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FADE IN:

INT. STURGEON RESIDENCE – DAY

An empty hallway makes way for muffled VOICES coming from a nearby room. 

At the end of the unusually bright hallway, a slightly cracked bedroom door elucidates what seem now to be MOANS. They are certainly not moans of displeasure.

INT. SURGEON RESIDENCE – BEDROOM

A large mass of bodies moves in rhythmic motion beneath white linen sheets. The outline of the bodies moves in symbiotic, sexual fashion.

Clothing lies strewn about on the floor. A dress Blue Marine Corps uniform and black patent leather’s are mixed in with women’s lingerie.

The rhythmic motion of the unidentifiable mass increases, on the verge of reaching its climactic destination.

Abruptly, the mass of bodies becomes motionless. 


JOSEPH STURGEON(OS)

What?

Suddenly the white linen is pushed back revealing the faces of PFC JOSEPH STURGEON(19) and MRS. STURGEON(18).

Sturgeon’s distraught, gaunt face is attached to a waif-like body. While Mrs. Sturgeon’s beautiful face and body look out of place next to his.

She isn’t too sympathetic.


MRS. STURGEON

Shit. I was just about to cum.

JOSEPH STURGEON

I can’t.

Frustrated, Mrs. Sturgeon’s easy demeanor becomes one of irritation.


MRS. STURGEON

Jesus Christ, Joe.

Done with whatever she was doing, she sits on the edge of the bed and grabs a cigarette from a pack on the adjacent nightstand. She opens the drawer looking for a lighter.


JOSEPH STURGEON

     (to himself)

I know, I know. If I were just better looking or if I had more money --

Mrs. Sturgeon doesn’t respond. She continues her search for a lighter in the nightstand.


JOSEPH STURGEON

     (continuing)

Well say something.


MRS. STURGEON

You know where the lighter’s at?

Sturgeon is now sitting straight up in bed with the sheets covering his lower half. 

Mrs. Sturgeon grows more irritated at not being able to find the lighter.


JOSEPH STURGEON

That it?

Mrs. Sturgeon turns to face her husband.


MRS. STURGEON

No, it isn’t. Quit your whining! My God, I’m married to a woman. Every day’s the same thing from you. You are right about one thing: I didn’t marry you for your money --

Mrs. Sturgeon turns back around and continues her search for a lighter in the nightstand.

From nowhere, a stranger’s very masculine arm reaches out with a lit lighter. 

Mrs. Sturgeon Looks up to see a tall, handsome MARINE OFFICER offering to light her cigarette. She gladly accepts.

PFC Sturgeon looks on, bewildered. He looks like the stranger in the room.


MARINE OFFICER

I’ll take over from here, Marine. 

Mrs. Sturgeon and the Officer begin to LAUGH sadistically.

PFC Sturgeon tries to move but he can’t. The LAUGHING gets more intense until suddenly…

INT. CAMP VIPER ENLISTED BERTHING – DAY

PFC Sturgeon’s waif-like body sits straight in his cot as he gasps the hot air. The surrounding mosquito netting blurs the outline of his face. Yet, his face is visibly death white and he sweats profusely.

Several other cots pack the tent area, though Sturgeon’s cot is the only one surrounded by netting. A miscellany of musical instruments also litters the area.

PRIVATE ANDERSON sits on a nearby cot cleaning a shiny, brass trumpet. His round Texas face matches his Linemen’s physique. 

Both men wear olive military trousers and matching t-shirts. 

Anderson stops his task taking notice of Sturgeon. The hot, humid air causes both men to sweat.


ANDERSON

You alright, Fish?

Sturgeon struggles to put his worn jungle boots on.


STURGEON

You seen Doc?


ANDERSON

He’s in his hooch. Why?

Sturgeon stands to put his blouse on pushing the annoying mosquito netting out of the way. His uniform hangs off his skinny frame.

STURGEON

Not feeling well, that’s all.


ANDERSON

Nightmare?


STURGEON

Yeah.


ANDERSON

Forget about it. You’ll be home in two days. Everything’s gonna be alright. You’ll see. 

     (pokes finger

      at temple)

It’s all in your head. 

Anderson continues his detailed polishing.


ANDERSON

     (continuing)

It’s probably these damn mosquito pills they make us take. Been having some weird dreams myself. 

     (looks at Sturgeon)

You playin’ tonight at the General’s thing?


