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EXT. SAILOR S SNUG HARBOR, STATEN | SLAND - MORNI NG

It is 1969. The Sailor's Snug Harbor on New York’s Staten

I sland, home for retired nerchant seanen, seens al nost
deserted except for a few old nen shuffling along a path. The
maj estic Greek Revival buildings that make up this conplex
are crunbling, paint peeling fromtheir bricks and col ums.
In contrast, the grounds are ablaze with the colors of late
spring, with new grow h.

A late nodel sedan pulls into a gravel |ot and parks.
ROSENBERG, a man in his early 30's, energes holding a well
used | eather briefcase. He wears corduroys and a tweed
jacket. He briskly enters the main building through a side
door.

I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON OFFI CE

Rosenberg stands across a desk froma |ate m ddl e aged,
severe fenmal e RECEPTI ONI ST.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Can | help you?
ROSENBERG
" m Rosenberg. I'"mhere to do the

story about the Harbor.

The Receptioni st |ooks at himblankly, chews gum Rosenberg
fiddles in his pocket for a scrap of paper with a nane on it.

ROSENBERG ( cont’ d)
I'mfromthe Tribune. A M. Carter
told me | could talk to sone of the
men...do sone interviews...

RECEPTI ONI ST
Oh. You're the witer. Have a seat.

She calls into the inner office.
RECEPTI ONI ST (cont’ d)
M. Carter! That witer's herel
(To Rosenberg) What's your nane,
hon?

ROSENBERG
Rosenber g.

RECEPTI ONI ST
You wanna sign in, M. Rosenberg?

He gets up and signs a register at her desk.

( CONTI NUED)
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RECEPTI ONI ST (cont’ d)
Have a seat.

He sits.
Dl SSOLVE TGO
| NT. SAVME SCENE - LATER

Rosenberg has been staring at his watch when the Receptioni st
addresses him

RECEPTI ONI ST
M . Rosenberg?

He gets up and crosses quickly to her desk.

RECEPTI ONI ST (cont’ d)
Sonebody' Il be with you in a
noment .

He stands there a nonent.

RECEPTI ONI ST (cont’ d)
Have a seat.

CUT TGO
I NT. HALLWAY OF SAI LOR' S SNUG HARBOR - NOON

Rosenberg is being |l ed down the hall by PARTRI DGE, a

tal kative old man. There are boxes in the halls, signs that
the institution as a whole is packing up, which it is, and
noving to a new facility in North Carolina. Rosenberg tries
to jot notes as he wal ks.

PARTRI DGE
...and then you should talk to
Wal | aby, cause he's the only one
who coul d care | ess about where
t hey' re sending us. C osing down
the fort here, they is. Got sone
swanpl and in the Carolinas al
pi cked out for us. Wallaby's one
you ought to have a talk wi th. But
you' Il do awight with Ayers, too.
He been here | onger than nost of
us. Gonna tell you all about the
Snug Har bor Watch, back in the war,
I reckon. You ever hear about that?

( CONTI NUED)
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RCOSENBERG
No.

PARTRI DGE
Make you the only person round here
that ain't. Ayers'd told you by now
"cept you ain't been here 5
m nut es.

ROSENBERG
Try 2 hours. In the office with
t hat woman.

PARTRI DGE
2 hours? That's nothin'. Had a
| awyer in there once spent the
ni ght on that bench. Had to beg
her to let "impunp ship next
nornin' .

Partridge | aughs at his own joke as he points Rosenberg into
a room

PARTRI DGE (cont’ d)
Right in there. And it's straight
back down to the office with you
when you' re through. Go wanderin’
around and she'll have ny ass.

I NT. AYERS DOCR

Rosenberg enters the open door a step

ROSENBERG
M. Ayers?

AYERS answers from wi t hin.

AYERS ( OS)
Quess so.

CUT TO
I NT. AYERS' ROOM - LATER

Ayers is an ancient man in a red vinyl arnchair. H's nouth is
the only part of his body that noves.

AYERS
Ain’t been a decent pice of beef
served here since the fifties, |
reckon. Feed us |ike dogs...

( CONTI NUED)
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Rosenberg sits with a partially filled reporter’s pad on his
| ap, which he checks as Ayers rattles on.

ROSENBERG
What about the ... (reads his own
note) ... Snug Harbor Watch?
AYERS
Hear about that, did you?
ROSENBERG
VWhat was it?
AYERS
Who was it.
ROSENBERG

oK. Who was it?

AYERS
"1l tell you who it was. It was
Jake Nel son and them Nel son was
the one who started it, see. He
come here to the Harbor, was his
probl em before he was ready. Maybe
he never woul da been ready. Maybe
it was just five mnutes too soon.
Thing is, you can't tell a man to
sit down if he's got to wal k. Was
the spring of ‘41 when Nel son cone
over on the boat from New York |ike
a sack of bad news.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. NEW YORK HARBCR - NMNAY, 1941, MORNI NG

A ferry plods through the upper New York harbor toward Staten
Island. It is a small ship, |oaded mainly with crates and
bundl es of goods.

AYERS ( 0S)
Li ke the rest of us, he'd waited a
few years for a bed at Snug Harbor.
But nost of us when we got here had
as much as we'd care to, stood as
many wat ches as any man ought in
one life. Hm he was itching to go
from day one. Made everything taste
bad for a | ot of us.

( MORE)
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W all knew we wasn't heroes or
not hi ng, but we'd put in our tine
on the nerchants, and a | ot of us'd
fought in the Great War. W wasn't
trying to get out of nothing, just
trying to live out our days quiet
like they'd prom sed us we coul d.

TI TLES roll over.

On the fore deck stands JAKE, his open collar letting the
cold spring wind blow down his chest. He is a young 65 years
old. He stares straight ahead at Staten Island grow ng | arger
before him He does not | ook back at Manhattan.

EXT. FERRY DOCK, STATEN | SLAND

The ferry pulls in to the small dock across Ri chnond Terrace
fromthe Snug Harbor. Jake disenbarks, and wal ks up the pier,
stepping in the way of the bustling nmen throwi ng crates on

t he dock.

VAN
Wat ch your back
ANOTHER MAN
Move it, pal.

Jake makes his way off the pier and up to Richnond Terrace.

EXT. FRONT GATE, SAILOR S SNUG HARBOR

Jake enters a faded yell ow gatehouse with its sign above the
archway, "Sailor's Snug Harbor 1831." Before he gets
t hrough, the GATEKEEPER, a shriveled man |ost inside a faded
plaid shirt, calls to himfromthe roomon his right.

GATEKEEPER
Hey, buddy! Yeah, you! C nere
pal .

Jake stops in front of the open doorway of the roomin which
t he Gatekeeper sits, |eaning back on an old office chair.
Across the table sits an old man with whomthe Gatekeeper is
pl ayi ng dom nos.

GATEKEEPER (cont’ d)
Visiting or business?

JAKE
VWhat ?

( CONTI NUED)
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GATEKEEPER
Are you here ta visit somebody? O
are you here ta do some work? You
want | shoul d repeat nyself slower?

The Gatekeeper noves in toward Jake in the doorway.

JAKE
| cane to stay. | nean, they told
me there was room. .

GATEKEEPER
You're a guest? Wiy didn't ya say
so in the first place. Awight,
Captain, sign in here.

He puts a register on the dom no table which Jake signs.

GATEKEEPER (cont’ d)
Go right up them steps. First
of fice on your left. Check in
there. Wl come to Snug Har bor,
Capt ai n.

JAKE
Thanks. But |'mnot a Captain.

The Gatekeeper and his friend are already back in the gane.

EXT. THE GROUNDS

Jake wal ks up the path toward the tall white colums of the
main hall. On either side of the path are benches dotted with
the old sailors who are the residents of this place. Sone

wat ch the newconer as he wal ks by. Ot hers gaze at a newspaper
or |l ean over a cane and stare at the ground. Jake gl ances,
side to side, at the old nmen sitting there until his eyes
come upon a fountain. It's pool-green, and surrounded by a
wall with stone urns, a battered statue of Neptune w elds a
trident inits center. There is no water in it. He skirts the
fountain and heads toward the nmain hall.

I NT. THE MAIN HALL

Jake | ooks up at the magnificent hall, warmand richly
finished, but dinmed by tine and negl ect. A mahogany bal cony
encircles the room and paintings of great ships at sea hang
on the walls. Over sonme of the transonmmed doors, painted
Gothic lettering spells out slogans |ike "Port after storny
Seas," and "Rest after dangerous Toil."

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

Jake takes a couple of steps in and hesitantly peers into the
door on the left. An old man with a leg and a half darts out
of the office, brushing Jake out of the way. Jake checks the
passage again and sees it is now clear. He enters the office.

I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON OFFI CE

At three oak desks sit two nen and a worman. Another man sits
on a bench along the wall. The young receptionist (who is the
same worman that Rosenberg will neet 25 years from now) | ooks
up at Jake disinterestedly.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Can | help you?

JAKE
My nanme is Jake Nelson. | was told
there was roomfor ne...|l got a
letter...

RECEPTI ONI ST
Nanme?

JAKE
Jake Nel son

The Receptioni st | ooks though sone papers. Not satisfied, she
goes to a file at the back of the office. A resident cones in
and sits on a chair against the wall. The Receptioni st
returns with another pile of papers. She sits.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Nel son. .. Nel son. .. Nel son. ... Ah.
Nel son. First name?

JAKE
Jake.
RECEPTI ONI ST
Jake Nel son?
JAKE
Yes, ma' am
RECEPTI ONI ST
Log?
JAKE
MR' anf?

( CONTI NUED)
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RECEPTI ONI ST
Can | see your nerchant's | og,
captai n?
JAKE
Oh. Yeah.

He reaches into his duffel and pulls out his tattered |og
book: a history of his |ife at sea. The Receptioni st | ooks
at it for a while and does a nental cal cul ation, checking to
see if the new man has indeed served the required tine in the
Merchant Marine to all ow adm ssion

RECEPTI ONI ST
Twenty-two years in the nerchants?

JAKE
Yes, Ma' am

Satisfied, she places the log in a file in the bottom drawer
of her desk.

JAKE (cont’ d)
That's ny log...

RECEPTI ONI ST
Keep your pants on. It's just for
saf ekeepi ng. Awright M. Nel son.
got some forns you got to fill out.
Do it today and get them back to ne
tonorrow. Go ahead and stow your
things. Dinner is at 12 hundred
hours. It ain't at 12-oh-five. Oh,
M. Evans?

O d EVANS, a resident and office hel per, has been shuttling
back and forth, in and out of roons in the office. The
receptioni st gathers sone forns fromher desk and hands them
to Jake. To Evans she gives a key with a tag on it.

RECEPTI ONI ST (cont’ d)
Enj oy your stay, Captain.

JAKE
Yes, ma'am But |'mnot a cap..

EVANS
Mornin' Captain. Allow ne to show
you to yer new | odgings. Right this
way.

He extends his bony armto the door.



I NT. HALLWAYS

Jake trails slightly behind the crunpled old Evans, who wal ks
with a surprising sprightliness.

EVANS
Gonna like it here, captain. Gonna
eat three squares a day, gonna
sleep in a bed, gonna have sonebody
totalk to if you wanna tal k.
Nobody gonna pry yer nouth open if
you don't.

They round a corner and enter a stairwell. Evans fairly hops
up the steps with Jake trailing behind, stops at a | anding
and opens a wooden door into the hallway on the second fl oor.

EVANS (cont’ d)
Let's see where they got you. Mist
be in...

He studies the keys in his hand. Suddenly he stops short.

EVANS (cont’ d)
Whoa!

JAKE
VWhat's the matter?

Evans recovers and starts down the hall. He slowy regains
his cheerfulness, and rattles on as they wal k down the hall.

EVANS
Uh, nothing. Nothing at all. Didn't
t hi nks they was puttin' nobody in
there with N chols. Nothing wong
in the world. You and M. N chols’
gonna get on fanously. Fanously.
You can depend on it. Nothing in
the world... fanously..

They have cone to the door of room E217. Evans knocks timdly
at the door. There is no answer. He knocks agai n.

EVANS (cont’ d)
M. N chols, sir? | knowyou're in
there, M. N chols. Wiy don't you
open the door and say hello to yer
new roonm e?

There is no response.

( CONTI NUED)
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EVANS (cont’ d)
| got a key, M. N chols. W're
com ng in anyway. Aw, c'non
Ni chol s, open up, wll ya?

No response.

EVANS (cont’ d)
(to Jake)
Alittle hard of hearing, is all.
(to the door) Here we cone!

Evans inserts his key and opens the door.
| NT. ROOM E217

Jake peers over Evans' shoulder to take in the room It is
neat with spartan furnishings. 2 beds, 2 chest-of-drawers, 2
witing tables, 2 windows. That's it. Laying back on a neatly
made bed, head propped against a single pillowis N CHOLS. He
is easily 70 years of age, but seens to be not so nuch old as
weary. A thick diary book Iies underneath his hand on the
bed, unopened. Evans takes a couple of steps into the room
his unsure entrance belying his happy talKk.

EVANS (cont’ d)

M. N chols, sir, norning, sir. 1'd
like you to neet M. Nelson. He'l
be yer new roommate. Well, see ya

| ater. Good | uck!

And Evans is past Jake and out the door. Jake stands there
for a nmoment before wal king evenly into the roomand setting
his duffel at the foot of the other bed. He | ooks around the
room He sits down on the bed. N chols stares ahead of him
out the door which Jake hadn't cl osed.

JAKE
Bed's alright. Bit soft. Had worse.

For a long while the two nen say not hing, Jake hunched over
on the bed, N chols staring out into the hall. Finally, Jake
rises and goes to the w ndow.

JAKE (cont’d)
Ni ce view, anyway. See the harbor

fromhere. | like the fountain.
That's Neptune, isn't it? God of
t he sea.

NI CHOLS
Dry.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jake honestly hadn't expected Nichols to speak and turns
bri skly around.

JAKE
VWhat ?

NI CHOLS
Ain't worked in years.

Jake realizes what his roonmate is tal king about as he turns
back to | ook at the fountain outside.

JAKE
How | ong have you been here?

NI CHCOLS
Dry as a bone.

FADE TO BLACK
I NT. ROOM E217 - NOON

Both nmen are |lying back on their beds, N chols as before,
Jake in imtation of his new roommate. Jake's gear has been
stowed. The door has been closed. From soneplace not far off
there are a series of bells. Wrdlessly, N chols rises and
dons an old coat. He opens the door and exits the room

| eaving the door ajar. Jake watches this with some interest.
As Nichols | eaves, Jake puts his head back on the pillow He
stares at the ceiling a nonent. Then Jake gets up quickly and
follows N chols out of the room

I NT. HALLWAY

Ni chols strides down a corridor. Jake hurries to catch up

I NT. ANOTHER HALLWAY

Ni chol s di sappears through a door. Jake doesn't seemto be
gai ni ng ground, although it doesn't seemlike N chols is
rushi ng.

