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Vietnam
The view dissolves to a long road. At the end of the road, a group of US Marines, who are armed with M16s and Shotguns, they are walking down the street. A dramatic heat blurs out their faces, but not completely.

Hard cut to black Title:

BROTHERS IN ARMS

Fade in on an aerial view of the soldiers walking. Suddenly, the camera cuts to one tall soldier, wearing glasses, who looks extremely nervous. He slaps a bug on his neck. Cut to another soldier, he gives the Holt order and appears to be the head of the squad. They all kneel down. The camera turns around in a fast motion, and closes up at an entrance onto the street, a patrol of Vietnam soldiers, there are two. The camera turns back and the men scatter to different sides of the road, taking cover and aiming down their sights. 

Down at the Vietnamese patrol, they carry AK-47 rifles. He soldier on the right who has a radio, turns it on to here their CO. 

RADIO TALK (Vietnamese)

Attention on soldiers near the town off the Ida Tang Valley, return to local base. Men on patrol proceed.

The soldiers look mad now; looking tempted to skip out on orders. But then, one of them sees a flash at the other end of the street. He turns on the radio as the camera view returns to the soldiers. 

The Leader, LANCE CORPORAL BRYAN REDDICK looks through a pair of binoculars.

REDDICK

Oh shit. I think they see us.

The tall soldier with the glasses, Corporal Matt Baker looks over.

BAKER

What are they doing?

Reddick lowers his binoculars.

REDDICK

I think they’re using their radio.

Reddick turns around and points a PRIVATE ERIC CHRISTENSEN.

REDDICK

Christensen, I need you to take out the guy holding the radio. 

He looks over to Baker.

REDDICK

Baker, take out the other.  

BOTH MEN

Yes, sir.

The two men get into firing position, a close up of them aiming down their sights. Then cut back to the patrolmen. They’re arguing in their native tongue as one of them gets shot in the face. The man still alive looks down in horror and he’s sprayed with machine gun fire.

Reddick smiles and looks at the two men.

REDDICK

Good job.

Sharp cut to Black

JUNE 6TH, 1972

US MILITARY BASE, VIETNAM

Open on aerial camera descending on an American Military base. Jeeps are driving on the dirt roads paved for them. The men are happy, shining their shoes, smoking and playing cards. Huey helicopters are flying overhead. Making the cards fly. 

Shot of Reddick yelling at one of the copters.

REDDICK

Hey!

BAKER

Calm down, Bryan. Jesus!

Reddick takes in a deep breath and sits back down.

REDDICK

I had damn pair of aces.

All the men at the table laugh and doubt his bluff.

BAKER

Deal again so he won’t cry again.

Reddick sighs as a skinning nerdy soldier calls his name.

REDDICK

Yeah?

SOLDIER #1

Lieutenant Stryker is asking for you.

REDDICK

All right.

Reddick stands up and leaves the darkened tent, light by the sun seeping through the slits. 

Christensen sits forward and looks around.

CHRISTENSEN

Wonder what that’s about.

SERGEANT JAMES CORRION, a shorter man, with his helmet at an angle on his head.

CORRION

It’s probably a promotion. He’s certainly earned it.

All the men nod as the cards are passed out. 

BAKER

Well, he’s been to hell and back. He was drafted just a few days after the US invaded this goddamn jungle. He served with Hal Moore. It was a shame he kept going. It’s been too long. 

CORRION

And to think, over half of the squad has only been here a year or so. 

Corrion reaches into his jacket and pulls out a picture to change the subject.

CORRION

Any of you guys play football back home?

BAKER

Never got into it. 

Corrion frowns and stares at Baker.

CORRION

Why the hell not? It’s the greatest sport ever.

BAKER

Just didn’t. I liked baseball better.

Corrion looked relieved.

CORRION 

That’s a pretty good sport.

BAKER

Yeah, that would be why I like it.

IN LIEUTENANT STRYKER’S TENT:

A sliding camera shot behind the desk of STRYKER. Reddick enters the tent with a curious look. Stryker is sitting at his desk, with his glass on and is doing paperwork. 

REDDICK

You wanted to see me, sir?

STRYKER

Yes, that’s correct. As you may know, words come down that you’re being promoted to Lieutenant. They’re true.

REDDICK

Thank you, sir.

Stryker sighs for a moment, in disappointment as he looks through a folder on his desk. He closes it and takes on his reading glasses.

STRYKER

Now it’s a damn shame, but I need your squad to take out an enemy base. Make sure you’ve secured a spot for the hueys to land. They can’t go it under fire. I’m also promoting Baker to Sergeant. I want him to lead the combat team, while you and Corrion lead the MG and Base of fire teams. Clear?

REDDICK

Yes, sir.

Stryker reaches his hand out. Reddick shakes it in a cold manner.

STRYKER

Good luck.

Reddick lights a cigarette as he leaves the tent. 

STRYKER

God help you, Lieutenant.

Hard cut to:

JUNE 8TH, 1972

10 MILES NORTH OF U.S. BASE
Hard open onto a descending cam view of Reddick reading a book inside his foxhole. It’s a hot day, the men of drinking their water from canteens, smacking mosquitoes on their skin. Baker appears to be writing a letter. 

Shot of behind Baker’s neck, so we can see the text.

BAKER (V.O.)

Mom, it’s been one year since I left home. I’ve been promoted to Sergeant, and a combat leader. Sorry I haven’t written in a few weeks, I’ve been busy at the Base and on night missions. It’s been pretty tight, but I can manage. I just wanted to let you know I was OK. Say Hi to Dad for me. Love, Matt.

Baker smiles, kisses the letter quickly, and puts it in his pocket.

Corrion is polishing his pistol, looking satisfied at the job his done. 

Close in on STAFF SERGEANT DEAN BENDS, he is also sitting in his foxhole, checking his ammo for his M16 rifle. 

Suddenly, a grenade flies into Corrion’s foxhole. He is completely shocked and quickly jumps out.

CORRION

Grenade!

All the men duck as the grenade goes off. The explosion is quickly followed by enemy gunfire. 

Reddick lifts up his rifle and sprays a web of bullets into three enemy soldiers. The smile is gone from Baker’s face as his throws a grenade into the center of the Vietnamese. The explosion causes blood the fly onto the squad faces. Corrion gets into a dead American soldier’s foxhole and fires his pistol.

Suddenly, the last shot from Corrion’s pistol echoes in silence. The men are looking around in fear, with their adrenalin pumping.

Reddick jumps out of his foxhole and looks around in a dramatic way. 

REDDICK

Squad on me.

Hard cut to black.

-------------------------------

END of Pilot