STURGEON

Nope. Got stuck with duty driving. Gotta take a guy to Camp Carol today. Just my luck.


ANDERSON

Yeah. Some luck. You ain’t been off base since you got here. What’s it been now, Six months? Bout time they make you earn your pay. 


STURGEON

I earn my pay like you do. I’m a lover not a fighter.


ANDERSON

Sure picked the wrong business, Fish.

That’s a good drive to Carol, though. Should make up for your skatin’.


STURGEON

It’s hard work getting out of work.

Before leaving, Sturgeon grabs his M-16 rifle and helmet then heads for the tent exit.

STURGEON

     (continuing)

Guess I’ll see you tonight. I expect dinner when I get home.

Sturgeon leaves. Anderson continues to polish his trumpet as though in love with the instrument. 

INT. CAMP VIPER MEDICAL BERTHING – DAY

DOC CAHILL and several MARINES sit around a makeshift table playing cards. A stack of cigarettes lay in the middle representing the bet. 

Smoke fills the tent area and stacks of Playboy magazines lie on a nearby cot. 

With his cigarette ash about to fall from the cigarette in his mouth, Doc Cahill lays his hand on the table.


DOC CAHILL

Damn! Read em’ and weep, Devil Dogs.

Doc grabs the pile of cigarettes from the center of the table.


MARINE #1

Fucking two pair. Jesus. C’mon Doc, I ain’t got no smokes left. 

DOC CAHILL

     (smiling)

I’ll sell you one if you need one.

PFC Sturgeon’s head appears in the tent entrance.


STURGEON

Hey, Doc.


DOC CAHILL

Fish. What’s up?

Sturgeon motions for Doc Cahill. 


DOC CAHILL

     (continuing)

Deal me in. 

Doc excuses himself from the table and goes to Sturgeon.


DOC CAHILL

     (continuing)

What’s up, man. Hear you’re headed home in a few days. Lucky bastard.

The two shake hands. 


STURGEON

     (quiet)

I need a couple more days worth, Doc.

Doc looks annoyed.


DOC

You already finish the shit I gave you the other day? Damn, man. That was enough to kill one of these elephants wandering around here. With your skinny ass --


STURGEON

-- Look, Doc, this’ll be it. I need it. I can’t sleep. I’ll be gone in a couple days anyways. You won’t have to worry about me.

Doc Cahill doesn’t look convinced. He looks more concerned for Sturgeon’s safety.


STURGEON

     (continuing)

Listen, I’m done when I get home anyways. No bullshit. Just help me out this one last time. 


DOC

I’m tellin’ you, Fish --

     (hesitates)

-- You’re lucky I like you.

Doc heads over to the cot with the magazines stacked upon it. He pulls a large, green medical bag from beneath it. Doc opens it and rifles through it before finding what he was looking for.


MARINE #1

What’s up, Fish? I hear Jodie’s at home drivin’ your Cadillac.

The other Marines snicker at the remark.


STURGEON

Funny. 

Doc heads back towards Sturgeon and hands him a brown generic pill bottle. Sturgeon tries handing Doc several bills in return. Doc refuses.


DOC

Keep it. You need it more ‘an me.


STURGEON

Whatever. 


DOC

I don’t have to tell you to be careful with that shit. I don’t want to find you dead somewhere.

 
STURGEON

     (smiling)

Don’t worry bout me. I’m going home in two days. Ain’t nothing gonna keep me here.

DOC

Good. And you need to quit worrying about the wife thing. That’s what’ll  kill you. Just remember, what comes 

around -- 

Sturgeon puts the small container in his front blouse pocket then gives Doc a reassuring pat on the shoulder.


STURGEON

-- Yeah. Yeah. Goes around. I don’t believe that nonsense. 


DOC

Yeah, that’s your problem. You playin tonight?


STURGEON

No. I gotta drive today.


DOC

Where?


STURGEON

Gotta take a guy from another unit to Carol.

DOC

Shit, man. Who’d you piss off?


STURGEON

I don’t mind. I need the fresh air.


DOC

Man there ain’t no fresh air anywhere in this shit hole. Fuckin’ armpit of the earth.

To emphasize his last statement, Doc throws his cigarette on the deck and stamps it out.


DOC

     (continuing)

Be careful. A gook gets in your way, run him over. 

Doc shakes his finger at Sturgeon.


DOC

     (continuing)

I’m telling you Charlie’s sneaky.

