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fade in

credits roll

ext: monastery-pinkville-day

an LRRP detachment of Charlie Company, first platoon, Americal division rests near the ordnance-scarred remains of a Buddhist monastery. Several local monks in saffron cloaks stand by, offering the troopers water.  One soldier splits open a melon that a monk has given him with a machete. In white, these words appear at the bottom of the screen:  

Quang Ngai Province, January 1968

“Pinkville”

cut to:

ext: monastery-pinkville-day

tracking panorama shot of the troops resting.  we 

cut to: 

ext: monastery-pinkville-day 

HOLD and FOCUS on some black soldiers sitting to one side smoking and talking lowly to one another. We don’t hear what they’re saying, but they look relatively serious. Their helmets are off and in their place are damp olive drab towels. We

cut to:

ext: monastery-statue-day

two GI’s play cards in front a statue of Buddha, using cigarettes as wagers. The face of the statue is pocked with small arms fire. It’s obvious that one GI has just been cleaned out.

cut to:

ext: monastery-pinkville-day

private SEAN CARSON sits under a sturdy palm, smoking through a soft pack of MARLBORO. Another trooper, BOBBY TOWNSEND, enters the shot and offers him a big slice of melon.  

BOBBY

Melon, Sean?

SEAN

Thanks Bobby.

BOBBY sits down next to SEAN. SEAN snuffs out his cigarette and bites into the melon. The juice runs down his shirt.

cut to:

ext: monastery-well-day

The LRRP’s leader, SECOND LIEUTENANT PETER HULSEY, sits on the mouth of a well holding a laminated map. We can tell that there is pink all over the front of it. He is accompanied by SERGEANT CARVER, a late twenties/ early thirties soldier with an air of experience around him. They look up and point in certain directions, obviously trying to figure out where they are and where they want to go.

BOBBY(OS)

Hasn’t figured out where we are yet?

cut to:

ext: monastery-pinkville-day

SEAN and BOBBY as they were.

SEAN

Looks that way. He’s been over

There for twenty minutes.

Bites melon again

(contd)

We’re supposed to rendezvous

With captain Wright and his outfit at LZ
Betty-Anne. Ever heard of it?

BOBBY

No.  I thought we were

In point and the captain was in the

rear. Did we get mixed up?

SEAN

Uh huh. And God knows where
The flank is.

SEAN discards the rind and slaps another cigarette out of the packet.

(CONTD)

You know, I didn’t smoke before

the war.

BOBBY

Yeah, and I didn’t sleep out in the rain
with a gun, either.

Another GI plops down next to them. This is the unit’s medic, JASON HARPER, or DOC JAY.  

DOC
Boys. . . How’s it going?

SEAN

Best comedy since Ed  

threatened to send Alice 

to the moon. Look there.
He points at HULSEY, who still has not figured his position in relation to the rest of the units on the sweep.

SEAN

Funny stuff.

DOC
Give the man a break.
You ever try reading one of

those damn charts?

SEAN

Can’t say I have.

DOC
Well then.

GI(OS)

DOC!  

DOC
Yo?

GI(OS)

Parker’s got into some ants!

DOC
Gotta run.

DOC gets up.

(CONTD, distant)

God, a whole nest?

The camera focuses on SEANS face. Sweat runs down into his eyes.  He drags on his cigarette as the camera slowly zooms closer.

SEAN(VO)

I’ve been here in Pinkville for no more
than three weeks. it’s one of the most

dangerous areas of Vietnam.

Charlie’s breeding grounds, they say. but I’m 
beginning to think ants and cigarettes

are the most dangerous things here.

cut to:

ext: coastal hamlet-day

the unit throws rice into an irrigation ditch while bewildered villagers watch.

VO(CONTD)

  I got put in with Fifth Platoon,

Delta Company; a brand new rifle unit

formed as part of Operation Apple Grove.

cut to:

ext: trail through coastal dunes-pinkville-day

The unit walks through the sandy dunes in a spread formation. we TRACK with SEAN.

(CONTD)

it’s been our job to search the villes along the

South China Sea, ferreting
out the local Viet Cong and destroying
any rice or weapons we find. we endlessly

patrol the roads, fields,

and forests, looking for Charlie.

cut to:

ext: coastal village-pinkville-day

the unit questions an elderly villager. HULSEY and an ARVN officer ask questions while the rest of the troops stand around.

HULSEY

VC, pappa-san. Where are

the VC?

the man shakes his head to insinuate that he doesn’t understand.  the ARVN officer seems to be out of patience.

CONTD(VO)

we’ve had limited success.

cut to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-pinkville-dusk

SEAN sits on a low sandbag wall, drinking a coke. An open M-60 sits next to him, with belts strewn everywhere. a little sign next to it reads, “The anti-sapper.”

(CONTD)

Rumors among the troops

say that the 48th Viet Cong Battalion has

mostly been destroyed.  Others say they’re just

keeping low.  Either way, I’m beginning to think

all that stuff I heard in the rear about the

devious Charlie Cong is wrong; Operation Apple
Grove hasn’t turned up much more than

a rifle or a jar of rice, so far.

a loud shot goes off. Voices are heard talking excitedly. SEAN looks in the direction of the shot and heads towards it.
cut to:

ext: LZ-dusk

some GIs are clustered around a shirtless trooper who holds a heavy M-14 rifle.  he lies in the prone position, smoking a cigarette. SEAN comes up. another GI, pfc GREENE, greets him, handing him one of the pairs of binoculars each soldier sports. included in this group are DWIGHT, a muscled white kid who looks like a boxing type, SPEEDY, a thin Hispanic (probably Mexican), and CHINO, a south central kid that looks part Italian.
GREENE

Hey, Sean, check this out.

(To the shirtless GI)

Hey Carter, do that again.

CARTER

no problem.

CARTER aims and fires. we

cut to:

ext: bottom of hill-dusk

just in time to see an empty Coca-Cola bottle shatter. two intact ones stand next to it and one broken one lies nearby.

cut back to:

ext: LZ-dusk

CARTER smiles at his work.

GREENE

that’s a hundred fifty yards down

there.

SEAN

damn.  hey, can I try?

CARTER 

sure.

CARTER hops up and hands the rifle to SEAN, who gets prone and takes careful aim. the other GIs throw their binoculars up.  SEAN fires. The shot is heard as we 

cut back to:

ext: bottom of hill-dusk

the bottle doesn’t shatter.

cut to:

ext: LZ-dusk

SEAN squints to see his target.

GREENE

you missed it, man.
sorry luck.

SEAN

hold up, let me go again.

HULSEY(OC)

HEY! HEY!

the GIs turn. HULSEY is coming their way.

cut to:

ext: LZ-dusk

a different angle on the would-be marksmen. HULSEY grinds to a halt from his run.

HULSEY

How many times have I told

you guys not to do that? now come on,

hand me the gun.

the GIs groan.

(CONTD)

come on, the higher-ups don’t

like it.

they begrudgingly hand HULSEY the rifle. He unloads it and slings it over his shoulder.  

(CONTD)

Are all the claymores set around

the perimeter?

CARTER

Yes, sir.

HULSEY

good. Greene, you and Benton 

are pulling the first shift tonight,

just so it comes as no 

surprise.

GREENE

what, again sir?

HULSEY

Yup, again.  

we’re taking out some listening 

posts tonight and since you

guys only have a month left, I’m trying to

keep you safe back here.  

SEAN

what about me, sir?

HULSEY

you’re staying too.

you’re going out tomorrow

on another LRRP.

CARTER
when’re they gonna
can this fuckin’ bust

operation?

HULSEY

Jesus, Carter, don’t start. . .

SEAN

what’s involved in this LRRP,

sir?

HULSEY

huh? just wait 
for the briefing tonight;

I’m not too sure myself.

hit the bunker soon, guys.

he begins to walk off; stops, turns

(CONTD)

and no more of this shooting

gallery stuff, okay?

GIs

yes, sir.

they wait until HULSEY is out of hearing distance.
GREENE

fucking watches.

SEAN

Fucking LRRPs.

CARTER

I’m hitting the sack.

better rest while I can.

SEAN

me too.

he moves off.

GREENE

let’s get.

cut to:

int: bunker-night

SEAN lumbers through the low ceilinged bunker. GIs read, write letters, smoke, play cards, etc. he throws himself down on his cot next to corporal BENTON, a big black soldier.

BENTON

yo, Carson.

SEAN

howdy do, Willy?

BENTON

I do okay, but you

look like two bags of

shit in one cart.

SEAN

I’m pulling another 

fucking patrol tomorrow.

BENTON

all you new boys do.

hell, I remember when I didn’t

have a roof of any kind

over my head for two months.

that’s how many patrols

I pulled.

SEAN

the LT says you only

have a month left.

BENTON

fucker’s wrong. Three

weeks, not a day more.

another black GI, private TYRONE BAKER, walks by. BENTON waves.

(CONTD)

hey, nigger.

BAKER

hey, bro.

BENTON turns back to SEAN.

BENTON

well, think of it like

I used to: base camp’ll

look real good by the time

you get back.

SEAN
(beat) 

yeah, I’ll keep that in mind.

BENTON(laughs)

you do that. this bunker’ll

look real homely if you do.

he laughs as we fade out.

fade in to:

ext: countryside-pinkville-early morning

three Uh-1s and a bubble ship fly in formation. we see them from overhead and to the side. a voice crackles on the radio; we hear it quite well, even from this distance.
COYOTE
Blackbird, Blackbird. Coyote

one-six. over.

BLACKBIRD
Coyote one-six. Blackbird.

Go ahead, over.

COYOTE

Roger, Blackbird. come
in for the pickup
nice and slow. over.

cut to:

ext: LZ-dawn

a GI flags down the helicopters. a number of troops with full equipment stand ready to load up. SEAN, BOBBY, CARVER, SPEEDY, DWIGHT, MYERS, BAKER, and VINCENT (a sandy blond whiskered spec 4) make up the group.
BLACKBIRD

we’ve arrived, Coyote one-six. 
Roger, over and out.

The troops begin to load up. The camera holds on SEAN.

SEAN(VO)

The Lieutenant had told us

the night before that we

were going to be dropped off

ten miles from the LZ and to work our way back,

searching every hamlet as we went. we were meeting
up with another outfit that was going to go with us as

far as My Khe 1. then they were off towards the My Lai area.
cut to:

ext: countryside-morning

the helicopters fly low over the sandy hills of the coast. small paddies and huts are strewn around. irrigation ditches snake around the towns and fields.

CONTD(VO)

things had been pretty civilized until now.

this patrol changed everything.

cut to:

ext: drop-off point hotel-midmorning

the helicopters touch down, the troops pile out and run doubled over away from the hueys. more helicopters are heard approaching.

cut to:

ext: countryside-midmorning

an overhead view (door gunner’s POV) of the landed hueys and the men scurrying away. the two airmobile leaders talk via radio.

STALKER
Blackbird, Blackbird. Stalker. Over.

BLACKBIRD
Stalker.  Blackbird. Go ahead, over.

STALKER

Blackbird, Blackbird, be advised;

we have friendlies in the area. hold 

covering fire. over.

BLACKBIRD

Stalker. Blackbird. understood. Over and out.

cut to:

ext: high grass-day

SEAN and BOBBY are lying in a growth of tall grass while the hueys take off. once the birds are clear, they hop up and regroup with their unit. they find CARVER, the man put in charge of their little force. some GIs are obviously asking him “what do we do now?”
CARVER

we wait here for

Hotel Niner. Myers,

get back on the horn

and try to find them.

MYERS, the platoon’s radioman, unsuccessfully tries to reach Hotel Niner.

MYERS

they’re on some fucked

up frequency, sir.

SEAN
Stalker said

they were in the area.

BOBBY

what do we do sir?

CARVER

we wait. Hotel knows

this place best.

suddenly a crash is heard in the brush. the men get their guns up.

VOICE(OC)

God damn it!

six troopers come out of the brush. one picks himself up off the ground. their leader, a slick staff sergeant, has discarded his M-16 for a captured Type 56.
CARVER

Hotel Niner?

STAFF SERGEANT
that’s us.

CARVER

Sergeant Carver, Charlie
Company.

STAFF SERGEANT
Staff Sergeant Piper.

Battalion wants us to take you

to My Khe 1?
CARVER

So I hear.

PIPER

Good stuff. let’s do it to it, then.
My Khe is three miles and

the space between is hairy.

we expect to pull one mile every

two hours.

CARVER

what’re we waiting for, then?
spread out!

the troops fan out, the farthest space between them being about fifty feet from side to side.  they walk slowly and carefully.

cut to:

ext: countryside-day

several different shots of the four squads walking.

cut to:

ext: irrigation ditch-day

the troops hop across the ditch or help each other across.

cut to:

ext: grassy area-day

the unit slowly plows through a very grassy area.

GI

Yo! there’s a mine up here!

the whole unit stops.

PIPER

Paulsen!

PAULSEN trots up.

PAULSEN

sir?

PIPER 

go handle that mine.

PAULSEN

Yes sir.

cut to:

ext: grassy area-day

SEAN stands perfectly still.  due to the grass, he can only hear the other soldiers calling.

GI

there, Paulsen.

see it?

(two beats)

PAULSEN

rigged 105mm, sir!

fuckers wanted a to hammer a 

whole platoon!

PIPER

undo the damn thing!

PAULSEN

gimme a second.

cut to:

ext: grassy area-day

PAULSEN carefully takes the trap apart. he puts the dismantled parts into his rucksack. the other GI stands by.
(CONTD)

sneaky fuckers.

(beat, finishes)

got it, sir!

he stands up and waves part of the device in the air. a bullet hits him below the armpit, under the raised arm. he flops down hard. the crack of the rifle is heard.

