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TEASER

OPEN ON:
INT. BUS - MOVING - NIGHT
i

All the passengers on the bus are TEENAGE BOYS. At first sight,
it seems that every one of them sits in a seat alone.
CLOSE ON - WADE MADDOX, 19, African-American.
window, stone-faced.

He stares out the

PAN TO - CLIFF TRUCKEE, white male, 19, skimming through an
issue of ATLANTIC MONTHLY magazine, a slight wry smile on his
face. He looks up and out the window. His smile fades
somewhat, but he seems to resist letting it go entirely away.
He's nervous.
PAN TO - LUPE CEPEDA. 18, AND GUILLERMO GARZA. 20, both Latino.
They are the only two sitting together in a seat. Cepeda turns
and looks dubiously at Garza.
GARZA
Don't give me one of those looks, Lupe.
(clearly facetious:)
We're gonna have fun.
Faint CHUCKLING from several boys near them. PAN TO - ALEX
KOSEGIN. 19, white, vaguely ethnic, large-framed. He's the main
chuckler. He smiles at Garza, shakes his head, then looks out
the window.
BOY'S VOICE
(sarcastic)
Fun.
PAN TO THIS BOY - STEVE RUSSELL. 18, white, jockish, severelyshort haircut. More CHUCKLING, in response to Steve. This is
NERVOUS LAUGHTER.
VIEW TOWARD FRONT - As the bus approaches

—

EXT. GATE

o

WE CAN'T QUITE SEE what's going on. The BUS DRIVER speaks out a
window to someone. Then, he pulls forward. The bus keeps
moving.

INT. BUS - MOVING
VIEW OUT SIDE WINDOWS - GRASSY SWAMP, blanketed with FOG,
illuminated by HAZY MOONLIGHT.
ON MADDOX - As he checks his digital wristwatch: 3:07 A.M.
EXT. ROAD
WE SEE the REAR LIGHTS OF THE BUS moving AWAY FROM US — and WE
PULL BACK RAPIDLY to the GATE we just passed:
A SIGN: PARRIS ISLAND MARINE CORPS RECRUIT TRAINING DEPOT.
HARSH MALE VOICE (V.O.)
GET OFF MY BUS! NOW!
Over this we SMASH CUT TO:
INT. BUS - STOPPED - LATER
The voice belongs to an AFRICAN-AMERICAN MARINE in UNIFORM (the
RECEIVING SERGEANT) , who SCREAMS at the boys:
REC. SGT.
MOVE IT! TODAY! THIS YEAR! OFF! GO,
GO, GO! MOVE IT!
The throng of boys pushes off the bus.
EXT. STREET
Right behind the bus, painted on the street are rows of YELLOW
FOOTPRINTS. The Rec. Sgt. is already out of the bus, pointing.
REC. SGT.
GET ONTO THOSE FOOTPRINTS! NOW!
Everyone gets onto a set of footprints.
REC. SGT.
FROM THIS POINT ON, THE LAST WORD OUT
OF YOUR MOUTH IS "SIR!" DO YOU
UNDERSTAND?!
The voices answer "Yes, Sir," with varying degrees of volume.
REC. SGT.
WHEN YOU GET AN ORDER, YOU SAY "AYE.
AYE. SIR!"
RECRUITS
AYE, AYE, SIR!
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INT. RECEIVING STATION - PHONE BANK
Recruits are lined up behind a row of ten phones — each one
with a Recruit talking and several behind him, waiting.
REC. SGT.
MAKE IT SHORT! IT'S "HI, MOM, I'M HERE
AND I'M OKAY!" GET IT DONE!
MOVE PAST VARIOUS RECRUITS on the phone:
TRUCKEE
Hi, Dad.
TRUCKEE'S FATHER'S VOICE
(from phone)
Cliff?!! Where are you?!!
TRUCKEE
Put it this way — you don't have any
suck with the alumni association.
MADDOX
(quiet; reluctant; honest)
... I ... love you, too, Mom.
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CEPEDA
Stop yelling at me. It was Guillermo's
idea. And you make him think he's my
big brother. Look, just tell Mom and
Dad I'm okay.
REC. SGT.
OFF THE PHONE! NEXT GROUP! GO!
QUICK SHOTS -HANDS getting a NUMBER: "3015" written on them with a FELT TIP
MARKER.
REC. SGT. (O.S.)
THIS IS YOUR PLATOON NUMBER! REMEMBER IT!
INT. BARBER'S ROOM - LATER
The Barber gives Truckee a buzz cut. Some wait their turn; some
have already had the cut.
REC. SGT.
THE BAD HAIR DAY OF YOUR LIFE!
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INT. MALE RECEIVING BARRACKS - LATER
The Rec. Sgt. has some STAFFERS helping bag up PERSONAL ITEMS as
Recruit dig out their pockets and lay items down on a long
table.
REC. SGT.
GET YOUR STUPID TRASH OUT OF YOUR
POCKETS! NOW! EVERYTHING GOES!
i