Sturgeon looks at his watch and realizes he’s running late.

STURGEON

Shoot. Gotta go, Doc. See you later. I owe you.

Sturgeon rushes out of the tent as Doc watches him leave.

EXT. CAMP VIPER – MOTOR TRANSPORT LOT – DAY

Sturgeon stands in front of a pristine, white VOLKSWAGEN BEETLE curiously looking it over. It is the only white motorized object in the lot. It is the only vehicle in the lot for that matter.

CORPORAL JONES(20’s) approaches Sturgeon. Jones is a slick black dude with a baby Afro. He carries a clipboard in one hand and a set of keys in the other.


JONES

Listen, Cat. I don’t want no funny stuff in my ride. Dig? Go straight there and come back. Dig? 

Jones hands Sturgeon the clipboard to sign. Sturgeon begins fill in several blank areas on the form.



JONES

     (continuing)

Make sure you put your Unit down. In case I need to come find yo ass. Dig?


STURGEON

Dig. 

Jones eyes something on the hood of the car and reaches close to wipe it off. He gives it a few good rubs with his hand almost caressing it.

Sturgeon finally finishes the paperwork. He hands the clipboard to Jones.

Jones hands the keys in Sturgeon’s direction. The keys are connected to a furry rabbit’s foot. 

Sturgeon reaches for them but Jones pulls them back before he can grab them. He gives Sturgeon a not-so-sure look.


JONES

Treat her like you would your woman. I don’t mean slap her around either. Dig?


STURGEON

Dig. 

Jones reluctantly gives Sturgeon the keys. 


STURGEON

     (continuing)

I’m curious where a guy gets a ride like this –- out here.


JONES

Oh, it ain’t my ride. It was the Colonel’s. 


STURGEON

The Colonel know I’m driving his car?


JONES

Was. It was his. He’s dead now. Killed in action. Actually, the man was taking a dump in the jungle –- whack! --Charlie took everything he had -- even his shoes. 

     (motions to car)

Only thing left. Now it belongs to Motor-T. 


STURGEON

Really.

Sturgeon pauses, taking it in.


JONES

And don’t ask me how he got it. 

STURGEON

     (continuing)

You teach me how to drive a stick real quick?

Jones eyes Sturgeon.


STURGEON

     (smiles)

Kidding.

JONES

That ain’t funny.

EXT. JUNGLE ROAD – DAY

The lone, white Volkswagen Beetle makes its way down a solitary, unpaved yet, well-worn road. It’s driver, PFC Sturgeon, maneuvers the vehicle with little caution for his own safety and less regard for his passenger’s.

The lone passenger struggles to find something to hold on to. SEAMAN DEEB(19) is a large, slightly overweight fellow with unkempt blonde hair. Though he wears the same green fatigues, he looks out of his element. 

A large green seabag takes up the back seat.


DEEB

So why do they call you Fish?

Sturgeon looks at his passenger not sure if he’s joking.


STURGEON

Sturgeon. Fish. Get it?

DEEB

Oh.

Deeb thinks about the reference.

DEEB

     (continuing) 

You wanna hear a funny jack-off story?

STURGEON

Do What?


DEEB

A jack-off story. The funniest thing I ever heard.

The junior sailor doesn’t wait for Sturgeon’s reply.

DEEB

     (continuing)

This Corporal, fucking crazy dude, trades another guy, also crazy –- go figure -– anyways, this guy trades the other guy a brand new record player and twenty bucks for a pair of his fiance’s underwear, these weren’t no granny panties, mind you -- a pair of her skimpy-ass underwear and a photo of 

her -- 

Deeb finally pauses after what seems like a long, single breath.


STURGEON

-- was she naked? In the picture?


DEEB

    (shocked)

No, man. It’s his fiancé for Christ’s sake! Anyways, you know what this guy did? 

Deeb waits only momentarily for Sturgeon to answer before continuing without any response.


DEEB

     (continuing)

He put her goddamn panties over his head and put the picture in front of him where he could see it -- and he twisted one off.


STURGEON

Twisted what?


DEEB

You know, Punched the clown --

Sturgeon isn’t sure he’s hearing the guy right.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Jacked-off! The guy jacked-off with this guy’s fiance’s underwear on his head looking at a picture of her! Funniest shit I ever heard.

STURGEON

You’re kidding me? How’d he see the picture with the underwear on his head?