CARVER

Je-sus!

hit it!

the group hunkers down in the tall grass.

GI
fuckin’ sniper,

man!

PIPER

yo! Paulsen!

(beat)

PAULSEN! you hurt bad?

PAULSEN doesn’t reply.

GI

Paulsen’s dead,

sir!

PIPER
shit.

(beat)

anyone have a clue

where the fucker is?

GI

no sir. Charlie’s

visibility through here’s

as bad as ours.

CARVER

it was a clean shot.

fucker ain’t in this grass.

you wanna try and whack

‘im, Piper, or should we?

PIPER

what’ve you got?

CARVER
thump gun.

PIPER 

too much attention.

we’ll try to snipe him back,

first. yo! Kite!
KITE(OC)

sir?

PIPER

render us your services.

come over here.

cut to:

ext: grassy area-day

KITE, outfitted with an M-14, crawls fast over to PIPER.

KITE

Uh huh?

PIPER 

snake around through this

grass and see if you can

find that mean spirited
gook.

KITE
right on.

he slips away.

cut to:

ext: grassy area-day

SEAN lies low and looks around nervously. he hears voices, but sees nothing.

PIPER

keep cool. everything

is under control.

cut to:
ext: clearing-day

KITE sneaks out of the grass and onto a narrow path. he stops every now and then and looks through some binoculars. he moves again, stops, and looks. this goes on for a while.

KITE
okay, you slippery

fuck, where you at?

he observes a hedgerow. did something move inside it?

KITE

mm-hmm.

he puts up his rifle as he slowly squats down. he looks through the scope. we see from the crosshairs: a number of VC in black pajamas; they hold Type 56 rifles. KITE breathes in, holds it, releases, and. . .
cut to:

ext: hedgerow-day

a VC militant fires at KITE from another hedgerow!

cut back to:

ext: trail-day

shots kick up dust all around KITE as he tears back into the grass.

KITE

Christ! They got

a whole fucking unit

in those hedges!

he tears back to PIPER, kicking a black trooper (BAKER) in the face as he goes.

BAKER
Motherfucker, my

nose! DOC!

DOC(OC)
hold on, Tyrone.
cut to:

ext: CARVER’s position-day

CARVER’s eyes flash around, not knowing what to do.
CARVER
Piper! any ideas?
PIPER(OC)

no.

cut to:

ext: PIPER’s position-day
CONTD
Kite says the gook’s

all around us.

we’re pinned.

cut back to:

ext: Carver’s position-day

CARVER

Myers!

he doesn’t realize that MYERS is right behind him.

MYERS
sir?

CARVER
what’s the nearest

firebase?

MYERS

Candystore, sir.

CARVER
we can put some 

arty on them!

PIPER(OC)

whatever, man!

do your thing!

CARVER

all right. call up

Candystore and tell them

to put fire on this position.

MYERS

roger, boss.

he tries to call.

(CONTD)

fuck this fucked

up fuck. . .

CARVER

what?

MYERS

goddamned thing

isn’t picking up the fucking

signal.

CARVER
find a higher spot,

let the signal get clear.

MYERS shuffles off.

(CONTD)

everyone drop back to my 

position.

as the troops get up, shots go out everywhere. the VC shoot blindly at the sounds of grass moving. several GIs fall and get back up, trying to avoid fire. we see several shots of them falling back towards CARVER. in the meantime, MYERS has just about finished when CARVER approaches and hears the last few words of the conversation.
MYERS
Roger, Candystore,

send over beehives.

over and out.

CARVER

(pauses, thinks,

grimaces)

WHAT THE FUCK
ARE YOU DOING?!
NO BEEHIVES!
NO BEEHIVES!

he tears towards MYERS but it’s too late; the order has gone through. he gets to MYERS, who is taken aback and doesn’t understand where CARVER is coming from.

MYERS

sir?. .

CARVER

NO BEEHIVES!

cut to:

ext: firebase Candystore-day

the battery crews load the howitzers and prepare to fire. the shirtless gun bunnies cover their ears as the huge guns go off. indistinct radio jargon is heard.

cut to:
ext: grass-day

BOBBY runs through the grass, trying to reach CARVER. the vicious snap of the Type 56 is heard everywhere, as are the sounds of the arty going off. there is a whistle and an explosion.

cut to:

ext: hedgerow-day

the first shell hits near the VC inhabited hedgerow. screams in Vietnamese are heard.

cut back to:

ext: grass-day

as BOBBY runs, he is suddenly thrown down as several unseen things whip into his body. he pulls himself up and screams; smoke is coming out of the bloody tears in his torso; his flesh is burning. the “stingers” from the beehives have hit him.

BOBBY(animalistic)

OH JESUS! OH JESUS!
DOOOOCCC!!! AAAAHH!!!

he tears and thrashes on the ground. another shell hits, dropping a few more GIs. DOC runs through the grass without regard for his own safety and reaches BOBBY. his face contorts at the scent of cooking flesh.

DOC
HOLY SHIT. . .

BOBBY

AAAAAA!!! JESUS, JESUS,

HELP MEEE!!!

cut to:

ext: Carver’s position-day

MYERS has called off the arty. CARVER, MYERS, SEAN, and others stare wide-eyed in the direction of the horrible shrieks coming from BOBBY and the others. CARVER suddenly turns red and turns on MYERS, cracking him flush in the face. CARVER jumps on him begins to pummel him.

CARVER
I SAID NO BEEHIVES,

MOTHERFUCKER!

the other soldiers try to pull CARVER off of MYERS, who is completely unable to defend himself.

ALL(ad lib)

cool it, sarge!

take it easy, dude. . .

they finally manage to pull CARVER off of the scared kid. MYERS is bruised and his nose is twisted in a weird way. blood streams down his face.

MYERS

i-it was too late

sir! the order’d gone through. . .

I couldn’t renege on the call. . .

CARVER doesn’t respond. he just runs his fingers through his dense black hair and stares at the ground. on a different note, he says:

CARVER

we incapacitated?

PIPER

Paulsen’s dead, two’ve your

men’s noses are fucked up, and we 

don’t know what the beehive’s done.

CARVER

DOC!

DOC(OC)

hey?

CARVER

what’s the situation?

DOC(OC)

Bobby’s dead. he succumbed 

to shock.

CARVER

anyone else hit by those things?
DOC enters shot.

DOC
two guys from your outfit
nods at PIPER

(CONTD)

got shredded up pretty bad.

that makes for four neutralized

people.

PIPER

that’s about half of us.

CARVER

Myers, call battalion.

MYERS

y’sir.

MYERS calls BATTALION. 

CARVER

Doc, go see to 

the others.

PIPER

unless battalion

can get us more people

this show’s over. half my boys 

can’t fight.

CARVER
we’ll see. Carson,

go take a death ratio.

take Baker with you.

cut to:

ext: Baker’s position-day

BAKER lies in the grass, holding his bandaged nose. SEAN walks up. BAKER’s eyes look up at him.
SEAN

c’mon. Sarge wants 

a body count.

BAKER

okay.

BAKER pulls himself up with a huff, his hands never leaving his nose. they walk out into the road cautiously. no one shoots. they look around and then head towards the hedgerows.

SEAN

take a sharp lookout.

BAKER

don’ worry.

the two carefully edge towards the burnt bushes. once they’re close enough, SEAN carefully pulls back some branches and looks inside. four VC lie dead in a hole, piled one on top of the other. the flechettes have torn their skin apart.
SEAN
(counting)

one, two, three,

four. . . Tyrone,

check out that other 

hedge.

BAKER

man, this shit’s

scary.

he lumbers off. SEAN picks through the VC’s equipment and NVA packs. he finds some bloody papers, a little sachet of rice, etc. he takes their rifles and throws them into the road. he throws white phosphorus on them and gets clear.

SEAN jogs over to BAKER as the grenade explodes on the weapons.

BAKER
man, you popped

Willy Peter up there?

SEAN

yeah, you do the same thing.

BAKER

this our man?

BAKER rolls a man with a sniper rifle over with his foot. his face is burned and torn. 

SEAN

yeah, that’s him;

Rusky sniper rifle

and all. get their guns

and throw ol’ Pete on them.

SEAN walks away. BAKER throws his grenade on the weapons and catches up to him. 

BAKER

six in that bunch.

the grenade goes off, the two react to the explosion.

cut to:

ext: palm grove-day

CARVER, PIPER, and DOC look over two spider holes.
CARVER
we’re in gooktown,

for sure.

GI

let’s blow these holes,

man.

MYERS
battalion isn’t sending

anyone else over. 

PIPER 

I say we have snake and nape

dropped all over this place.

DOC
fuckin’ A. 

BAKER and SEAN walk up.

SEAN 

those beehives

 nailed ten gooks.

we just blew their heat

with Willy Peter.

BAKER
spider holes, man?

PIPER

yeah. we’re in a hotbead

of activity here.

DOC
are we checking them

or are we blowing them?

PIPER

none of my boys are going

down these fucking things.

CARVER
same-same.

KITE

frags or Willy Pete?

PIPER

don’t matter to me.
KITE and VINCENT blow the holes.

RADIO

Charlie two. Overlord. over.

MYERS

Overlord. Charlie two.

go ahead. over.

OVERLORD

be advised, Charlie two;

a spooky in your AO has taken

fire. heavy Victor Charlie 

activity; proceed with your

mission. over.

MYERS

Roger dodger, Overlord. 

Charlie two reports a kill

 ratio of- - 

looks at SEAN, who holds up his ten fingers. he then hands the bloody documents to CARVER, who begins to look them over.
(CONTD)

ten enemy KIA and  

two friendly kia. the fire mission
accounts for the enemy. arty and sniper
fire account for our KIA.

we have two more who need a dustoff.
over.

OVERLORD

outstanding, Charlie two.

give us your coordinates

and we’ll have a bird to you. over.
CARVER
(quickly)

tell them we wish to

report captured enemy intel.

MYERS

Charlie two in addition wants to 

report captured intel. over.

OVERLORD

good job, Charlie two.

send it back with the bird.

over.

MYERS

roger. here are our

coordinates.

MYERS gives the coordinates. SEAN and CARVER talk about the captured documents.

CARVER
gook had these?

SEAN

yessir, in his pack.

CARVER
looks like a big offensive.

SEAN

sir?

CARVER

it’s a map of the whole

Pinkville area. we’ll see what

battalion has to say about this.

MYERS finishes.

MYERS

the bird is en route.

they say to proceed with what

we have to My Khe.

CARVER
fuck that.

MYERS

sir, might I remind you

of article 15?

CARVER

fuck. all right. pop some

smoke and saddle up.

cut to:

ext: LZ-day

lavender colored smoke blows throw the air as a UH-1 touches down for the dustoff. the troops shield their eyes from the swirling dust and debris. SEAN, BAKER, KITE, and one of HOTEL’s GIs load two body bags. DOC helps the two wounded into the chopper. CARVER hands the doorgunner the INTEL. they take off again.
CARVER/PIPER

move out!

CARVER pulls MYERS aside.

CARVER
don’t you ever call in

beehives again unless you plan

to adjust fire, or you’ll see your

ass in the stockade.

cut to:

ext: My Khe area-day

from a treetop view, we see the weakened unit walk through one of the most remote paddies of the hamlet. water buffalo that slosh around in the fields don’t seem to notice them.

SEAN(VO)
we reached My Khe about

two o’ clock. we were pretty 
suspicious after what we’d seen.

Carver said not to be surprised if 
the whole place was filled with 

Charlie. and if it was, then

we were dropping snake and nape

all over the fucking place.

cut to:

ext: paddy-day

the troops prepare their course of action.

CARVER

all right boys; here’s

the plan. Carson, you and Tyrone

search the huts. Myers, you stick close to

me. Dwight, you and Speedy

(motions to the Hispanic kid with a thin

moustache) use that pig and cover us.

DWIGHT 

yessir.

CARVER

Vince, stick around, help as needed.

Doc, stick with Vince. move out.

PIPER

Carver, a pleasure, but we gotta move on.

CARVER

thanks for the escort. sorry about 

your men.

PIPER

just how it goes.

move out.

PIPER and his two remaining troops hike out.

CARVER
Tyrone?

BAKER

yo, sarge.

CARVER

put a flechette round

in that thumper and let’s go.

BAKER

yessir.

cut to:

ext: My Khe-day

the villagers pause their work as CARVER leads the troops up into their village.

CARVER
Carson, Tyrone, check out

those huts on the right there.

Vince, you and Doc get those on the left.

Myers, follow me. we’re gonna find the

village head, if there is one.

cut to:

ext: hooch-My Khe-day

SEAN and BAKER go over to a palm-topped hut. they pear inside. nothing but a cot and a basket.

SEAN

check the basket.

BAKER

fuck that shit.

I don’ like this.

SEAN

just do it.

BAKER

(beat, huff)

all right.

he advances and flips the lid off of the basket. nothing. he lifts it up. nothing. 

BAKER

is clean, man.

SEAN

come on. I’ll

take the next one.

cut to:

ext: hooch-My Khe-day

VINCENT and DOC rummage through a lean-to.

VINCENT

ah hm, ah hm. what’s this?

a basket of dink PJs.

DOC
fucking slope uniforms.

VINCENT

you got that right.

he pushes the basket over and moves the clothes around with the muzzle of his M-16.  

(CONTD)

get these outta here.

DOC pushes the pajamas back into the basket and carries them away. VINCENT continues to search.

cut to:

ext: hut-day

SEAN and BAKER look into another hut. some jars and baskets and a cot make up its contents.

VINCENT(OC)

yo! Chicom shit!

