AUDITION SIDE

KURTZ:

- KURTZ

(Kurtz is speaking to a now-free Willard.)

I remember when I was with Special Forces. It seems a
thousand centuries ago. We went into a camp to
inoculate some children. We'd left the camp after we
had inoculated the children for polio. And this old
man came running after us, and he was crying. He
couldn't see. We went back there, and they had come
and hacked off every inoculated arm. There they were,
in a pile. A pile of little arms. And, I remember, I
cried, I wept like some grandmother. I wanted to tear
my teeth out. I didn't know what I wanted to do. And
I want to remember it. I never want to forget it. I
never want to forget. And then I realized, like I was
shot, like I was shot with a diamond, a diamond
bullet right through my forehead. And I thought, "My
God, the genius of that! The genius." The will to do
that. Perfect, genuine, complete, crystalline, pure.
And then I realized, they were stronger than we.
Because they could stand it. These were not monsters.
These were men, trained cadres. These men who fought
with their hearts, who have families, who have
children, who are filled with love... that they had
the strength, the strength to do that. If I had ten
divisions of those men, then our troubles here would
be over very quickly. You have to have men who are
moral, and at the same time, who are able to utilize
their primordial instincts to kill without feeling,
without passion. Without judgment. Without judgment.
Because it's judgment that defeats us.



AUDITION SIDE

WILLARD:

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

WILLARD:

WILLARD:

- WILLARD
(Willard has just woken up in his room in
Saigon.)
Saigon... shit. I'm still only in Saigon. Every time,

I think I'm gonna wake up back in the jungle.

(WILLARD throws his legs over the side of
the cot and grabs a cigarette.)

When I was home after my first tour, it was worse.
I'd wake up and there'd be nothing. I hardly said a
word to my wife until I said yes to a divorce. When I
was here, I wanted to be there. When I was there...
all I could think of was getting back into the
jungle. I'm here a week now. Waiting for a mission.
Getting softer. Every minute I stay in this room, I
get weaker. And every minute Charlie squats in the
bush, he gets stronger. Each time I look around, the
walls move in a little tighter.

Captain Willard, are you in there?

Everyone gets everything he wants. I wanted a
mission. And for my sins, they gave me one. Brought
it up to me like room service. It was a real choice
mission. And when it was over, I'd never want
another.

(Willard is reading Kurtz's dossier. His
respect for the man is becoming evident.)

Late summer, autumn 1968. Kurtz's patrols in the
highlands coming under frequent ambush. The camp
started falling apart. November. Kurtz orders the
assassination of three Vietnamese men and one woman.
Two of the men were Colonels in the South Vietnamese
Army. Enemy activity in his old sector dropped off to
nothing. Guess he must have hit the right four
people.

The Army tried one last time to bring him back into
the fold. And if he'd pulled over, it would all have
been forgotten. (BEAT) But he kept going. And he kept
winning it his way. And they called me in.

(WILLARD pauses, looks off into the jungle
for something that isn't there.)
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WILLARD:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

They lost him. He was gone. Nothing but rumors and
random intelligence, mostly from captured VC. The VC
knew his name by now, and they were scared of him. He
and his men were playing hit and run all the way into
Cambodia.

(The crew has begun to doubt the importance
of their mission, but is preparing to leave
the last Army outpost on the river
regardless.)

Let's move out.
Which way, Captain?
You know which way, Chief.

You're on your own, Captain. Do you wanna go on? Like
this bridge. We build it every night, Charlie blows
it right back up again, just so the generals can say
the road's open. Think about it. Who cares?

Just get us upriver!



AUDITION SIDE - KURTZ/WILLARD

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

KURTZ:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

(Willard has been brought to Kurtz in
restraints and under guard.)

Where are you from, Willard?
I'm from Ohio, sir.

Were you born there?

Yes, sir.

Whereabouts?

Toledo, sir.

How far are you from the river?
The Ohio River, sir?

Uh-huh.

About two hundred miles.

I went down that river once when I was a kid. There's
a place in the river, I can't remember... must have
been a gardenia plantation, or a flower plantation at
one time. It's all wild and overgrown now. But for
about five miles, you'd think that heaven just fell
on the earth, in the form of gardenias.

(KURTZ reaches down and picks up the bowl
of water, pulling from it a soaked rag.)

Have you ever considered any real freedoms? Freedoms
from the opinions of others. Even the opinions of
yourself.

(He wrings the rag over his head and lets
the water run down into the bowl. He
splashes more water on his face.)

Did they say why, Willard? Why they wanted to
terminate my command?

I was sent on a classified mission, sir.

