the large white door opens and West walks in, his
look grim.

MACK
West, thank God.

WEST
Mack. How you doing?

MACK
I'm confused, what the hell is
going on?

WEST
What is the last thing you
remember?

MACK
The roof top. Did I fall? What am I
doing here?

WEST
No, you didn’t fall. You had
another attack, a bad one.

MACK
How bad?

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com



http://www.pdffactory.com

WEST
(beat)
Bad.

MACK
(confused)
It can’t be that bad. I feel fine.

WEST
This isn’t the first time we’ve had
this conversation.

The confusion turns into shock.

WEST (cont'd)
You'’ve asked the same questions and
I've given you the same answers.
The doctors say your short term
memory is gone.

West sits down on the bed next to Mack.
WEST
Do you even remember me coming into

the room?

He reflect on this simple question for far too long.

MACK
(beat)
No.
WEST
I'm sorry Mack.
MACK
What now?
WEST
The doctors asked me to give this

to you.
West pulls out a small notebook and pencil.
WEST (cont'd)

Write down whatever you want,
things that might be helpful.

MACK
What’s the point of writing, if I
won'’'t even remember what I wrote?
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Silence.

WEST
(beat)
I don’t have all the answers Mack,
but I’11l tell you one thing.
Your advantage in forgetting is
that you'll forget to write
yourself off as a lost cause.

Mack begins to weep, West puts a reassuring arm around his
friend.

WEST
I have to leave, got tons of work
to do. But I’'ll be back.

MACK
Tell the boys...

WEST
I'l1l tell them to stop by anytime.

WEST
Yeah. Please do that.

West hesitantly exits, leaving Mack alone. He briefly glances
over the notebook then tosses it aside. His head sinks into
his hands as grief overwhelms him.

EXT. CHECK POINT-DAY

Garcia stands outside a bullet-ridden guard shack. His
frustration is obvious as he gives a loud sigh.

GARCIA
Nuke the whole damn place. Fuck all
of them.

COLLINS
(chuckling)
You serious?

GARCIA
Your damn right I am. Aren't you
sick of this place?

COLLINS
(sarcastically)
What? Hate Irag? I love this place.
You'’'ve got the sun, the sand, the-
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GARCIA
The fucking suicide bombers.

Both begin to chuckle. Suddenly West walks up to the check-

WEST
Damn. Did I miss a joke?

GARCIA
Nah, we were just talking about our
love of Iraqg.

WEST
Crazy basterds.

GARCIA
So, what’s the word?

WEST
Just got back from seeing Mack.

The mood turns somber, as their smiles are washed away.

GARCIA
How is the big guy?
WEST
Not good.
COLLINS
Will he recover?
WEST
The Doctor says there is a small
chance.
COLLINS

At least there is a chance, most
guys don’t even get that.

Suddenly a Humvee pulls up to the check point, leaving the

WEST
Can I get this one?

GARCIA
Sure.

West walks up to the Humvee, his expression turns to one of
shock. Behind the wheel sits a middle-aged Sergeant, he
carries a dark scar over his left eye.

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com



http://www.pdffactory.com

WEST
(shocked)
Sergeant Irons?

IRONS
(beat)
Private West.

Irons glances at the Corporal chevron on West's shoulder and
chuckles to himself.

IRONS
Excuse me, Corporal West.

Awkward silence.

IRONS
Congratulations on your promotion.

WEST
(nervously)
Thank you.

IRONS
Maybe I was wrong about you.

WEST
(beat)
Maybe.

IRONS
Do you need to see some papers?

WEST
Yeah.

Irons hands West a small packet of documents, never taking
his eyes off West. West quickly glances over them and hands
them back.

WEST
Move along.

The Humvee slowly pulls away, heading into the busy Baghdad
traffic. Garcia walks up behind West.

GARCIA
What was that all about?

WEST
He was my D.I. back at basic.
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EXT. SAN DIEGO/DRILL YARD-NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
Pouring down rain.

West stands among a sea of fellow recruits. Each one holds
their rifle above their head. Drill Instructors wearing
bright yellow rain coats make their way through the sea of
recruits like sharks.

RECRUITS
This is my rifle. There are many
like it, but this one is mine.
My rifle is my best friend. It is
my life. I must master it as I must
master my life.

My rifle, without me, is useless.
Without my rifle, I am useless. I
must fire my rifle true. I must
shoot straighter than my enemy who
is trying to kill me. I must shoot
him before he shoots me. I will...