SEAN 

come on.

cut to:

ext: town square-day

VINCENT drags a box out of a lean-to. CARVER and MYERS stand in town square. the villagers stand in a line. MYERS covers them with a modified M-16.
CARVER

(whistles)

weee-ooo! a box of goodies.

what’ve we got?

VINCENT

eight Type 56 rifles,

Chicom grenades, 

six hundred or so

rounds of 7.62, and about

twenty pounds of rice.

CARVER

(to the villagers)

you sure are a bunch

of two-timing fuckers.

Speedy! 

come cover these sneaky

bastards.

SPEEDY, who has been eating a bowl of boiled rice a young girl has given him, gets up and hauls the 23 pound gun over towards the villagers.

SPEEDY

yessir.

CARVER

Myers, get on the horn with battalion.

MYERS

sure, sarge.

CARVER

and in the meantime, we

got some questions for these shitheads.

Vince!
VINCENT
sir?

CARVER

ask them about the 

Chicom stash.

VINCENT asks them about the weapons in fairly decent Vietnamese. 
SEAN

(noticing something)

yo, Speedy.

you feelin’ okay?

suddenly everyone notices that SPEEDY is paling and his knees are buckling. the M-60 falls and he collapses.

BAKER

aw shit!

CARVER
DOC!

DOC runs over while CARVER kneels down and holds SPEEDY.

CARVER
Speedy! talk!

he doesn’t reply.

(CONTD)

goddamnit, what’s wrong!?

SPEEDY points to where he was eating the rice and then slumps dead. CARVER gets up and walks angrily towards the half eaten dish.
CARVER

(pissed)

those barbaric motherfuckers.

SEAN
oh my god.

BAKER
this is some bad shit, man.

CARVER turns and hotly stomps back to the line of villagers.

CARVER
Vince, fuck the Chicom shit.

we’re getting to the bottom of this

right fucking now. you ask them

who poisoned that fucking rice!

VINCENT asks.

VINCENT

no one knows sir.

CARVER
I don’t fucking believe

that!

he asks again. the villagers shake their heads and speak in Vietnamese.

VINCENT

(frustrated)

the fuckin’ liars swear

they don’t know anything.

CARVER

tell them they got one more

chance or we’re firing their damn

town!

VINCENT relays the message. same response. then, a little boy at the end of the line, maybe eight or nine, slowly points at a small hut.

VINCENT

there, sir!

CARVER
Dwight!

DWIGHT

yo.

CARVER 

check it out.

cut to:
ext: hut-day

a view from inside the hut. the door is kicked in hard. DWIGHT stands in the doorframe. he looks around, then his eyes set on something. the girl, maybe sixteen or seventeen, who gave SPEEDY the rice.

DWIGHT

MOVE IT, BITCH!

she trembles in the corner and doesn’t respond.

DWIGHT

OUT!!

the girl doesn’t reply. DWIGHT grabs her and she screams.

DWIGHT

(carrying her out)

SHUT UP! CACA DAU!

CACA DAU!

he throws her in the dirt and presses the muzzle of his rifle deep in her cheek. she begins to cry.

DWIGHT
(hisses)

that’s right, you fuckin’
bitch, you better cry.

(loud)

this’s the bitch that done it,

sarge.

CARVER

yeah! bring her here.

Myers! cut that radio.

DWIGHT drags the girl over and slings her down at CARVER’s feet.
(CONTD)

what’ve we here?

this little cooze 

trying to get tough

on us?

he yanks her up by her shirt and pushes her back with the palm of his right hand. he then swings the but of his M-16 across her face, knocking her down. she gasps heavily. some of the villagers begin to protest. 

SEAN

back off, motherfuckers!

caca dau!

SEAN fires three times in the air. the little uprising immediately subsides.

CARVER

My Khe ain’t safe, boys.

looks like it’s gotta go!
Dwight! bring the bitch!

Vince, you and Carson take that

pig and hold these fuckers down there 

while Tyrone and Myers light this shithole

up. when you’re done bring Speedy and

burn them weapons.

VINCENT and SEAN lead the villagers out of the town.

VINCENT
di di mau, motherfuckers!

MYERS and BAKER pull out Zippos and begin to light up the dry palm roofs. when everything is on fire they throw the weapons into a hut and trot away. they pick SPEEDY’s carcass up and move out of the hamlet sideways, their weapons slung.

cut to:

ext: outside My Khe-day

VINCENT and SEAN turn the villagers loose. the village burns and the weapons explode. as the villagers watch their hamlet burn VINCENT hits one on the shoulder like he would an old buddy.

VINCENT

xin loi, cowfucker.

they regroup with CARVER and the others. the water buffalo have been shot.
SEAN

what’re we doing with the

bitch?

DWIGHT

we got something in mind 

for her, don’t worry.

they throw her down hard into the paddy. CARVER stands over her and makes an announcement to the unit.

CARVER
what we got here boys

is your average dink.

man, woman, or child,

they’re all equally ready to

kill you. this here is

just another one like

the rest; an animal.

an’ what do you do

when an animal bites?

he cracks the girl again with the butt of his M-16. she spins and drops into the sucking muddy water of the paddy. CARVER holds his foot on the back of her skull, forcing her head to remain under water. she thrashes and fights. after a moment, she goes limp.

CONTD
you put the fuckin’

thing down.

he removes his foot and puts up his rifle. he shoots her three times between her shoulders.

CONTD 
(spitting on the body,

under his breath)
savage.
(louder) 
this’s why this

war’s so fucked up. they

smile and give you melon 

and water, then the fuckers

shoot you in the back.

only way to be sure is

to kill them all.

the troops, eyes hatefully on the girl, turn and walk out. BAKER doesn’t look convinced by CARVER’s doctrine.

fade out

fade in to

ext: night position-Sean and Tyrone’s foxhole-dusk

the unit is dug in for the night. SEAN and BAKER are in a hole eating c-rations. the RADIO is heard in the background; MYERS is corresponding with other patrol units.
SEAN

some day, huh?

BAKER

shit man. . . this shit’s

crazy out here. the boonies

make you go nuts, dude. ain’t

no captains an’ shit out here.

what the head man says is LAW.
if LT Peter where here, he

would’na let that shit happen.

SEAN

sarge did the right thing.

that bitch was VC all the 

way, man.

BAKER

ain’t no fuckin’ VEE CEE.

these fuckers don’ know what

that means. all these people want

is for us to pack up an’ go back

to where we come from and

leave ‘em the fuck alone.

cut to:

ext: Carver’s foxhole-dusk

MYERS drops into CARVER’s hole.

CARVER

what’s the word on the squawk

box?

MYERS

a platoon belonging to
Echo Company is three

klicks north of us.

walked right into a mine field.

they’re in the deep serious;

first bird they sent got hit

with an RPG. nineteen dead.
CARVER
Christ. 

MYERS

some tracks to the east

got hit too. some APCs and

a tank took RPG fire, but came

out okay. two Phantoms came in-country

from the Sea, put fire everywhere.

battalion thinks that they’re

sending NVA and VC over the border by the

thousands.

CARVER
it have anything to do

with that intel Carson

took off that gook?

MYERS

probably. it depicts

massive troop movements.

the ARVN have seen the sons of bitches
moving down but keep getting their 

asses kicked.

CARVER

the ARVN are a bunch

of fuckin’ liars anyway.

they should leave this 

to us.

cut to:

ext: Vincent’s foxhole-night

VINCENT and DWIGHT talk.

VINCENT

that was some hardcore

shit that sarge did up 

at that fucking slope

town.

DWIGHT

(cleaning M-60)

he’s right about these
fucking gooks, man;

there all on Uncle Ho’s team,

ready to cut your fucking throat.

suddenly, in a bright red and yellow flash, a mortar round goes off eight yards from their foxhole. several more explosions and airbursts follow.

cut to:

ext: Sean and Tyrone’s foxhole-night

SEAN and BAKER have hit it.

SEAN 

fuckin’ mortars, man!

he pulls the pin on a grenade, lets the spoon go, and chucks it. we hear it explode. M-16 fire rattles out.

cut to:

ext: Vincent’s foxhole-night

DWIGHT sets the M-60 up on its bipod.

DWIGHT

VINCE! FEED ME!

VINCENT begins to feed the big gun while DWIGHT fires manically. mortars continue to go off.
cut to:

ext: Carver’s foxhole-night

CARVER fires him M-16 set to automatic. MYERS is on the radio. he has to scream to get through the sounds of automatic fire and mortar explosions.

MYERS

OVERLORD! OVERLORD!

 CHARLIE TWO!
OVER!

OVERLORD

Charlie two. Overlord.

we’re having a hard time

hearing you, son. over.

MYERS

WE HAVE MORTAR FIRE
ON OUR POSITION! PLEASE
ADVISE! OVER!
OVERLORD
stay calm, Charlie two.

give us your coordinates and 

we’ll see what we can do for you.

over.

MYERS 

WE’RE ON GRID 434(etc, etc).

OVER!

OVERLORD

copy, Charlie two.

we have your coordinates.

a group from the ASHC

will be there soon.

hang tough, Charlie two.

over and out.

CARVER
CALL FOR ILLUMS!
CALL FOR ILLUMS!
cut to:

ext: Vincent’s foxhole-night

the M-60 is “running away.” DWIGHT and VINCENT are a little disconcerted.

VINCENT

FUCKING M-60 IS
RUNNING AWAY GODDAMNIT!!

DWIGHT
WHAT?! WHAT!?
WHATDOIDO??!

VINCENT

STOP THE FEED, GODDAMNIT!
STOP THE FEED!!

with a grunt and a pull, DWIGHT tears the disintegrating belt of ammo apart. the gun expends the last few rounds, then stops. VINCENT kicks the gun away and picks up a frag. he activates it and throws it.
VINCENT

CHEW IT, FUCKERS!!

it goes off. the sky lights up; the illums. the helicopters can be heard.
cut to:

ext: Carver’s foxhole-night

CARVER’s POV as the illums sail down across the dark sky. the VC mortar teams can be seen some fifty yards off. they’re packing up, having heard the approaching gun ships. CARVER heaves a can of red smoke as far as he can throw it. almost immediately, flashes are seen in the sky as the choppers open up.
CARVER
(under his breath)

fry those fuckers.

(loud)

everyone okay?

SEAN(OC)

we’re cool.

VINCENT(OS)
fine.

CARVER
you boys hit the hey.

I’ll take first watch.

those fuckers ain’t coming

back. but I’ll tell you what:
I’ll bet their buds in that

ville tipped ‘em off. now y’all

catch some Z’s.

VINCENT(OS)
check it out, guys;

just like the 4th of July.

we see the night sky. airbursts and tracers stream down towards the ground.

the whirr of mini guns and thud of M-60s are heard as we 

fade out

fade in to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-day

the LRRP slouches back up the hill to base camp. they’re all dog tired.

SEAN(VO)

we got back to Betty-Anne

at 1100 the next day.

no more sign of Charlie.

CARVER

Myers, come help me

on this report.

MYERS and CARVER head off. SEAN and BAKER walk together while VINCENT and DWIGHT make for the bunker. BENTON, in BG, waves over to SEAN and BAKER.

BENTON

yo! over here!

they direct their feet in the direction of BENTON, who’s eating canned peaches.

(CONTD)

damn, you look like you

two been chewed up, spat out,

an’ shit on.

BAKER

bad business, my man.

bad business.

BENTON

blows about Speedy

an’ Bobby. we heard ‘bout

that shit directly.

SEAN and BAKER sit down on their helmets.

SEAN

mom and dad are gonna

go nuts when they hear

this shit. they don’t know

I transferred to a combat

zone. they still think
I’m acting as an electrician
in the rear.

BENTON

lyin’ to yo parents.

shame on you.

BAKER
(jocular)

yeah, dude, was yo

problem?

they laugh. CARTER and GREENE come over.

GREENE

looky here.

how’s it hanging?

BENTON

it hangs good.

CARTER
we heard you boys

saw some bad shit out

in the boonies.

BAKER

yeah dude. fuckin’

trouble like you never saw.

this bitch, she offed Speedy.

GREENE

and Myers made a bum

call on the horn, got

Bobby killed, I understand.

SEAN

Carver was ready to sling

his ass for that.

CHINO runs over. 
CHINO

yo, honkeys.

niggers.

BAKER

dude, was yo’

problem all the time?

GREENE
can that stupid talk,

Chino. you’re

gonna get your ass kicked 

talking like that.

BENTON

chill, man. what’s up,

Chino?

CHINO

wanted to see the

boys just in from the 

bush. how’d it go out

there?

SEAN

killed eleven gooks,

lost Speedy and Bobby.

CHINO

that spic?

BAKER goes for CHINO. SEAN and CARTER intervene.

CARTER

relax! easy!

BAKER

fuckin’ racist, man!

CHINO

damn, Tyrone!

your fuckin’ problem?

BAKER
keep yo mouth shut,

cocksucker! or I’m takin’

this to the LT!

CHINO

scary, man.

BAKER

hey, fuck you!

SEAN

take it easy. . .

CHINO

you call each other

that shit all the time.

(goading)

ain’t like I called you 

a coon or nothin’. . .

BAKER lunges again. CARTER intervenes again.
BAKER

SHUT YO’ MOUTH,

MOTHERFUCKER!

GREENE

get lost Chino, or we’re

all taking this to Hulsey.

CHINO

(shaking head, 

acting sorry for them)

fuck all of you.

CHINO walks off, very pleased with himself. it’s apparent that he doesn’t like anyone, and no one likes him.

BAKER
asshole always fuckin’

wid me.

CARTER
chill. he’s a mischief

maker.

BAKER

give him no right, man.