DEEB

They were the G-string kind, I don’t know. You’re missing the point -- 


STURGEON

-- What about the girl? Did the guy ever see the girl in real life?


DEEB

Yeah. The fucked up thing was the two finally met after what he did and they hit it off. I hear they’re married now.


STURGEON

     (laughs)

Shit! What an asshole.


DEEB

And the stereo was a piece of shit on top of that!


STURGEON

Note to self, never trade for a piece of shit stereo and a picture of my wife and her panties. Jesus.


DEEB

You married?

Sturgeon hesitates before answering. Sturgeon eyes the wedding band on his left hand and gives it a twist with his thumb.

DEEB

     (continuing)

You get a dear Johnny letter or something?


STURGEON

No, not really.


DEEB

What do you mean not really? Either you did or you didn’t. 

STURGEON

      (reluctant)

I just found out my wife is three months pregnant.


DEEB

Congrats, man. What’s wrong with that? I can’t wait to have my first. I already have a name picked out if it’s a boy. Jerome. 

     (thinking)

Yeah, that’s it, Jerome. I’ve just gotta find someone to have it wi –


STURGEON

-- I’ve been in country six months.

Deeb does some quick mental calculating.

DEEB

Goddamn! That’s worse than a dear Johnny letter, man. What are you gonna do? What if the dude’s Asian. That’d be fucked up. You’re already gonna be seeing these fuckers in your nightmares when you get home –- but goddamn, I mean I’d probably have to kill her -- 


STURGEON

I don’t know what I’m gonna do. I’ve gotta get out of here first.


DEEB

You and me both. 

STURGEON

Where you headed?

Sturgeon motions towards the sea bag twisting around in the back seat.

DEEB

I’ve got a week’s leave. I’m going to Saigon. You know five bucks’ll get you a blowjob there. You can live like a king on a hundred. Momma San’ll take care of you.

Sturgeon looks at Deeb’s uniform insignias confirming his suspicions. 


STURGEON

Aren’t you a chaplain’s assistant? That’s what an RP is, isn’t it? Isn’t it a sin to get –- blowjobs?


DEEB

You’re driving a fucking Beetle in the middle of a Jungle, so what? 

     (beat)

Don’t patronize me. Most of us aren’t even religious. I’m not sure I even believe in God after being here seeing this shit. I mean C’mon, what kind of sick fucker would put his so-called children through this shit. That’s one sick fuck if you ask me.

Sturgeon’s in disbelief.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Honestly, I didn’t join the Navy to be stuck fighting this war here. That’s one reason I became an RP, so I wouldn’t have to do this shit. Wearing fatigues. I like the bellbottoms, the ship life. I mean who needs a goddamn Chaplain out here anyways. By that time it’s too late anyways. Last thing I want to see taking my last breath is some fucking guy -- Gimme a sweet little chick to send me out. I’d rather the last thing I saw was titties. You 


DEEB(CONT’D)

know? Yeah, you need a miracle but ain’t no military Chaplain gonna give it to you.

Deeb pauses to think about what he just said.

DEEB

     (continuing)

What about you?

Sturgeon drives with irreverence. Deeb doesn’t take notice.

DEEB

     (continuing)

You probably killed a bunch a people. You Marine’s are crazy. You guys love this shit -– wearing earlobe necklaces and stuff. 

     (excited)

How many gooks you killed? You kill any women and children? Burn any villages to the ground?


STURGEON

I hate to disappoint you. I ain’t killed no one. Hell, this is the first time I’ve been off base. 

     (pausing)

I’m a flute player for the Marine Corps band.

DEEB

Flute player? Marine? Shit. I’ve probably killed more people than you.

     (thinking)

Damn. What happens if we get ambushed? You even know how to use that thing?

Deeb points to Sturgeon’s weapon lodged against the driver side door.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Hell, there ain’t even comm in this -- thing.

Deeb motions toward the dash where a radio should be.

STURGEON

We’re too far south. Ain’t no Charlie around here. The only brown people we 

gotta watch out for are the monkeys. And like you said, don’t patronize me. 

Like any Marine, I’m a highly trained killing machi –-


DEEB

-- Fuck! Watch out!

Sturgeon turns his head just in time to see the heap of what looks like a body lying in the road. He swerves the speeding vehicle to avoid whatever’s in the road. 

The Beetle veers off the road just missing the object and into the jungle crashing into dense foliage.