My rifle and myself know that what
counts in this war is not the
rounds we fire, the noise of our
burst, nor the smoke we make. We
know that it is the hits that
count. We will hit...

My rifle is human, even as I,
because it is my life. Thus, I will
learn it as a brother. I will learn
its weaknesses, its strength, its
parts, its accessories, its sights
and its barrel. I will ever guard
it against the ravages of weather
and damage as I will ever guard my
legs, my arms, my eyes and my heart
against damage. I will keep my
rifle clean and ready. We will
become part of each other. We
will...

Before God, I swear this creed. My
rifle and myself are the defenders
of my country. We are the masters
of our enemy. We are the saviors of
my life.

So be it, until victory is

America's and there is no enemy,
but peace!
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INSTRUCTOR IRONS
Never forget this, never! Because
once you do- your dead.

West begins to give in to the tremendous pain in his upper
body, he slowly lowers his rifle.

Irons immediately spots this.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
Mother of God.

Irons barges over towards West, pushing recruits out of the
way .

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
(screaming)
Why? Was the pain too much? Answer
me!

Irons turns to the rest of the recruits.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS (cont'd)
(screaming)
Pain is a good thing. Pain lets you
know that you are still alive. And
as long as your still alive, you
can still fight and kill!

Irons turns back to West.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
You just earned yourself a fire-
watch.

INT-BARRACKS-NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

We see a spartan room. It is lined on each side with small
steel-framed racks. In front of each rack lies a small trunk.
Every Marine is out cold from exhaustion, except for West. He
paces back and forth, flashlight in hand.

He stops in front of the only empty bed, his bed. He looks
around making sure everyone is asleep. He turns off the
flashlight and slowly gets in bed. In the next rack Rolland
Wolf rolls over, wide-awake.

ROLLAND

(whispering)
West, what the fuck are you doing?
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WEST
It's just for a few minutes.

ROLLAND
If Irons catches you, your dead.

WEST
He won’'t, go back to sleep.

Rolland rolls back over and falls asleep. West lies in bed,
his eyes slowly close.

WEST
(to himself)
Just for a few minutes.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
(screaming)
What the fuck?

West is jolted awake. It is now morning. Irons hovers over
him. He scans the rest of the barracks everyone else is
awake, suited up and standing in formation.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
Never, in all my time here, have I

seen something as repulsive as
this.

West opens his mouth to speak, but is immediately cut off.

INSTRUCTOR IRONS
Don’t say a damn word. Consider
yourself lucky West, I am now hell
bent on making a Marine out of you.

EXT. CHECK POINT-DAY (END FLASHBACK)

GARCIA
Well, what the hell is he doing
here?

WEST

I have no idea.

West gives out a loud sigh then glances at his watch.

WEST (cont'd)
Well, I'm going to hit my rack.

GARCIA
Alright.
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INT. TENT-DAY

West stumbles into a empty tent, he collapses onto his rack.
His eyes are only closed a moment before Tory burst in with a

newspaper.
TORY
What up?
WEST
Just got back from visiting Mack.
TORY
(beat)
How is he?
WEST
Bad.
TORY
Damn.
WEST

They’'re sending him home Tuesday,
make sure you see him before that.

TORY
Definitely.

WEST
So, what have you been up to?

TORY
Just got back from the head-shed
and picked this up.

Tory passes West the newspaper.

TORY
Someone wasted a Iraqgi General.

West doesn’t seem interested.
TORY (cont'd)
(beat)
Burned him to death.
West unfolds the paper and spots it almost immediately. The

front page is dominated by a large picture of Muhammad, still
tied to the charred pole.
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WEST
(beat)
Fuck.

EXT. CRIME SCENE-DAY

The hilltop is covered with Iraqgi Police and American
Military officials. A crime scene photographer takes several
pictures of the charred remains.

A Humvee slowly pulls up to the crime scene, Irons slowly
steps out. He pulls out a pair of Aviators and slowly puts
them on.

Private PHILIPS, a unusually short Marine scurries up to
Iromns.

PHILIPS
Sergeant Irons?

IRONS
Yeah. Command has put me in charge
of this investigation. Give me a
update on the situation.

PHILIPS
We’'re still in the preliminary
stages of the investigation.

IRONS
Just give me what you have so far.

PHILIPS
Well, we have some interesting tire
tracks over here.