GREENE

no it doesn’t,

but he’s not going to quit,

so chill. you’re a nigger
as much as he’s a damn

wop.

BAKER smirks.

cut to:

int: CP-day

CARVER gives an oral report to HULSEY.

HULSEY

so let me get this

straight: you went to 

the ville, found a bunch

of Chicom stuff, then questioned

the villagers.

CARVER

yes sir.

just like that, sir.

HULSEY

then please explain

why that birddog reported

that My Khe was burning?

CARVER
this dink girl poisoned

Speedy sir. they lied about it,

too. it was apparent

that they were VC collaborators.

HULSEY

these things make us look bad,

sergeant. it’s a free fire zone,

sure, but clear those things with me

or Captain Wright in the future, okay?

CARVER

yes sir.

HULSEY

good. now in the next few days two

guys are coming in to replace

Bobby and Speedy. their from

the Electric Strawberry; transfers.

take one for your squad and 

tell sergeant Faulk to take the other.

CARVER

very good, sir.
HULSEY

dismissed.

they salute and CARVER leaves. outside, he runs into FAULK (a slightly younger sergeant (29?) with premature grey hair and a powerful build. he’s more sophisticated and not as gruff as CARVER.) they talk about the LRRP.

FAULK

Hulsey isn’t pleased,

hunh?

CARVER

nope. he thinks we did

something dirty.

FAULK

she was VC. you 

did the right thing.

CARVER

damn right I did.

four years in this fuckin’

country. . . shit. by then,

you just know.

FAULK

is he going to report it?

CARVER

no. he’s not about to

to make it look like it was an 

oversight on his part,

like he knew about it

and was cool with it.

he won’t have his unit

look stupid.

FAULK

he’s smart, then.

CARVER

yeah, smart. he just

needs to learn a thing

or two about operating

in the boonies. whole

new set of rules out there.

you gotta know how to handle

these animals.

cut to:

ext: perimeter-dusk

SEAN, BAKER and DWIGHT watch as a group of GIs from third platoon go out on an ambush.

DWIGHT
pulling another Alpha-Bravo?

xin loi, guys. think of me tonight,

up here in a nice dry cot.

GI(OC)

hey, fuck you man.
they all pass.

DWIGHT

three days, my boys.

three days ‘til r&r,

pinã coladas, and hot 

Hawaiian bitches.

BAKER

then you right back 

in this shit cauldron.

SEAN

enjoy it while it lasts.

DWIGHT

I feel for you guys, really.

I hear you have an Alpha-Alpha

coming up in a few days.

SEAN

I heard the same.

BAKER

don’ worry, Dwight.

we’ll make sure the LT’s

got somethin’ real nasty

lined up for when you get back.

DWIGHT 

see to it for me, Tyrone.

I’ll be disappointed if you don’t.

I’m hitting that bunk.

SEAN/BAKER

adios.

DWIGHT leaves.

SEAN 

r&r. damn sure does

sound great.

BAKER

closest thing over

here’s a dry bunk an’

a beer.

SEAN

amen, brother.

cut to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-morning

the troops are up and about. concertina wire is being laid, sandbags are being filled, and claymores are being set.

SEAN(VO)

word came from battalion

early that morning concerning 

the intel we had found on our

way to My Khe. Charlie

was moving over the border in

huge numbers. we were told

to strengthen our position and

lay out more AP mines.

we later learned that 

the VC passing through were part of the

force that would later attack Hue.

cut to:

int: CP-midmorning

CAPTAIN WRIGHT talks with HULSEY.

WRIGHT

Lieutenant Tyson
from third platoon got

shredded on ambush last night.

medevac said he died at the

field hospital.

HULSEY

god.

WRIGHT

you know that fucker

from Alpha Company?

HULSEY

sir?

WRIGHT

you know, that crazy noncom

butterbar from A company? what’s 

his name?

HULSEY

The Bushmaster, sir?

WRIGHT 

yeah, that’s him.

he’s coming to replace 

Tyson. I want you there

to greet him when he steps off

the eggbeater. you and him

are going to do some operations

in conjunction with each other,

so let’s kick this off right.

HULSEY

yes sir, but I hear he’s

nuts. you know, ”dinky dau.”

WRIGHT 

he’s good, though,

so we’ll let it pass.

meet him at the LZ at 1800.
HULSEY

yes sir.

cut to:

ext: perimeter-noon

SEAN, BENTON, VINCENT, BAKER, GREENE, CARTER, and others roll out wire, set claymores, fill sandbags, etc. they sweat under the unrelenting tropic sun.

BENTON

them monsoons need to hurry

an’ get here; have that

rain cool things down.

VINCENT

and steam them up.

fucking Nam weather.

SEAN

so, has the LT told you guys?

BENTON

told us what, man?

SEAN

you know that Alpha-Alpha we’re pulling?
the troops acknowledge that they do.

CONTD

it’s back in towards the My Khe area.

VINCENT
we’re going back in there?

shit, that’s Charlietown, man.

those assholes will fuck with

us all over again.

DWIGHT

sarge told me last night that

any more shit from those fuckers 
and we light them up.

all those fucks are VC. can’t

trust ‘em farther than you can 

throw ‘em.

SEAN

that’s goddamn right. those

people in the hamlet; that’s

the enemy right there.

VINCENT

any more shit an’ it’s Willy

Pete, snake, and nape. 

ALL(ad lib)

fuckin’ A.

right on.

GI(OC)

yo! we got a situation!
they look up.

(CONTD)

where’s the CO?

cut to:

ext: second perimeter-day

a GI who has been at work stands behind the concertina wire looking down the hill on which the LZ is situated. two more GIs stand by.

(CONTD)

someone get the CO!

one of the GIs hustles off. SEAN, BAKER, and DWIGHT trot over. 

SEAN

what’s up?

the GI points down the hill.

GI

look!

cut to:

ext: hill bottom-day

a little Vietnamese girl is slowly making her way up the hill towards LZ Betty-Anne. she uses the tree stumps to help pull herself up.

cut back to:

ext: second perimeter-day

the group as they were. the one GI leads HULSEY and WRIGHT down towards the perimeter.

BAKER
this shit don’
look good, man.

WRIGHT

what’s the problem?

GI

look sir!

WRIGHT spots the girl, who is still making her way up towards the perimeter.

WRIGHT

oh shit. get a dog!

get a dog down here!

DWIGHT runs off.

DWIGHT

yo! we need a mutt ASAP!

WRIGHT looks through his binoculars. we see the girl still making determined progress.
WRIGHT

she might have something

under those PJs. I can’t tell.

he hands the glasses to HULSEY.

(CONTD)

what do you think?

HULSEY

can’t tell, sir.

WRIGHT

where’s the goddamn dog?!

GI

here, sir!

a GI runs up with a big German Shepherd. WRIGHT hands him a .45.

WRIGHT 
check it out.

GI

yes, sir.

he scrambles down the hill.

(CONTD)

DUNG LAI!
DUNG LAI!

we see him from the POV of the group. he releases the dog; it goes and sniffs the girl out. the GI stops and levels the .45. the girl is scared of the dog, and reaches into her pajamas quickly. it barks and dances around her, jumping and barking.
BAKER(OS)
aw shit!

WRIGHT(OS)
MOVE IT, TROOP!

GI

(distant)

DUNG LAI! OR
CACA DAU!

another view (closer) of the GIRL holding her hand in her shirt. she screams back at him in Vietnamese as he continues to scream CACA DAU! and DUNG LAI! at her. this goes on for a tense moment, then the GI fires. a bit of her head is knocked off as she tumbles backwards, a look of complete wide-eyed surprise on her face. she rolls for a second, then gets caught on a stump.

cut to:

ext: second perimeter-day

the group as it was.

WRIGHT
check ‘er out!

cut to:

ext: hill bottom-day

the GI throws the girl’s shirt open. a big satchel charge is snugly concealed under her left arm.

GI

holy shit. . .

(loud)

this gook’s got enough heat

on hear to blow the CP and the

bunker, sir! satchel charge!

cut back to:

ext: second perimeter-day

BAKER
God damn!
SEAN

godless cocksuckers.

WRIGHT

we’ll call the EOD!

don’t move her!

get back up here!

GI(OC) 

with pleasure, sir!

I ain’t sticking around

this shit.

BAKER
assholes don’ care a 

bit for their own kids.

if they can take an American with ‘em,

then their lives is well used.

everyone moves off except WRIGHT, who awaits the EOD team. SEAN stares in disgust for a moment, then spits and walks away.

cut to:

ext: LZ-base camp-day

a huey is coming down on Betty-Anne’s LZ area. HULSEY runs up to it, shielding himself from the dust. a young, black haired lieutenant with sunglasses and tiger stripe camo jumps off, holding a standard Army duffle bag.

HULSEY

(inquisitive)

second lieutenant- -

BUSHMAST

Bushmaster? yeah, I’m him.

nice place. nicer than 

my last assignment.

HULSEY

second lieutenant Peter

Hulsey.

they shake hands.

BUSHMASTER
charmed. where’s the chow
hall, butterbar?

HULSEY

this way.

the bird lifts off.

BUSHMASTER

great. haven’t eaten

a thing except nuoc mam 

for two days.

cut to:

int: chow hall-day

the small hut designated as the mess hall is full of chattering troopers. HULSEY and THE BUSHMASTER enter through a rickety screen door.

GI

hey boys! guess what?

it’s no account shit again!

HULSEY and THE BUSHMASTER get some chow and sit down at a small table. the other GIs don’t seem to notice them.

HULSEY

you don’t want to 

eat at the officer’s

area?

BUSHMASTER
naw, I like it in here

more. those damn higher-ups

make me nervous.

HULSEY

(trying to start

a conversation)

so, I hear that you’ve

got a pretty big

reputation in-country.

BUSHMASTER

I guess so.

HULSEY

I hear you’ve

done some work

in the Mekong,

huh?

BUSHMASTER

here and there. the have

me locate mines, you know,

like a  dog. I dunno. it’s

like a gift from God, or something;

I can smell the fuckin’ things.

HULSEY

well, I’m glad to have you 

around then, those things

get one of our boys

 every now and then.

HULSEY rambles on while THE BUSHMASTER, who’s disinterested, eats. finally THE BUSHMASTER gets impatient.
BUSHMASTER

you ever fuck any girls,

Peter?

HULSEY

(confused)

what?

BUSHMASTER

you know, girls.

bitches. you ever

fuck any?

HULSEY

no, if it’s any business

of yours. . .

BUSHMASTER
you queer?

HULSEY

(offended)

NO. what’re you getting

at?

BUSHMASTER
(dead serious)

I’m getting at the fact that

queers can’t fight for shit,

that’s what.

so I don’t want any serving 

with me,
much less leading

a platoon, cause I’m not

getting myself or

anyone else greased ‘cause some

faggot fucked up. 

I hear that

this operation you guys

are running has been ineffective,

and that’s going to change

now that I’m here. we’re gonna

take the war right to 

these dink motherfuckers,

take no prisoners. got it?
he finishes eating while HULSEY looks at him.

CONTD

(on a lighter note)

well, let’s di di.

don’t wanna keep the di wee

waiting.

they get up and leave. HULSEY looks bewildered, annoyed, and unsure. maybe this guy is a little bit too nuts?

cut to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-dawn

the unit prepares to head out on their automatic ambush. HULSEY, MYERS, CARVER, FAULK, BENTON, SEAN, VINCENT, CHINO, GREENE, BAKER, DOC, THE BUSHMASTER and two troops from third platoon make up the group. they talk quietly while they wait for the order to saddle up.
SEAN(VO)

our Alpha-Alpha got rescheduled 

for the next day; we

were told that VC were

moving in large numbers through

the area and we needed to stop

as many as we could in their tracks.

 Dwight was already off

to Saigon to catch a flight for r&r.

this guy, The Bushmaster, was

going out with us instead. he was taking

two troopers from third platoon,

his new outfit.

the guy had had his ass in the grass

for too long; dinky dau all the way.

THE BUSHMASTER sits on a sandbag holding a pump shotgun with an extended police magazine. two boxes of shells, one being SLUGS and the other BUCKSHOT, sit next to him. he loads the shotgun, alternating shells. SEAN and BAKER watch curiously.
BAKER
ain’t them things

outlawed?

SEAN

yeah, but who cares?

it’s Nam, man.

HULSEY comes down with FAULK and CARVER.

HULSEY

all right, boys, here’s

the plan; we move along

highway nine, checking whatever

villes or civilians we find.

we reach the My Khe area by late afternoon,

and find a suitable ambush spot.

we’ll give the firebase our coordinates,

then wait for dark to set up.

now move out; long day ahead of us.

the ambush humps out of the perimeter. two GIs on watch look at them.
GI

ghost hunt, motherfuckers!
it ain’t real!

GI

chasing the wind!

the two GIs laugh.

as they snicker, we fade out

fade in to:

ext: paddy dike-midmorning

the unit takes a few minutes for chow time.

BAKER
I got bad dreams

about this C-ration 

shit, man.

GREENE 

ham n’ motherfuckers.

chucks the can.

(CONTD)

AMF, you can of shit.

FAULK(OC)

who tossed their can?

GREENE

me, sir!

FAULK(OC)

pick it back up, troop.

don’t let Charlie Cong use

that thing for a mine.

GREENE goes to retrieve it.

GREENE

yes, sir.

VINCENT reaches into his rucksack and hands everyone present a pack of gum.

VINCENT

Merry Christmas. 

they thank him each in their own way.

cut to:

ext: paddy dike-midmorning

FAULK, HULSEY, CARVER, and THE BUSHMASTER sit under a leafy palm, eating ham n’ chokers like the rest.