QUICK SHOTS: Rings, watches, wristbands, sunglasses, Walkmans,
gum, candy, cigarettes, Star Trek pez dispenser, baseball cards.
And prophylactics. PAN UP TO the guy who threw these down:
Truckee, who smiles at the Rec. Sgt.
TRUCKEE
They were too small, anyway.
REC. SGT.
SHUT YOUR HOLE! GET OVER THERE!
CUT TO:
EXT. RECEIVING STATION - STREET - SAME
A FEMALE RECEIVING SERGEANT, white, SCREAMS at a group of
TEENAGE GIRLS who are getting off a bus.
FEMALE REC. SGT.
GET ON THE FOOTPRINTS! NOW!
Among them is SHARON EXLER. 19, white. Some of these Girls look
tough as steel; others look like girl scouts. Exler falls in
between these extremes.
CLOSE ON FOOTPRINTS -- Some of the FEET are MUCH SMALLER than
the yellow footprints. CUT TO:
INT. MALE RECEIVING BARRACKS - DAWN
The Male Recruits (now. wearing Recruit gear), have not slept,
and show tiredness. They stand in a line.
REC. SGT.
"Floor" is "deck." "Wall" is
"bulkhead." "Door" is "hatch." Can
any of you guess what "Porthole" is?
No, it's not a woman who waits by the
waterfront. It is a window. Do you
understand the terminology?
/f^.

MALE RECRUITS
AYE, AYE, SIR!

EXT. CLINIC - DAWN
Some of the males emerge wearing RECRUIT-ISSUE SPECTACLES,
including Garza. They are THICK-RIMMED and HIDEOUS.
GARZA
Why can't I keep using my contact
lenses?
REC. SGT.
SHUT UP! YOU DO NOT SAY "I!" YOU SAY
"THIS RECRUIT!" ALL RECRUITS WHO NEED
VISION CORRECTION WILL WEAR THE
STANDARD ISSUE BCG's. — BIRTH CONTROL
GLASSES. WHILE YOU WEAR THESE, YOU CAN
BE SECURE IN THE KNOWLEDGE THAT YOU ARE
THE UGLIEST PEOPLE ON THE FACE OF THE
EARTH! MOVE OUT! GO!
INT. MALE RECEIVING BARRACKS - DAY
M-16 RIFLES are issued to the Male Recruits. Their last names
are already on the BUTTS, printed on paper that's taped. We see
the recruits get their rifles, look them over, see their names:
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"MADDOX." "TRUCKEE."
"KOSEGIN." CUT TO:

"CEPEDA."

"GARZA."

"RUSSELL."

CLOSE ON - RIFLE BUTT
With the name "EXLER." PULL BACK ON - EXLER - she's holding the
rifle as if it fell from a UFO. CUT TO:
INT. SQUADBAY OF PLATOON 3015 (MALE) - LATER
On each side, a ROW of RACKS (BUNKBEDS) and FOOTLOCKERS. Half
the Recruits stand on one side, marked "PORT" on a support
pillar. Half the recruits stand on the "STARBOARD" side. Their
toes are on a painted line across the floor.
CLOSE ON THREE BELTS - ONE GREEN, ONE BLACK IN THE MIDDLE,
ANOTHER GREEN. PAN UP TO:
The three DRILL INSTRUCTORS. The black belt — the senior drill
instructor, STAFF SERGEANT LYLE BRINKOPF, looks like the Marine
Corps carved him out of a classic mold — which, actually, they
did. Though bulky, he's in top shape (as all DI's are). His
eyes seem to take in everything, whether it's visible or not.
He's THIRTY, the top range of age for a DI.

gf^

On one side of Brinkopf is SGT. MARTIN, twenty-five, an AfricanAmerican with a stare tailor-made to cut through the back of
your skull. On the other side of Brinkopf is SGT. FANTE, white,
twenty seven; a man with an enigmatically placid face.
A LIEUTENANT administers an OATH to the Drill Instructors, each
of whom raises a hand in pledge.
BRINKOPF, MARTIN, FANTE
These recruits are entrusted to my
care. I will train them to the best of
my ability. I will develop them into
smartly disciplined, physically fit,
basically trained Marines —
TKTTFRCUT WITH:

INT. SQUADBAY OF PLATOON 4022 (FEMALE) - SAME
In which the Female Recruits watch their DRILL INSTRUCTORS take
the same oath.
Their senior drill instructor is STAFF SERGEANT JOCELYN HOVIS,
African-American, twenty-nine, with a face that's somehow both
comforting and stern. The juniors are: SERGEANT TILLMAN, white,
twenty-three, a short, mean-eyed woman; and SERGEANT SANCHEZ,
Latina, twenty-five, stoic.
HOVIS, TILLMAN, SANCHEZ
— thoroughly indoctrinated in love of
Corps and Country. I will demand of them
and demonstrate by my own example, the
highest standards of personal conduct,
morality and professional skill.
INT. MALE SQUADBAY - MOMENTS LATER
The Lieutenant is gone. Brinkopf, Martin and Fante remain in
position at the top of the bay.
BRINKOPF
My name is Staff Sergeant Brinkopf.
I'm your senior drill instructor. I
wear the black belt. I am assisted in
my duties by Sergeant Martin and
Sergeant Fante. They wear the green
belts.
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INT. FEMALE SQUADBAY - MOMENTS LATER
Hovis, Tillman and Sanchez at the top of the bay.
HOVIS
My name is Staff Sergeant Hovis. I'm
your senior drill instructor. I am
assisted in my duties by your junior
drill instructors, Sergeant Tillman and
Sergeant Sanchez. ,
CROSSFADE TO:
EXT. "THE GRINDER" - LATER
A large paved lot. Brinkopf watches as Martin and Fante march
the platoon. Fante calls the cadence. CROSSFADE TO:
EXT. THE GRINDER - SUNSET
As Martin and Fante stand by, Brinkopf slowly walks up and down,
past the formation of Recruits.
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BRINKOPF
You came here from chaos. And now,
standing here, you're thinking to
yourselves -- there doesn't seem to be
a country — the United States — out
there. Only a confused, formless slag.
Some of you may have been high
achievers, some of you may have been
mediocre, some may have some rough
edges. Regardless of how well you were
doing, or where you came from, you were
being inculcated by a society that told
you what has "hip" and "cool." You
watched television and listened to
music. You sucked in popular culture.
Even without your being aware of it,
your brain and your body started to
become slimy, limpid puss. Two things
all of you now have in common: one, you
saw you needed to change your lives;
two, you met the entry requirements to
be here. So, now you're going to
experience un-popular culture. It's
called "Honor, Commitment and Courage."
Cynicism is a standard illness in the
world from which you came. And I can
imagine that you might think those
three words sound kinda hokey, perhaps
as foreign to you as if they came from
outer space.
(MORE)