I NT. TOP OF STAI RNAY

Jake follows Nichols down the stairs. The door at the bottom
of the stairway is still swinging fromN chols' exit by the
time Jake gets there.
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I NT. ANOTHER HALLWAY

Ni chol s makes a final turn around a far corner. Jake turns
the | ast corner and stops short. In front of himis a |ong
corridor between two buildings with rows of w ndows and
benches lining either side. Seated and standing along this
sunlit corridor are scores of the residents of the Harbor,
old men in old clothes, several with crutches, nost of them
dressed too warmy and shaved not enough. Several of them are
tal ki ng anongst thensel ves, though not a few sit quietly
staring out the wi ndows on the opposite side.

Ni chols is already sitting down at the near end of the
corridor. At the far end are the double doors to the dining
room The nmen are all waiting for Iunch. A couple of benches
down from Ni chols and on the opposite side, a group of nen
are listening to an ani mated but absent old fell ow naned
DONAHUE, who tells a story of dubious authenticity.

DONAHUE
So there we is. Two hundred m | es
up the ass of the Yangtze river. So
deep into China nake your eyes
squi nt by thensel ves and your teeth
stick out.

Donahue crudely imtates a Chinaman. A couple of the nen
| augh.

DONAHUE (CONT.) (cont’d)
W ain't got nothin' to eat but the
sol es of our shoes, and none of the
farmers'd even sell us a grain of
rice. So there we is. Captain says
he needs 3 brave volunteers, that
m ght not nake it back alive, so |
rai sed ny hand..

SAILOR 1
He was scratching his head!

A few nen | augh.
SAI LOR 2
Thought they was handi ng out clean
under wear!

A lot of nen |augh. Donahue ignores them

( CONTI NUED)
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DONAHUE
Plan was to take the |aunch ashore
late at night with a bunch of gunny
sacks and raid this tenple they got
along the river. If we was to get
caught, the Captain said, we was on

our own.
SAILOR 3
And there ain't no chow nein for
di nner!
They all laugh. Two bells ring and the doubl e doors at the
end of the hall open.
SAILOR 4

Speaki ng of chow. ..

The nmen that have been seated rise slowy and begin to
shuffle into the dining room All the nen around Donahue get

up as well. The storyteller hinself tries to go on, but finds
he is talking to the backs of his audience. Only Jake is
still seated, watching Donahue as he tries to conpete with

the lure of |unch. Donahue doesn't notice Jake.

DONAHUE
So we get ourselves ready, |oad our
guns and grab sone pots we was
going to cook up sonme rice in on
the spot...that's how hungry we
is...

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM

The nmen file into the dining roomand seat thenselves at |ong
tables with stained white tablecloths running the |l ength of
the room On the tables are bowl s and spoons and tureens of
soup.

When all the nen have found their places and sat, the
GOVERNOR, the hunorless uniformed man who is in charge of the
institution, remains standing at the head of the table at the
front. He waits for silence. It takes sone tine.

GOVERNOR
For this food we are about to
receive, we thank A mghty God, who
has provided for us all our days at
sea and now, in the autum of our
years in our Snug Harbor. Anen.

( CONTI NUED)
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A few of the nmen, not nearly all, nutter "Amen" in response.
They wait for the Governor to be seated before saying

anyt hi ng el se.

of di nner:

Jake sits

And then the roomslowy fills with the sounds
clinking dishes and a nurnmur of conversation.

at one table, not far from N chols, who eats in

silence. On the other side of the table is Donahue, who is

trying to
audi ence t

continue his story, though he has |ost nuch of his
0 the soup. Next to himsits HADLER, a stocky,

hirsute nman, Donahue's friend, who is trying to eat in peace.

The soup i

DONAHUE
So we snuck ashore like cats, and
on up to this tenple they got
there. They got this wall, musta
been a thousand feet high. On the
other side is two thousand Chi nanen
guarding that rice like it were
gold. ..

s thin and, judging fromvarious reactions of the

nmen, tasteless. Jake sinply stares into his bow. One nman at
anot her table pours salt into his bow. Another watches him
for a time before saying sonething.

Hadl er achi eves peace,

t he hall,
trying to

2ND MAN
Leave off with the salt and save
sone for the rest of us.

1ST MAN
Ain't enough salt in the ocean nake
this crap taste |ike anything.

2ND MAN
Then | eave off with it and pass it
over here.

1ST MAN
["11 use it till I"mthrough with
it.

HADLER

Shut up and eat it, both of you,
before they take it away and we'l|
have to listen to you crying
hungry.

and goes on eating. As do other nmen in
t heir gapi ng toothl ess nout hs sl urping soup and
gum the hard, stale bread.

Back at Jake's table a plate of gray neat is passed around

and sonet hing that coul d be nmashed pot at oes.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jake takes a small portion of each. A few of the nen | oad
their plates and eat with fervor, though nost pick. N chols
eats steadily, but w thout relish.

Jake sanples the food on his plate and chews. He swall ows. He
then puts down his fork and his knife, which had barely been
sharp enough to cut the neat. He watches the others eating,
taking in the roomfrommn to man. He then pushes his chair
back fromthe table with a | oud scrapi ng noi se, gets up, and
wal ks out of the dining room Al the nen stop eating in md-
chew and wat ch the newconer wal k out on dinner.

FADE TO BLACK

I NT. ROOM E217 - EARLY AFTERNOON

Jake is standing by the window, staring out at the fountain
when Evans, the man who showed Jake his room that norning,
knocks twi ce and sticks his head in the door.

EVANS
M. Nel son?

Jake doesn't turn around to face him

JAKE
Yes?
EVANS
Governor wants to neet you
JAKE
XK
He doesn't nove.
EVANS
He's waiting. |I'm supposed to fetch
you.
JAKE

Lead t he way.
Jake turns and follows old Evans out.

I NT. HALLWAY

Jake is about to pull the door to his room shut when he sees
Ni chol s com ng down the hall toward their room He |eaves the
door open. The two roomrates eye each other as they pass in
the hall.

( CONTI NUED)
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Nl CHOLS
Ni ce.

I NT. GOVERNOR S STUDY

It is a warmy furnished roomof brass and mahogany, nauti cal
trinmm ngs such as baroneter, ship's clock and sextants. On
the walls hang portraits of the past Governors of the Harbor,
which give the effect of a gallery of judges. Behind an

i mposi ng desk, the Governor sits, witing a letter. He does
not | ook up as Jake enters.

GOVERNOR
Have a seat, M. Nel son

Jake sits in a rich arnchair across the desk. For a whil e,
t he Governor continues witing before setting down his pen
and | ooki ng up.

GOVERNOR (cont’ d)
| understand that today is your
first day as a guest of Snug
Har bor, M. Nel son.

JAKE
Yes, sir.

GOVERNOR
I trust you find your
accommodat i ons suitable. Your room
is satisfactory?

JAKE
Yes, sir.

GOVERNOR
And your first neal as a guest, M.
Nel son. | trust you enjoyed the

neal we served you?

JAKE
Sir, |...

( CONTI NUED)
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GOVERNOR
M. Nel son, at Snug Harbor we term
the residents "guests.” This is

not to be euphem stic, but to
impress all who cone here that they
are indeed guests, here only by the
grace of the estate of Robert

Ri chard Randall, w thout whose
generosity, nost of these nen would
be Iiving on the streets...

JAKE
Sir...

GOVERNOR
...and as guests, we expect those
staying here to show sonme nanners
and this includes appreciation of
the food we graciously see fit to
serve and respect for the decorum
of a civilized dining room

JAKE
Sir...

GOVERNOR
That will be all, M. Nelson. See
you at supper

Wth that, the Governor turns back to his work.
FADE TO BLACK

I NT. HALLWAY - MORNI NG

Evans is | eading Jake down a hall in the basenent of one of
t he buil di ngs.

EVANS
Governor says you got to find
yerself a hobby. Idle hands do the
devil's work, he says.

JAKE
He ought to know.
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I NT. HOBBY SHOP

Evans has led the way into the hobby shop, shabbily equi pped
and only partially in use by a handful of nmen who sulk
around, working at a snail's pace on various projects that
seem|like they will never be finished. One man actually has
fallen asleep at a work bench, his fingers dripping glue.

EVANS
What you got here is a whole slew
of different things you could work
on. You got yer baskets, nets,
pai ntings, ships in bottles, that
sort of stuff. Once a year you got
yer open house when you coul d sel
the crap to famly and fol ks
passi ng through. Be surprised how
much you coul d get, too. Fol ks
figure it's authentic.

Evans | eads Jake to a far corner of the shop where a few nen
seemto be working nore intently than the others.

EVANS (cont’ d)
Over here you got yer nodel boats.
Sone of "emfloat, sone of 'em
don't. Good ones sail pretty good.

Evans continues tal king although Jake hardly hears him He is
| ooki ng at the nodels in various stages of conpletion. Some
men are still carving hulls, while others are rigging sails.
A couple of the nodels are inpressively detail ed.

EVANS (cont’ d)
Tradition has it you take yer nodel
down to the waterfront when she's
finished and show the fellas how
wel | she do, though there ain't
been any Cup winners lately, |
could tell you that

JAKE
"Il do this.

EVANS
Wait a while, Captain. You got to
know what yer doing to build one of
t hem ..

JAKE
"Il do this.



19.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - SUPPER

The nmen are squawki ng at each other through nouths full of
food. Donahue is fairly shouting his story - the sane one he
evidently tells everyday in various versions - over the din.

DONAHUE
Must a been 10 thousand chi nks on
t he other aside of that wall,
guarding that rice with their
lives, buzzin' |ike a hive of
bees. ..

Everyone ignores him Jake sulks in front of his plate,
picking at it now and again. The burly, unshaven fell ow naned
Hadl er sitting next to him shoves a plate in front of Jake's
nose.

HADLER
Seconds, M. Nel son?

Several of the nmen nearby | augh. Jake stares straight ahead.

From a table across the room a man nuch younger than the
rest, a bland faced man named FLETCHER, watches Jake
intently.

I NT. ROOM E217 - LATE NI GHT

Jake stares out the wi ndow at New York Harbor and the city
beyond.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. ROOM E217 - LATER

Jake lays on his bed, his small desk |lanmp pointed to
illum nate the pages on a well worn slimvolunme, from which
Jake faintly reads al oud.

JAKE
"It profits not that an idle king
match'd with an aged wife
I nete and dol e unequal laws unto a
savage race.
I cannot rest fromtravel
Il will drink life to the |lees.™

The last two lines are nmuttered with some conviction, Jake
pauses in the nighttine's stillness. From across the room
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NI CHOLS
Put out the Iight.

FADE TO BLACK

I NT. THE HOBBY SHOP - AFTERNCON

Many of the nmen are gathered around GRIFFEN, a neat man with
long fingers, who is putting the finishing touches on a nodel
schooner, a very fine nodel. They offer comments, which
Giffen seens not to notice. An overweight fell ow naned
REMPLEY seens to be the ringl eader

REMPLEY

Has stubby little masts, don't she?
SECOND MAN

Perfect proportion, 1'd say.
TH RD NMAN

The hell you'd know about
proportion. Never been on a sailing
ship in your life.

SECOND MAN
Sure as hell have.

TH RD MAN
Been on stink pots all your life.

REMPLEY
M. Giffen here spent his life in
an engine room Ain't that right,
"Chief Engineer" Giffen? GCot a
little diesel notor stuck in that
thing to make her go?

Sone of the nmen chuckle. Giffen |ooks up at Renpley as if to
say sonething, then turns back to tinker with his nodel.

FOURTH MAN
She got beautiful lines, Giffen.
Don't listen to '"em

Jake sits by hinself at the far end of the work table,
carving the hull of a nodel sloop. He takes no notice of the
argunment. Renpley turns toward the new nan.

REMPLEY
(to Jake)
What do you think, "Captain”
Nel son? Think she'll sail?
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Al'l the nmen turn toward Jake, waiting for his reply.

JAKE
I wouldn't know.

REMPLEY
" Course you wouldn't. You could
tell that fromthe scow yer
carvin'.

TH RD MAN
He couldn't make a cork fl oat!

Al'l the men | augh, except for Giffen, who nerely continues
hi s adjustnents. Renpley has wal ked over to Jake and is

| ooki ng over his shoulder at the carved hull. He speaks to
t he ot hers.

REMPLEY
How woul d you sink a fine ship Iike
t hi s?

SECOND MAN
Don't know.

REMPLEY
You'd put it in the water!

They all roar with laughter, except Giffen.

REMPLEY (cont’ d)
Way, this piece of garbage'd sink
in nud!

They | augh. Jake continues carving.

REMPLEY (cont’ d)
You and Giffen here oughta

conpete. The "Race-to-the-Bottom
Regattal"

They | augh. Giffen has picked up his schooner and is wal ki ng
out of the shop.

REMPLEY (cont’ d)
Where you goin', Giffen?

CGRI FFEN
I"mgonna put her in the water, see
for nyself.

REMPLEY

Not wi thout ne, you ain't.
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Renpl ey follows Giffen out the door, with the others right
behi nd, | aughi ng. Jake | ooks up briefly, and then returns to
car vi ng.

FADE TO BLACK
EXT. THE GROUNDS - LATE AFTERNOON

Jake wal ks al ong one of the paths in front of the Harbor.
There are a couple of nen sitting in the benches along the
pat h, but Jake doesn't | ook at them Instead he is staring
out into New York harbor. He slows and stops, his gaze
becom ng nore intent, as if there is sonething in the harbor
he hadn't expected to see.

It is a large nunber of nerchantnen | aying at anchor, many
nore than one m ght expect. Jake studies themfor a while
before continuing his lonely stroll.

FADE TO BLACK
EXT. PATH - MORNI NG

Jake wal ks up the path towards the ornate Randall Menori al
Church. It is an overcast Sunday norning, and though organ
musi ¢ pours fromthe el aborate building, only a trickle of
old men are heading in that direction.

A nunber of yards behind, the stringy young Fl etcher follows
Jake towards the church.

I NT. CHURCH

One of the heavy church doors opens, letting daylight flood
into the great hall for a second, and Jake walks in. It's
ornate inside as well: marble and mahogany and stai ned gl ass.
A smal |l handful of nen sit apart fromeach other in a few of
the pews, so that there is a circle of enpty seats around
each man.