BUSHMASTER

I been in the central

highlands, the Mekong. . .

if it’s the deep serious,

I’ve been there.

CARVER
Pinkville the end of

the line?

BUSHMASTER

hell no. I still got

places to go, gooks to kill.

FAULK

how long’ve you been 

in-country?

BUSHMATER

since ’65.

HULSEY

and they haven’t made

you a full lieutenant yet?

BUSHMASTER
twice, busted me

back down to butterbar

for some shit like

“conduct unbecoming of an

officer.” 

CARVER
I hear you really

got something against

the Gomers.

BUSHMASTER
yep. y’see, these

people, well, they
know what they’re doing.

gooks are pretty smart when

it comes to sneaky things, like

mines and training twelve year old
girls as snipers. you see, there’s no

way of telling who’s master minding it, so

safest thing is not to let them get by. at least

put the fear of God into the fuckers, let alone sling

one from time to time. you just gotta know how to handle

these savages.

CARVER
God’s own truth.

gotta know how to handle them.

HULSEY looks a little unsettled.

cut to: 

ext: jungle-rain-day

the unit walks through a dense growth of palms. THE BUSHMASTER is on point, while BENTON, with an M-60, is in the slack.
FAULK

here comes the moua.

GI(OS)

I’M MELTING!

I’M MELTING!

HULSEY

sit on it, troop.

BUSHMASTER
yo! everyone hold up!
Peter! you may wanna see this.

HULSEY trots up from the center. THE BUSHMASTER points to a little wooden sign of seeming insignificance. 

HULSEY

what?

BUSHMASTER

tu dai. minefield.

HULSEY

you’re sure?

BUSHMASTER

need more proof?

he points with the muzzle of his shotgun. a thin wire runs low along the ground and up a tree. a claymore is fixed in it at an angle.

HULSEY

Myers, get battalion

on the horn, we need engineers

in here.

MYERS

yes sir.

MYERS is heard on the radio; nothing distinct.

BUSHMASTER
bad shit. let’s
circumnavigate

this place.

HULSEY

didi, boys.

MYERS
they’re on their 

way, sir.

HULSEY

great, now let’s move;

we can’t wait around

for the engineers.

they double back a little then cut out of the palms.

cut to:

ext: paddy field-rain-day

the unit sloshes through a knee-deep rice paddy. their uniforms are soaked and spattered with mud. MYERS, who’s a bit shorter than the rest, has a harder time. SEAN cradles his rifle with one arm and drinks from a canteen with the other. some wear ponchos, others don’t. the rain patters down everywhere in the water. thunder cracks; some troops look up at the sky.
VINCENT(OS)

O-o-o-o-klahoma, where the

wind comes sweeping down the plains. . .
FAULK

let’s have it quiet, damnit!

BAKER trips and nearly goes under all the way.

GREENE

(helping him)

you okay man?

BAKER

yeah, I’m cool.

cut to:

ext: boonies-rain-day

the unit moves over more dunes. suddenly CHINO, who’s now on point, calls out.

CHINO(OC)

DUNG LAI!

everyone’s attention is suddenly piqued. there is a scuffle up ahead; then, the raking snap of TYPE 56 fire. an M-16 goes off as well.
HULSEY

over the dunes!

they cross the sandy hills. a cart lays in a path. CHINO is taking careful aim at a running figure, who sports a coolie hat. CHINO snaps off a few shots, but the man keeps running.

CHINO

fucker got away, man!

HULSEY

what happened?

you all right?

CHINO

yeah, I’m good. 

I tried to check their

cart. that fucker

points to another pajama-ed figure lying in the road.
(CONTD)
tried to nail me.

other one took off,

fuckin’ yellow belly.

HULSEY

next time, wait for us,

okay Chino?

CHINO

yes sir.

cut to:

ext: trail-day

THE BUSHMASTER walks up and pulls the canvas off the top of the cart. he pulls out a big jar of rice, holds it up, then throws it down, shattering it. we see plastic sticking out of the grain. he reaches down and pulls out an AK-47, wrapped in a plastic envelope.

BUSHMASTER

pellet gun, boys.

Charlie’s mailservice,

that’s what this is.

taking this shit to their

pals in the field.

HULSEY

who’s got Willy Pete?

VINCENT

(tossing HULSEY a grenade)

never leave home without

it.

THE BUSHMASTER overturns the cart, dumping it’s contents. they root through the rice, finding more rifles. when they’re done, they throw the phosphorus under the cart and run off. it explodes and burns. they watch it burn.

HULSEY

you think that slope

Chino missed has gone to

tell his friends?

BUSHMASTER
it’s likely.

HULSEY

everyone keep a sharp eye

out! let’s saddle up

and move out.

they walk in file past the burning heap. CHINO kicks the dead VC as he walks by.

cut to:

ext: ambush position-rain-dusk

MYERS has given the firebase their coordinates. the troops lay out claymores, all wired into one detonator.

VINCENT

hand me the clacker.

SEAN hands the detonator to him. he configures it to fire all the mines at once.

cut to:

ext: Hulsey’s position-rain-dusk

HULSEY is on the horn with WRIGHT.

HULSEY

correct, sir;

we’re in place along

the Turnpike.

WRIGHT

super, Hulsey.

now listen; you see

ANY of those bastards,

and you blow those claymores.

we have reason to believe

that a VC force is heading

towards the LZ at Skeleton Hill.

HULSEY

yes sir.

WRIGHT

and be advised that

we can get airstrikes to 

you, too; we have planes

ready to move in country 

in the event you need them
to bring smoke.

HULSEY

understood. we

have arty focused on our

AO as well ready to fire

for effect in case we’re 

hit hard.

WRIGHT

excellent, son.

good night and

good hunting.

HULSEY

good night, sir.

cut to: 

ext: Sean’s foxhole-rain-dusk

GREENE sits on the lip of SEAN’s little hole. he eats a can of peaches while SEAN uses an entrenching tool to carve out the small depression. 
GREENE

you dig like a gopher,

man.

SEAN

I’m gonna dig this thing into a

basement;

nice and cozy.

HULSEY comes over.

HULSEY

Carson, you’re pulling

the first watch tonight.

SEAN

(annoyed)

first watch, sir?

HULSEY

that’s right, and I don’t

want an argument, troop.

SEAN

yes sir.

HULSEY

hand it off to Vincent

after three hours.

HULSEY walks away, and is heard talking to the other troops in BG.

SEAN

there goes my basement.

GREENE 

sorry dude. it would’ve

been nice.

cut to:

ext: ambush perimeter-rain-dusk

CHINO and VINCENT has just finished laying out claymores. 

VINCENT 

the Ghost is out and about,

my man. I just know it.

CHINO

don’t try to scare me,

man. I don’t believe

in you’re fuckin’ feelings.

HULSEY

finish up and get into 

position!

VINCENT

bring the clacker 

this a way.

cut to:

ext: Sean’s position-rain-night

SEAN takes first watch. he has his M-16 up and the clacker in front of him. he keeps a keen lookout, but he’s having a hard time hearing over the rain. heavy breathing is heard. the rain gives no indication of letting up. it’s obvious that he’s fighting to stay awake.

SEAN

(whisper)

fuck off, Sandman.

he shakes himself, then leans against a sturdy palm. he watches and listens for a few moments. then, suddenly, he has to relieve himself.

(CONTD)

oh god.

he tries to suppress it, but it won’t go away.

(CONTD)

make it fast.

he slowly gets up. he looks at everyone else. asleep.  he carries his rifle, steps out of the trees, and looks both ways down the path before crossing. he walks into the bushes opposite the ambush site. he begins to ease the urge. then, across a nearby paddy, some movement catches his eye.

(CONTD)

oh shit!

he finishes and runs back to the ambush site.
(CONTD)

where’s the fuckin’

green-eye?

he locates the scope and hustles back to the bushes. he gets down and throws the scope up. 

cut to:

ext: paddy-rain-night

we see from inside the scope. a line of VC walk out of a palm forest, into the paddy, over the dike, and towards the road. SEAN

moves quickly back to the ambush.

cut to:

ext: Hulsey’s position-rain-night

HULSEY is soundly asleep. SEAN plops down next to him and shakes him.

(CONTD)

sir!

HULSEY

(tired)

nnhh?

SEAN

we’ve got slopes converging

on our position!

HULSEY

what?

SEAN

Charlie, sir!

I went to piss and

saw them; a whole unit is coming

this way!

HULSEY

fuck. let’s get them up.
he gets up. the begin to wake everyone.

HULSEY/SEAN

(ad lib)

wake up!

c’mon!

GIs

(ad lib)

god, man!

beat it!

sleeping here!

fuck off!

soon the whole lot is up and awake. the M-60s are set up and MYERS gets hold of the detonator, which will blow all the mines on command. VINCENT pulls his long machete out of the side of a palm and sticks it blade first in the ground next to him. GREENE and BAKER turn several mines towards the road. they get down and wait. FAULK uses the Starlight scope.
FAULK

I see smoke!

a long moment passes. we have several up-close shots of the faces of the various troops.
VINCENT

(heavy whisper)

why don’t they come?!

THE BUSHMASTER gets up and walks quickly towards the road. 
SEAN

the fuck’s he doing?!

he disappears across the road. a long moment. then, a loud shotgun POP!

BUSHMASTER

HEY FUCKERS! THIS WAY!

loud shouts in Vietnamese. the snap of Type 56 fire. THE BUSHMASTER hustles back.

BUSHMASTER
fuckers were taking chow by

a fire about

a hundred meters back! 
a bunch of ‘em! get ready!

footfalls and chatter can be heard from across the path. brush is moved. a TRACKING shot of the troops facing the road, ready for the VC.
a pause.

suddenly, a line of dark, slowly moving silhouettes approaches. they move like hunters trying to push out deer. low whispers are heard. MYERS prepares the detonator.

HULSEY
(barely audible)

not yet!

the line comes nearer. more VC bring up the rear. maybe sixty in all. some stay back in the bushes or keep low.
they get very close.

HULSEY

now!

MYERS detonates the mines. a number of explosions and flashes; screams in Vietnamese. the troops begin to open up with their rifles and the big M-60. they are answered by Type 56 fire.

cut to:

ext: palm-rain-night

THE BUSHMASTER fires his SHOTGUN as fast as he can pump it. a Chicom grenade plops down next to him. he coolly but quickly picks it up and hurls it back. we hear it go off.
cut to:

ext: foliage-rain-night

a trooper from third platoon sprays fire from his M-16. suddenly a Type 56 round crashes through his face, knocking him straight back.

cut to:

ext: ambush area-rain-night

as the men fire, the VC crash right into the thick of them! BENTON hops up and butt-strokes one across the throat.
cut to:

ext: ambush area-rain-night

the VC have overrun the ambush perimeter. hard hand-to-hand fighting ensues. THE BUSHMASTER cracks a VC in the teeth with his shotgun, then shoots him point-blank in the face. we don’t (thank god) see this clearly. he begins to reload, fast but steady.

cut to:

ext: different angle on perimeter-rain-night

SEAN is hit in the stomach with the stock of an AK-47. he reels back, then yells and grapples with the VC, knocking him down and falling on top of him. he grabs a long KABAR knife from his belt and begins slashing maniacally at his opponent.
cut to:

ext:*(indicates different parts of the ambush site)-rain-night

VINCENT shoots a VC with his .45, dropping him where he stands. another one comes behind him and hits him hard on the back of the head with the butt of his rifle, then tries to skewer him with a bayonet. his helmet having absorbed most of the shock, VINCENT whirls around and grabs the bayonet barehanded, cutting himself badly. both he and the VC scream at each other. we see a shot of VINCENT’s hand groping for the machete. he grabs it, brings it up, and swings it hard into Charlie’s right temple. he goes down with a thud.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

HULSEY punches another guerrilla hard in the face, a flurry of hard jabs. another Cong gets behind him and digs his bayonet into HULSEY’s shoulder, twisting the blade at a hideous torque. HULSEY shrieks. FAULK appears out of the night, grabs the VC, sticks his .45 in his face.

FAULK

MOTHERFUCKER!!

he fires. nearly the whole back of the man’s head is knocked out.

(CONTD)

MEDIC!!

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

CHINO uses a heavy stick to beat any oncoming VC. a stream of profanity comes from him.

CHINO

DIRTY ORIENTAL
COCKSUCKERS!!
FUCKIN’ COOLIES!

a VC runs up. CHINO swings the branch into his face. a disgusting crunch is heard.

(CONTD)
FILTHY SLANT-EYED

MOTHERFUCKERS!!

two shots slap him in the chest and he hurdles back.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

CARVER kidney-punches the hell out of an attacking Viet Cong. he takes off his helmet and beats the skinny gook on the top of the skull with it. MYERS is seen in the background snapping off shots with his M-16. Vietnamese shouts are heard, and the VC onslaught subsides; they’re retreating.

SEAN

KEEP RUNNING,

YOU SONS A BITCHES!

GREENE

CRY TO UNCLE HO AND
TELL THE OLD COCKSUCKER
WHAT HE’S UP AGAINST!!

they fire after the retreating VC.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

DOC works like a madman while CARVER, FAULK, and THE BUSHMASTER bring the wounded men to him. among them are HULSEY, VINCENT, CHINO, and BENTON. SEAN, GREENE, BAKER, and the other GI from third platoon come over.
SEAN

holy god. . .

DOC

tear up the towels,

damnit! make me tourniquets!

Carson! don’t let Benton go into

shock! talk to him!

SEAN crouches next to BENTON, who’s left arm is coming in half at the elbow where a rifle round snapped the joint.

SEAN

hey Willy, how

are you?

BENTON

my arm, man, my

fuckin’ arm. . .

oh Jesus, the gon’

take my arm!