It's no longer classified, is it? What did they tell
you?



WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

WILLARD:

KURTZ:

They told me, that you had gone... totally insane,
and that your methods were unsound.

Are my methods unsound?

I don't see any method at all, sir.

I expected someone like you. What did you expect? Are
you an assassin?

I'm a soldier.

You're neither. You're an errand boy,

clerks,

to collect a bill.

sent by grocery



AUDITION SIDE

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

PHILLIPS:

- CHIEF PHILLIPS

(Clean has begun to get on Willard's
nerves.)

(to PHILLIPS) How long has that kid been on this
boat?

Seven months.

He's really specializing in busting my balls.
Very possible, Captain, he thinks the same of you.
Oh yeah? What do you think, Chief?

(CLEAN gives WILLARD the finger behind his
back.)

I don't think. My orders say I'm not supposed to know
where I'm taking this boat, so I don't. But one look
at you and I know it's gonna be hot, wherever it is.

(WILLARD moves closer, looks at PHILLIPS.)

We're going up-river, about seventy-five clicks above
the Do Lung bridge.

(PHILLIPS reacts, figuring it out almost
immediately.)

That's Cambodia, Captain.

That's classified. We're not supposed to be in
Cambodia, but that's where I'm going. You just get me
close to my destination, and I'll cut you loose.

All right, Captain.

(Chief has spotted a civilian boat and
takes the opportunity to assert his
control.)

Sampan off the port bow. Sampan off the port bow.
Let's take a look.

(PHILLIPS activates a siren to warn the
sampan of their approach. Everyone on the
patrol boat reacts as PHILLIPS continues to
bark orders.)
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PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

Lance, bring them in. Clean, on the .60. Chef, get a

.16. Clean, get on that .60!
What's up, Chief?

A junk boat, Captain. We're gonna take a routine
check.

Let's forget routine now, and let them go.

These boats are running supplies in this delta,
Captain. I'm gonna take a look.

Chief, my mission's got priority here. Hell, you
wouldn't even be in this part of the river if it
wasn't for me.

Until we reach your destination, Captain, you're
on for the ride.

just



AUDITION SIDE

WILLARD:

CHEF':

WILLARD:

CHEF':

WILLARD:

CHEF:

WILLARD:

CHEF':

WILLARD:

CHEF':

WILLARD:

CHEF:

CHEF:

- CHEF

(Chef is looking for mangoes 1in the
jungle.)

Chef?

Yes, sir?

How come they call you that?

Call me what, sir?

Chef. Because you like mangoes and stuff?
No, sir. I'm a real chef. I'm a saucier.
Saucier?

Yes, sir. See, I come from New Orleans. I was raised
to be a saucier, a great saucier.

What's a saucier?

You specialize in sauces. (BEAT) Gotta be a mango
tree here somewhere.

Then, I was supposed to go to Paris, to the Escoffier
School. But then I got orders from my physical.

Well, I joined the navy. Heard they had better food.
Cook school, that did it.

Oh yeah? How's that?

You don't wanna hear about that. They lined us up in
front of a hundred yards of prime rib. All of us, you
know, lined up, looking at it? Magnificent meat,
really. Beautifully marbled. Magnifique. Next thing,
they're throwing the meat into these big cauldrons.

(WILLARD has heard something in the jungle
during this explanation, and becomes
alert.)

All of it. Boiling it. I looked inside, man, it was
turning grey. I couldn't fucking believe that one.
That's when I applied for radioman's school.



CHEF':

PHILLIPS:

CHEF':

CLEAN:

CHEF':

PHILLIPS:

CHEF:

LANCE:

CHEF:

(Chef has just dived onto the boat after
narrowly escaping a tiger.)

Never get out of the boat! I gotta remember! Gotta
remember! Never get out of the boat!

What happened? How many is it?

A fucking tiger!

(over gunfire) What?

Tiger!

Tiger?

(going berserk) I'm done with this goddamn fucking

shit! You can kiss my ass on the county square,

because I'm fucking bugging out! I don't fucking need

it! I didn't get out of the goddamn eighth grade for

this kind of shit! All I wanted to do is fucking

cook! I just wanted to learn to fucking cook, man!
(The others try to calm him down.)

You're all right. You're all right.

All right. It's gonna be all right. It's gonna be all
right. Never get out of the boat. Never get out of
the fucking boat. Hi, tiger! Bye, tiger! Goodbye!



AUDITION SIDE - CHIEF PHILLIPS/CHEF

CHEF':

PHILLIPS:

CHEF':

PHILLIPS:

CHEF:

PHILLIPS:

CHEF':

PHILLIPS:

CHEF:

PHILLIPS:

CHEF:

(The crew are checking on a civilian
vessel. Chef has just looked over their IDs
and cleared them.)