Jake does not cross hinself as he enters, but slips into a
pew in the back of the church and sits, listening to the
sonber organ recite Bach

A couple of nonments later, daylight floods the church fl oor
again and Fletcher wal ks in. The younger nman strides over and
sits in Jake's pew, just a couple feet away. Jake studies

Fl etcher for a nonent, then watches as the CHAPLAIN takes his
pl ace at the altar



I NT. CHURCH ALTAR

23.

The Chapl ain | ooks over the neager turn out and frowns. He
speaks in a boom ng voice, but one that is boom ng by design,
for effect.

CHAPLAI N
Once again | see that many of you
have deci ded there are nore
important things to do with your
Sunday nornings than to comune

with God and Christ. Maybe you are

out worrying your fingers with
hobbi es and chores. Maybe you are

sl eeping off a drunk. Maybe you are

sinmply staring at the four walls of

your roomwaiting for God to cone
to you.

The Chapl ai n pauses, his huge eyes burning.

CHAPLAI N (cont’ d)
Wll 1 have bad news for you. God
isn't comng to you. God isn't
maki ng house calls on Sunday
norni ng. You have to conme to Cod.
When the sea rages mghtily and
your ship is tossed on the waves,
do you drop your anchor there and
pray for a safe harbor to cone to
you? No, of course you don't. You
sumon your strength and sail on,
sail on to find a haven fromthe
storm You seek it out. You do not
rest till you have found it.

A couple of nmen are actually lulled to sleep by the Voice,

loud as it

is.

CHAPLAI N (cont’ d)
Christ is your haven fromthe
raging stormof this life. The
Church is his port. Ships of al
nations can cone to rest in his
calmcove. And I am his faithful
tug, ready to guide you into
har bor, ready to...

The rear door of the church opens and shuts,

sunlight briefly dousing the alter;

noti ce.

bl ue-white

t he Chaplain seens not to
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CHAPLAI N (cont’ d)
...lead you to your fina
destination. For you are al
sinking, all so close to slipping
bel ow t he waves into the depths we
know of as damation....

EXT. CHURCH

Jake cones out of the church and squints in the daylight. He
stands there a nonent before the door opens again and

Fl etcher cones out, the Chaplain's drone drifting out of the
open door. Fletcher squints as well, stands a couple steps
away from Jake. Jake | ooks at himcuriously.

JAKE
He tal ks good.

FIl et cher nods his head.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Doesn't say nuch but he tal ks good.

FI et cher nods agai n.

JAKE (cont’d)
You wor k here?

FI et cher shakes hi s head.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Visiting sonmeone?

FI etcher shakes his head again.

JAKE (cont’d)
Uh- huh. You tal k nuch?

Fl etcher pulls a small pad and a pencil from his pocket and
scribbles a couple of words on it. He rips the sheet off and
hands it to Jake, who reads the page quickly and nods his
head.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Sorry. | didn't know.

Fl et cher shrugs his shoul ders.

JAKE (cont’ d)
What ' s your name?

Fl etcher wites. Jake reads.
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JAKE (cont’d)
Good norning, M. Fletcher.

Jake offers his hand and they shake.

I NT. THE GAME ROOM - AFTERNOON

It is a rainy, gloony day. Several nen are reading papers or
listening to the communal radios through headsets. On one of
the tables, a slight man with a bumleg, SAMW, is putting
new tubes in a radio. Another man watches him fascinated.

SAMWY
That oughta do it.

He turns the radio on and big band nusic pours out. Sammy
smles. At another table, Jake and Giffen play checkers.
Jake noves a nman.

JAKE
So how did she go?
GRI FFEN
Who?
JAKE
Your nodel. Yesterday. How did she
sail ?
GRI FFEN
Oh.

Giffen nmakes his nove, capturing one of Jake's nmen. A pause.
Jake makes his nove.

JAKE
So?

GRI FFEN
She did ok, | guess. Needs nore
canvas, is all.
He junps anot her of Jake's nen. Jake noves.
JAKE
Seen all the traffic out in the
har bor past week?

GRI FFEN
Yeah.

He junps anot her of Jake's nen.
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JAKE
Where do you suppose all them
nmerchants are headi ng?

CGRI FFEN
Maki ng the Murmansk run, | guess.
Your nove.

Jake nmoves w t hout thinking.

JAKE
Russi a?

Giffen nakes a nove.

CGRI FFEN
That's what | hear. Convoy's
formng in the harbor, gonna neet
its escort up offa Halifax. Then
off to Murmansk. Themthat nake it.

Jake makes his nove, barely |ooking at the board.

JAKE
How do you nean?

Giffen noves.

GRI FFEN
What | hear, the North Atlantic
ain't no Sunday stroll these days.
U boats don't get you, the dive
bonbers will. Your nove.

Jake npves.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
Anyhow, there ain't enough sailors
on half themships to run 'em
t hrough weather. An' they can't
bring up enough green ones fast
enough to keep up with the ones
goi ng down. Damm Merchant Mari ne
ain't what it were when I was
shi ppi ng out.

Giffen tentatively noves a man, keeps his finger on it, then
satisfied, rel eases the piece.

JAKE
Wul d you go, if you were younger?
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GRlI FFEN
Hel |, nol

JAKE
Even if you was hel ping the
Russians fight Htler?

GRI FFEN
I'd rather shine ol' Adol ph's shoes
then ship out on a boat |ike as not
gonna get torpedoed. Have to be
nuts. Your nove.

Jake npbves. Giffen studi es the board.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
Anyhow, nobody's gonna ask nme. |I'm
| ong since retired by now. Suppose
| stood as many watches as one man
ought in ny lifetine.

27.

Giffen junps four or five of Jake's nen with a flourish.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
Your nove.

I NT. THE HALLWAY QUTSI DE THE DI NI NG ROOM - LUNCH

The nen are - as before every neal - waiting along the |ong,

bench-lined hall to be let in for the m dday neal .

Donahue i s

telling another part of the "rice story" to a couple of nen

too deaf to hear him and so |l et himgo on

DONAHUE
...weren't nobody but nyself
volunteered for the duty. Cap'n
hi ssel f thanked nme for ny bravery
and tol' the President of the
United States was countin' on nme to
put rice on his table...

Farther down the hall, Hadler and sone other nen are arguing

| oudl y about the war.

FI RST MAN
Ain't none of our business.
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HADLER
The hell it ain't! [1'd like go
over there and rip the ears off the
side of Hitler's head an' shove 'em
up his butt so he could hear ne
ki ck his ass!

SECOND MAN
Not unless he hits us first, is
what | say.

HADLER

| could give a black rat's ass what
you got to say. You in the G eat

ar ?
SECOND AN
No, | was in the Merchants already.
HADLER
Then you ain't seen what these
Krauts'Il do. So shut your nouth

before your teeth fall out.
Jake has worked his way toward the group of nen.

TH RD MAN
W' re already helping 'emplenty by
sendi n' over supplies and guns,
ain't we?

HADLER
Ain't enough.

JAKE
| agree.

They all turn toward Jake, nostly because not many had
actually heard himsay anything in the two nonths since he
had wal ked out of | unch.

HADLER
Nobody cares what you think, pal.

From down the hall, Donahue's story has gotten louder. He is
imtating the dying Chinanen who he had, according to this
version, shot by the thousands. Hadler turns in his
direction:

HADLER (cont’ d)
Donahue, woul d you shut the hel

up!!
( MORE)
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Thi s | ast

exchange,
hal I .

(then to hinmself:) Man's got rice
on the brain. (then to Jake:) You
was sayi ng?

JAKE
I was saying that | agree with you,
hundred per cent. \Wen are you
| eavi ng?

HADLER
VWhat ?

JAKE
Sounds like you' re planning to go
over there and take on Hitler
your sel f.

HADLER
What are you, sone kind of w se
ass?

JAKE
Just hoping for an early end to the
war. We send you over there and the
Germans won't stand a chance, don't
you t hi nk?

29.

has been directed at sone of the spectators of this
brewing storm a couple of which have begun to snicker at

Hadl er's growi ng disconfort. Hadler rises on the next

as the two square off on either side of the long

HADLER
I think you better put alidonit,
pal .

JAKE
I think sonebody oughta put
together a little going away party
for you. You know, brass band, wave
the flag sort of thing. | hate sad
good- byes.

HADLER
That' Il be enough. ..

JAKE
And since you'd be your own little
army, you could play general and
give orders all day |ong. 'Course
there won't be anyone over there
who'd listen to you..
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HADLER
That's it...

Hadl er noves toward Jake as if to attack him but fromthe
crowd, Fletcher appears and, seeming lost, walks in front of
Hadl er.

HADLER (cont’ d)
Gt outta ny way, half-wt.

But before he can nove Fletcher out of the way, the bells for
dinner ring and a rush of nmen pour between the himand Jake,
towards the opening doors. Hadler is swept towards the dining
room but glares back at Jake as he goes.

HADLER (cont’ d)
I ain"t finished with you

Jake follows the surge of nen slowy. Jake speaks quietly to
no one in particular.

JAKE
| ain't finished with you either.

I NT. ROOM E217 - MORNI NG

Jake is lying in bed with the sheets covering his head.

Ni chols is up and dressed. He is placing his diary, a small
book overflowi ng with pictures and scraps of paper, in the
top drawer of his dresser. He puts on his coat and | eaves the
room

A short while later, Jake pulls the covers from himand | ooks
about the room Satisfied his roonmate has left for
breakfast, he goes to Nichols' dresser and pulls out the
book. He returns his bed and sits, opens the book and begins
to sift through. He finds a tattered photograph of a famly,
Nichols with a woman who nust be his wife, and two children.
The door opens quietly and N chol s appears. He wat ches Jake
for a nmonment before sayi ng anything.

NI CHCOLS
Interesting?

Jake is startled. He quickly replaces the pictures in the
pages of the book and rises to return the book to its drawer.

JAKE
["m..sorry..

Ni chol s crosses to take the book from Jake before he can
replace it.
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NI CHCOLS
If | ever catch you in ny things
again, I"Il kill you.

I NT. THE HOBBY SHOP - AFTERNCON

Jake is still working on the hull of his sloop, which has
come a long way, and is alnost ready for the addition of the
mast and sails. Giffen is tinkering with his schooner,
evidently trying to inprove her performance. He holds it in
front of one of the large rusty fans which blow hot air
across the room watching to see how the sails respond to the
breeze fromdifferent angles. At the other end of the
wor kt abl e, sone of the other nmen work on their nodels. On the
far side of the room others weave baskets, tie nets.

JAKE
What happened to Nichol s?

GRI FFEN
Happened how?

JAKE
Wiy's he like that? He don't talk
to anybody, don't seemto have any

friends...
GRI FFEN
You do?
JAKE
Thanks. | got an excuse. |'m new.

How | ong has he been here?

GRI FFEN
10 years maybe. Longer. Was a tine
he wasn't |ike that, you know.
There was a guy we called Preacher
used to be in that roomw th him
Called himthat 'cause he used to
go to all the funerals, said they
rem nded himhe was still alive. So
when sonebody' d die, Preacher'd go.
Mostly he was the only one who
woul d. Funerals ain't popul ar
"round here.

JAKE
| ain't surprised.
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GRI FFEN
Anyway, him and Preacher'd sneak
out of here every now and then and
cone back stinkin' drunk. Go down
to the gin mll and jaw all night
about plans to bail out of here for
good. Buy a piece of |and
somewhere, or rent an apartnent in
the city, anything to keep from
dyi ng here.

JAKE
What stopped thenf

GRI FFEN
Never had the dough, | guess. Then
a coupl e of years ago, Preacher
di ed. And nobody went to his
funeral. Ain't that a bitch?

JAKE
Ni chol s?

GRI FFEN
Nope. An' he ain't said nmuch of
anything to anybody since. You're
the first one they stuck in there
with him

JAKE
Wwonder why. ..

GRI FFEN
Just | eave himbe. He won't bot her
you none.

JAKE
| wonder. ..

I NT. THE READI NG ROOM - EARLY EVEN NG

The high ceilinged, paneled roomis filled with | ong oak
tables, at which sit several nen readi ng papers and
magazi nes. One ol d guest sits behind a desk: a vol unteer
Li brarian. Suddenly a man at one of the tables curses.

VAN
Goddamm t. Sonebody's been cuttin’
t hings outta ny paper.
Anot her man hol ds up his newspaper, showi ng a hol e where an
article had been.
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ANOTHER MAN
Mne too. Third tine this week.

A TH RD NMAN
What did they cut out?

SECOND MAN
How t he hell would | know? It
ain't here!l

LI BRARI AN
Shhhhhhhhhh!

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - EVEN NG

Usual scene, with sone unusual |ooking neat being passed
around the table. The seat where Jake sits is enpty.

ONE MAN
VWhere's Nel son?

ANOTHER MAN
| don't know

HADLER
(with a nouthful of food)
Who gi ves a good goddamm?

FI RST MAN
Where's your roomme, M. Nichols?

Ni chol s | ooks daggers at the questioner who quickly backs
of f.

FI RST MAN (cont’ d)
A man's got to eat....

TH RD MAN
Then what're we doin' here?

A couple of grunts of agreenent from around the table, then
the chatter stops and they eat in silence.

EXT. THE GROUNDS - THAT NI GHT

Ni chol s wal ks back to his room He passes a group of men who
are |aughing together, but doesn't join them He stops for a
nonment to | ook out over the harbor at the lights of the
amassing fleet of merchants ships. Then he wal ks toward E
Bui | di ng.



I NT. THE DOOR OF ROOM E217
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Ni chol s pauses for a tine at the door before going in. He
opens the door and takes two steps inside and stops.

I NT. ROOM E217

Jake is kneeling on his bed,

the wal |,

tapi ng a newspaper article to
which is nearly covered with various scraps of

paper. On the bed around himare scores of newspaper

clippings and their trinmm ngs,

a | ook at

tape and sci ssors.

Jake takes

his roommate and then continues his collage. He
doesn't stop working as his roommte cones in.

NI CHOLS
What in hell are you doing?

JAKE
Maki ng a scrapbook.

NI CHCOLS
Not in here you ain't.

JAKE
Yes | am See?

Nl CHOLS
Take it down.

JAKE
It's on ny side of the room

Nl CHOLS
Take it down.

Jake starts reading fromthe wall.

JAKE
Did you know that in 1940 al one,
German U-Boats sunk 36 Anerican
merchantnen without a single |oss?

Nl CHOLS
Take it down.

JAKE
Says over here that at the rate
Anerican seanen are being killed
there won't be a nerchant marine at
all within five years.

( MORE)
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Listen to this: "Wth the drop in
enrollment in the Merchant Marine
Acadeny, governnent |eaders on both
sides of the Atlantic are at a | oss
on how to maintain the present re-
supply efforts to the Allies...."

NI CHCOLS
"' mwarning you. ..

Jake reads from another part of the wall.