SEAN

calm down, Willy,

calm down. . .

BENTON

oh God, this 

ain’t happenin’

to me. . .

SEAN

calm down. hey, you

never told me where you

were from, man.

BENTON

oh God, don’ let

them take my arm!

SEAN

hey, where’re 

you from?

BENTON

huh?

SEAN

you’re hometown,

man.

BENTON

(calmer)

Detroit, dude.

I come from Detroit.

aw, shit. . .

SEAN

I hope you like it

there, man. their sending you

home, first class. those two more

weeks you had—forget them!

you’re going back to the forward fifty!

you’re gonna be cool. . .

say that. you’re gonna be cool. . .

BENTON

yeah, man, it’s gonna

be cool. . .

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

DOC works on CHINO, who’s fading fast.  

DOC

yo! Chino!

come on, dude!

CHINO stares blankly straight ahead. he dies. DOC cracks.

CONTD
FUCK THIS SHIT!
I DON’T NEED IT,

GODDAMNIT, I DON’T
NEED IT! WHY THE FUCK
AM I OUT HERE, HUH?
I CAN’T HELP ANYONE!

(screams)

FUCK THIS COUNTRY!!!!

FAULK

(calmly)

hey, hey, Doc,

we need you.

come on.

DOC
FUCK IT, MAN!

FUCK IT!

IT DOESN’T
FUCKING MATTER ANYWAY!
THIS FUCKING MEATGRINDER, MAN;
IT CAN’T GET ENOUGH!

FAULK

WE need you man,

come on. calm down.

DOC sits on a fallen tree and begins to cry, frustrated beyond a natural point. FAULK tries to calm him down.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

THE BUSHMASTER is on the horn with a firebase.

BUSHMASTER

correct, Thunder God;

we just got hit hard.

proceed with fire mission,

adjust fire about one hundred

meters south. over.

THUNDER GOD

Copy, Charlie Tango;

adjusting fire. advise

as necessary. over.

the big guns are heard in the background. explosions soon crash nearby, in the paddy where the VC were at chow.

BUSHMASTER

keep the smoke, on,

Thunder God; you’re

on the money.

over and out.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

FAULK has calmed DOC, who is working on the men once again. CARVER and SEAN watch as he works; they show signs of hate and anger. 
DOC

hold that cloth tight,

Vince.

VINCENT

no problem.

DOC 

how’s the head?

VINCENT

it’s okay.

DOC sets to work on HULSEY.

DOC

that bayonet twisted

the muscle like taffy, sir.

we’re gonna have a medevac soon.

HULSEY

(whimpers)

ah, Christ. . .

SEAN

hey, where’s Myers?

CARVER

Myers!

no reply.

BUSHMASTER(OC)

your radioman’s dead! 
he’s been shot in the chest.

CARVER
(incensed)
those goddamn animals.

BUSHMASTER

bird’s on the way.

cut to:
ext:*-rain-night

DOC

hang tough, Willy;

chopper’s coming.

BENTON

yeah, I’m cool, dude. . .

but damn, I hurt. . .

DOC

no more morphine, man,

just hang tough.

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

SEAN and CARVER look into the sky. the CHOPPER is heard, getting closer and closer. pretty soon, it’s very close.

CARVER

let’s get this done.

yo! let’s load ‘em up!

(under his breath, to SEAN)

we’re gonna get ‘em for

this, don’t worry.

them fuckers. . . 

cut to:

ext:*-rain-night

the helicopter is landing in a small clearing. the troops bring the dead (MYERS, CHINO, and the dead trooper from third platoon) and the wounded (HULSEY and BENTON.) once loaded, it takes off again. the troops watch it soar away.

CARVER

(still looking at the chopper,

matter-of-fact)

there’s a town on the map no 

more than two miles

from here. tomorrow,

we’re gonna hit that ville.

this shit ain’t acceptable.

VINCENT

that’s the way to be, sarge.

can’t let them off twice.

those fuckers that poisoned

speedy got it easy.

SEAN

that’s right. let’s teach

them that they can’t

fuck with us and come

off clean.

CARVER
tomorrow we settle this.

let’s catch some Z’s,

Vince, take your watch.

VINCENT

you got it, sarge.

as CARVER and SEAN walk away, VINCENT takes up an M-16 and sits watch under a palm. we

fade out

fade in to:

ext: ambush area/trail-morning
the next day. SEAN, DOC, BAKER, GREENE, CARVER, THE BUSHMASTER, VINCENT, and FAULK pack up, then begin to hump the trail. THE BUSHMASTER looks indifferent, BAKER looks worried, FAULK looks dead serious, and the rest look pissed. we have a feeling that they’re moving with a severe purpose in mind. 

SEAN(VO)

we left the ambush site

early that morning. we were

leaving the dead VC, thirty-eight 

of them, where they lay. but it

wasn’t enough; we demanded

more. we moved like

we had been wronged by a 

great injustice. Charlie

had to pay; we were

going to collect the bill.

cut to:

ext: near the ville-day

the troops (excluding BAKER) load their weapons. BAKER looks apprehensive. everyone else has a look of murderous determination. THE BUSHMASTER loads his shotgun in the same manner that he did before they embarked on the ambush.

CONTD(VO)

Charlie had gone too

far; Speedy and Bobby,

that had been bad enough. in our eyes this

crossed the line; the anger and mistrust
that we had bottled up all

came out in a terrible act

of hate. that day, we weren’t

ourselves, but men driven to 

our breaking points.

CARVER

all right. when we get up

there, we don’t check, we

don’t ask questions.

this place’s chock full

of those fuckers.

once were up there,

you waste ‘em got it?
GIs(ad lib)

yes sir.

gotcha.

you bet.

CARVER

let’s go.

they file out. BAKER catches up to SEAN.

BAKER
this ain’t right,

man; let’s get outta

here.

SEAN

suit yourself,

Tyrone. I’m sick

of this shit. these
fuckers can’t do

this to us anymore.

BAKER
man, this revenge shit’s going
too far! we at war here!

we gonna lose a few here

an’ there. come on, let’s

didi. we don’t gotta do this.

SEAN

you go ahead.

BAKER stops. SEAN walks right on by without looking back. BAKER sits on his helmet and puts his head in his hands.

BAKER

Jesus,
what’s happenin’?

cut to:

ext: village-day

a middle aged woman points at the line of troops. she yells something in Vietnamese. SEAN puts up his rifle and shoots her in the chest. she staggers and falls sideways onto a jar of rice. an older man runs out as the troops enter the main area of the hamlet and yells at them. he grabs THE BUSHMASTER’s arm.
BUSHMASTER
off of me, damnit!
he shoots the man in the stomach, making him hurdle back. the troops begin to fire indiscriminately. a frightened dog with three legs limps awkwardly through the streets. VINCENT shoots it, making it do a weird flip. the people scurry towards their huts or run for the fields.
cut to:*(indicates different parts of the ville-day

a group of people run for the paddy. VINCENT, maybe fifty or so yards away, shoulders his M-60 and aims. he opens up. shots splash up all around the people. the rounds hit them, and they all go down.
cut to:

ext:*-day

SEAN kicks a little child out of his way. a girl in her late teens runs up and begins to hit and yell at him. he slaps her, but she keeps coming.

SEAN

HUH? YOU WANNA FUCK
WITH ME? HERE!

he pulls out the long KABAR that he used the night before. he stabs her under her chest plate, then pulls it out. she lies in the dust, holding her wound, writhing a little before she dies. her breathing is heavy.

cut to:

ext:*-day

CARVER pulls two people out of a hooch. they protest, trying to get back in. he puts up his M-16 and puts several rounds into them. 

cut to:

ext:*-day

some villagers have barricaded themselves inside a small hooch. VINCENT pulls at the door, which is stuck. he takes his white phosphorus, pulls the door open, and chucks it in. he runs away. the hut explodes and burns.

cut to:

ext:*-day

THE BUSHMASTER shoots a hut repeatedly with his shotgun. he then kicks the door in. a dead older women slumps out, her body horribly torn from the blasts. THE BUSHMASTER then lights the roof on fire. small arms fire is heard everywhere.

cut to:

ext:*-day

GREENE beats a teenaged boy with his M-16. the boy screams and goes at him with a machete. GREENE knocks him down, and sprays him with automatic fire.

cut to:

ext*-day

SEAN uses the Kabar to slash a middle-aged women’s throat open. he moves into a hut and fires on automatic. we don’t see his victim.

cut to:

ext:*-day

FAULK and DOC herd several people into a hut. they each throw a frag in after them. they get down as the grenades go off. screams are heard. we see several more shots of the horrible violence that takes place, enough to establish that the populace is wiped out and the village destroyed. we

cut to:

ext: paddy field-day

shots, explosions, and screams are heard from the direction of the ville. BAKER sits on his helmet, just like he was before the rest of them went up to the ville. his lifts his head out of his hands and looks towards the hamlet. we focus on his disturbed face as we

cut to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-dawn

the unit is back. they take off in their different directions. SEAN slumps down next to a wall of sandbags. he holds his head in his hands. he looks tormented, but not remorseful.
SEAN(VO)

we kept what happened that day
a secret. we were vindicated;

we acted like it never 

even happened and no one  

really spoke about it..

we made ourselves believe that our

actions were necessary and right.

we didn’t realize that the

ghost of our crime would

haunt us for the years to come.

cut to:

ext: LZ Betty-Anne-day

HULSEY jumps off a helicopter. some GIs from his unit meet him (SEAN, BAKER, VINCENT.)
CONTD(VO)

Hulsey came back to us several

days later. his shoulder wasn’t as 

bad as Doc had said. Willy

went straight to Japan until

he recovered, then he was back

to the US. Dwight was soon back

in-country from r&r. we didn’t

tell him or the LT what we

had done. Tyrone never looked

at us the same way again.

cut to:

int: barracks-night

SEAN enters. he extends BAKER a can of beer.

SEAN

brew, man?

BAKER

(eyeing him)

yeah.

he takes it and pops it open.

SEAN

you okay?

BAKER

naw man, I ain’t

okay. I don’

know what to think
any more.

SEAN

what about?

BAKER

don’ play dumb, dude!

you know what!

SEAN

that day at the ville?

BAKER

see, I knew it’d come to

you.

SEAN

hey, don’t sweat it.

no one made you do

anything.

BAKER

I know that, but what 

I don’ know is what’s

happened to you, man.

you first got here,

you was cool an’ all.

now, I don’t know. . .

SEAN

what do you mean?

BAKER

Carver, he’s nuts. fucker’s

mean as shit. he’s

rubbed off on all y’all. I got 

no beef killin’ these

 slopes, so long as I

know they’re Charlie.

but I draw the line

at this shit, man.

no civilians. an’
that dude Bushmaster. . .

he somethin’ else. 

SEAN

too long in country; you know,
dinky dau. jungle fever.

he’s plain nuts, man.

BAKER

any y’all better ‘en

him? he at least put 

in his time. we

all been in-country too

long. things out here

get twisted, dude.

we left too many

things at home, man,
an’ decency is one.

SEAN
those fuckers at the hamlet,

those are the same fuckers 

that tear platoons apart, man.

Charlie’s not just in the jungle,

Tyrone, he’s everywhere. sarge is

right; the only way to be sure

is to grease all of them.

BAKER

you know that shit

ain’t right! come on!

that’s crazy! we ain’t

no goddamn Nazis!

we here to help

these fuckin’ people!

SEAN

and they stab us in the

back! can’t you see that?!

BAKER

fuck this. I don’

know what’s right

no more. Doc’s right, anyway. . .

“fuck this country,” man. . .

fuck it. sooner we gone,

sooner things are better.

SEAN

look man. I don’t care

why we’re here. I just care

that these fuckers keep

slamming us and we let them

get away with it. they snipe us,

blow their claymores on us, whatever,

then they’re legging it back to

the ville to play innocent.

they know their shit, man.

they just didn’t figure on us 

finding out how they operate.

BAKER
congratulations. you 

outsmarted a bunch of

peasants. 

SEAN

whatever, dude. you’ll

see. these people we’re

“helping”. . . shit.

if we don’t get them first,

then they’ll get us.

SEAN gets up and leaves.

BAKER
and then we’ll all be
one big bunch of happy dead
motherfuckers.
cut to:

ext: perimeter-Betty-Anne-dusk

CARTER and SEAN sit in a roomy foxhole, eating peaches and looking out over the jungle. we see a sweeping view of the swaying palms from their POV. an M-60 with numerous belts of ammo sits in front of them.

CARTER

it’s quiet, my man.

SEAN

(through a mouthful of

peaches)

I don’t like it.

CARTER

I do. no arty blowing

up every-fucking-where,

no damn guns rattling.

I’m happier than a pig

in shit not to be hearing

all that stuff.

he scoops more peaches into his mouth.

SEAN

I could live on these

things. beats C-rations

in every way.

CARTER
fuckin’ A. I love

these things. I might

stay in the Army just

so I can have all I want.

a moment passes.

SEAN

(alert)

see that?

CARTER

what?

SEAN

something moved down

there.

CARTER

I don’t see. . .

SEAN

there it is again.

CARTER grabs some binoculars.

CARTER

what, man? I can’t

see shit.

SEAN

something moved down there,

I can swear to it.

CARTER
(putting binoculars

away)

you’re seeing things, dude.

SEAN

I’m not. let’s check it

out.

CARTER
hell no. we’re staying

here.

SEAN

come on, man. we better 

go look.

CARTER

(huffs)

all right.

they pick up their M-16s and walk down the hill. there are no other holes around. this is a remote area of the hill on which the LZ is situated.

cut to:

ext: middle of hill-dusk

the wind blows slightly as the two GIs move on down.