BRINKOPF (CONT'D)
But they didn't. You came from outer
space. "Honor, Commitment and
Courage." As you go through training
here, these words will become spiritual
to you. You will weep at the sound of
them. All of the putrid, stinking
individual self-interest and petty "meism" which has been injected into you
by society will be *gone. The world
from which you came wouldn't expect you
to tear yourselves away from a six pack
and a sofa to reach across a coffee
table to help another human being.
Here, you will learn to depend on each
other for your next breath of life.
You will do so without hesitation or
reservation — and you will earn that
kind of trust from everyone else. We
are a team here. You are forbidden to
whine and spit out those infantile
words "I" or "me" when speaking to a
Marine.
Brinkopf makes his way back to the two junior DI's.
BRINKOPF
Some of you may break, may cry, may beg
to get out. But I care about you too
much to let you out of here. If you
fail, then, for your own good, I'll
have to give you a fate worse than
death -- you'll be "recycled." That
means you will be dropped from this
platoon and you'll start training over
again with a new platoon. Imagine what
it feels like to go back and start with
a bunch of guys fresh off the bus who
look at you and think that you're a
loser. There are recruits on this
island right now who've been here nine
months. Trust me, you don't want to
get recycled. So, understand this: you
will not get off mv island until I say
so. Keep your eyes on the goal —
which is to be a part of this
brotherhood, this beloved Corps.
(MORE)
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BRINKOPF (CONT'D)
In doing so, you will have a country
again. The United States does exist.
It is a concept and you'll finally be
able to grasp it. It will be yours.
You will come home to a home you've
never known before. Welcome to Parris
Island.
FADE OUT.
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FADE IN:
EXT. "THE GRINDER" - NIGHT
Martin and Fante drill the platoon. Fante calls the cadence.
The Recruits are visibly TIRED,« having been at this all day.
FANTE
LEFT, RIGHT, LEFT RIGHT ...
Martin zips around the Recruits like a hornet, correcting them.
MARTIN
WE'RE STAYING OUT HERE UNTIL IT'S
BETTER! IF IT DOESN'T GET DONE, WE'LL
BE OUT HERE ALL NIGHT!
(each to a different Recruit:)
NOT SO CLOSE TOGETHER! STAY IN TIME!
GET THOSE SHOULDERS BACK! KEEP THAT
RIFLE RIGHT THERE! DON'T EYEBALL ME!
Martin zeroes in on Cepeda.
MARTIN
YOU'RE MARCHING LIKE A BLIVET FULL OF SNOT!
I COULD WALK BETTER THAN THAT WITH YOUR
ELBOWS! GET YOUR BACK STRAIGHT! GET THOSE
KNEES RIGHT! LEFT! RIGHT! CAN'T YOU HEAR
DRILL INSTRUCTOR SGT. FANTE?!
Cepeda gets redder and redder, embarrassment on top of
exhaustion. MOVE TO GARZA — who's doing his best, but blanches
at Cepeda's suffering. CUT TO:
EXT. 4TH BATTALLION (FEMALE) GRINDER - SAME
The Female Recruits are marching; they also are tired and
showing it. Sanchez calls the cadence. Tillman is pure
screaming hell.
TILLMAN
THIS IS THE MOST DESPICABLE BUNCH OF
HUMAN MAKE-UP KITS I'VE EVER SEEN
SASHAY AROUND MY ISLAND! I OUGHTA TAKE
YOUR PANTIES, WRAP THEM AROUND YOUR
THROATS AND HANG YOU FROM YOUR SHOE
TREES! YOU WILL BE OUT HERE MARCHING
UNTIL YOU DIE AND GET REBORN, AND THEN
I'LL WEAR OUT THE NEW BODY!

11
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INT. MALE SQUADBAY - NIGHT
Martin and Fante move through the ranks, referring to
clipboards, BARKING for Recruits to go their assigned racks
(beds).
BRINKOPF
(to all)
You now have a rackmate. You and your
rackmate will depend on each other for
many things — including inspections.
Cepeda! Garza!
Cepeda and Garza approach Brinkopf.
BRINKOPF
Since you two are here on the buddy
system, you rack together.
CEPEDA AND GARZA
Aye, aye, Sir!
MOVE TO - MADDOX AND TRUCKEE who find themselves rackmates.
TRUCKEE
I'm Truckee.
MADDOX
Maddox.
As they shake hands:
MARTIN
DID I SAY YOU COULD TALK?!
TRUCKEE
(whispering to Maddox)
Glad we had this little chat.
MARTIN
(to Truckee)
DROP, PRIVATE! THIRTY REPS!
TRUCKEE
Thirty of any particular —

BEGIN

?