JAKE
Listen to this: "In a speech before
t he House of Commons, M. Churchil
said that, unless significant
effort is nade to protect Anerican
shi ppi ng, the war against Hitler
will be lost in a matter of
nont hs. "

Nichols will tolerate no nore, and crossing to Jake's side of
the room begins to rip clippings off the wall. Jake tries to
stop him The two old nen westle dowm onto Jake's bed,
papers flying all over. Though they fight fiercely for a
time, they are quickly exhausted. Ni chols slunps down on the
floor, Jake propped up against his wall.

A group of men who have gathered at the door to watch the
fight stare in amazenent, haven't having seen a physica
fight in years. Suddenly, N chols begins to chuckle. Then
Jake joins him As they |augh, the spectators at the door
nove away.

NI CHOLS
Haven't westled in years.

JAKE
You nust've been good.

The | aughi ng subsides as the two nmen regain their w nd.
Ni chol s reaches over and picks up one of the clippings he has
ripped fromthe wall and |ooks at it.

JAKE (cont’ d)
They need our hel p.

NI CHCOLS
I"mjust an old man.

JAKE
Wth a hell of an arm | ock.
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EXT. A COURTYARD - AFTERNOON

It is a bright, sunny day. A door on the side of one of the
bui | di ngs opens and Jake energes, carrying his nodel boat.
The nodel is finished structurally, but it hasn't been
painted or trinmed, and so it | ooks rougher than the

i npressive projects of sone of the other nen. Still, it is a
beauti ful sl oop.

The door behind himsw ngs shut as he wal ks away. A nonent

| ater, the door opens again and out conmes a small crowd of
spectators, led, of course, by Renpley, who had given Giffen
such grief when he |l aunched his boat. At the back of the
group is Fletcher, the young nute.

EXT. THE GROUNDS

Jake wal ks across the front |awn, oblivious to the group
foll ow ng behind, |aughing and jeering fromtine to tine. As
t hey go, nmen from around the grounds join till the crowd
nunbers al nost 30 nen. Jake wal ks through the gatehouse to
the front gate. Fromw thin:

GATEKEEPER
Good | uck, Captain!
JAKE
Thanks.
GATEKEEPER
Hope you got insurance for that
t hi ng!
The Gat ekeeper is still |aughing when the stream of old nen

foll owi ng Jake pass through the gatehouse.

EXT. RI CHMOND TERRACE

Jake crosses the busy street and wal ks down the ranp to the
ferry dock. The group follow ng himanmasses on the far side
of the street waiting for a gap in the traffic. Wen it
comes, they hurry across as fast as a group of old tiners

m ght .

EXT. THE FERRY DOCK

The dock is quiet nowin the early afternoon, none of the
bustle that cane in with Jake when he first arrived on Staten
I sl and. Jake is already at the edge of the dock by the tine
the others arrive, setting the sails according to the w nds
in the channel that separates Staten Island and New Jersey.
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To the right lay Manhattan and New York Harbor, filled with
the gathering flotilla headed for Mirmansk.

The crowd of nen gather around and jostle for a good view.
There is quiet until Renpley, who is front of the gallery,
hurls the first insult:

REMPLEY
She'll sink |ike a stone.
2ND MAN
Faster.
3RD MAN

Nah, she couldn't beat a rock to
t he bottom

4TH MAN
Lookit that keel! | bet she w ns
even if you give the rock a head

start.

The MEN start maki ng book on the facetious race with a great
deal of joking and | aughing. One of them has picked up a rock
fromthe shore and holds it up.

5TH MAN
Here's the favorite in the first
race, paying 2 to 1 to win. Place
your bets, place your bets...

3RD MAN
Wait a while! How re we gonna know
who wi ns?

REMPLEY

I knowt We'lIl send the Captain
down there hisself to judge!

Wth that he nudges Jake off the end of the pier, still

hol ding the nodel in his hands. But as Jake goes briefly
under, the nodel ship stays afloat. Her sails fill with the
noderate breeze fromthe channel, and she gets underway wth
a healthy heel and surprisingly good speed toward the upper
har bor. Suddenly, the nen on the pier fall silent and watch
t he boat, which noves beautifully through the water. She
behaves as if manned by the nost sensitive of sailors, and
even seens to trimher own sails to adjust to mnute shifts
in the w nd.

Jake has worked his way toward the shore so that he stands in
a couple of feet of water
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He wat ches the progress of his nodel not with pride so nuch
as with satisfaction with a job well done. A couple of the
men finally notice Jake standing there bel ow them

4TH MAN
Ain't you gonna stop her?

One man noves toward a small dinghy tied up to the dock

2ND MAN
Qui ck!  Sonebody help ne with the
di nghy. We could still catch her

JAKE
Let her go.

6TH MAN
You oughta save that boat.

JAKE
No! She's a boat. She bel ongs at
sea, not on a shelf sonmewhere.

The nmen have focused on Jake, but nobody, not even Renpl ey,
utters a word.

JAKE (cont’d)
She ain't stuck here like you.
Sitting on a bench, guessing the
t onnage of ships passing by,
staring at the walls, waiting to

die. She'll sink, sooner or |ater,
but she'll be sailing when she
does.

Jake has clinbed up the shore, and now stands above them
| ooki ng down on the dock bel ow.

JAKE (cont’d)
Nobody | eaves here. You come to
port in your "Snug Harbor" and you
never set out again. Its |ike death
row, don't you see? A bit nore
confortabl e maybe. .. but can you
| eave?

Jake singles out one unsure nman.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Can you?

7TH MAN
Sure | can.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKE
Where you goi ng? Grandchildren in
Jersey? Maybe you got a sister in
Br ookl yn been dying for you to cone
and stay with the famly for a
coupl e of years. Nothing pernmanent,
you know, just till you drop dead.

An 8th man, an anputee with a mssing arm steps up
8TH MAN

We could go work if we want ed.
Not hin's stoppin' us.

JAKE
What ' re you going to do? Hang paper
maybe?

8TH MAN

VWit a mnute. ..

JAKE
Nobody wants us. You got famly -
they' re happy you're here. Can't
get a job 'cause we're too damm
old. Just left here to die..

REMPLEY
I don't see you packin' your bags.

A nunber of nen nmunbl e agreenment to that.

JAKE
You ain't been watchin'. Anybody
wants to conme along, they're
wel cone.

He turns, and wal ks up the ranp toward the road, the group of
men watching himsilently. At the top of the ranp stands

Ni chol s, who had been watching the whole thing. A few hundred
yards away fromthe shore, Jake's nodel sails unflaggingly
into the busy harbor.

FADE TO BLACK
I NT. ROOM E217 - LATE NI GHT

Jake is reading fromhis small book. N chols' light is off
but he is awake. Jake doesn't turn pages, sinply stares at
t he same page.

( CONTI NUED)
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NI CHOLS
What the hell are you reading al
the tine?
JAKE
Tennyson.
NI CHOLS

VWhat's it about?

JAKE
It's this poemcalled U ysses about
a guy that sailed around for twenty
years and still couldn't sit still.

NI CHOLS
Sounds like a jerk.

JAKE
Not really. See, when he gets back
honme to this island he owns in
G eece, he finds out that his
wife's got a new old man, his son
is running the business, and there
ain't much left for himto do.

NI CHOLS
So what does he do?
JAKE
VWell, he calls all his crew

t oget her and asks themto go back
out to sea with himagain, seein
as they were all happier sailing
around di scovering stuff than

sitting on the porch grow ng ol d.

NI CHCOLS
They go with hinP

JAKE
I don't know, it doesn't say. But
he's got his argunent down pretty
good. Listen to this:
"Cone, ny friends,
"Tis not too late to seek a newer
wor | d.
Push off, and sitting well in order
smte
The sounding furrows; for ny
pur pose hol ds
To sail beyond the sunset, and the
bat hs

( MORE)
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O all the western stars, until |
di e.
It may be that the gulfs will wash
us down:
It may be we shall touch the happy
i sles,
And see the great Achilles, whom we
knew.
Tho' nuch is taken, nuch abi des;
and tho'
We are not now that strength which
in old days

Moved earth and heaven; that which
we are, we are;

One equal tenper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by tine and fate, but
strong in wll

To strive, to seek, to find, and
not to yield."

Nl CHOLS
That's how it ends?

JAKE
Yeah. What do you think?

NI CHOLS
Sounds like a jerk to ne.

FADE TO BLACK
I NT. HOBBY SHOP - MORNI NG

The nmen are arguing over a boat being built by Samry, the
slight, high pitched old man whose | eg had been injured in
the first world war, and who wal ks with a pronounced |inp.
Every man has an opinion of how high to step the nmast so that
she' || sail best.

A NMAN
She' I | have too nuch sail up, I'm
telling you. One good bl ow and
she' || scuttle.

REMPLEY

Horsecrap! She ain't gonna nove if
she don't have no cloth up.

SAMWY

I"mjust trying to nake her sai
good, not fast, M. Renpley.

( CONTI NUED)
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REMPLEY
Good is fast, Sammy. Renenber that.

42.

Jake has been shuffling through a pile of wood blocks in a

bin, looking for the raw materia

calls himover.

SAMWY

What do you think, M. Nelson?
JAKE

About what ?
SAMWY

How hi gh the nmast should be for
this hull.

for a new boat when Sanmy

Jake cones over to where the others stand. Nobody jeers at
himthis time, however.

JAKE
How hi gh do you want it?

SAMWY
I think it should be like this.

He hol ds up a piece of wood which is slightly shorter than
the length of the hull.

SAMW (cont’ d)
But then it won't be so fast, wll
it?

JAKE
No, it won't, but it'll be nore
stable. If it were ny boat, though,
| think I"d push her a bit nore.
She's got a sound keel on her, and
a w de enough beamto handl e nore
sail than that, 1'd say...

REVPLEY
That's what | told hinl

JAKE
I think you' re right, M. Renpley.
Sometimes you want to push it a bit
nore, Sanmmy, see what she'll do. If
you play it safe, she won't sink,
but she won't win no races either.

( CONTI NUED)
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SAMWY
Maybe you're right. Thanks, M.
Nel son.

Jake goes back to the wood bin.

I NT. THE READI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON

Hadl er and Donahue di scuss an article they have read in the
day' s newspaper. From another table, Jake gets up to |eave,
slipping his slimbook of poetry into his jacket pocket. He
i s wal king out when he is stopped by Hadl er.

HADLER
Hey Jake! You seen this?

Jake | eans over to | ook at the paper.

HADLER (cont’ d)
Says they spotted a U Boat offa
Ammagansett. Probably unl oadi ng
spies onto Long Island. Could you
i magi ne that?

JAKE
Hard to believe...

HADLER
No wonder all our boys are getting
shot outta the water. Them Krauts
can't even keep to their own side
of the ocean.

DONAHUE
That's the ticket! If we woul da
had a sub in the Yangtze, we coul da
slipped right up to that tenple
they had there with them Chi nks
none the wiser. As it was we hadda
take this leaky little raft.....

HADLER
Donahue, do ne a favor and shut up,
will ya?

Jake has been slicing the article out of the paper with a
pocket knife during this |ast exchange. He pockets it before
Hadl er turns back to him

HADLER (cont’ d)
What do you think of that?
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JAKE
| thinks it's a danm shane.

DONAHUE
Sure it is. But what can you do?

JAKE
"1l let you know.

Jake wal ks on. Hadl er calls another old seanan over.

HADLER
Hey Morris! Take a look at this,
will ya.

But when Morris gets over there, Hadler sees he's pointing to
a hole in his newspaper. He | ooks after Jake.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - LUNCH

The usual scene. Soup is served into bows. It |ooks like
creek water. One of the nen at Jake's table pushes it away
fromhim

VAN
This ain't fit for hunan
concepti on.

2ND MAN
Consunpti on
3RD MAN
That's a disease, ain't it?
2ND MAN
What you might get fromthis soup
1ST MAN
| don't have to eat this.
2ND MAN
Then don't.
4TH MAN

| ain'"t eatin' it neither.
He pushes away his plate of soup as well.

5TH MAN
Jake, you eatin' your soup?
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JAKE
Why, you want seconds?

The nmen roar with [aughter. Encouraged, Jake pours his soup
back into the tureen. Then another nman does it. Then
everybody is pouring soup back into its serving dish shouting
at the old waiters to take it back. Evans is busy trying to
restore order.

EVANS
Stop it! There' |l be trouble!
Mark my words! The Governor ain't
gonna |ike this!

Sonmebody shoves the tureen in front of Evans. Another nman
sticks a spoon in his hand. Another tucks a napkin in his
collar. Then they all march out of lunch, the nen at the
ot her tables cheering them on.

I NT. ROOM E217 - AFTERNOON

Jake kneels on his bed, taping a clipping to the wall, which
is now al nost covered. There is a knock at the door.

JAKE
Cone in.

The door opens and the CGovernor enters. Jake stops his work
and rises to his feet.

JAKE (cont’d)
Good afternoon, sir.

GOVERNOR
If you think you are hel ping these
men by inciting themto
di ssatisfaction with their |ives
here you are w ong.

JAKE
Sir, |...

GOVERNOR
For one hundred years retired
seanmen have thanked their | ucky
stars there has been a place to go
after no one wanted them anynore,
after their lives have becone
useless to society, and I wll not
all ow you to destroy that!
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JAKE
Nobody's useless! A man is only
useless if he thinks he is. O if
sonmebody tells him so.

GOVERNOR
I will not be spoken to in that
manner. You will renenber that as a
captain is to a ship, I amto Snug
Harbor. And you, M. Nelson, are
bordering on nutiny.

JAKE
What're you trying to protect...?
GOVERNOR
You will cease to disrupt our haven
here, or you will find another
place to go...if you can. And cl ean

off this wall by tonorrow norning.

The Governor turns sharply and wal ks out. Jake watches him go
before returning to his wall and the clipping at hand. The
headl i ne reads, "MERCHANT FLEET CALLS FOR VOLUNTEERS. "

EXT. PARKI NG LOT - EVEN NG

Ni chol s watches fromthe path as one of the Harbor's
residents says good-bye his visiting famly. It seenms to be
the old man's son, his daughter-in-law, and three
grandchi l dren, who junp up to hug their grandfather one at a
time before their father ushers theminto a dark blue
Packard. As his wife clinbs into the passenger seat of the
car, the young man shakes hands with his father.

Ni chol s st ares.

I NT. THE AUDI TORI UM - NI GHT

A large nunber of the residents are in attendance, watching
the newsreels. Even so, the great auditorium built in the
heyday of the Sung Harbor when a thousand nmen lived here, is
only partly filled.

After a story about the war in France and Hitler's increasing
strength abroad, a segnent cones on the screen about the
German U-Boat war |ed by Admiral Doenitz, and the success of
the wol f packs in disrupting allied shipping.