Okay, that's them. That's them. They're okay.

Board and search it.

It's just a fucking boat. There ain't nothing on it,
Chief.

Board it and search it.

Just some baskets and some ducks, fucking bananas.
Ain't nothing on it.

Don't be ashamed, Chef. What's wrong with you? Go on
and search it.

There's a buncha fucking vegetables. There's nothing-
Get on that boat!

There's nothing on it, man!

Get on it!

All right! All right!



AUDITION SIDE

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

CHEF':

LANCE:

CHEF:

- LANCE

(Kilgore has chosen to begin talking about
surfing in the middle of an intense chopper
attack.)

What do you think, Lance?
It's really exciting, man.
No, no! The waves!

Oh, right.

Look at that, breaks both ways. Watch. Look! Good
six-foot swells!

(to other pilots) Want some twenty-Mike-Mike-Vulcan
right along those tree-lines. Ripple the shit out of
them.

(A gatling gun unloads a seemingly endless
stream of rounds.)

I never have gotten used to a light board, Lance. I
can't get used to one. I'm used to a heavy board.

I know, it's a real drag.

You prefer a heavy or light board?
Heavier.

Really?

Yeah.

I thought young guys like lighter boards.

Can't ride the nose on those things.

(The boat is gliding past the fire and
explosions of a combat zone.)

Hey, Lance, what do you think?
It's beautiful.

What's the matter with you? You're acting kind of
weird.
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LANCE: You know that last tab of acid I was saving?

CHEF: Yeah.
LANCE: I dropped it.
CHEF': You dropped acid? Far out.
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AUDITION SIDE

CLEAN:

CLEAN:

CHEF':

CLEAN:

WILLARD:

CHEF:

CLEAN:

LANCE:

CLEAN:

CHEEF':

CLEAN:

- CLEAN

(The crew is lounging around. Clean 1is
bored.)

I know where I'm going. I'm going to the White House
to have dinner with the President of the United
States, baby. That's where I'm going.

(CLEAN turns to CHEF, who has just finished
rolling a joint.)

(impatient) Chef, light up, man. Come on, let's get
high.

Lance, wanna smoke?
What you doing, man? Light up.

(There 1is an explosion in the distance. The
crew all stop what they're doing and 1ook.)

Arc light!

I hate that. Every time I hear that, something
terrible happens.

Charlie don't never see them or hear them, man.
There they are!

(He points up to the sky. Sound of distant
bombers streaking overhead.)

Concussion'll suck the air out of your damn lungs.
Something terrible is going to happen.

Smoke! Secondary burning.
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AUDITION SIDE - CHEF/CLEAN/LANCE

CHEF':

CLEAN:

CHEF':

LANCE:

CHEF:

LANCE:

CHEF:

LANCE:

LANCE:

CHEEF':

CLEAN:

CHEF:

CHEF:

(The crew is divvying up mail from home.)
Shit, you got another one, Clean!
No shit. Wait a minute, 1is that 1it?

That's it for you. Lance? Mr. L. B. Johnson, there
you go.

(LANCE takes the letter.)
Far out, man! All right, I been waiting for this one.
(to all) I got another one. I got a box from Eva.

(reading) "Lance, I'm fine. Sue and I went tripping
in Disneyland. Sue skinned her knee."

Man, I'm gonna get back to Antoine's.

(to letter) Of course I remember the time when we--
How could I fucking forget, man? Beautiful!

(reading) "There could never be a place like
Disneyland, or could there? Let me know."

(looking around) Jim, it's here. It really is here.

(WILLARD has opened the Top Secret pouch
and is reading the letter inside.)

(to himself) Disneyland. Fuck, man, this is better
than Disneyland.

(reading newspaper) "Charles Miller Manson ordered
the slaughter of all in the home anyway, as a symbol
of protest." That's really weird, ain't 1it?

I got a tape from my mom.

Eva can't picture me in Vietnam. She pictures me at
home, having a beer, watching TV.

(CLEAN starts playing the tape from his
mom. )

Eva's not sure she can have a relationship with me.

Here I am, thirteen thousand fucking miles away,
trying to keep a relationship open, my ass.
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AUDITION SIDE - KILGORE/MIKE

KILGORE:

MIKE:

KILGORE:

MIKE:

KILGORE:

MIKE:

WILLARD:

PHILLIPS:

KILGORE:

MIKE:

KILGORE:

(Willard and Kilgore are discussing
Willard's mission.)