MARTIN
PUSH-UPS. PRIVATE! MAKE IT FIFTY!

c

MOVE TO - RUSSELL AND KOSEGIN -- rackmates. KOSEGIN, 18, tall,
built, vaguely ethnic, smiles at Russell, secretly offers a hand
to shake. Russell, rigid with his correctness, ignores Kosegin.
Kosegin does a comic take of pretending he was reaching up to
put his hand through his hair. .
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INT. FEMALE SQUADBAY - SAME
Tillman shows a Recruit, RITA VELEZ, to her rack — with Exler.
TILLMAN
Exler!
EXLER
Aye, Ma'am.
i

TILLMAN
Your rackmate is Recruit Velez.
EXLER
(to Velez)
Hi, I didn't see you with the rest of
us when we —
TILLMAN
DID I SAY YOU COULD OPEN YOUR LIPGLOSSED SEWER?! VELEZ IS A RECYCLE!
AND DO NOT EVER SAY "I!" YOU SAY "THIS
RECRUIT!"
Velez, a buxom girl with an attractive but tough face, glares at
Exler. Tillman moves away.

c

EXT. MALE CHOW HALL - NIGHT
Our Male Platoon eats together. Everyone is BREATHING HEAVILY
while eating and drinking, causing food bits to drop and liquids
to spray. No one talks ... for a beat.
MOVE IN ON TRUCKEE AND MADDOX
As they manage to return to normal breathing. Truckee indicates
Martin and Fante, who amble around, eyeing everyone.
TRUCKEE
These stiffs really take it seriously.
MADDOX
Yeah? I think that's the idea. How do
you take it?
TRUCKEE
I'll play along.

/****\

MADDOX
"Play along?" Right. When they say
"jump," you'll be "Pogo" — just like
the rest of us.
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TRUCKEE
Sure. Why not? I'm ...
(uses fingers for quotation marks)
"obeying" their "orders" because I've
decided I'll "be" a "Marine" — for
now. While I'm doing it, I'll do it
all the way. Every time I "obey" an
"order," I'm agreeing to obey.
MADDOX i
That's just beautiful. I bet I can
guess why you joined up.
TRUCKEE
Tell me.
MADDOX
Somebody clowned you bad. Tweaked the
big nerve.
TRUCKEE
What's the big nerve?

c

MADDOX
The manhood nerve. And you were in a snit
when you signed up. "I'll show them."
Truckee gets uncomfortable with this scrutiny; it must be
accurate.
TRUCKEE
It wasn't like that.
MADDOX
-- But it was very close to being that.
TRUCKEE
Why did you sign up?
MADDOX
I thought about it a long time. It's a
serious life choice. And I chose it.
TRUCKEE
Damn. They're going to put you on a
poster.
MADDOX
No. If I were on a poster, guys would
get too scared they couldn't match up
to me.

yi3*N

Truckee chuckles at Maddox's comment. Russell, down the table,
having HEARD this, glares at Maddox. Maddox, seeing Russell,
not liking the look, glares back.
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RUSSELL
(to the Recruit near him)
When my father and uncles came through
here, it was a lot tougher to get in.
Now, they let in all ... types.
More glaring between Russell and Maddox. Martin walks down
beside these tables, scowling at all the conversations.
MARTIN t
WHAT DOES A PUSS BAG RECRUIT HAVE TO
TALK ABOUT? CRAM THAT CHOW DOWN YOUR
HOLES KQW.! GET IT DONE!
INT. MALE SQUADBAY - NIGHT
Utterly exhausted, the Recruits enter with Martin and Fante.
MARTIN
GET ON THE LINE! ON! THE! LINE!
The Recruits go to their racks, stand in front of them, toes on
the line. Brinkopf steps out of the office.

G

MARTIN
TENNNN-HUHHHT1!
The Recruits stand briskly at attention. Brinkopf walks up and
down, past them.
BRINKOPF
This was an easy day. Don't get the
idea that we'11 continue to be this
soft on you.
Martin and Fante pass out little WHITE BOOKS.
BRINKOPF
This book is called "Knowledge." It's
called that because you will know it.
Every spare minute you have, you will
study it and memorize it. You may
write in it if you like. You may draw
pictures if you can't write. But do
not fail to know it, know all of it,
know it well.
Brinkopf goes back into the DI office. Martin takes over the
room.

/#*»%
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MARTIN
We end each training day with Basic Daily
Routine, or "BDR." You have one hour of
unstructured time for personal hygiene to
include shower, shave and dental care.
When you have completed these mandatory
procedures, you many write letters, talk
quietly, and study your Knowledge. One
drill instructor remains in the barracks
at night. If you desire to speak to the
duty drill instructor, you will approach
the office and bang loudly on the hatch.
You will enter the office only when given
permission to do so. IS THIS CLEAR?!
RECRUITS
AYE, AYE, SIR!
MARTIN
AT EASE!

Q

The Recruits stay on the line, relaxing slightly. They are too
much in shock to believe that they have free time. They
hesitate, continuing to stand on the line. Martin and Fante go
into the office. A beat. The Recruits continue to stand on the
line, slightly moving around, hesitant, afraid.
RUSSELL
(whispering)
I think it's okay to ... you know,
we're on our own time now.
Everyone sits on footlockers.
each other, unsure.

They continue to look around at

INT. FEMALE DI OFFICE - SAME
Hovis is sitting at her desk.

Velez stands at attention.