As the screen fills with images of Anerican nerchant ships

bei ng sunk by submarine attack, the audi ence becones visibly
sonber .
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Though there isn't a stray eye in the house, nbst intent on
t he subj ect on screen seemto be Jake, Giffen and Hadl er.
The newsreel tells of the increasingly bold U Boat attacks,
some right off the coast of Long Island and New Jersey,
necessitating nightly blacks outs for the shoreline
communities. And as the death toll of the Merchant Marine is
enunerated, not a head is turned away except N chols': he is
| ooki ng at Jake.

The newsreel ends and the feature begins. THE GREAT DI CTATOR
with Charlie Chaplin. As the nmen cheer, Jake rises and,

di sturbing everyone in his row, nmakes his way out of the
theater. Fletcher, sitting alone near the back of the

audi torium watches Jake go.

EXT. OUTSI DE THE AUDI TORI UM

Jake stands at the top of the steps of the auditoriumfor a
nonent. Snug Harbor is quiet except for the drone of the
crickets. Jake wal ks down the steps onto the grounds but
stops at a voice behind him

NI CHOLS
Wi t .

Jake turns to see his roommate at the top of the steps.
Ni chol s joins himand they wal k together.

NI CHOLS (cont’ d)
| been thinking...

JAKE
Me too.

Nl CHOLS
...why you been puttin' up all them
stories about the U Boats and the

war .
JAKE
Yeah?
NI CHOLS
Yeabh.

They wal k in silence for a while.

NI CHOLS (cont’ d)
An' it seens to ne a damm shane
young boys got to die |like that
when they got their whole |ives
ahead of 'em
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JAKE
Yeah. So?
NI CHOLS
So...|l want to go.

Jake stops in his tracks.

JAKE
You. . .

NI CHCOLS
| ain"t thickwitted. I got the
nmessage. | want to go with you.

Jake doesn't say anything.

NI CHOLS (cont’ d)
Wen do we ship out?

Jake smles, placing his hand on N chols' shoul der.

JAKE
Soon as we sign our cCrew.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - LUNCH

In the mdst of the neal, Jake | eans over and whispers
something in Hadler's ear. The latter seens confused for a
second, and then nods, a smile on his face.

Hadl er then | eans over and whi spers in Donahue's ear. Donahue
smles first as if he had heard a joke, then | ooks fearfully
at his friend.

I NT. HOBBY SHOP - AFTERNOON

Giffen picks up his nodel schooner - he is still fiddling
with the same one - and finds a small piece of paper stuck in
her rigging. He unfolds it and reads a short nessage. Fol di ng
it up and sticking it in his pocket, he |ooks furtively
around the room

EXT. THE GROUNDS - AFTERNOON

Ni chol s wal ks past the small garden that Sammy and anot her
man are tending. He slyly hands Sammy a note and wal ks on.
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A group of dark figures on the lawn waits. As we hear their
voi ces, we recogni ze Jake, Nichols, Hadler, Giffen, and
Donahue.

DONAHUE
(in full voice)
What's up, fellas?

HADLER
Shhhhhh!'!  (whi spering) Can't you
shut up?

NI CHOLS

W oughta go.

JAKE
Let's give hima mnute.

Hadl er lights a short end of a cigar. The match illum nates
the old faces gathered around in the cool sumer air. A
figure appears fromthe shadows, walking with a linp. It is

Samy.

SAMWY
Sorry fellas.

JAKE
C non, lets go.

They start off down the road to the west gate.

GRI FFEN
Were we goin'?

DONAHUE
What's goin' on, Jake?

HADLER
SHHHHHH! ! !

They wal k out of sight, whispering questions and shushi ng
each ot her.

I NT. LOCAL SALOON - LATER

The six old men sit at a | arge oaken table covered with spilt
beer. They've been drinking. Hadler reaches out to grab the
rear end of the tough-faced BARMAID. As he mi sses, he nearly
falls fromhis chair. The others laugh |oudly. They are
having the tinme of their |ives.
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HADLER
(in his cutest voice)
Oh angel cake!'!'!  Anot her
pl ease

50.

She ignores himas the others [augh. Wen they' ve finally

cal nred down a bit, Jake speaks, not a little drunk.

JAKE

So you' re probably wondering why I

called you all here.
They | augh agai n.
JAKE (cont’d)

| been watchin' you guys a few
nont hs now and | deci ded what you
need is a little vacation.

new si ghts.

See sone

They all hoot in agreenent. Only N chols knows what's com ng.

JAKE (cont’ d)

So I'minviting you on a cruise I'm

t aki ng.
HADLER

Were we goin'? Bernuda?

JAKE
Mur nansk.

The chatter stops on a dinme. They al

turn and stare at Jake.

A long silence is filled with the nurnur of other drinkers at

the bar and the clink of beer nugs.

HADLER
Mur nansk.

JAKE

Yeah, Murmansk. The convoy form ng
in the harbor's headed on the
Mur mansk Run, supplying the

Russi ans against Hitler.
they're short of crew

HADLER
The Mur mansk Run?

JAKE
Yeah.
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HADLER

An' yer saying we oughta sign on?
JAKE

Way not ?
GRI FFEN

Because it's a suicide run, that's

why.
JAKE

You were planning to live forever?
GRI FFEN

WVl l, no, but | was thinkin' about

one nore baseball season...

DONAHUE
(to Jake)
Yer outta yer m nd!
JAKE
M. Donahue, all | amis tired of

sittin" on ny ass waitin' to die.
You get sunk in the North Atlantic,
you don't even gotta wait to drown.
The cold' Il kill you in a couple of
mnutes! Way | see it, you' re busy
fighting for your |life one m nute,
dead t he next.

Ni chol s, who has already nade his decision to go along -
t hough the others don't know this yet - wi nces at Jake's
cal cul ation

NI CHOLS
We coul d survive, you know. ..

JAKE
I hadn't thought of that...

HADLER
I don't believe you.

JAKE
You can believe it, M. Hadler. I'm
goin' . Wth or without you, |I'm
goin'.

They mull this over for a nonent as the barmaid brings over
some beers, vaguely suspicious of the calmat this table.
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BARMAI D
You's need sonethin' else?

Nobody so much as notices her and she goes away.

SAMWY

So what do you need us for, Jake?
JAKE

Well, | figure one old guy, they'll

say what good is that, and maybe

turn ne dowmn. If we got us a group

of experienced seanen, it'll be a
different story.

HADLER

Then you gotta problem 'cause far
as | could see, all you got is one

ol d guy.

NI CHCOLS
Two ol d guys.

52.

The others turn and | ook at N chols, who sips contentedly on

a whi skey neat, happiest he's been in years.

GRlI FFEN
You're with him N chols?

Nl CHOLS
Wuldn't mss it for the world.

Giffen thinks this over for a nonment.

GRI FFEN
Be back for spring training?
JAKE
Openi ng day.
GRI FFEN
In that case you got three old
guys.
JAKE
You're in?
GRI FFEN
If I live that |ong.
JAKE

Good man. Anybody el se?
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SAMWY

When do you gotta know?
JAKE

Ri ght now woul d be best, Sammy.
HADLER

Vell | for one will be hell-fired

if you go to fight a war and get
all the glory for yourself, you son
of a bitch. Me and Donahue's goin'!

DONAHUE
(conf used)
Wha...?

NI CHCOLS
Sammy ?

53.

They all | ook at Sammy. He shrinks back in his chair.

SAMWY
| dunno, fellas. I can hardly wal k.
| don't think so. I'msorry. |
really am

JAKE

Wl |l that settles it then. Convoy's
pul i ng anchor next Thursday. |
figure it's best all around to cut
it tight, so's that by the tine
they figure out we're gone, we'll
be out to sea. That gives us four
days to take care of business. M.
Ni chol s?

NI CHCOLS
Right. Wn't be needin' nuch, |
reckon, 'cept your |og books and
your duffel. There's a coupl e of
ot her details but that can wait.
W' || neet next on Monday night at
m dni ght by the fountain. Cear?

The others agree. Jake raises his nug.

They raise their nmugs soberly and drink,
of what he has agreed to.

JAKE
To the Snug Harbor Watch.

each only half aware
Then to brighten the atnosphere:
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HADLER
Donahue, how cone you never tol
none of us 'bout the tine you was
on the Yangtze R ver patrol?

DONAHUE
I never told you about that?

They all |augh heartily, except Donahue, who smles, not
getting the joke.

I NT. ROOM E217 - LATE NI GHT

Jake sits at the small witing table working on a letter.
Ni chol s reads in bed.

NI CHOLS
What're you writing?

JAKE
Letter.

NI CHOLS
To who?

JAKE
M wife.

NI CHOLS

You're married? What're you goin'
to tell her?

JAKE
Tel | her good-bye. Again.

NI CHOLS
Any ki ds?

JAKE
Yeah. | gotta son who ain't gotta
f at her.
He goes back to his writing.

NI CHCOLS
I got a couple nyself. It's funny.

JAKE
VWhat ?
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Nl CHOLS
How | don't m ss them no nore.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. FRONT PATH - DAY

Hadl er is whistling as he strolls down the path toward the
gat ehouse. He nods a greeting to a couple of nen sitting on a
bench on the sunny side of the path. They stare right through
him as if he hadn't passed. Hadl er shakes his head with a
smle, keeps on whistling.

I NT. GATEHOUSE

The Gat ekeeper and a guest are playi ng dom nos when Hadl er
sticks his head in. The two players do not | ook up.

HADLER
VWho's winnin' ?

GATEKEEPER
None of your beeswax, Hadl er.

They keep on playing. Hadl er keeps on wat chi ng.

HADLER
Beats ne, though.

GATEKEEPER
What do you want, Hadl er?

HADLER
How you can just sit here playing
dom nos after what's happened.

The CGat ekeeper barely takes the bait.

GATEKEEPER
What happened, Hadl er?
HADLER
You ain't heard?! Htler's dead.
GATEKEEPER
You're full of shit as a Christnas
goose.
HADLER

Al'l over the radio.

The Gat ekeeper pauses suspiciously for a nonent.
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GATEKEEPER
Yeah?
HADLER
Sure thing. Killed in a bonbing
raid.
GATEKEEPER
Vell 1'll be a nonkey's uncle. What

do you know about that! Hitler’s
dead! How about that?!

The CGat ekeeper | eaps up, as does his conpanion. They hug, and
then hug Hadler in turn.

GATEKEEPER (cont’ d)
What do you know about that! |
gotta hear this!

The CGat ekeeper strides out of the gatehouse, his conpanion
after him | eaving the dom noes behind. Hadl er watches them
get halfway up the path, and then starts fishing in the
drawers of the Gatekeeper's small desk.

EXT. FERRY DOCK - DAY

Donahue wanders down the edge of the dock to where the
Governor's launch sits tied up. Cearly nervous, Donahue goes
into his Yangtze rice story crouch and sneaks onto the dock,
avoi ding imagi nary enemes, till he cones al ongside the snal
boat. Looki ng behind him Donahue drops into the |aunch and
begins to snoop around.

I NT. MAIN HALL - LATE NI GHT

Alone in the great hall, Giffen stops in front of the door
to the adm nistration office. He pulls out a set of skeleton
keys and, checking up and down the hallway, tries one in the
| ock.

I NT. ADM NI STRATI ON OFFI CE

Giffen pulls the door shut behind himand pads over to the
receptionist's desk. He pulls open the bottom desk drawer and
begins to thunmb through the collection of |og books kept

t here.

I NT. MAIN HALL

Giffen pulls the door shut lightly behind himand hurries
down the hall
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I NT. MAIN HALL BALCONY

From a shadow on the bal cony that surrounds the main hall,
Fl et cher watches Giffen sneak off.

I NT. ROOM E217 - EARLY MORNI NG

The wi nd-up alarmclock on the table next to Jake's bed rings
at 6:00. Jake reaches over and grabs the clock, pulling it to
himand turning it off.

JAKE
One nore day.

Jake pushes the covers off of himand sits up, swi nging his
feet onto the floor. He | ooks over at Nichols.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Sl eepin' in?

Ni chol s doesn't nove as Jake rises and goes to his closet to
get his coat. He puts on the coat and heads to the door on
his way to the bathroom down the hall. He opens the door and
stops. Nichols still hasn't noved. C osing the door, Jake
wal ks slowy to Nichols' bed. He | ooks down at his friend.

Ni chol s doesn't breat he.

JAKE (cont’d)
Chri st.

Jake sits down on the edge the bed and drops his head.

I NT. GOVERNOR S STUDY - AFTERNOON

Jake has burst into the study. He is agitated and speaks
[ oudly.

JAKE

A friend of m ne has died..
GOVERNOR

Many men die here, M. Nel son.
JAKE

He was a friend of mne...
GOVERNOR

Friends die, too, of course. So

will you, so wll |
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JAKE
| got special arrangenents for the
burial. Things that N chols woul da
want ed.

GOVERNOR
Everyt hi ng has been arranged
al ready. Just leave it to us.

JAKE
He asked to be buried at sea.

GOVERNOR
| beg your pardon?

JAKE
It was his request. He don't want
to be taken up to Monkey Hill. He
wants to be buried |like a sailor.

GOVERNOR
Every man |'ve buried here has gone
to Monkey Hill. Stokers as well as
captains are buried there. |I'msure
it will be good enough for your
friend.

JAKE
It ain't ny request. It's his.

GOVERNOR
It is not upto M. N chols, who I
remnd you is dead. And it
certainly isn't up to you. It is up
to me. There are ways we do things
here, as | hope you may soneday get
t hrough your head, M. Nelson, and
one of themis the way we bury our
dead: sinply, quietly, and with
dignity.

JAKE
Dignity for one man ain't the sane
for anot her.

GOVERNOR
That is all, M. Nelson
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JAKE
That is not all, sir! There are 600
guys here - guests, you call "em -

that ain't got nowheres else to go,
ain't got no famly, nost of 'em
or what they got visits 'emonce a
year if they're lucky. Some of 'em
can't hear, sone of 'emcan't see,
bunch of "emcan't hold thensel ves
till they get to the head. They're
beat to the socks, sonme of 'em
sitting on a bench like a pile of
shit. Maybe all they got to | ook
forward to is their dying day when
they can finally air out of this
goddam jail. And you got the nerve
to tal k about dignity!

GOVERNOR
M. Nelson, | hope you will be very
proud to discover you are the only
man in ny 20 years here | have ever
asked to | eave the Snug Harbor.
Pl ease make arrangenents for
yoursel f: as of Friday your room
will be occupied by a man who w | |
appreci ate what we are doi ng here.

JAKE
"Arrangenents" been already made!

Jake storns out of the study.

EXT. THE GROUNDS - DAY

It is a soft October day, the sun warmto the skin.

59.