Avoiding serious injury, Sturgeon gets out and surveys the damage done to the car.

Also unhurt, Deeb rushes over to the heap of something in the road.


DEEB(OS)

     (loud)

Fuck, man! Get over here!

Sturgeon hurries over to Deeb now kneeling next to the mass of what appears to be a man dressed in a green American military uniform.

Deeb pokes at the presumably dead body. The body reacts slightly to his prodding.


DEEB

     (continuing)

We got a live one! Looks like one of our own.  

Deeb and Sturgeon roll the almost lifeless body over to get a better look. 

The MAN, who appears to be unconscious, is obviously Caucasian with a few day’s old beard. A large green bag is wedged between the wounded man’s arms. 


STURGEON

He doesn’t have any name tapes or insignias. What is he doing out here by himself? 


DEEB

Hey buddy, you OK?

The lifeless body gives out a semi-conscious, responsive MOAN.


STURGEON

     (serious)

You’re a Navy guy, give him mouth to mouth or something! 

DEEB pulls his hands back noticing fresh blood on them.


DEEB

Fuck! The guys’ bleeding. We gotta get him to an aid station.


STURGEON

What do you mean an aid station? We’re thirty miles from either base. And our ride isn’t moving. Even if we do get it going, it’ll take at least a couple hours to Carol. 


DEEB

Buddy! Hey buddy! You Ok? Where’s your unit? Who ya here with? 

The wounded MAN gives out another quiet, undecipherable MOAN.

DEEB looks around the adjacent area for the injured man’s missing unit. He doesn’t notice anything.


DEEB

     (continuing)

We can’t just leave him here.


STURGEON

     (reluctant)

Shit! Alright. Get him in the back seat. We’ll have to pull the bug out.

Sturgeon spins the tires of the Beetle trying to back it back onto the road while Deeb pushes in the front. 

The tires finally grab hold and the vehicle jerks suddenly backwards pulling a large amount of tree vines and limbs with it. Deeb falls to the ground as it lunges backwards.

As the two struggle to pull the wounded man to the vehicle the green duffle bag falls from the man’s arms to the ground. They leave it where it lays. 

The men struggle to get the man in the cramped, back seat. He doesn’t fit with the large sea bag in the back.


STURGEON

We’re gonna have to leave your sea bag here.


DEEB

We’re not leaving my shit here.

Sturgeon thinks for a moment.


STURGEON

Trunk.

The men get to the front of the vehicle and manage to get now dented front hood open. They try shoving the sea bag in the small compartment. It doesn’t fit.

Again, Sturgeon ponders a solution. Finally…

EXT. JUNGLE ROAD - DAY

Deeb jumps in the front passenger seat as Sturgeon pulls back onto the dirt road. The car almost backs over the green bag lying on the ground.

The vehicle begins to speed off down the road when suddenly, the car stops in its tracks. 

Deeb jumps out and runs back and grabs the man’s duffle bag. He throws it in the back seat with his lone sea bag and hops in. The Volkswagen peels off.

EXT. JUNGLE ROAD - DAY

Again, Sturgeon maneuvers through the windy, dirt road.


DEEB

I wonder what the fuck that cat’s doing out here by himself? Must be fucking Charlie around here. 


STURGEON

     (to himself)

Just my luck. Two days left in this place and this happens. Why am I surprised?

Driving with one hand, Sturgeon reaches for his bottle of pills with the other. He pops open the top and tips the bottle to his mouth. He downs several pills and struggles to swallow them.


DEEB

Man, don’t be getting all fucked up on me. I’ll drive if you want.

Sturgeon swerves the car slightly trying to put the lid back on the bottle.

EXT. JUNGLE ROAD – DAY

The Volkswagen is pulled off the side of the road. Its front hood is open wide. 

Deeb pisses in the jungle close by.


DEEB(OS)

You think the guy’s CIA or what? Wonder what a guy’s doing unarmed in the jungle?

Sturgeon stands in front of the car looking in the cramped compartment. 

The wounded man is stuffed in the tiny space. Sturgeon rolls the man on his back revealing his cyanotic, cold skin.

STURGEON

I don’t think he’s anything anymore.


DEEB

What?


STURGEON

The guy’s dead. D-E-D. Dead. 

Deeb finishes urinating and rushes over. Deeb knows immediately the man is dead.

DEEB

Fuck. 