What's the name of that goddamn village, Vin Drin...
Dop or Lop? Damn names all sound the same.

(to MIKE) Mike, you know anything about this point at
Vin Drin Dop?

That's a fantastic peak.
Peak?

About six foot. It's an outstanding peak. It's got
both the long right and left slide, with a bowl
section that's unbelievable. It's just tube city.

(KILGORE considers this.)

Well, why didn't you tell me that before? A good
peak. There aren't any good peaks in this whole
shitty country. It's all goddamn beach break.

It's really hairy in there, sir. That's where we lost
McDonald. They shot the hell out of us there. That's
Charlie's point.

Sir, we can go in there tomorrow at dawn. There's
always a good offshore breeze in the morning.

We may not be able to get the boat in. The draft at
the mouth of that river may be too shallow.

(The colonel rises, looks at WILLARD.)

We'll pick your boat up and put it down like a baby,
right where you want it. This is the First of the
Ninth, Air-Cav, son. Air mobile! I can take that
point and hold it just as long as I 1like, and you can
get any place up that river that suits you, young
Captain. Hell, a six—-foot peak! All right. Take a
gunship back to division.

(to LANCE) Lance, go with Mike and let him pick out a
board for you. And bring me my Yater Spoon, the
eight-six.

I don't know sir, it's uh-

What is it, soldier?
_14_



MIKE:

KILGORE:

KILGORE:

KILGORE:

LANCE:

KILGORE:

KILGORE:

KILGORE:

(Sound of choppers warming up begins to
slowly fade in.)

Well, I mean, it's pretty hairy in there. It's
Charlie's point.

Charlie don't surf!

(Air-Cav has taken and is defending an
embattled beach.)

(to LANCE) Don't worry. We'll have this place cleaned
up in a jiffy, son. Don't you worry.

(We hear jets screaming overhead. KILGORE
points to them beyond SL, tracing their
path with his finger. Suddenly, an immense
explosion tears across the SL side of the
space, casting an orange glare over
everything.)

You smell that? Do you smell that?

What?

(pointing to the trees) Napalm, son. Nothing else in
the world smells like that.

(He crouches down by WILLARD.)

I love the smell of napalm in the morning. You know,
one time we had a hill bombed for twelve hours... and
when it was all over, I walked up. We didn't find one
of them, not one stinking body. But the smell, you
know that gasoline smell? The whole hill, it smelled
like... victory.

(He looks off nostalgically. A shell lands
nearby. WILLARD and the others react;
KILGORE ignores 1it.)

Someday this war's gonna end.
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AUDITION SIDE

PHOTOJOURNAL:

PHOTOJOURNAL:

PHOTOJOURNAL:

PHOTOJOURNAL:

PHOTOJOURNALIST

(The photojournalist is bringing water to a
caged Willard.)

Why? Why would a nice guy like you want to kill a
genius? (BEAT) Going down pretty good, huh? Why? You
know? Do you know that the man really likes you?

(She puts a cigarette in WILLARD's mouth.)

He likes you. He really likes you. But he's got
something in mind for you. Aren't you curious about
that? I'm curious. I'm very curious. Are you curious?

(She walks around WILLARD's cage.)

There's something happening out here, man. You know
something, man? I know something that you don't know.
That's right, Jack. The man is clear in his mind, but
his soul is mad. Oh, yeah. He's dying, I think. He

hates all this. He hates it! But the man's a... He
reads poetry out loud, all right? And a voice... a
voice... He likes you 'cause you're still alive. He's

got plans for you. No, no, I'm not gonna help you.
You're gonna help him, man. You're gonna help him. I
mean, what are they gonna say, man, when he's gone,
huh? 'Cause he dies when it dies, man. When it dies,
he dies! What are they gonna say about him? What, are
they gonna say "He was a kind man? He was a wise man?
He had plans? He had wisdom?" Bullshit, man! Am I
gonna be the one that's gonna set them straight? Look
at me! Wrong!

(She points to WILLARD.)

You!
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AUDITION SIDE - LUCAS/CORMAN

LUCAS:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

LUCAS:

(Willard has just been summoned to the
command center in Saigon.)

Stand at ease.

(COLONEL motions to the chairs. They sit.)
Do you want a cigarette?
No thank you, sir.

Captain, have you ever met the General or myself
before?

No, sir. Not personally.

(BEAT) You'wve worked a lot on your own, haven't you,
Captain?

Yes, sir, I have.

Your report specifies intelligence, counter-
intelligence with Com-Sec, I Corps.

I'm not presently disposed to discuss those
operations, sir.

Did you not work for the CIA in I Corps?
(PAUSE) No, sir.