HOVIS
Velez, sit down.
VELEZ
Aye, aye, Ma'am.
Velez takes a seat.
HOVIS
Let me see your hand.
Velez offers the hand; Hovis inspects a small TATTOO.
jjjWfcs.
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HOVIS
You were in the Mujeras Sangres? A bunch
of tough Puerto Rican chicks with knives
and guns, running around the Bronx.
VELEZ
The drill instructor knows gang signs,
Ma'am?
HOVIS ,
I could write an encyclopedia. Am I
scared of you, Velez?
VELEZ
No, Ma'am.
HOVIS
Why am I not scared of you, Velez?
VELEZ
Ma'am ... the word is ...
HOVIS
Go ahead. What's the word?
VELEZ
Ma'am ... the word is ... the drill
instructor has seen ... action.
HOVIS
I've been shot at by artillery that's
bigger than the cars you stole. I've
been gassed, I've walked through fire.
Women in the Marines don't get assigned
to infantry, but when the rear gets
attacked, they see action. What do you
think of that, Velez?
VELEZ
(allows a smile)
This recruit think it's pretty cool,
Ma'am.
HOVIS
So, you understand why I'm tough?
VELEZ
Yes, Ma'am.

c
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HOVIS .
(smile is gone)
No, you don't. I'm tough only because
I'm a Marine. That's good enough. I
want you to be a Marine, Velez. You've
just busted your bazambas in a physical
training platoon for three weeks. You've
been recycled. You're now going to
repeat your first phase of training, and
you're doing it in ray platoon. And your
ratio of body fat to muscle is still a
hair over regulation. Talk to me.
VELEZ
Ma'am ... This recruit has never done
this dieting garbage before. Counting
calories. It's driving this recruit
loco. Like some stupid girly-girl.
Like this recruit had to fit into some
stupid prom dress.
HOVIS
You're in training to be a Marine.
Losing weight is a tactical imperative.
Do you understand?
VELEZ
Yes, Ma' am.
HOVIS
Here.
Hovis hands her a DEVICE that looks like a WRISTWATCH.
HOVIS
It's a calculator. It goes around your
wrist. You use it to add calories.
Velez looks at it as if it were poisonous.
VELEZ
(softly)
This recruit thanks the drill
instructor, Ma'am.
INT. MALE SQUADBAY - LATER
The Recruits are all in their "skivvies" —
ON TRUCKEE AND MADDOX at their rack.
their "Knowledge."

T-shirts and shorts.

Both of them are reading
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TRUCKEE
"This is my rifle. There are many like
it, but this one is mine." I didn't
know we were going to have poetry.
Maddox, reading his own "Knowledge," ignores him. A beat.
TRUCKEE
You want to study together?
MADDOX *
Yeah, why not? You could make yourself
useful. Ask me something.
|
»

TRUCKEE
What's the first general order?

»
i
,

MADDOX
The first general order is to take
charge of this post and all government
property in view.

|

MOVE TO - CEPEDA AND GARZA, who are sorting through gear.

I

GARZA
What is that messed-up look you got
frozen on your face?
Porque?

CEPEDA
Everybody else is smiling?

GARZA
Come on, Cepeda, you gotta get into the
right attitude.
CEPEDA
What's the right attitude?
GARZA
Mean.
CEPEDA
So, you want me to smile and be mean?
Garza puts on a tight smile and grabs Cepeda's face and
squeezes. Cepeda slaps his hand away.
GARZA
That's good. Now you got it.
Cepeda puts on a purposely-stupid fake smile and punches Garza's
shoulder.
CEPEDA
Now I got it, hombre?

19
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GARZA
Yeah.

Yeah!

MOVE TO - RUSSELL, who's holding court with Kosegin, BOB
DEWROCK, a white Southerner, and several other recruits.
RUSSELL
My father's a major, one of my uncles
is a captain, another uncle is a
lieutenant and my o^der brother is a
gunnery sergeant. The whole Russell
family — we are the type of people who
are the backbone of the Marines. We
have a tradition. We —
Maddox gives an irritated look over to Russell and makes a LOUD
COUGHING NOISE. Russell glares at Maddox, then continues his
speech. Truckee looks at both of them.
TRUCKEE
I think your big nerve is being
tweaked. The manhood nerve, is it?
Before Maddox can come back with a response, Brinkopf comes out
of the office.
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BRINKOPF
TENNN-HUT!
Everyone drops what they're doing and gets on the line.
BRINKOPF
Each night, we post a firewatch. There
are eight two-man firewatch shifts of
one hour each. We'll begin
alphabetically. Watch bill will be
posted on the bulletin board prior to
"Taps." It is your responsibility to
check it each night. Recruit Cepeda,
you have the last watch from zero-fourhundred to zero-five-hundred. You will
come to the office at zero-four-thirty,
bang on the hatch, enter, and bang on
the lockers. My rack is behind the
lockers. Understood?
CEPEDA
Aye, aye, Sir.
BRINKOPF
First fire watch is Private Adams.
Take your post.

y5#^N

A RECRUIT grabs a flashlight and goes to his post at the
entrance.
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BRINKOPF
Prepare to mount!
Everyone stands by the racks.
BRINKOPF
Ready ... MOUNT!
Everyone gets into his rack. Those on top racks hoist
themselves up and over. Everyone lies face up, stiff, at
attention.
BRINKOPF
AHHHHHHH-D-JUST!