Many nen

are sitting on the benches |ining the wal ks, sonme talking,

nost staring ahead of them Few even glance at the
passi ng by: The Chaplain, two enpl oyees pushing a

processi on
cart on

whi ch Nichols' coffin has been set, and Jake, following a few

st eps behi nd.

Hadl er and Donahue sit on a bench. As the procession passes

them Jake tries to get themto join al ong.

JAKE
He was your friend.

HADLER
Don't matter to hi mno nore.
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JAKE
Just wal k with us. He woul da want ed
t hat .
HADLER

"Il be follow ng al ong soon
enough. No sense maekin' the trip
tw ce.

JAKE
Ain't you comin' with nme tonorrow?

HADLER
Just | eave us be, dammt! Foll ow n'
you, | ook what it got N chols!

Jake must hurry now to catch the funeral party. The Chapl ain
| eads the way down the shaded dirt road out the back of the
conpl ex. The nmen behind sit calmy on their benches, just
anot her day.

EXT. MONKEY HI LL - LATER

The overgrown cenetery the nmen call 'Monkey Hill' is on a
steep hill surrounded by a brick wall. The procession enters
a gate and stops. Ahead of them Jake can see that many
graves are dug in various places on the slope. The

GRAVEDI GGER neets them at the gate. The Chaplain starts up
the hill.

GRAVEDI GGER
Where do you want?

JAKE
Wiy are there so many?

GRAVEDI GGER
W dig "emnow 'fore the ground
gets cold an' hard in the winter
No | aw says a sailor's gonna die in
the sumer an' nos' of 'em woul dn't
oblige such a law if there were.

JAKE
You got something further up the
hill?

GRAVEDI GGER

Li ked hi gh places, did he?

JAKE
Yeah.
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They start up the hill.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. MONKEY HI LL - LATER

The Chapl ain and ot hers have | ong since gone. Jake sits on a
rock near the fresh earth. He reads from his book.

JAKE
"Death closes all: but sonething
ere the end,
Sone work of noble note, may yet be

done,

Not unbecom ng nen that strove with
Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from

t he rocks:

The | ong day wanes; the slow noon
clinbs: the deep
Mbans round wi th many voices..."

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. MONKEY HI LL - DUSK

The wind has risen and whistles |loudly through the thick
branches. Giffen has conme to the gate in search of Jake. He
wal ks sheepishly: he is afraid of the cenmetery. He doesn't
see Jake in the darkness and turns to |leave. Al of a sudden,
Jake wal ks up behind him scaring himhalf to death.

GRI FFEN
| seen you weren't at dinner.

Jake doesn't say anything.
GRI FFEN (cont’ d)

I"msorry | couldn't cone with you
| had sonme stuff to do. Listen

about this Murmansk Run... | don't
think... when | heard about
Nichols... it ain't that I|... |

can't go with you, Jake.
Jake doesn't say anything.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
| gotta go.

Giffen turns to go, but Jake grabs his armand starts to
pull himinto the cenetery.
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JAKE
I wanna show you sonet hi ng.

Giffen pulls against Jake as he is hal f-dragged toward
Ni chol s' fresh grave.

JAKE (cont’d)
Here lies a man that's finally
found his Snug Harbor.

Jake pulls Giffen towards one of the enpty hol es near by.

JAKE (cont’d)
Now, here's your harbor, pal. Dug
especially for you. 'Course, we
haven't ordered your stone yet. But
there's plenty of tinme for that
once we got you snug in there.

GRI FFEN
Jake, pl ease..

JAKE
Not yours? Beg your pardon. Hard
to tell one hole fromanother in
this Iight.

Jake drags himto another open grave.

JAKE (cont’ d)
How ' bout this one? This one's
even better. Qut of the w nd,
confy... downright snug you m ght
say, wouldn't you say?

GRI FFEN
Let ne go, please...

JAKE
Wiy go now? Just drop dead while
you're here. Save sonebody the
troubl e of carting you back. Hey,
not a lotta joes can choose their
own grave.

GRI FFEN
Let's go back...

JAKE
Go back??? Wy go back? |If you're
gonna be dead, be dead in a

cenetery.
( MORE)
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Way take up roomfor the living,
for chrissake. This is where you

bel ong!
GRI FFEN
What do you want ne to do?!
JAKE
To |ive, man!
GRI FFEN
I don't know how. .
JAKE
I"'mtelling you how. If you back
out now the others will, too. Don't
et me down. Don't |let Nichols
down.
GRI FFEN
| can't...
JAKE
Then stay here and di e!
Jake starts down the hill alone, heading out of the cenetery.
Giffen stands frozen by the open grave.
GRI FFEN
Jakel!
JAKE
May God rest your soul
GRI FFEN
Nel son!
JAKE

"Il send sonebody around to cover
you up tonorrow. If you change your
m nd, you know where to neet the
living.

GRI FFEN
NELSON! ! !

But Jake is gone. Giffen stands at the edge of the open
grave, the wind how ing.

EXT. THE GROUNDS - MORNI NG

The wi nd of the previous night has brought a rainstormof the
heavy, all-day variety. The benches are all enpty;
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the fountain, for once, is filling with water. The |ights
i nside the buildings glow yellow

I NT. ROOM E217

Jake stands by the wi ndow and | ooks out at the fountain. The
room seens enpty: all of N chols' effects have already been
renoved. Jake's own things have been pulled out of his
dresser. He has been packi ng his bags.

I NT. HADLER AND DONAHUE' S ROOM

There is knocking at the door. Hadl er and Donahue are both on
their beds. They do not answer. They hear Jake's voice from
out si de.

JAKE (O.S.)
OQpen the door a minute. | just want
to talk to you.

Hadl er and Donahue lie still, staring up at the ceiling.
There are a couple nore knocks before Jake gives up. The two
men |isten to Jake wal k away down the hall

I NT. SAMW'S ROOM

Sammy is tinkering at the back of a radio set when he hears
t he knocking at the door.

JAKE (O.S.)
Sammy! You in there? Listen, it
ain't too late! You can still go

along! Are you in there?

Sammy doesn't respond, stands perfectly still. Jake finally
wal ks away.

I NT. GRIFFEN S ROOM

Giffen quietly folds undershirts on his neat cot. He stops
as he thinks he hears soneone walk up to his | ocked door. He
stares at the door for a while, but no one knocks.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - LUNCH

A typical noisy lunch, dishes clanking, conversations nuffled
t hrough nmout hfuls of food. It is in the mddle of the neal
that Jake enters the dining hall and wal ks to his table.
There is a hush as the nmen watch himcross the room Cearly,
the news that he's been expelled has gotten around.
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Evans wears a smrk, but nost of the other nmen remain
expressi onl ess. When he gets to his seat, which is at the
table with Hadl er, Donahue and Giffen, Jake doesn't sit
down, nor does he | ook at anyone in particular. Instead he
speaks aloud to the entire room calnmy and pleasantly.

JAKE
Good afternoon, gentlenen. There
will be a neeting of the Snug
Har bor Watch tonight at the
arranged time and place. A
menbers are requested to attend.

The CGovernor gl ares but says nothing as Jake reaches down to
the table and picks up what m ght be a piece of neat froma
serving plate. He puts it in his nouth, chews and swal | ows.

JAKE (cont’d)
My conmplinments to the chef.

And he wal ks out.
FADE TO BLACK
I NT. HALLWAY - LATE NI GHT

The door to room E217 opens and Jake energes, carrying the
duffel he had arrived with a few nonths ago. He pauses a
nonent and then cl oses the door quietly. He wal ks down the
deserted hall and opens the door to the stairway.

EXT. SIDE DOOR OF E BU LDI NG

Jake exits the building and, closing the door silently, walks
up the steps to the path. He wal ks away fromthe buil ding
wi t hout | ooki ng back.

EXT. THE FOUNTAI N

Jake slows slightly as he nmakes out three figures standing in
the dark next to the fountain. The red glow of a cigar

i ndi cates Hadl er's presence. As Jake nears the nen, he sees

t hat Donahue and Samy are also there. Al the nen have their
duffels at their sides. There is a nonent of silence as Jake
joins them each man naki ng eye contact with him They are
excited, pleased with thenselves. They are ready to go.

JAKE
Samy?
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SAMWY
Changed ny mind. | thought a
radi oman m ght cone in handy.

JAKE

Good. (to Hadler) Giffen?
HADLER

Dunno. | guess not.

They stand there a nonent. Then, follow ng Jake's |ead, each
man silently lifts his bag and they start to shuffle off to
the main gate. Then they hear Giffen's voice calling from

t he darkness.

GRI FFEN
Hey! Wait for ne!!

Al'l four nen turn back and shush himas he joins their group.

HADLER

Where the hell've you been?
CGRI FFEN

Packi ng.
HADLER

You're twenty mnutes |ate.

GRI FFEN
I"'mtwenty years |ate.

JAKE
You got the | ogs?

Giffen reaches into a pocket and produces each man's | og
book. He hands them out.

JAKE (cont’d)
Good man. Let's go.

They continue toward the gate.

EXT. THE FRONT GATE

Jake is the first one there and begins to clinb the iron gate
when Hadl er comes forward.

HADLER
Save your energy, Captain.
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Wth a broad smile, he produces the set of keys he had
snitched fromthe Gatekeeper and opens the front gate.

HADLER (cont’ d)
I"'mtoo old to be clinbing fences.

They are about to go through when Samry sees soneone standing
ri ght behind thema few paces off.

SAMWY
(whi speri ng)
Fellas. ...

They all turn and freeze, but are relieved to see it is
Fl et cher com ng out of the shadows.

HADLER
Aw, Fletcher, you scared the hel
outta us.

JAKE

What is it, Fletcher?

GRI FFEN
Fl etcher, we're going out for a
coupl e of nips, you understand.
Drink? \Whiskey?

As Giffen pantom nmes drinking, Fletcher stands inpassive.

HADLER
Leave "imbe. He couldn't tel
nobody if he wanted to. Let's get

goi ng.
They start through the gate, but Fletcher follows them
HADLER (cont’ d)

Damm!
SAMWY
I think he wants to cone al ong.
GRI FFEN
You wanna go with us Fletcher?
HADLER
W ain't takin' that |ane-brain
with us!
GRI FFEN

Shut up, Hadl er.
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HADLER
Don't tell ne to...

JAKE
Quiet! (to Fletcher) Do you know
where we're goi ng?

FIl et cher nods his head.

JAKE (cont’ d)
You wanna cone?

Fl etcher pulls out his nerchant | og book fromhis jacket in
response. Jake | ooks around to the others, getting silent
approval from each, except for Hadler who just scow s.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Let's get going.
The group, now six, nmakes their way through the gate. Hadler
secures the lock and throws the keys back over. They |and
inside with a clink.

EXT. SMALL BOAT I N NEW YORK HARBOR - LATE NI GHT

Hadler is at the oars, pulling steadily. The others sit
huddl ed with their packs. Hadl er speaks between strokes.

HADLER

Donahue, try to renenber... what

you did with... the keys to this

t hi ng.
DONAHUE

| can't find "em Sorry, buddy.
HADLER

(mmcs him
"Sorry, buddy." Damm... In ny day

we had these things called sails...
String "emup on this tall thing
called a mast... Let the goddam

wi nd do the goddamm worKk. ..

Wth another stroke Hadl er puts down the oars.
HADLER (cont’ d)
Sonmebody spell nme on these, wll
ya?

Fl etcher gets up and noves carefully to take the oars from
Hadl er.

( CONTI NUED)



69.
CONTI NUED:

As they nmake the switch, the boat drifts slowy around, so
that all the nmen are |ooking at the Snug Harbor buil dings on
the shore of Staten Island. As Fletcher takes the oars, he
plies one oar in the water, turning the boat towards New
Jersey again. In the right direction, Fletcher digs in, a
solid stroke. Now only he, sitting in the opposite direction
fromthe others, watches Staten Island recede.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. PIER I N NEW JERSEY - PRE- DAWN

Five tired nen clinb out of the launch onto a shaky pier
jutting out into the Hudson River. Fletcher is first, then he
hel ps the others up. Donahue remains in the boat and has
noved up to the wheel. He holds up the ignition key for the
boat .

DONAHUE
I found it. The key.

From up on the pier

HADLER
Now he finds it!

But instead of clinbing up on the pier, Donahue inserts the
key and starts the boat's engine. It idles. The others are
staring down at him

DONAHUE
Could we go hone now?

Nobody on the pier says anything.

DONAHUE (cont’ d)
We coul d get back before the
Governor finds out.

Nobody noves. Donahue turns off the engine and sits down.

DONAHUE (cont’ d)
I"msorry fellas. | ain't cut out
for all this. | gotta go back. |
guess | just needed sone tine to
think about it. Had the keys al

the tinme.
HADLER
Vell, 1"l be a sonuvabitch...
Donahue | aughs to hinself, lightly and sadly, and then starts

t he engi ne again.
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DONAHUE
Somebody want to cast ne off?

Hadl er throws off the |line and Donahue pulls the boat away
fromthe pier and into the river. The others watch the | aunch
pul | away as day breaks over the city.

FADE TO BLACK
EXT. CHURCH STREET, MANHATTAN - MORNI NG

The busy city street is teeming with pedestrians and traffic.
The Snug Harbor Watch, in need of a neal and a shave, nake
their way through the throngs and up to the front of the
Maritime Workers Union building. Young seanen dash in and out
of the front doors, many carrying duffels on their way to nman
the ships in the harbor.

Fairly dodgi ng the younger nen, Jake |eads his crew inside.

I NT. MARI TI ME UNI ON HALL

Inside is a havoc of rushing nmen, filling out forns, making
phone calls and chattering to their mates. From one end of
the hall a RED- FACED MAN calls out nanmes fromthe index cards
in his hand.

RED- FACED MAN
Hayman, ML.; MDaniel, A B.;
Groover, T.J.; Van Deltsen, J.E. ;
Lanbert, R ; Singleton, P.C..

On the benches that line the hall, groups of young nen
recount tales of their recent shore |eave in New York City
with howing |aughter. Qthers are quieter, reading newspapers
and snoking cigarettes.

Jake leads his crewto a desk at the far end of the hall,
where a UNI ON MAN concentrates on a stack of paperwork in
front of him

JAKE
Excuse ne..

The Uni on Man | ooks up at the five ragged old nen before his
desk.

UNI ON MAN
Yeah?

JAKE
Yessir. We're ready for assignment.

( CONTI NUED)



71.
CONTI NUED:

UNI ON MAN
For assi gnnment ?

JAKE
Yeah. Sir. On a ship. W're
volunteerin' for the Murmansk Run.

UNI ON MAN
(smling)
The Murmansk Run?
JAKE
Yessir. |I'msure you could use sone

seasoned sailors in service.