Did you not assassinate a government tax collector...
Quang Tri province June 18, 19687

(WILLARD doesn't answer.)

Walt Kurtz was one of the most outstanding officers
this country's ever produced. He was brilliant. He
was outstanding in every way. And he was a good man,
too. A humanitarian man. A man of wit and humor. He
joined the Special Forces, and after that, his ideas,
methods, became... unsound. Unsound.

Now he's crossed into Cambodia with this Montagnard
army of his, that worship the man like a god, and
follow every order, however ridiculous.
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CORMAN :

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

CORMAN :

WILLARD:

LUCAS:

WILLARD:

CORMAN :

Well, I have some other shocking news to tell you.
Colonel Kurtz was about to be arrested for murder.

I don't follow, sir. Murdered who?

Kurtz had ordered the execution of some Vietnamese
intelligence agents. Men he believed were double
agents. So he took matters into his own hands.

Well, you see, Willard, in this war, things get
confused out there. Power, ideals, the old morality,
and practical military necessity. But out there with
these natives, it must be a temptation to be God.
Because there's a conflict in every human heart.
Between the rational and the irrational, between good
and evil. And good does not always triumph.
Sometimes, the dark side overcomes what Lincoln
called the better angels of our nature. Every man has
got a breaking point. You have and I have them. Walt
Kurtz has reached his. And, very obviously, he has
gone insane.

(The GENERAL is intensely interested 1in
WILLARD'S response, which he clearly wants
to be "yes." A helicopter flies overhead.)

(PAUSE) Yes, sir. Very much so, sir. Obviously
insane.

Your mission is to proceed up the Nung River in a
navy patrol boat, pick up Colonel Kurtz's path at Nu
Mung Ba, follow it, learn what you can along the way.
When you find the colonel, infiltrate his team by
whatever means available, and terminate the colonel's
command.

Terminate... the colonel?

He's out there operating without any decent
restraint, totally beyond the pale of any acceptable
human conduct. And he is still on the field
commanding troops. (PAUSE) Terminate with extreme
prejudice.
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AUDITION

CARLSEN:

WILLARD:

CARLSEN:

WILLARD:

CARLSEN:

CARLSEN:

WILLARD:

CARLSEN:

WILLARD:

CARLSEN:

CARLSEN:

- LIEUTENANT CARLSEN

(Carlsen is waving down the PBR crew.)
Is there a Captain Willard on board? Captain Willard?

(He is shining a weak flashlight in the
direction of the boat to get their
attention.)

Yeah! Who's that?
Lieutenant Carlsen, sir.
(to PHILLIPS) Bring us to the bank.

(The engine slows to idle. Dim lights up on
SR.)

I was sent here from Nah Trang with these three days
ago, sir. Expected you here a little sooner.

(He hands WILLARD a plastic bag with
maximum security markings and tosses a mail
pouch onto the boat.)

This is mail for the boat. You don't know how happy
this makes me, sir.

Why?

Now I can get out of here, if I can find a way.
Wait. Where's the C.0.?

(BEAT) There's no fucking C.0O. here.

(He turns to go, then stops and looks
back.)

You're in the asshole of the world, Captain!
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AUDITION SIDE

SERGEANT:

SERGEANT:

WILLARD:

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

SERGEANT :

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

WILLARD:

SERGEANT:

SERGEANT :

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

- MP SERGEANT

(An MP Sergeant has been sent to retrieve a
drunken Captain Willard.)

(The SERGEANT knocks on WILLARD's door,
CS.)

Captain Willard, are you in there?
(SERGEANT knocks again.)

Captain Willard?

Yeah, I'm coming.

(WILLARD unlocks and opens the door. The
SERGEANT reacts to his condition.)

What do you want?
Are you alright, Captain?
What's it look like?
(WILLARD flips the cot upright and sits.)

Are you Captain Willard? 505th Battalion? 173rd Air-
Borne? Assigned to SOG?

(WILLARD nods.)
We have orders to escort you to the airfield.
What are the charges?
Sir?
What'd I do-?
There's no charges, Captain.

(He produces a letter and shows 1t to
WILLARD.)

You have orders to report to Com-Sec Intelligence at
Nag Trang.

I see

Alright?
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WILLARD:

SERGEANT:

SERGEANT:

WILLARD:

SERGEANT :

Nah Trang,

That's right.

Come on,

for me?

(SERGEANT puts the letter back, WILLARD
doesn't move.)

Captain,

cleaned up.

you still have a few hours to get

I'm not feeling too good.

Come on,

(He lays down on the cot and closes his

eyes.)

Captain,

let's go take a shower.
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