CARTER

let’s go back, Sean.

no one comes down here.

SEAN

we’ve got to check it

out. it might be important.

CARTER follows without putting up much more of a fuss. they soon reach the foot of the hill and step into the forest.

cut to:

ext: forest-dusk

it’s very dark inside the palmed area. SEAN and CARTER take it slow, rifles up. they sneak around, looking very carefully.
SEAN

(whisper)

there!

he points. we see something move. they sneak closer, then put up their rifles. neither we nor they know what the thing is. 

CARTER

DUNG LAI!

there is a snap of twigs and the sound of running. both of them snap off rounds. we see the thing running off; it’s a small deer. it runs until its footfalls are no longer audible. CARTER puts his rifle down and looks at SEAN.

CONTD

seeing things.

they turn to go. suddenly, CARTER seems to fall through the ground. he screams maniacally. we see a close up of SEAN’s surprised face for a moment. from his POV (or slightly behind,) we pan down to see what’s happened to CARTER. he’s fallen through a panji pit. long, sharp bamboo spikes stick through his right foot and up through his leg. we see that the artery in his leg has been severed, and he’s bleeding at an incredible rate.
SEAN

(not believing his eyes)

oh Christ.

CARTER
AAHHHH!!! OH MY GOD!!
OH MY GOD!! HELP!!
JESUS CHRIST! 
HELP ME!!!

SEAN

(frantic)

hang on, Carter,

I’m going to get 

a medic!

CARTER

DON’T LEAVE!
DON’T LEAVE!

AAHHH!!

SEAN slides down next to CARTER, who grabs him tightly.

SEAN

I’ve gotta get you a medic,

man!

CARTER

(his eyes glazing)

HELP ME!

DON’T LEAVE ME HERE!

help me. . .

he drops and hits the ground with a loud thud. SEAN looks more upset then we’ve seen him. he stares at CARTER’s body. as he stoops over the body, his face changes from being upset to being angry. he really snaps.
SEAN

FUCK YOU! FUCK
THIS PLACE!! YOU WIN,

MOTHERFUCKERS!!

he shouts at the jungle.

CONTD

FINE! YOU GOT THE BEST

OF US! BURN IN FUCKING

HELL, YOU GODDAMN SONS

OF BITCHES!!! YOU’VE
PROVED YOUR FUCKING POINT!!

he collapses and cries, too upset to think about anything else. after a moment, two GIs appear behind him, having heard the commotion.

GI

yo! you all right?

SEAN doesn’t respond. he just stares angrily at the ground. the GIs come closer and see CARTER’s body.

GI

holy God!

GI

(loud, up the hill)

get a medic

down here!

the other GI approaches SEAN.

GI

you okay?

SEAN

yeah.

GI

I’ll take you back 

to the bunker.

come on.

he helps SEAN walk back up the hill. the medics appear. we

fade out

fade in to:

int: CP-day

WRIGHT talks with battalion via telephone. he’s getting orders concerning the final stages of Operation Apple Grove. 

WRIGHT

understood. we have

two replacements arriving

any day. right.

yes sir. we have three

platoons here, sir.

LZ Daisy? about two, I 

think. yes sir. . .

Captain Jordan’s

company. three days?

yes sir. very good.
he hangs up. he speaks to his officers, HULSEY, THE BUSHMASTER, and another lieutenant.

(CONTD)

they’re closing out

Apple Grove. the last

sweep through Pinkville

is in three days. we’re

teaming up with

Captain Jordan’s

outfit from LZ Daisy.

HULSEY

I though we’d never see

the end of this operation,

sir.

WRIGHT

me either. thank God

it’s almost over.

go inform your units.

OFFICERS

yes sir.

the three officers exit. WRIGHT looks relieved.

cut to:

int: bunker-day

DWIGHT, VINCENT, and SEAN sit around a radio, smoking and drinking beer. they play cards. GREENE enters.

GREENE

they’re finally canning

Apple Grove, boys.

VINCENT
really?
thanks be to God.

SEAN

when’s it going

to be over?

GREENE

I heard the ol’ di wee

say that in three

days we pull one more

sweep through

Pinkville. a five platoon

deal. then I don’t

know what happens after that.

DWIGHT

Charlie’s gotta be

almost wiped out around

here. we’ve dropped enough

snake and nape to kill

off the damn cockroaches.

they play for a few minutes. a helicopter is heard approaching. SEAN looks outside.

cut to:

ext: LZ-day

the helicopter is preparing to set down.

SEAN(VO)

what’s with the bird?

cut to:

int: bunker-day

GREENE
those two replacements

from the 25th are finally arriving.

lucky bastards are just

seeing the end of this

damn nightmare.

cut to:

ext: LZ-day

the bird lands. two new troopers jump off the bird. FAULK and CARVER are there to meet them.

CARVER
(loud)

privates Jarvis and Terry?

JARVIS

yes, sir!

CARVER

great. come with us,

we’ll get you settled

in and up to date

on what’s what.

they walk away from the LZ while the bird lifts off. GIs around the sandbag perimeter yell at them.

GI

yo! cherries from 

the Strawberry!

GI

hey, Tropic Lightning!

welcome to the boonies!

you’re in for a hell of 

a time!

GI 

shit! FNGs!

the ghost like’s ‘em

good and fresh!

cut to:

int: bunker-dusk

the two new GIs (JARVIS and TERRY) move into the bunker.

GI

that’s my space,

cocksucker.

TERRY

sorry.

SEAN and VINCENT watch them try to get organized while they play cards.

VINCENT

stiff as boards.

these assholes are new,

even to the 25th.

SEAN

I’m glad they’re here.

the way I see it, with

this big sweep and all,

better that they get whacked

than me.

DWIGHT

fucking A. that’s

philosophy, man.

we see the two new GIs closer again.

GI

keep your fuckin’

shit off my cot,

or I’ll smack your

ass across the DMZ.

TERRY

sorry. sorry.

fade out

fade in to

int: bunker-night

everyone is asleep except for SEAN, who stares at the ceiling restlessly.

SEAN(VO)

I lay awake that night,

thinking of everything that

had happened in my

time in Pinkville. Bobby getting

killed, Speedy being poisoned,

the girl Carver drowned,

the Alpha-Alpha, the ville,

and the sad thing that happened

to Carver, only two days ago.

it was finally coming to an end.

all my troubles would soon be over.

cut to:

ext: Betty-Anne-day

the troops busy themselves. some clean their weapons, others read or write. one GI spots another while he does reps on a home- fashioned weight bench. SEAN is seen talking with the usual group.

CONTD(VO)

we all waited for

the big day, the day

that would end our

time in Pinkville. 

I had seen it for

close to two months,

and that was enough. some

had seen it longer, and

I suppose they deserved

to get out more than I did.

before we knew it, it was

the day before the sweep.

it had crept up on us;

we were almost surprised

that afternoon during the briefing.

we couldn’t believe it was

actually happening.

cut to:

ext: perimeter-afternoon
the three platoons are assembled. their officers brief them. we sort of hear them over the VO.

CONTD(VO)

they told us that we would

move out early

the next morning, about a mile

between each platoon.

we didn’t know exactly what

to expect, but battalion

said we could very well

see some bad shit. it didn’t
matter; we had seen enough already

that a little more wouldn’t make 

a lot of difference to us

now. we were just about finished with

Pinkville, and that was good enough.

HULSEY

(we come in at mid-briefing)

our platoon sticks to the palm

groves, while third takes the

roads and second takes the

paddies. we search every ville,

farmer, and cart. we have

reason to believe that

there are still a good deal of VC

in the area. when this sweep is

done, those whose time is almost up 

will be off to the rear for the

rest of their tour. the rest of

you will be reassigned. understood?

PLATOON

yes, sir!

HULSEY

now get good and rested.

we’ll get up at 0430 tomorrow and

we leave at 0530.

dismissed.

the platoon falls out. SEAN, DWIGHT, and VINCENT walk together.
VINCENT

I feels like fuckin’

Christmas, man.

SEAN

finally see the end

of this bullshit place.

DWIGHT

don’t get ahead

of yourselves. we don’t

know what’ll happen 

on the sweep.

SEAN

don’t speak that evil,

man. you’ll curse us.

this damn operation’s

almost closed and I don’t

want to hear your negativity.

VINCENT

yeah, Dwight, can it.

DWIGHT

just sayin’.

SEAN

let’s go hunt up some

beers. then hit the hey.

VINCENT
that works for me.

cut to:

int: bunker-night

DWIGHT, SEAN, and VINCENT enter the barracks. it’s apparent that they’ve had too much to drink. BAKER looks at them as they stagger into the bunker.
SEAN

yo! Tyrone!

BAKER doesn’t pay attention to him. SEAN comes over.

CONTD

tomorrow this shit’s

over, my man!

we oughta have a fuckin’

party!

BAKER
it ain’t over ‘til

it’s over. I’m

ready to quit this

fuckin’ place. . .

SEAN

no sweat man! this

sweep’ll be no problem.

just see.

BAKER

sure. no problem.

DWIGHT

(shaking both his fists)

Iron and Steel!

as the three GIs go about the barracks drunk, we

cut to:

ext: perimeter-dawn

the units move out in separate directions. HULSEY takes first platoon, THE BUSHMASTER the third, and the unnamed lieutenant the second. VINCENT, DWIGHT, HULSEY, BAKER, SEAN, GREENE, JARVIS, CARVER, FAULK, TERRY, and DOC are in first platoon. HULSEY says farewell to the other units.

HULSEY

good hunting, guys.

hang tough.

GIs

you too, man.

good luck.

give ‘em hell if you catch ‘em.

SEAN(VO)

the morning came, and we set

off, eager to get this

place and the things that

happened there behind us.

we thought that in leaving

Pinkville, we’d leave the

memories behind as well.

we didn’t know what we were in for.

the unit reaches the foot of the hill and disappears into the palms.

cut to:

ext: palm forest-day

the unit is spread out in a wide pattern. silently and cautiously, they move through the vast expanse of trees. we only hear the radio, which is quiet but distinct. the conversation goes on between two other units on the sweep and does not concern HULSEY’s platoon, Charlie Two. 
DELTA 8
Six Charlie Zero, Six

Charlie Zero, come again, over.

6 CHARLIE 0

Delta Eight. Six Charlie Zero.

be advised; we’ve picked up the 

trail of a small Victor Charlie

unit heading south. over.

DELTA 8

roger, Six Charlie Zero, we’ll

try to cut them off. keep in

touch. over and out.

cut to:

ext: river-light rain-day

the troops wade across a river. downstream, we see another part of their sweep team wade across as well. the radio is still an ongoing stream of communication between the other sweep teams.

DELTA 4 9

Charlie Bravo, Charlie Bravo,

Delta Four Nine, over.

CHARLIE BRAVO

Delta Four Nine, Charlie

Bravo. go ahead, over.

DELTA 4 9

we’ve taken sniper fire

from the paddies, be

advised that there are

snipers overlooking

the paddies. over.

CHARLIE BRAVO

copy, Delta Four Nine.

we’ll be on the lookout.

over and out.

cut to:

ext: bank-day

the troops from HULSEY’s outfit rest on the bank after crossing the waist-deep water. as they rest, distant gunfire is suddenly heard. raking machinegun snaps, grenades exploding, RPGs. the noise grabs the attention of the men.

VINCENT
you guys hear that?

HULSEY

Wayne, get on the horn.

find out what’s going on.

that noise is west of us;

call Six Charlie Zero.
WAYNE

yes sir.

he calls up the other teams. a moment passes. we still hear the sounds of battle while WAYNE calls.
CONTD

Six Charlie Zero, 

Six Charlie Zero. 

Charlie Two,

over.

6 CHARLIE 0

Charlie Two.

Six Charlie Zero.

go ahead. over.

WAYNE

we’re hearing fire and
ordnance to the west.

please advise, over.

6 CHARLIE 0

Delta Eight is the deep

serious; they’re run

up on several hundred

VC. Delta Four Nine 

is on their way to back them 

up. over.

WAYNE

should we stand by

for further assistance?

over.

6 CHARLIE 0

negative, Charlie Two.

proceed with your sweep.

we have fighters heading in-country

from the sea. they are preparing

for a large scale fire mission.

over.

WAYNE

roger. hang tough,

Six Charlie Zero.

over.

6 CHARLIE 0

you too, Charlie Two.

over and out.

WAYNE

Delta Eight is in deep

shit, sir. several hundred VC

are close in on them.
HULSEY

we probably have bookoo

gook movement. everyone

keep a sharp eye out.

let’s get a move on.

saddle up!

the troops get up from their little rest. the unsettling sounds of combat continue as we

cut to:

ext: palm jungle-day

CHARLIE 2 humps through a thin forest. constant gunfire is in the BG.

SEAN

god, what’s going on?

DWIGHT

Charlie Cong is out and about.

VINCENT

we’re in the hive, man.

no question; they’re

coming to us.

they all look apprehensive. they know that the VC are on the move.

cut to:

ext: deep forest-afternoon

the troops make their way a triple level forest. we still hear the rattle of machineguns. suddenly, overhead, are the screams of several fighters zipping by at incredible speeds. the troops look up. we see, through the dense treetops, the undersides of the low-flying fighters. several beats. then, there is the thunderous sound of air delivered ordnance, maybe a mile away.
HULSEY

(quickly)

Wayne, find out where we are.

WAYNE

Six Charlie Zero,

Six Charlie Zero.

come in, over.

(pause, no reply)

CONTD

Six Charlie Zero!

do you read me?

over.

(still nothing)

CONTD 

SIX CHARLIE ZERO!!