UNI ON MAN
You want to join the service?
There's a Sal vation Arny three
bl ocks up Broadway. If you hurry,
you fellas mght still catch |unch.

The Union Man tries to go back to his work.

JAKE
I"mserious, sir. W're all five
veteran mariners with | og books to
prove it!

UNI ON MAN
|'"mserious too! You're all five a
bunch of old rumm es what had a bit
too nmuch | ast night. Now get out of
here before |I throw you out.

Jake | eans across the desk and grabs the Union Man by the
| apel's, pulling himup out of his chair. Face to face over
t he desk:

JAKE
If you don't think us old runmes
could handle the job, "sir," why
don't | prove it to you here and
now by ki cki ng your ass!

The others pull Jake back and he rel eases the Union Man, who
i medi ately reaches for the phone and dials frantically.
Hadl er steps in front of Jake and tries to cal m hi m down.

UNI ON MAN
Operator, get ne the police!

Before the Union Man gets through, a man in nmaster's stripes
steps up to the desk
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He i s CAPTAIN CARNESKI, naster of the Omha Ranger, a tanker
in the harbor. He speaks directly to the Union Man.

CARNESKI
Vit a while, M. Waters. |I'Ill take
care of this.

UNI ON MAN
Did you see what this bumdid?

CARNESKI
It's all right. W'll deal with it.
You can put the tel ephone down.

The Union Man reluctantly puts down the phone and gl ares at
Jake.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Gentlemen, may | have a word with
you?

UNI ON MAN
I don't want them crazy bastards on
any union ship, you hear ne?

Carneski notions the five to a corner of the hall. They
follow hi mover, Hadl er keeping a hand on Jake, who is stil
f um ng.

CARNESKI
Quite an inpression you nade on M.
Waters. May not be the best way to
get what you want out of that one.

Jake, who has calnmed down, is a bit enbarrassed by his
behavi or.

JAKE
| guess he had it com ng..

CARNESKI
Captain Louis Carneski at your
service. Wiat can | do for you?

CGRI FFEN
W wanna sign on a ship to
Mur mansk.

Carneski doesn't laugh. Instead he |ooks at all the nen in
turn.

CARNESKI
Al'l of you?
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JAKE
Al'l of us together, sir.
CARNESKI
Vell, let's see your | og books,

t hen.

The nmen pull out their ragged | og books, and Carneski | ooks
themover. Only Jake's | og does he takes in his hand and flip

t hr ough.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
(to Jake)
Ever been in the Navy?

JAKE
No, sir.

CARNESKI
Let's wal k.

Wth that he starts out the door, the men foll ow ng.

EXT. THE EAST SI DE DOCKS

Carneski wal ks briskly, with purpose, while he talks to the
nmen.

CARNESKI
I"ve made the run to Russia three
ti mes, which nmakes nme a curious
statistic. See, tankers are the
prime target for a U Boat. Blue
pl ate special. Two reasons. First,
the Germans want to keep fuel from
getting to Stalin. And second, one
torpedo is usually all it takes to
bl ow a tanker sky high.

A couple of the nmen swall ow hard at the thought.
CARNESKI (cont’d)

You m ght guess tanker tours ain't
the first choice of npst sail ors.

JAKE
Nossi r.

CARNESKI
Seeing all that, |1've had a deuce
of a tinme finding seasoned crew.

( MORE)
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Hal f the kids they're sending up
are so green they don't know a
hawser from a hal yard.

Carneski stops at the head of a pier where his launch waits
to take himout to the Omha Ranger. The nen stop around him
Sammy has been straggling, and he finally catches up.

CARNESKI (cont’d)

Still interested?
JAKE
Yessir.
CARNESKI
K. 1'I'l take four of you. (to
Sammy) |I'msorry, but four is al
I need.
JAKE
No deal .
CARNESKI
What ?
JAKE

We all gotta stick together, sir,
or it's no deal.

CARNESKI
| see. (to Sammy) What's your
classification, sailor?

SAMWY
(proudly)
Radi oman, first class, sir.
CARNESKI
Sparks, eh? Suppose a veteran
could cone in handy.... Allright,

gentl emen, you got yourselves a
job. Be here at oh-seven-hundred
tonmorrow. And...stay out of the

Union Hall, will you?
Al'l business, Carneski clinbs down the |adder into his |aunch
and speeds away. The men on the pier wait till he's headed
out till they shout for joy at their success.
HADLER
Let's go get sone chow. |'m
st arved.

They march armin armoff the pier and into the city.
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I NT. NEW YORK NI GHTCLUB - NI GHT

The Snug Harbor Watch sit at a dimtable and watch a STRI PPER
do her routine. The nightclub is crowmed with SAILORS and
filled with noise and snoke. The five have been drinking
heavily and they gawk and hoot as the stripper does her
finale and | eaves the stage. A juke box blasts big band
nmusi c. Hadl er raises his beer.

HADLER
To the Snug Harbor Watch.

It's the fifth tine one of them has nade such a toast and the
others lift their nugs weakly. Giffen and Sammy take small
sips fromtheir beers. Fletcher drains his.

HADLER (cont’ d)
Jesus Christ, Fletcher, where'd you
learn to drink like that?

Fl etcher wi pes his nouth and burps in response. The others
| augh.

At the next table, a group of young Navy MEN hoot for the
next G RL, an Asian beauty in a flinsy robe covering pasties
and a g-string. The young nen are obnoxi ous drunk and shout
to the stripper on stage.

MAN 1
Hey snooky, wanna be our nascot?

MAN 2
Yeah, you can sit on ny bowsprit!

The young nen | augh. Jake, who has been watching themfor a
time, is on a slow burn. The rest of the Snug Harbor guys
nervously keep one eye on Jake, and one on the beauty on
stage, who grinds to a slurring tenor saxophone. The young
men aren't through.

MAN 3
Take a lookit this, slope. This'l
make your eyes round!

MAN 2
Hey! Is your cooch slanted too?

As the nen | augh, Jake rises and starts to the other table.

Giffen tries to grab himbut |oses his grip. Jake | oons over
t he tabl e of drunken Navy squids.
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Tell her you're sorry.
MAN 1
Wa. .. ?
JAKE

Apol ogi ze to the | ady.

MAN 1
She's a fucking stripper. Wat're
you, nuts?

Jake grabs the man by the shoul der. The table of Navy squids
rise to their feet, an inposing bunch of youngsters. The
table of the Snug Harbor Watch rises in response. A sorry
mat ch-up. Hadl er [ eans over to Giffen, shaking his head.

HADLER
Wiy does he have to do shit Iike
this?

Giffen shrugs. Men fromaround the bar begin to take notice
of the showdown. The stripper dances vaguely, anused at the
scene bel ow her.

MAN 1
Go take a powder, old nman, before I
knock you clear into next week.

Jake smles into the young man's face. The two stand there,
shoul der to shoul der, cigarette snoke in swirls around them
Then Jake reaches back in one quick novenent and slugs the
younger man, sending himcrashing backwards onto his table.

Hel | breaks | oose. The other squids nake a nove for Jake, who
retreats, lifting a chair in his hands. From behind, Hadl er
taps one of themon the shoul der, and the boy's face neets a
fist when he turns around.

Am d the shouts of dozens of cheering ONLOOKERS, two of the
Navy men grab Sammy and prepare to pulverize him Fletcher
hurries over with a mug in his hand and raps one of them on
hi s head.

From across the floor, four huge BOUNCERS begin shoving their
way through the pandenoni um and flying beer.

Jake, meanwhile, stands toe to toe with the big nouth he had
belted, and though the younger man | ands nore punches, Jake
doesn't seemto notice. He lets the squid do his best and

t hen, having had enough, hauls off and clocks him sending
hi mreeling.
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But by now, the bouncers have arrived, one each taking a hold
of Hadler, Fletcher and Jake. A fourth bouncer grabs both
Sammy and Giffen by their collars.

EXT. ALLEYWAY

From a door in the side of a brick wall, Samy, Fletcher and
Giffen stunble out in a hurry, all three squeezing through
t he doorway at once. They spread out into the alleyway
against the far wall as Hadler, and then Jake, are thrust

t hrough the door by sone unseen force. Jake wi nds up on his
ass in the mddle of the alleyway, his nose bloodied, his
hair matted with beer and sweat. The others are | aughing.

HADLER
Boy is Hitler in for a surprise.

They pull Jake to his feet and shuffle down the alley, Sammy
propped up between Hadl er and Fl etcher, Jake still taking an
i magi nary swi ng now and then at an imaginary eneny.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. ON DECK OF THE OVAHA RANGER - LATE AFTERNOON

The Snug Harbor Watch stand at the rail as the huge tanker is
pil oted out of the harbor and through the narrows. They al
peer into the sun to see what they can of the Snug Harbor on
Staten Island. No one says a thing.

EXT. OVAHA RANCGER - DAY

Men performtheir various duties as the huge ship steans away
fromland and into the open sea.

EXT. ON DECK

Jake has coiled one of the thick hawsers - the ropes that tie
the ship to the pier in port. He bends to lift the heavy coi
when a young SEAMAN wal ks by.

SEAVAN
Let ne give you a hand, dad..

The seanman tries to get an armin but Jake angl es hi m away.

JAKE
| got it.

( CONTI NUED)
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Jake carries the coil forward as the seaman shrugs and
continues aft. When the seaman di sappears, Jake drops the
coil, and holds his back in pain.

I NT. CREW SALOON - DAY

Several of the CREWof the Omha Ranger are eating around a

| ong table. Jake, Sammy and Fl etcher sit together at one end.
The others are all in their late teens and early twenties,
young and brash. One young man named MC TEAGUE i s
particularly offensive. He calls down to the Snug Harbor nen
with a nouthful of food.

MC TEAGUE
So what did they, kidnap you guys
fromthe geriatric ward?

A few of the nen sni cker

MC TEAGUE (cont’d)

(to his mates)
The English used to do that. Kidnap
all these guys and meke 'em sai
whet her they wanted to or not. But
t he English nmade sure they still
had a nout hful of teeth and two
strong | egs.

At this last, Sammy squirnms unconfortably over his plate.
Jake stops eating altogether, but smles.

JAKE
(to Sanmy)
Don't listen to 'em Samry. Just
eat your neal, buddy.

ANOTHER NMAN
If you renmenbered to put in your
t eet h.

The young men | augh nore openly.

MC TEAGUE
But don't forget to take 'em back
out after chow or the Gernan
subs'l| hear themchatterin'.

JAKE
Long as you don't forget to wear
your rubber diapers so when you
pi ss your pants the rest of us
don't got to slide around in it.

( CONTI NUED)
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The ol d nmen, and even a few of Mc Teague's nmates | augh. M
Teague rises fromhis place.

MC TEAGUE

What ' s that supposed to nean, old

man?

Only that,

JAKE
in ny experience,

children frighten easily in battle.

MC TEAGUE

Il ain't no child!

You ain't

JAKE

no war hero, neither.

MC TEAGUE

And you are?

ANOTHER MAN

Yeah, the Civil War!

The joke | essens the tension in the saloon a bit, but M
Teague presses on, his voice rising.

MC TEAGUE

You're an old fart, is what you

are.

JAKE

And you're a snotnose punk.

Oh yeah?

Just then Lieutenant

MC TEAGUE

NATHANI EL LUTHER, the pint-sized

commander of the small Navy contingent assigned to the Oraha
Ranger to man her puny defenses, enters the saloon. He is

starched and ironed,

VWhat's al l

every hair in place.

LUTHER
t he hub-bub?

MC TEAGUE

None of your business, Luther. This
ain't your ness.

Lut her ignores Mc Teague conpletely and turns to Jake.

LUTHER

Is there a problemin here, sailor?
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JAKE
No sir...well, one, sir.

The nmen at Mc Teague's end of the table watch Jake
suspi ci ously. Luther brightens, pleased at an opportunity to
put Mc Teague and the other brash young Merchant Marines in
their place.

LUTHER
VWhat's that?

JAKE
Your fly's undone. Sir.

It is. Luther reddens and marches out. The nen break out
| aughi ng, young and old alike. Wen the |aughter subsides a
bit, Jake speaks.

JAKE (cont’ d)
I think you' Il find we got at |east
one thing in common. And that's a
warmregard for the United States
Navy.

Mc Teague is not convinced, but seems willing to let it ride
for the nonment.

I NT. ENG NE ROOM - DAY

O LERS, FI REMEN and STOKERS dash in and out of the crannies
of the engine room tending to the nmachinery of the great
boi l ers and engines. From a platform above, Giffen clinbs
down into the busy center of the room He strolls around,
appraising the fine old plant in the heart of this vintage
ship. An oiler bunps himfrom behind he rushes by. Another
man has to double step around Giffen, who seens to be in the
way no matter where he goes. A third man is held up.

MAN
Hey! Watch it, Pop

Giffen backs out of the path of traffic into a quiet corner.
He wat ches fromthere.

EXT. FOREDECK - DAY

As Lieutenant Luther supervises, two Navy RATINGS struggle

m ghtily with one huge artillery shell. They place it on a
pile near the 4" gun that has been nounted on the deck of the
normal | y unarmed tanker.
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Hadl er struts up with cigar in nouth, reporting for
instruction at this, his assigned battle station. The Navy
sail ors watch Hadl er, and watch Luther watching Hadl er

HADLER
Reportin' for battle drill, sir.

LUTHER
First thing is no snoking around
[ive anmunition. So put it out,
sail or.

HADLER
Nope. Wat's the second thing?

LUTHER
G eat. Another one. You old guys
t hi nk you' re sonet hi ng speci al
don't you? Well, while you' re on
nmy detail, you obey ny orders or
you go on report.

HADLER
You gonna show ne how to shoot this
thing or not?

Lut her decides to play the old man's gane.

LUTHER
K, nmister. You want to | earn how
to shoot? First you learn howto
| oad. Get one of those shells over
her e.

He points Hadler to the pile of 4" shells. Hadl er wedges the
cigar deeply in his nouth and goes to the pile, the Ratings
wat ching wi th anusenent. But their nouths drop as Hadl er
bends and lifts the large shell in his thick arns. He turns
snoothly and brings the shell to where the two ratings stand
in front of the gun. Suddenly, Hadler starts to stagger.

HADLER
Hel p!

He drops the shell into the arnms of the first rating, who
falls back against the gun with its weight. The second rating
comes to the rescue of the first as they set down the shell.
Hadl er pulls a box of matches fromhis shirt pocket and
strikes one.

HADLER (cont’ d)
Sorry "bout that. My cigar was
goi ng out.
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As Hadler lights the stogie, Luther stalks off.
I NT. CREW CABI N

Jake fishes in his duffel for a flannel shirt. From across
the cabin, Fletcher watches him

Jake puts on the shirt and tucks it in. He dons his oilskin

j acket and then picks up his slimvolune of Tennyson from his
bunk and places it in the jacket pocket. As he turns to | eave
the cabin for his watch, he sees Fletcher staring at him

JAKE
VWhat, Fletcher?