<

Everyone sinks in their rack. From outside, "TAPS" is played.
Brinkopf turns OFF the lights, goes into the office. MOVE IN ON
TRUCKEE, closing his eyes. DISSOLVE TO:
INT. COLLEGE DORM ROOM - MORNING (FLASHBACK)
Truckee, in bed asleep, awakens to his PHONE RINGING.
TRUCKEE
Hello? Why're you waking me up at — ?
What do you mean, out my window? Why?
Truckee gets up and looks out his window.
HIS POV - ACROSS CAMPUS - As a SIGN is being fastened into place
over a DOOR of a BUILDING: "TRUCKEE SOFTWARE LABORATORY."
TRUCKEE
No ... no way. Not possible. Gotta go.
Truckee HANGS UP, then dials a number.
TRUCKEE
This is his son. Yes, emergency.
... Dad? A LAB?! HERE?! Can't you wait
until I graduate before throw your stupid
money at ... ?! AW, FORGET I CALLED!
Truckee HURLS the phone.

(END FLASHBACK)

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MALE SQUADBAY - DAWN
Cepeda, in the fire watch seat, sees the clock reach "4:30." He
gets up, goes to the office and bangs on the door. He opens the
door and goes into
,#s^**\
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INT. DI OFFICE
Where he stands in front of a row of lockers. He goes to the
far edge of the lockers and timidly peeks around. He can just
see the FOOT of a BED. He bangs on the lockers. A LOCKER door
SLAMS OPEN and Brinkopf, FULLY-DRESSED, stomps out of it, moving
for the door. Cepeda, in shock, walks backwards to keep ahead
of the charge.
CEPEDA,
(under his breath)
He's not human.
INT. SQUADBAY
Cepeda backs out of the office and turns and walks away from the
charging Brinkopf, who emerges, grabs a trash can and HURLS it
down the center aisle.
BRINKOPF
GET OUT OF THE RACK AND GET YOUR GEAR
ON! NOW! MOVE IT! WHAT'S TAKING SO
LONG?! MOVE IT! GO! NOW!

c

Everyone jumps out of his rack, clad only in underwear. People
collide with each other. Some step on feet. Hostility flares
up. Russell has landed on Kosegin's foot and a fight seems
eminent. Elbows stab into ribs; shoulder bump. Truckee and
Maddox don't exactly spread sunshine to each other. Brinkopf,
meanwhile, keeps kicking the trash can.
The guys tug on their clothes and get on the line, at various
speeds and with various levels of neatness -- mostly not good.
At this moment, Martin and Fante enter the squadbay -- they're
arriving for the day. They glare in revulsion at what they see.
Brinkopf calmly walks the bay.
BRINKOPF
I'm sorry. Did you feel a little
rushed? Would you like to hit the
"snooze" button? How about some room
service?
Martin and Fante take over.
MARTIN
GET YOUR WORTHLESS ASSES UNDRESSED AND
BACK IN THOSE RACKS! NOW!
FANTE
WE'RE GONNA DO IT AGAIN! WE'RE GONNA
DO IT UNTIL YOU GET IT RIGHT! MOVE IT!
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MARTIN
WHEN YOU GET OUT OF THAT RACK, YOU WILL
GET YOUR GEAR ON AND GET ON THE LINE — .
IN TWO MINUTES! YOU GOT THAT?! I SAID
— YOU GOT THAT?
RECRUITS
AYE, AYE, SIR!
INT. FEMALE CHOW HALL - MORNING*
A line of Female Recruits goes through the chow line. Exler is
next to Velez. Velez sullenly looks at various food items. She
carefully makes selections, then uses the wrist calculator, and
a reference book, to enter calories, keeping count. Exler
points to the wrist calculator.
EXLER
Hey. I used to use one of those. They
really help. You on a diet?
Velez turns and gives her a withering glare.
Yeah —

VELEZ.
I eat whitebread for breakfast.

Exler pulls out of line and moves away. Velez continues
grumpily making food selections and doing calculations.
EXT. OUTDOOR SPARING FIELD - PUGIL STICKS - LATER
The Male Recruits are in two lines aiming toward a large MAT.
The PUGIL INSTRUCTOR, like all Instructors, is a DI who's not
assigned to a platoon. He's wiry and short; wears a whistle.
Martin and Fante watch.
Currently, Truckee and Dewrock are fighting with the PUGIL
STICKS. They are long poles with thick PADS at each end. The
object is to use it like either a bayonet or the butt of a rifle.
Each contestant wears a PROTECTIVE HELMET AND STOMACH PAD. The
whistle blows and the Pugil Instructor corrects each of them.
Then, the whistle again. .Truckee is in pretty fair shape and
fights with some spirit; Dewrock fights like an animal. The
Instructor blows the whistle. He points to Dewrock.
INSTRUCTOR
The winner. NEXT!
WE FOLLOW TRUCKEE, panting and flushed, as he heads back to the
back of the line. As he passes Maddox:
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MADDOX
(sharp whisper)
Let's see you slap some quotation marks
around that.
EXT. GRINDER - LATER
The Male Platoon drills in marching.
beaten and worn from the fighting.