The two pause for a moment without saying anything else. 

STURGEON

That all a chaplain’s assistant got to say for a dead man?


DEEB

Oh, yeah.

Deeb hastily and awkwardly makes the sign of a cross on his own chest and forehead.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Amen.

Again, the two sit there in the awkward silence looking over the dead man’s body.


STURGEON

That’s it?


DEEB

What do you want? I told you I’m not religious. Fuck. Jesus.

The two stare at the dead body in complete disbelief.


STURGEON

So what do we do now?

DEEB

I want to know what the guy was carrying –-

Deeb leans into the back seat and grabs the dead man’s bag.


DEEB

     (continuing)

-- in this bag of his.

STURGEON

Look. I don’t think –-

Ignoring Sturgeon, Deeb doesn’t hesitate to unzip the bag.

Seeing the contents, both men’s eyes get as wide as cue balls.

Deeb pulls the bag opening apart revealing a large sum of American money inside.


DEEB

Holy shit, man! There must be ten thousand dollars in here!

The two seem to get lost in the moment. Sturgeon breaks the silence.

STURGEON

Yeah, and whoever killed this guy is probably still after him. Let’s get the hell out of here.

Sturgeon heads for the driver’s side of the vehicle. Deeb stays staring at the newfound treasure.


DEEB

I say we leave the guy here where we found him. Shit he’s dead. He ain’t gonna mind. We’ll split what’s in the bag and forget about everything else.

Sturgeon stops and rushes back over to the rear of the jeep where Deeb is considering his last thought.

STURGEON

I can’t believe I’m hearing this from a man of God. Jesus Christ. We can’t just leave him here. I’d be pissed if I was left in this place!


DEEB

The guy’s fucking dead!

Sturgeon pauses for a moment considering before…


STURGEON

I don’t care. We’re not leaving him here.

DEEB

     (towards the sky)

Why God? The only fucking Marine in country with any morals.

     (to Deeb)

Alright. I have an idea --

Sturgeon is curious to hear what the RP has to say.

Deeb reaches in his pocket and pulls out a coin.


DEEB

     (continuing)

-- we’ll flip for it. Heads we leave the guy here and take the money –- nothing ever happened. Tails, we take the guy to Carol with us --

Sturgeon stares at Deeb.


DEEB

     (continuing)

-- but we still keep the money. Look, no one carries around this much money -

Deeb looks around at their surroundings.


DEEB

     (continuing)

-- in the middle of the jungle –- in Vietnam. This cat didn’t earn this money the hard way -- Well, he earned it the hard way –- he is dead –- What 


DEEB(CONT’D)

I’m trying to say is, Uncle Sam sure the hell didn’t give it to him. 


STURGEON

I can’t believe I’m even considering this nonsense. This is absurd. 

     (to himself)

I’m leaving in two days. Going home. 

While Sturgeon argues with himself and the dead man lies dead in the trunk, Deeb steadies the coin on his thumb readying the fateful flip. 


DEEB

Let’s find out what God thinks.

Sturgeon mentally struggles with himself. He begins pacing back and forth and takes his helmet off to wipe the sweat that has formed on his forehead.

From nowhere, a little VIETNAMESE BOY struggles with two large water pots as he walks past on the dirt road. 

He looks at the dead body in the trunk then at the two men observing the bizarre scene.

Unsure of what to do and without saying a word, the two GI’s watch as the little boy passes slowly by and continues down the road. Finally…


STURGEON

OK. We’ll drive another mile or so and we’ll drop him in the jungle –-  


DEEB

Atta-boy.  

EXT. JUNGLE – DAY

Deeb and Sturgeon struggle to drag the man’s body through the dense jungle.

Sturgeon’s rifle dangles from his skinny body. He frequently adjusts his helmet to keep the large apparatus out of his eyes.

The green moneybag hangs around Deeb’s neck and sways with each step backwards he takes. 


DEEB

To bad you can’t go with me to Saigon. I’m going to go nuts. Gonna get a different hooker every day. They love a man of God. 

Sturgeon isn’t really paying Deeb much attention. He seems in his own world.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Ten thousand dollars. You know what that’ll do for me? I meant five thousand. You know what five thousand’ll do for me? 

STURGEON

Let’s put him there by that tree.

The two drag the heavy, lifeless body over to a large tree. Deeb immediately lets go of the head and the body hits the ground with a dull THUD. 

