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FADE IN:

EXT. A MUDDY WORLD WAR I TRENCH – EARLY DAWN.

CAMERA ON TWO WEARY U.S. SOLDIERS

It’s cold, wet and miserable. The sounds of GUNFIRE and ARTILLERY are heard in the distance, and they’re getting closer.

TITLE AT BOTTOM OF SCREEN: “Belgium, 1918”

HICKS and MARTY, two U.S. soldiers of the Great War, lean up against the trench wall, their shoulders touching each other’s, exhausted and unable to move. Their rifles are right beside them, facing upward, also leaning against the wall. 

They are both sharing the last remnants of

a cigarette, which they keep passing back and forth.

CAMERA ON HICKS

HICKS is 19, but he is mature well beyond his years. He is unshaved and scruffy looking.

HICKS’ eyes tell the story of a soldier who has seen it all: a friend blown to bits by a German hand grenade and others killed by poison gas.

Still, ever the optimist, HICKS refuses to give up the good fight.

GUNFIRE AND ARTILLERY STOP

HICKS is peering through a scope, trying to locate the enemy. He hunkers down back into the trench.





HICKS

I can’t see a damn thing because of the damned fog.

  (reacting)

The guns have stopped . . .

(over)


(con’t)

Maybe we won?

That said, HICKS inhales a puff from his cigarette, then passes it over to his friend.

CAMERA PANS TO MARTY

Marty, in turn, inhales a larger puff, then slowly exhales the smoke. A relaxing look on

his face.

HICKS (o/s)

That should make the front

page. Tickertape parades, more women than you can poke a stick at, speeches of jubilation and bravery, public intoxication--

Marty passes the cigarette back to HICKS.

CAMERA PANS BACK TO HICKS

HICKS (con’t)

--ain’t it beautiful, Marty?

(beat)

Should be one heck of a

good time.

GUNFIRE AND ARTILLERY RESUME

CAMERA ON HICKS

HICKS

That sound like it’s coming

from farther away?

   (chuckling)

Is that a good thing or

a bad thing?

(beat)

Maybe it’s our boys . . .

(beat)

Did I ever tell you about this

one time I shot this poor Hun


(over)


(con’t)

bastard in the face? The bullet blew his brain out just above the nose, but then his eyes popped out. I couldn’t believe it. You think his Momma recognized him after that?


(beat)




“Enlist In The Army Today!”

So we did and here we are . . .

(beat)

I kept thinkin’ about Lederman yesterday. One thing they don’t tell you when recruitin’ is what

a bloody mess it is if a hand grenade blows you up in, say,

five or six pieces. I doubt Lederman expected that.

(thinking)

What kind of name is Lederman anyhow? That German?

(beat)

You know, one thing I did notice, not sure if you did, was the spankin’ new pair of boots he was wearin’. How the heck did he get hisself a new pair of boots? Him and the Sarge chums or somethin’?

(beat)

That grenade sure did a number on him. I’m sorry about Lederman. But, boy, I do wish I coulda gotten a hold of those new boots--



CAMERA ON HICKS AND MARTY

HICKS adjusts himself slightly, while Marty remains put where he is. GUNS and ARTILLERY in background intensify.

CAMERA ON HICKS

He pulls out a somewhat worn picture from his pocket, which brings a smile to his face. 



HICKS

Ain’t she a beauty? That’s my girl, Maria. Marrria--



HICKS hands the picture over to Marty.




CLOSE UP OF PICTURE/POV MARTY

It’s a worn black-and-white photo of a very beautiful Mexican girl, in her late teens.



HICKS (o/s)

She is a Mexican. I reckon I’ll

move to San Pedro with her once

I get back to the States.



CAMERA ON HICKS



HICKS (con’t)

Her father’s a fisherman in his village. I’d like that, I think.



(beat)

She don’t speak a lick of English. But that’s okay -- I don’t speak

a lick of Mexican.



(beat)

I never thought I’d fall for a Mexican beauty like that.



(chuckling)

I tell you what, she’s got a temper, this one--

At the exact moment that HICKS says “this one,” an artillery shell EXPLODES less than 20 meters away.



CAMERA ON HICKS AND MARTY

as debris is strewn about, covering our two heroes. An instant later, both soldiers grab their rifles and start firing.

CAMERA STAYS ON HICKS AND MARTY

For a few very intense seconds, our two heroes  fire at an enemy they cannot see. We hear the sounds of BULLETS WHIZZING BY, MACHINE-GUN FIRE and even more ARTILLERY.

THE GUNS AND ARTILLERY THEN STOP ABRUPTLY

CAMERA REMAINS ON HICKS AND MARTY

as they once again hunker down in the trench.

CAMERA ON HICKS

HICKS

(aggressively)

Dirty Hun bastards! Did you

see that? You see his leg blow

up like that? Those are some

dirty Hun bastards!


CAMERA STAYS ON HICKS

He changes gears instantly and in a manner typical to him, makes fun of a dire situation.







HICKS (con’t)


   (pumped up)

I got a funny one. Did you ever hear about the German soldier who went to retrieve a message from a carrier pigeon? He comes back and his German officer says, “Did we get a message?” And the soldier says, “Yes, sir, we did.” And the officer says, “What did the message say?” And the soldier replies, “Coo! Coo!”

   (snickering)

Coo! Coo!


CAMERA ON HICKS AND MARTY

HICKS realizes his friend, Marty, isn’t moving. He grabs Marty’s shoulder and shakes him a couple of times.






HICKS

Marty--? Hey, Marty--?

Marty is hunched over on one side, dead.

CAMERA ON HICKS

He has a quiet moment of reflection.

HICKS then notices the black-and-white photo of Maria that Marty was holding just a half-minute before. He retrieves it from the mud.

LONG SHOT

Just then, GERMAN SOLDIERS enter the trench. One, two, three, four in a row.

HICKS has barely enough time to react. He drops the photo and grabs his gun. But in this split second, it is too late. The first German soldier points his gun at HICKS.

CAMERA ON GERMAN SOLDIER AND HICKS





HICKS




   (reacting)




Nicht schiessen! Nicht




schiessen--

GERMAN SOLDIER opens fire and shoots HICKS. Then, for good measure, he stabs his bayonet in HICKS’s already dead body.

OVERHEAD SHOT OF MARIA’S B/W PICTURE

The faded picture is on the ground, next to HICKS’s dead hand, half-buried in the mud. Slowly from off screen, HICKS’s blood trickles downward onto the photo.

We can hear LOTS OF SHOUTING, GERMAN OFFICERS YELLING ORDERS

From off screen, a German soldier’s BOOT tramples Maria’s photo deeper in the mud. We can barely make it out now, a mixture of blood and dirt.

Another BOOT tramples the picture. Then another and another and another.

It is apparent that a dozen or so German soldiers have now entered the trench.








CUT TO BLACK

END CREDITS