Cepeda looks terrible,

MARTIN
(a condescending, non-regulation order:)
HIPPITY-HOP MOB STOP!
The platoon stops marching. Martin's eye holds on Cepeda.
Cepeda flushes red, hating it.
MARTIN
Since some of you are marching like
blivets full of snot ...
(to Cepeda)
DON'T PUT YOUR BEADY-ASS EYEBALLS ON ME!
(continuing, to all)
PORT ARMS!

c

The Recruits obey, holding their rifles in this position.
MARTIN
And you will march like this until I
get bored with it. Which is NEVER!
FORWARD ... HUUUUUUUCH!
The Recruits march holding their at port arms. It's clear that
it's quickly becoming strain on the arms. Martin counts,
enjoying it. Several Recruits near Cepeda glance at him.
CLOSE ON CEPEDA - As sweat drips down his straining face.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. CAR WASH TUNNEL - DAY (FLASHBACK)
Cepeda, in carwash employee uniform, stands MOTIONLESS, in a
daze, getting DRENCHED from the water spraying on cars which are
pulled through the tunnel. He stares into a vague distance.
Garza, whose uniform has "MGR" on it, darts into the tunnel.
GARZA
LUPE?! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?
GETTING AWAY FROM YOU!

o

THEY'RE
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Garza goes to Cepeda, tries to pull him out of the path of the
water. Cepeda pulls back, causing Garza to get soaked. Garza
then manages to get Cepeda away from the water and against the
wall. He signals to another WORKER on break to take over.
Then, he squares off with Cepeda.
GARZA
Que pasa, hombre? You gone loco?
CEPEDA
I can't do it anymore.
GARZA
"No puedo, no puedo!"
Garza rubs Cepeda's head in a mocking paternal manner. Cepeda
slaps his hand away — it's playful; but then Cepeda tries to
enforce his seriousness.
CEPEDA
It's all circles. The cars come in,
they go out. Just like my Papa —
driving his truck around and around in
circles. Circles — me hace infirmo.
GARZA
It's a job. You do it, you get paid.
We all have to do it.
CEPEDA
You don't get paid to do it — you pay.
You tear off strips of yourself and you
pay them out every day.
GARZA
Stop thinking about it so much! Just
go take a break — ten minutes.
CEPEDA
You think about it, hombre. Isn't that
why you kill off a six-pack every day
after work?
GARZA
Hey, amigo, you don't worry about what
I do. I got you this job. Your family
wanted me to hire you.
CEPEDA
Thanks for doing mi familia the favor.

y^*S

Cepeda starts walking toward the end of the tunnel. Garza
catches up to him, grabs his arm and pulls him the opposite way.
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GARZA
Wait a minute, Lupe. You know I hired
you because ... you're so good at
wiping down cars.
They both laugh. Then, Garza lightly squeezes Cepeda's jaw,
then lightly slaps him — a friendly gesture. Cepeda tries to
start out again, but Garza pulls him the opposite way.
GARZA t
I'm not letting you quit. For your own
good. You quit, and where would you be?
CEPEDA
If you stay, where will you be? Five,
ten, twenty years from now? What will you
be? A used wash rag?
Garza stops their motion and stares intently at Cepeda,
absorbing this, while keeping his grip on Cepeda's arm.
GARZA
If we didn't work here, what would we do?

c

CEPEDA
I don't know.
GARZA
No sabes? Nice plan, hombre.
A tense beat for Garza as he looks all around him — the cars,
the water, the other workers, the noise. Suddenly, steeling
with determination, he DRAGS Cepeda out of the tunnel. They
both get MORE DRENCHED.
EXT. CAR WASH
Garza drags Cepeda down the sidewalk.
CEPEDA
Where are we going?
GARZA
We pass this place every day.
go inside.

Time to

Garza leads him a few doors down to — a MARINE RECRUITING
OFFICE. Dripping all the way, they go inside. (END FLASHBACK)
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. GRINDER - (RESUMING)
yf#**\

PULLING BACK from CEPEDA to the whole group, holding out. their
rifles, marching, straining. Cepeda glances over at Garza.
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INT. MALE SQUADBAY - NIGHT
C

BDR. Cepeda and Garza are silent, each reading his copy of
"Knowledge." Cepeda looks up to see a Recruit, rubbing his sore
arms, giving Cepeda a harsh stare. Cepeda returns his gaze to
his book.
MOVE TO - RUSSELL AND DEWROCK, walking down the aisle.
RUSSELL
... and my father was caught in the
crossfire. He had to —
Russell passes. His leg knocks Maddox's rifle out of his hands.
RUSSELL
Oh. Sorry. I guess you didn't have a
tight Marine Corps grip on that rifle.
Maddox stands up, faces Russell.
MADDOX
I hear you're really good at using a
Marine Corps grip on yourself.
Now the whole room is listening. The two speak SOTTO VOCE, so
as not to attract the DI's attention. Occasionally, they glance
up at the office.
RUSSELL
You use the word Marine like you have a
right to. Like you'll ever have a
right to. You don't know from Marines.
MADDOX
Anyone in your illustrious family ever
won the Silver Star?
RUSSELL
You wouldn't know a Silver Star if —
MADDOX
— I held it in my hands?

I did.

RUSSELL
In a pawn shop?
MADDOX
My father was awarded it.
A pause. Russell flushes with embarrassment and ire — making
it obvious he has no such thing to brag about in his own family.
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RUSSELL
That's not only a lie, you're stupid if
you think anyone would believe it.
What did he win it for?
Heroism.

MADDOX
In Vietnam.

RUSSELL
Can you tell us thei story? Huh? What's
the whole story? Go on, tell us what
happened. You know, don't you? It's
your own father. Right? He told you the
whole story, didn't he? So, tell us.
Maddox holds stone-still, glaring at Russell with silent
passive-aggression. Truckee gets up and moves to them.
TRUCKEE
I'd like to interject here that Sgt.
Martin is the type who will make this
whole platoon run all night if you two —

c

Well?