6 CHARLIE 0

(frantic)

CHARLIE TWO!
SIX CHARLIE ZERO!
WE’RE IN TROUBLE! 

CHARLIE SPRUNG ABOUT

THREE HUNDRED MEN ON US!

NVA AND VC! THEY GOT

LIEUTENANT MARTIN AND

THIRTEEN OTHERS! WE JUST

PUT FIRE ON THEM BUT THEY’RE

STILL COMING! WE DON’T

HAVE A FUCKING CHANCE!

WAYNE

where are you,

Six Charlie Zero?

we’ll come to help.

over.

6 CHARLIE 0

THEY GOT DELTA EIGHT!

CHARLIE BRAVO IS ON THE

WAY AND DELTA FOUR NINE

HAS BEEN HIT! THE

FUCKERS ARE ALL OVER THE

COUNTRYSIDE! 

WAYNE

where are you, Six

Charlie Zero?

over.

6 CHARLIE 0

WE’RE AT (reads

grid.) WE’RE

MOVING NORTH! WE

GOTTA GET THE HELL

OUT OF HERE!

HULSEY

(checking map)

that’s two miles west

of here.

WAYNE

hang tough, Six

Charlie Zero; we’re

on our way.

over.

he hangs up. the men look at HULSEY.

HULSEY

let’s go. we’ve gotta

bail them out.

(loud)

yo! regroup at my

position!

they wait. the other teams that had branched off for the sweep come through the dense underbrush.

CARVER

yes, sir?

HULSEY

Delta Eight has been wiped

out. Six Charlie Zero is 

being overrun. Charlie Bravo

is on their way to help.

Delta Four Nine has been 

hit and has their hands full.

we’re moving out to help them.

MOVE OUT!

they turn and head west. we

cut to:

ext: palm grove-afternoon

we see the platoon from a frontal view as they move towards the shooting, which gets louder and louder. they look pensive. SEAN has a look of dread on his face. HULSEY looks the way he might look if he were going up for the death sentence. the shots, explosions, and shouts become very loud; they’re close.

they come to an area of the palms that is still smoldering from the napalm strike. as the move, a number of GIs run out of the trees, moving quickly and firing like mad behind themselves. they barely seem to notice HULSEY’s unit as they rush by.
HULSEY

hey! what’s going on?

GI

WE’RE GETTING THE

FUCK OUT OF HERE,

THAT’S WHAT’S GOING

ON! CHARLIE’S

HAIVNG HIS WAY 

WITH ALL OUR ASSES!

they tear past, dropping their rifles and running like the devil was coming for them. Vietnamese voices can be heard. more fire, and more GIs running out of the scorched underbrush. THE BUSHMASTER goes by, his usual fire put out.

BUSHMASTER
take my word for it and

di, Hulsey! the whole

goddamn 48th is about 

thirty yards back that way!

he runs by in the same manner as the few GIs with him.

HULSEY

TURN BACK! MAKE FOR THE

BUSHES!

the platoon turns and legs it in the same direction everyone else is fleeing in. WAYNE is on the horn as they move.

WAYNE

that’s right Wasp One.

prepare to bring snake and 

nape.

WASP ONE

fine, Charlie Two. just make sure

your men are well clear of the 

strike zone.

WAYNE

just do your part,

Wasp One. wait on our call.

WASP ONE

roger dodger,

over and out.

the platoon reaches the dense area of the forest; there is no sign of ordnance here.

HULSEY

line up in these bushes and

behind these palms. we’ll wait

for them here, moving back and 

stopping until they retreat.

Wayne! did you secure an airstrike?

WAYNE 

yes sir!

HULSEY

good. get ready!

SEAN settles down in some vines. he hears a whimper. over to his left is a soot-covered GI who crouches behind a palm, not having noticed SEAN. he bleeds from a number of scratches.

SEAN

hey.

no reply.

CONTD

hey!

nothing. the GI just looks back towards the combat site. we winces and begins to cry out of sheer fear.

CONTD

HEY!

the GI notices him.

GI

(low, scared, panting)

do yourself a favor

and get out. there’re

hundreds of those fuckers.

we hear Vietnamese.

CONTD
Christ!

the GI gets up and runs like hell. SEAN turns in the direction of the voices and looks down the sight of his M-16. we

cut to:

ext: jungle-afternoon

we see some close-up shots of the faces of the different soldiers, some we know and some we don’t. they look nervous; sweat runs down their faces. the voices are heard getting louder and louder. snaps of twigs and branches. the tension builds for a second.

cut to:

ext: *(indicates different areas of the jungle)-afternoon

everyone is quiet and they aim their weapons towards the voices and snaps. their eyes dart around, waiting to catch the first glimpse of their enemy.

cut to: *-afternoon

from SEAN’s POV (behind him,) about thirty feet away, a young VC in black pajamas and a beat-up non la, steps out of the thick brush and into view. SEAN tightens his grip on his rifle. the boy looks from side to side. we see SEAN’s right side, his shoulder, and his head resting on the butt of his black rifle. the boy doesn’t see him. he fires, putting a bullet in the top of the boy’s skull.

M-16, Type 56, and M-60 fire breaks out everywhere. loud, fast Vietnamese speech is heard. the GIs shout as well, spraying at the advancing force.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

we see back and forth shots of the VC and American troops shooting at each other. several on each side go down. the goes on for an appropriate amount of time.

HULSEY
DROP BACK!

the Americans drop back a bit, then turn and wait, only this time the VC are right on their heals. the shooting (which never really stopped) starts up again in a continuous stream of angry snaps.

cut to:

ext*-afternoon

WAYNE is crouched behind some palms, slightly in the BG. in the FG, a GI snaps off rounds. he is hit in the side, making him go down. we don’t really hear what WAYNE is saying, but we know that he’s giving the airstrike their coordinates. we

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

VINCENT pours out a barrage of ammo from his M-60. two rounds hit him, one in the neck and one in the shoulder. he rolls around, contorting in the final stages of death.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

HULSEY shoots wildly at the oncoming VC. one runs up next to him. HULSEY skewers him in the stomach with his bayonet and fires twice. another VC runs up and shoots HULSEY in the chest, dropping him.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

the VC have overrun first platoon’s position. shooting is heard, but some have turned to hand-to-hand combat. SEAN uses the infamous KABAR as a VC rushes into him, hugging him around the middle and pulling him down. SEAN, screaming profanities, digs the KABAR into his scalp, right near the cowlick. he very nearly scalps the young man.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

GREENE, cool and collected, hides behind a palm, dropping one VC after another with well placed shots from his rifle. a grenade from nearby knocks him down flat on his face.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

CARVER charges through the lines of VC, mowing them down with his rifle.

CARVER
DIRTY MOTHERFUCKERS!!

he is shot twice. he staggers, then screams and keeps shooting. he is then shot three more times, finally killing him. as he lies in the foliage at the bottom of the jungle, several VC run by.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

FAULK, wounded, uses his .45 to shoot any VC that come near him. he holds his stomach, obviously where he was shot. as he lifts the gun for one final shot, he passes out and drops the pistol. he’s dead.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

DOC workers mechanically on the bodies of TERRY and JARVIS, both long dead. it’s clear that DOC has gone insane; he seems oblivious to the horrible violence that surrounds him.

DOC

the morphine will help.

just take it easy.

stay calm. hey, don’t

let him go into shock, guys. . .

a VC comes behind DOC, shooting him between the shoulders. he drops. we see  his face as he lies dead across the body of TERRY. his face is crazily serene.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

WAYNE has given the fighters the go-ahead.

WASP ONE

roger that, Charlie Two;

we’re bringing snake and nape

to your position. get as 

far clear from the area as you

can. hang tough. over.

WAYNE

move it along, Wasp One!

we’re in deep shit here.

over and out!

as WAYNE moves away from the area a VC shoots him twice in the back. he falls on his face, dead.

cut to:

ext: *-late afternoon

BAKER fights for all he’s worth. he pummels a VC with the butt of his rifle. two more Cong come out of the brush and he takes off. the shoot at him, but he keeps going.

cut to:

ext: *-afternoon

SEAN fights viciously while the VC swarm the remaining troops. he uses the KABAR until it is knocked out of his hands, then he uses his fists. a VC shoots him across the gut, thighs, and groin. he screams and drops. DWIGHT runs in and shoots several VC with a modified M-16.

SEAN

DWIGHT! HELP!


DWIGHT grabs him.

DWIGHT 

come on! the airstrike is coming!

we gotta get clear!

SEAN, his senses overridden by the pain, mumbles as DWIGHT drags him away quickly.

cut to:

ext: sky-late afternoon

three PHANTOMS zoom towards their target. radio jargon is heard.
cut to:

ext: *-late afternoon

DWIGHT drags SEAN into a small depression, then pulls a rotted log over the both of them. several GIs run past; the engines from the F-4s are heard.

cut to:

ext: sky-late afternoon

the PHANTOMS are over their target. on the radio, we hear:

WASP ONE 

snake and nape,

special delivery.

I hope our boys

on the ground are clear,

‘cause here comes the fire.

they drop their loads of ordnance. the jungle explodes into billowy balls of fire that are epic in proportion.

cut to:

int: depression-late afternoon

from SEAN’s POV we see DWIGHT get down and cover his eyes. there is a deafening boom, a huge flash, and fire everywhere. SEAN blacks out.

cut to:

ext: *-late afternoon

we see the fire sweep over the VC and several GIs. some run around on fire, some are swept off their feet.
fade out

fade in to:

ext: jungle-morning
from SEAN’s blurred point of view, we see a medevac helicopter landing. DWIGHT stands over SEAN signaling a medic. DWIGHT is burned, but he’s not in as bad shape as SEAN. 
a medic hurries over. he looks SEAN over quickly, then calls for someone else. their voices are skewed. DWIGHT bends over SEAN and mouths “it’s going to be all right.” we barely hear this. two medics lift SEAN onto a stretcher. we see HULSEY and BAKER on stretchers as well. GREENE sits on a stump, drinking from a canteen. he’s concussed and bleeding, but managed to escape the napalm. we come out of SEAN’s POV to a non-blurry view of SEAN being carried on a stretcher towards the medevac. the rotors thunder overhead and a GI is heard on the radio.
GI

sixty-two friendly KIA,

one hundred twenty-six VC

KIA, with wounded counting

on both sides.

SEAN is loaded into the helicopter where he passes out again.

fade out

fade in to:

int: hospital-Quang Ngai City-day
SEAN lays in a hospital bed. the hospital bloc that he is in is quiet. he opens his eyes and looks around, then jerks up suddenly. a nurse, who has drinking a Coca-Cola nearby, puts her drink down and moves over towards his bed. 

NURSE

whoa, calm down. 

easy. . .

she prepares a calmative in a syringe. SEAN knocks it out of her hand.

SEAN
KEEP THAT FUCKING

THING AWAY FROM ME!

the nurse looks scared. SEAN looks around wildly. it probably hasn’t quite registered with him where he is. he finally calms down. after a moment, he says:
SEAN

where am I?

NURSE

at the Army hospital,

in Quang Ngai City. . .

SEAN

huh?

NURSE
you arrived two days 

ago.

SEAN

oh God!

the NURSE has composed herself. she’s young and fairly pretty, with an intelligent, if not naïve, look about her.

NURSE
they rushed you to

a field hospital, where
they stitched you up.

unfortunately, you, uh,

lost a kidney and about

one pound off your lower half.

a lot of your left thigh is

gone, too.

SEAN

am I going to the rear

after this is over?

NURSE

our instructions are to

put you on a flight back 

to the US once we think

you’re up to it.

SEAN looks relieved. then, he begins to cry very hard.
CONTD

(concerned)

hey, hey what’s wrong.

SEAN
(beat)

Jesus. . . everything.

NURSE

I understand that your

experiences in the combat

zone are hard to cope with- -

SEAN

you DON’T understand. 

you’re back here in a secure

area, drinking Coke and

passing the time.

Christ. do you know

the smell of human flesh

being cooked by napalm?

do you know what it’s like

to see your friends die in 

front of your eyes?

God! it goes on and on,

the shit I’ve seen.

NURSE

I’m so sorry. . . 

SEAN exhales heavily and drops his chin against his chest. the NURSE puts her hand on his shoulder.
SEAN

and now this. God. . .

my fucking leg.

he pulls the covers back. a HUGE piece of his thigh is gone; muscle, bone, fat, and flesh; the whole bit.

CONTD

WHEN IS IT GONNA END?!

NURSE

it’s over now. . .

SEAN lies back down and stares at the ceiling. a long pause.

SEAN

have you ever done something

that seemed right at the 

time, but looking back you

realize it was the worst

decision you could make?

NURSE

yeah. sure. . .

SEAN

(beat)

it’s over, but not really;
it’ll never be over.

fade out

fade in to:

int: airplane-late afternoon

SEAN, in uniform, is boarding on his flight back to the United States. he sits by a window. other GIs sit down in seats around him or nod at him as they pass, exchanging greetings.

GI

hey, how’s it going?

SEAN

hi.

the flight finally prepares to take off. once it’s in the air, we focus on SEAN as he looks out over Quang Ngai one last time. the dunes, the hamlets, the paddies, the ditches; all these things are familiar to him. we focus closely on him.
SEAN(VO)

it was over. the hideous

ordeal of Pinkville had finally

ended. but as I had said

in the hospital, it’ll

never really be finished.

every day my wounds will

serve as a constant reminder

for the things I saw and

the unforgivable acts I had

committed. each day for the

rest of my life I would

try to put things right before

God, knowing that my injuries

are no less than what I deserve
for murdering those villagers that day. . .

I realize every morning

when I wake up that this,

this is what I get for

the things I did.

fade out

roll credits

THE END
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