Philips leads Iron over to the tire tracks.

TRONS
What the hell? These are Humvee
tracks.

PHILIPS

It gets weirder. We extracted this
cartridge from the body.

Philips hands Irons a small plastic bag, in it contains a
bloody bullet.

IRONS
5.56 millimeter.
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PHILIPS
Standard NATO round.

Irons is genuinely shocked.

IRONS
(beat)
A Marine murdered an Iragi general?

PHILIPS
Looks that way.

IRONS
Compile a list of all personal who
where off-base last night.

PHILIPS
Will do.

TRONS
What about witnesses at the club?

PHILIPS
None. Everyone was either inside to
avoid the rain or too drunk to
remember what happened.

IRONS
I'll be back at Division One. Let
me know when you have that list.

PHILIPS
Will do.

Irons glances one more time at the ashy corpse and then jumps
back into his Humvee.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM-DAY

The white room. Mack sits at the white desk, he stares out
the window as sun illuminates the white curtains giving the
room a yellow glow.

On the desk lies the notebook. The pages are no longer clear
and pristine but covered with messy and sporadic phrases.

WHERE AM I? WHAT IS GOING ON? WHY AM I HERE? SOMEONE HELP ME.
His attention turns from the sun back towards the notebook.

He picks the small pencil and starts rewriting the same
phrases over and over again.
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INT. TENT-DAY

West lies on his rack staring at a worn picture of him and
Mack. They stand in front of an oil-refinery.

WEST (V.O.)
Life, it seems surreal. Everything
is changing; old problems are being
washed away and replaced by more
complicated ones. What does a
person do in my situation? End it
all or stick it out for better or
worse?

Suddenly Irons walks in, West jumps to his feet.

WEST
Sergeant Irons?

IRONS
West.

WEST

How can I help you?

IRONS
This ain’t a social call, I’'1ll get
straight to the point. Are you
aware that a Iragi General was
murdered last night?

WEST
Yes.

IRONS
We believe that he was murdered by
a Marine. Only three Marines were
off-base last night, you were one

of them.

WEST
Am I a suspect?

IRONS
Yes.

WEST
Well-
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IRONS
Cut it. The men upstairs don’t want
a long and drawn out investigation,
so to save time, you and the other
two Marines will be given a
polygraph test.

WEST
When?

TRONS
Tomorrow at 1300 hours.

WEST
Where?

TRONS
Base Hospital.

WEST
I'l1]1l be there.

TRONS
You better.

There is no humor in his voice, he is dead serious.

INT. BOMBED-OUT APARTMENT BUILDING-DAY

A fully geared West makes his way through a bombed out
apartment building. Not only does he step over rumble but
unconscious Marines. The place is packed.

Marines play poker, some smoke cigars and other take swigs

from bottles of hard liquor. Loud music blares from a massive

boom-box.

West finds a very dilapidated staircase. Large holes mark the
treacherous path. With a sigh he slowly makes his way to the

top floor.

INT. APARTMENT/HALLWAY-DAY

At the top of the staircase he is greeted with a long
hallway. Large brown doors line each side. He reaches inside
a vest pocket and pulls out a crumpled piece of paper.

WEST
(to himself)
Room 345.
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West quickly makes his way to the end of the hall. He finds
his door and slowly knocks on the door. Some strange noises
can be heard from behind the door, someone moving around.

WEST
Hanson? Open up.

The door slowly opens and smoke billows outward. Blood-shot
eyes peer out from the dark room.

HANSON
West? Is that you?

WEST
Yeah.

They both just stand there.

WEST
(beat)
Well, are you going to let me in?

HANSON
Oh. Sorry, come on in.

Hanson slowly opens to door, allowing light to shine in and
reveal a very pale and shirtless Marine. He holds a fat joint
in his hand.

WEST (V.O.)
Benjamin Hanson, rumor has it a
desperate recruiting officer took
advantage of a young and very
stoned Hanson by signing him up for
a two year tour.

INT. APARTMENT-DAY

Hanson pulls West in and then suspiciously glances around the
hall before slamming the door close.

HANSON
(beat)
Your late.

WEST
Sorry, had to finish up some
paperwork.

HANSON
Sucks to be you.
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WEST
Right now, most definitely.

HANSON
So, you want to know how to beat a
polygraph test?

WEST
If possible, yeah. I’'ve heard that
you have, maybe you can share your
secrets.

HANSON
For sure.