RUSSELL
(ignoring Truckee)
Prove that you're not lying.

MADDOX
I don't have to prove anything to you, except
what a mistake it is to be in my face.
A macho beat of tension. Then, Russell and Dewrock move away.
Maddox sits back down on the footlocker and picks up his rifle.
Truckee returns to his rack area, sits on the floor near Maddox.
TRUCKEE
Like you were going to tell him the story.
MADDOX
I didn't need you to step in.
TRUCKEE
I wasn't stepping in for you. I was

—

MADDOX
I didn't need anybody to step in.
Maddox goes back to studying his rifle. Truckee stares at him a
beat, then starts reading his knowledge book. On them, WE
FADE OUT.

c

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

c
FADE IN:

SOMEONE' S POV - ON BRINKOPF - FUZZY VISION
DOWN the BAY, past other Male Recruits, all standing at
attention on the line. The VOLUME is WEAK:
BRINKOPF
... are experiencing the effects of
sleep depriThe FRAME is JOSTLED VIOLENTLY. Volume gets LOUDER:
BRINKOPF
-vation.
ANGLE ON MADDOX
Being jostled awake by Martin. WIDEN ON:
INT. SQUADBAY - DAY

c

As Martin moves to Dewrock, whose eyelids are closing and whose
balance is tipping. Martin jostles him.
BRINKOPF
Beware the "Z" monster. Do not fall
asleep during classes, or you will be
handed a plate of hell.
CLOSE ON TRUCKEE, whose eyelids drop slowly until closed. MOVE
IN ON HIS EYES as they SNAP OPEN -- PULL BACK:
ON TRUCKEE, getting sand in his mouth. Having to SLAP his neck
for SAND FLEAS. Martin's face MOVES INTO FRAME, close to
Truckee's ear.
• MARTIN
DO NOT TAKE YOUR HAND OFF YOUR RIFLE!
DO NOT SLAP AT THOSE SAND FLEAS! STAY
DOWN! .MOVE! MOVE!
WIDEN ON:

/($$&•'*<•,
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EXT. SAND FIELD - DAY
The Male Recruits crawl through the sand in full combat gear,
with rifles. They must keep close to the ground — practically
flat — not raising higher than a foot — and there are WIRES
across the sand marking that height — that they must crawl
under. It's HOT and HUMID.
ON TRUCKEE as he gets more sand in his mouth, coughs it out. He
gets sand in his eyes. WE GOT (TO HIS POV — with SAND on the
FRAME; sound of SPITTING and COUGHING; GRUNTING with exertion.
MOVE UNDER A WIRE. BACK TO ANGLE ON TRUCKEE as he struggles to
get past the wire.
TURN OVER!
YOUR BACK!

MARTIN
TURN OVER! NOW YOU GO ON
I SAID ON YOUR BACK!

Truckee, still only halfway past the wire, turns on his back and
crawls — or tries to. He's just kicking sand.
MARTIN
Keep moving.
CLOSE ON TRUCKEE'S NECK -- SAND FLEAS biting.
as he flails, kicking up sand.

WIDEN ON TRUCKEE

MARTIN
MOVE, TRUCKEE! I SAID MOVE!
Truckee HEAVES upward a little as he tries to push himself
forward.
MARTIN
STAY DOWN! YOU'D BE DEAD RIGHT NOW!
SHOT! YOU HEAR ME?! STAY DOWN!
WIDEN ON AREA -- Fante is screaming at someone else. Two COURSE
INSTRUCTORS are screaming at others. The Male Recruits struggle
along the sand. We see some of them SLAP at sand fleas, then
get screamed at.
Cepeda can barely move, and when he does, he starts going
SIDEWAYS and gets yelled at.
END OF THE COURSE — Kosegin, Russell and Maddox are all in a
row, having started across the sand at the same time. Maddox
finishes first. Russell is right behind him in second place —
and ruefully disappointed. Maddox licks his finger and makes a
"mark" in the air, gloating.

c
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INT. MEN'S HEAD - DAY

The Male Recruits quickly move inside. They all SCRATCH their
necks, faces, hands. MOVE IN CLOSE on FACES AND NECKS — and
see the FLEA BITES.
MARTIN
THIS IS A FAST HEAD CALL! WE ARE LATE
FOR CLASS! EVERY STALL IS TWO MEN TO A
STALL! DO IT!
|
The Recruits run inside the stalls, two to a stall.
INT. STALL
Cepeda and Truckee bang into each other, fatigued and sleepy.
They give each other a weird look as they both stand over the
toilet and unbutton their trousers.
TRUCKEE
I Wonder if they make the women do this.
EXT. SQUADBAY - LATER
jfilr&>\

The Male Platoon rapidly moves down the steps from the squadbay
to the sidewalk. Cepeda reaches down while he moves, trying to
fix something on his boot. His rifle falls off his shoulder and
CLATTERS down the steps to the bottom. He quickly moves to it
and grabs it. Brinkopf, who is at the bottom, observing, is
immediately on Cepeda's case.
BRINKOPF
PRIVATE! WHAT HAPPENED?!
CEPEDA
Sir, I leaned over to —
BRINKOPF
(correcting)
This recruit!
CEPEDA
Sir, this recruit leaned over to fix
his boot and his gun —
Rifle!

BRINKOPF
That's a "rifle," never a "gun."

CEPEDA
Sir, I leaned over to —
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BRINKOPF
This recruit!