Sturgeon still has hold of the feet.


STURGEON

Not here. Sit him up. Make him look respectable, at least.


DEEB

You’re kidding, right?


STURGEON

Look I ain’t messing up my karma. I know the guy’s dead but let’s at least treat him with a little respect.


DEEB

Don’t be so fucking sensitive.

Sturgeon gives Deeb a go-to-hell look.

DEEB

     (continuing)

Jeez. OK, whatever. Let’s just do it and get out of here.

They prop the bloodied body neatly sitting against the large tree leaving his lifeless arms dangling beside him.

The two men step back to look at their work.

DEEB

     (continuing)

Goddamn that’s creepy.

The dead man has what appears to be a wry smile on his pale face.


STURGEON

Put his arms across his lap.


DEEB

Do what? C’mon, don’t be an asshole.

Unexpectedly, Sturgeon points his weapon at Deeb. Deeb reflexively puts his hands up.


DEEB

Easy, Man. Okay. Okay. Here.

Deeb leans down and carelessly throws the man’s arms across his lap giving the dead body the appearance of being asleep.

Sturgeon maintains the pointed weapon in Deeb’s direction.


DEEB

Let’s go, now.


STURGEON

Say a prayer for him.

Deeb isn’t sure if Sturgeon is bluffing. Reluctantly, Deeb gets in a prayer position with his hands together. 

DEEB

     (laughs)

What the hell should I say?


STURGEON

I don’t know. You’re the RP.

DEEB

     (reluctant)

Dear, God, please let this guy’s body be decomposed in a very nice and humane way and in no way allow any vicious animal eat his innards –- Amen. 


STURGEON

Good.


DEEB

Can we get the fuck out of here? I’ve got a plane to catch.

Sturgeon relaxes and lower the rifle. He looks at the body once more before turning to leave.

Deeb gets up to follow.


DEEB

     (continuing; 

      to himself)

Fucking pills fucked your head up. Else that wife of yours.

Sturgeon turns around with the rifle pointed at Deeb again.


STURGEON

What did you say?


DEEB

I said your wife has fucked up your head.

There is a tense moment.


DEEB

     (continuing)

Don’t point that fucking thing at me! What are you gonna do? Shoot me? You ain’t even used that thing befo—

Before he can finish, Deeb is stopped by a SHOT from Sturgeon’s weapon. Stunned, Deeb looks at his bleeding chest. He slowly slumps to the ground and dies next to the other dead man.

Sturgeon calmly walks over to Deeb’s body and pulls the green bag from around his neck. 

EXT. JUNGLE ROAD – DUSK

Sturgeon drives the Volkswagen erratically back towards Camp Viper. He drives with one hand and tips his pill bottle to his mouth with the other finishing what’s left of the once full bottle.


STURGEON

Not my fucking wife. I’ll be home in two days and everything’ll be Okay.

The green moneybag sits next to him in the passenger’s seat. Its contents are visible, almost blowing out through the unzipped opening. 


STURGEON

     (continuing)

Ain’t nothing gonna keep me here.

Coming around a corner, Sturgeon takes his eyes off the road to look at his newfound wealth for just an instant. 

He looks up just in time to see the little boy still struggling with the water jugs. 

The unstable car swerves violently to the left just missing the lone pedestrian.

Overcompensating, Sturgeon swerves wildly to the right causing the vehicle to lose control.

The car ends up upside down just off the road in the dense jungle.

Bleeding and unable to move, Sturgeon lies on the ground in obvious agony. 

The green bag lies on the ground next to him. Green bills blow freely along the ground around Sturgeon’s limp body. 

The little boy inspects the wreckage near Sturgeon’s limp body.

Sturgeon’s eyes light up with hope seeing the boy.


STURGEON

Help me! Please, God.

The boy notices Sturgeons cry for help and gets closer to investigate. 

STURGEON

     (continuing)

Please. I can’t move. Can’t feel my legs, my body. 

The boy stands curiously looking at Sturgeon. He isn’t bothered by either the wreckage or the escaping money. 

He smiles at Sturgeon and turns to walk away leaving the dying man alone.


STURGEON

     (continuing)

No! Please don’t leave me here! Not here! Please, God!

The boy continues walking without turning around.

Sturgeon is left alone in the jungle with only his SCREAMS and dwindling bag of money to comfort him.

Strangely, all seems right with the world.

FADE OUT.

THE END

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
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