Hanson motions to West to take a seat on a large bean-bag.

HANSON
I've got one word for you...Valium.

WEST
Valium?

Hanson pulls reaches under the cluttered coffee table and
pulls out a huge plastic bag. West leans in to get a closer
look. The bag is filled with small blue pills.

HANSON
Also know as Diazepam.

WEST
How is that going to help me lie?

HANSON
Dude. The machine doesn’t magically
determine wether your lying or not,
it reads your blood pressure, heart
rate and respiration. Then the
tester evaluates your readings and
then determines wether your lying
or not.

WEST
And where does the Valium come in?

HANSON
This shit is used by the military
and paramilitary snipers to relax
muscles and slow breathing for
increased firing accuracy. Now
we'’'re going to use it to slow your
breathing and relax your muscles.
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WEST
This is starting to make sense.

HANSON
Just make sure to take these half
an hour before the test.

WEST
Will do.

Hanson hands West a few pills.

INT. HOSPITAL. BATHROOM-DAY
Mack stands in front of a large mirror, he stares at himself.

MACK (V.O.)
Never ending grief, never ending
anger. The only things I have left.

He turns around and slowly walks into his room. The desk is
now covered with post-it notes, legal pads, neatly printed
lists and psychological textbooks.

Two pictures are taped to the wall above his desk. Magnetic
resonance imaging, a shiny black frame for four windows into
someone's skull. In marker, the picture is labeled:

YOUR BRAIN

Mack stares at it. Concentric circles in different colors.
The big orbs of his eyes can be seen, behind these, the twin
lobes of his brain. Smooth wrinkles, circles, semicircles.
But right there in the middle of his head, circled in marker,
is something different. Deformed, broken, but unmistakable. A
dark smudge, the shape of a flower, right there in the middle
of his brain.

He slowly walks towards his desk. He picks up a one of the
legal pads. He is shocked at what he reads.

KILL YOURSELF

It is written everywhere, on every page. He drops the pad and
picks up another only to find the same thing. He begins to
weep as he rummages through every pad and notebook, finding
the same terrible message.

He suddenly runs back into the bathroom and heads right for

sink. He vomits only for a few moments, before looking up at
the mirror again.
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MACK (V.O.)
I have to do it, before I forget.

INT. TENT-EVENING

West sits on his rack; his facial expression and body
language reveal a tremendous amount of anxiety. He glances at
his watch, his eyes widen with surprise as if time had gotten
away from him.

He reaches into his pocket and retrieves the pills. He gives
a hesitant stare before tossing them into his mouth and
washing them down with a bottle of water.

WEST
Someone once said that desperate
times call for desperate measures.
Now I'm living it.

INT. HOSPITAL OFFICE-NIGHT

West steps into a dark office, a single bulb hangs from the
ceiling which illuminates a wooden table. An elderly man sits
behind the Polygraph Machine. In the shadows stands Irons.

IRONS
Sit down.

West slowly takes his seat as Irons closes the door,
obscuring our view of the interrogation.

INT. HOSPITAL BATHROOM-NIGHT

The mirror has been shattered. Drops of blood line the sink
below. The sounds of cloth shredding can be heard of nearby.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM-NIGHT

With a bloody hand, Mack uses a piece of broken glass to cut
a large strip from the sheets of his bed. He is frantic in
his work.

MACK
(to himself)
Almost done.

He finishes cutting the strip off the bedsheet. His attention

turns to the structural support beam sticking out of the
ceiling.
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INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY-NIGHT

West slowly leaves the office and closes the door behind him.
He finds the wall and leans against it, sighing with relief.

WEST (V.O.)
I should feel blissful, but that'’s
not the reality of things. I don’t
even feel content. I just got away
with murder. Even if it was
justified, it will be with me
forever.

He closes his eyes. Suddenly a deafening alarm begins to
blares over the intercom.

INTERCOM
Code Blue. Medical Personal and
security report to Holding Room A.
West reacts to this with a mixture of shock and horror.

WEST
Mack...

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM-NIGHT
West flies around a sharp corner. Doctors, nurses and

security crowd around Mack'’s door. West quickly pushes them
out of the way.

WEST
No.

West collapses to his knees as the reality of what is in
front of him hits like a train. Shock robs him of words, he
just sits there, staring at his dead friend.

Mack hangs there. The life has drained from him, leaving him

a pale white. Under him lies a single envelope. West slowly
picks it up.

THE END
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