Fl etcher points to Jake's chest. Jake | ooks down at hinself,
not understandi ng. Fletcher points again, indicating the
pocket. Then Jake pulls the book out of his pocket.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Thi s?

Fl et cher nods. Jake hesitantly steps over and hands the
weat hered book to him

JAKE (cont’d)
Don't lose it.

Jake goes out.

I NT. CAPTAIN S CABIN - LATER

Carneski is reading when there is a knock on the door.

CARNESKI
Cone in.

The door opens and Lieutenant Luther steps in smartly.

LUTHER
I wish to |lodge a formal conpl aint
agai nst your crew, Sir.

CARNESKI
My crew?

LUTHER
Yes, sir. They have been
di srespectful, disorderly, and a
threat to the effective defense of
t hi s ship.
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CARNESKI
Wiy, they're a fine bunch of
kids. ..
LUTHER

It's not the "kids' that are the
problem 1t's those old guys. One
of theminjured ny man with a 4"

shel I .

CARNESKI
He fired a 4" shell at one of your
men?!

LUTHER

No sir. He... threwit at him sir.

Car neski pauses a nonent to give Luther a chance
all a joke. Wien Luther remains silent, Carneski

83.

to say it's
deci des he's

serious and can't help smling at the young man's di sconfort.

CARNESKI
M. Luther, let me suggest to you
t hat any one of those 'old guys
aboard this ship have nore battle
experience than all your nen
conbi ned.

LUTHER
Sir, nmy orders are to..

CARNESKI
Your orders are to obey ny orders
when it comes to the running of
this ship. And |I order you to
relax. If you can't take a little
heat froma 70 year old man, how
the hell are you going to face the
Ger man Navy?

Lut her sul ks in the doorway.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
That will be all, M. Luther.

Luther turns to go but stops at Carneski's voi ce.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
Unh, Luther?

LUTHER
Yes sir?
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CARNESKI
He threw a 4" shell?

LUTHER
Yes, sir.

Carneski grins and shakes his head.

CARNESKI
OK, Lut her.

The young Li eutenant goes.
DI SSCLVE TO:
I NT. CAPTAIN S CABIN - NI GAT

Carneski sits at his fold-out desk, a gooseneck |anp pointed
down on its surface. He has opened a folding file and slipped
out its contents of nenorabilia onto the desk. He fingers

t hrough some letters and photographs, singling out one old
photo of the crew of a Navy cutter in the last world war. He
bends the lanp closer as he studies the picture.

EXT. ON DECK - DAY

The Omaha Ranger is in the mdst of a raging squall, the kind
that only the North Atlantic can throw Rain alternates with
| arge hail, huge waves crash up against the hull of the
tanker, sending walls of spray across her decks. As the
tanker rides the crest of a wave, the freighter in the next
colum of the convoy can be made out through the storm off

t he starboard beam

I NT. ENG NE ROOM

The storm cannot be heard above the chuggi ng of the huge
di esel engines, but the violent pitching of the ship sends
tools and | oose crates sliding back and forth across the
grating. A couple of oilers work frantically to neet the
extra demand of the diesels in this weather.

I NT. THE BI LCE

A coupl e of nen |ean over a hatchway into the bowels of the
ship, and hand tools to sone others below as they try to stem
a |l eak caused by the riotous storm
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I NT. ANOTHER PART OF THE BI LGE

Above an open hatchway, the CH EF ENG NEER, Giffen and a
coupl e of other nen stand. Then a FIREMAN is pulled by the
feet fromthe hatchway by sone of the nen. He hoists up a

| arge punp whi ch he has renoved fromthe bilge. He hands the
punp to one of the others as he catches his breath.

FI RENMAN
This bilge' ll be flooded in two
hours, sir.

CHI EF
Let's have a | ookit that punp.

FI REMAN
It's no use.

The Chief takes a cursory |ook at the spent punp.

CHI EF
Friggin' relic.

GRI FFEN
I could fix that.

CHI EF
Oh yeah?

GRI FFEN
Thi nk so.

CHI EF

Knock yourself out. But |I'm sealing
this bul khead in sixty mnutes,

m ster, so you' d better do it

qui ck.

Giffen grabs a wench froma tool kit on the floor and
begi ns to disassenbl e the punp.

EXT. ON DECK

Back out in the driving squall, Hadler and a coupl e of

ordi nary seanen, M Teague anong them westle with a couple
of huge crates which have come | oose and slid across the deck
and are perilously close to being tossed over the rail. As a
couple of the nen inch the crates back to their stowed
positions with large pry bars, Hadler finishes rigging a

bl ock and tackle to the mast and begins to take up the sl ack
on the chain.
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Hadl er begins to haul in the chain in earnest, and a couple
of the nen join himand lend their strength to the effort.
Exerting hinself to the maxi num Hadl er cannot seemto wll
the |large crates to nove. Over the crashing storm he exhorts
the others to try harder.

HADLER
C nmon, goddanmmit. Pull you nomma

Anot her figure falls in behind Hadl er and the group of nen
make anot her heave on the chain. The crates begin to slide
back to their position. After a while, the pulling becones
easier and the crates are brought back to safety. The ot her
men rush to | ash them down.

Hadl er, spent with the effort, turns to see who had provided
the extra juice on the chain. It is Fletcher, water dripping
fromhis smling face. Hadl er slaps himon the shoulder in

t hanks and turns to help the nmen stow the errant cargo.

I NT. BRI DGE

Frominside the bridge, Carneski sees Jake fighting his way
outside along the rail, the spray and driving rain pouring
into the half open doorway.

Carneski leans out into the weather. He can barely be heard
above the raging storm

CARNESKI
M. Nelson! MR NELSON

EXT. THE RAIL

Jake stops when he hears his nanme and | ooks into the bridge
at the beckoning Master of the shinp.

I NT. BRI DGE

Jake renoves his sopping sou wester and stands dripping in
front of Carneski. The FIRST MATE and HELMSMAN share the
bridge. The Hel msman wrestles furiously with the huge whee
as the ship dances in the sea.

JAKE
Yes sir?

CARNESKI
Fol | ow ne.
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The Captain turns to the others on the bridge.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Keep her steady, Nunber One. Call
me if there's any change.

FI RST MATE
Aye aye, sir.

Carneski exits out the rear hatch of the bridge. A nonent
| ater, Jake follows himthrough.

I NT. PASSAGEVAY

Car neski passes the navigation room in which the NAVI GATOR
is busy plotting the ship's progress while trying to maintain
some control of the instrunents sliding across his table.
Wth Jake behind him Carneski ducks into the second doorway.

I NT. CAPTAIN S CABI N

The cabin is small and spare, but |uxurious for this ship.
There's a bunk tucked in one corner, a |locker in the other.
Down the center is a bench and table. Bracing hinself against
the fixed objects in the cabin for stability, Carneski
gestures Jake in and opens the | ocker.

Jake stands next to the bunk, gripping a handrail on the wall
for support as Carneski produces a bottle of scotch fromthe
closet. Standing up, Carneski is thrown into the nmahogany
bench on the far wall. The driving stormbeats a frantic
rhythmon the two porthol es.

CARNESKI
Sit down.

Jake hesitates, |ooking down at the well-nade bunk and then
t he dripping puddle on the floor beneath his soggy oil skins.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Sit down, for chrissake.

He does. Carneski takes a swig fromthe bottle and then hands
it over to Jake, the pass made on a sudden lurch of the boat.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
| got glasses, but it doesn't make
much sense in this weather

Jake draws appreciatively on the liquor bottle, letting its
warnth settle into his danp, cold bones.
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He | ooks inquisitively at the master of the ship,
why he is here.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Rough weat her, eh?

JAKE
You could say that...

CARNESKI
Haven't seen a stormlike this
since the | ast war. You?

JAKE
It's been a while, sir.

CARNESKI
Was in a Navy frigate. Convoy
escort too. Fall of 1917, just
decl ared war on Germany. W didn't
know a U-boat from a houseboat back
t hen.

88.

not know ng

Jake takes a hit fromthe bottle and passes it back. A sudden
gale fires hail stones against the porthole |ike a shotgun

bl ast .

CARNESKI (cont’d)
Yeah, but we had spirit back then.
Fought hard. We were kids. Nothing
coul d have sunk us, not the goddam
Bi smark. W were running a convoy
up around Scapa Fl ow, running the
bl ockade. Weat her so bad the bow
di sappear ed under every wave. |
kept thinking the rest of the ship
was going to break away, |eaving us
floating in the bridge, no engines,
no boat. Just the bridge.

Jake stares out the porthole at the sheets of rain.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
And then the bow watch - this poor
stiff's been beaten silly for the
| ast two hours - he runs back to
the bridge and shouts, "U Boat off
the port beam" | renenber feeling
sorry for the Germans. They had to
be out in this crap just |ike us.
Next thing I know, the Captain's
barking orders for a hard turn to
port, full steam .. he's attacking!
( MORE)
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We can barely keep the goddam ship
afl oat and this crazy son-of-a-
bitch is chasing submari nes!

Carneski gives a short |augh of appreciation. Jake is now
staring at him Slowy, Carneski turns up to face Jake.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Braver than Dick Tracy, that guy.
W woul d' ve sailed through hell for
hi m

Jake reaches for the bottle. Carneski hands it over.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
What ever happened to him do you
t hi nk?
Jake smiles sadly.

JAKE
I"'msure it's a long story.

He sips the Scotch.
CARNESKI
It's a long way to Murmansk
Capt ai n.
Jake does not try to correct him

I NT. RADI O SHACK - CONTI NUQUS

The First Mate is | eaning over the SPARKS as a junbl ed
nmessage is comng in. Sparks' hands fly over the dials in an
effort to get the nessage clearly.

SPARKS
Convoy new heading, | think... |
can't copy... I'mlosing it.

The Sparks shrugs his shoul der as the receiver goes silent.

FI RST MATE
Must have been a good reason for
the escort to break radio silence.

SPARKS
Should | try to raise them sir?

The Mate | ooks to the aft passageway before making his
deci si on.
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MATE
Rai se 'em Sparks.

Sparks turns to his transmtter and, flicking a couple of
swi tches, taps out a hailing nmessage. He stops and |istens
for a reply. There is none. He taps out the call again, and
again there is no reply. The First Mate strides out of the
shack.

I NT. BRI DGE

The First Mate enters the bridge and Iifts his binoculars to
t he jagged horizon, |eaning against a bul khead to brace

hi nsel f against the ship's rolling. He | ooks off the
starboard beam for their nearest neighbor in convoy and sees
not hi ng.

FI RST MATE
Dam.

He pans the horizon before dropping the binoculars to his
chest and ducki ng out the back hatch.

I NT. PASSAGEVWAY

The First Mate sticks his head into the Captain's cabin.

FI RST MATE
Sir, there's a problemin the radio
shack.

Carneski energes fromhis cabin and brushes past the First
Mat e, careening off the bul khead as the ship dances in the
relentless storm The Mate follows right behind. A noment

| ater, Jake energes and hurries off aft, away fromthe

bri dge.

I NT. RADI O SHACK

Carneski and the First Mate crowd into the small room where
t he Sparks works frantically at the back of the transmtter.

CARNESKI
What ' s goi ng on here, Sparks?

Sparks straightens up at the Captain's voice.
SPARKS

Transmtter's out. |'ve tried
everyt hi ng.
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CARNESKI
Who gave the order to break
sil ence?
FI RST MATE

| did, sir. Escort Command was
rel ayi ng course corrections when
t he radi o went.

CARNESKI
Fantastic. Any of our neighbors
getting cl ose?

ANOTHER OFFI CER
No sign of the convoy, sir.

CARNESKI
That's just great.

Carneski points to the wire cage which houses the old
transmtter that was original equi pnent on the tanker 40
years ago.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
VWhat about that?

SPARKS
Sir?

CARNESKI
That's a transmtter. Can you raise
t hem on t hat?

SPARKS
That's an antique, sir. It doesn't
wor k.

CARNESKI

Have you tried it?

SPARKS
| don't know how. .

Sammy |l eans into the radi o shack, holding on to the sides of
t he hatchway and putting his weight on his good |eg.

SAMWY
I think I can make it work, sir.

CARNESKI
Carry on, then.
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As Sammy enters the crowded room and opens the cage, Jake
appears in the doorway.

I NT. ENG NE ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Giffen is putting the last twist on a nut of the punp
housi ng. Hi s hands are covered in grease, his hair matted in
sweat and grinme. But his eyes are bright.

A coupl e of the ENG NEER S MATES watch from over his
shoul der .

GRI FFEN
That oughta do it.

He steps back and lets one of the mates |ift the heavy punp
and start aft. Giffen's call follows him

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
Take it easy on her, now Don't
flood her all at once.

The mate grins.

MATE
Aye, aye, Chief.

Giffen turns his attention to a young O LER who's been
waiting for his attention all this while.

a LER
M. Giffen, sir, | was wonderin'
if you got a mnute...

CGRI FFEN
Lead the way, son, |ead the way.

The oiler starts off toward the huge engines, Giffen right
behi nd.

I NT. RADI O SHACK - CONTI NUOUS

Sanmmy | eans back fromthe behind the huge instrument with its
| arge gl ass valves. Wth the Sparks and sone other crew
staring, Sammy throws sone switches and the old thing conmes
alive, spewi ng sparks and flashes of light like a
frankenstein | aboratory. Sammy taps out a hailing nessage.
There is stillness in the cranped room as the snoke cl ears.
And then, to everyone's amazenent, the machine conmes back to
life. Sammy |istens on his headsets and jots down on a pad.
When t he machine stops, he turns up to Carneski
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SAMWY
Escort Command says proceed with
communi cation, sir.

The radi o crew breaks out in applause. Carneski pats Sanmy on
t he back. Sammy grins fromear to ear

EXT. AT THE PORT RAIL - N GHT

Jake is standing at the port rail, enjoying the clearing
weat her and the first stars they have seen since the squal
had cone up. The sea still rolls, but its surface is glassy
and bl ack.

From aft, Hadler strolls up and joins Jake, |eaning el bows on
the rail and gazing out to sea.

HADLER
Sure beats watching it in the
newsr eel s.

JAKE
Yeah.

Low on the horizon, a full yell ow nobon peaks out above a
cl oud.

JAKE (cont’ d)
No convoy ships on this side.

HADLER
So?
JAKE
So we're on the port flank.
HADLER
Yeah, | guess we are.
JAKE

Wth a nice bright noon |lighting us
up like a practice target.

HADLER
Yeah.

They | ook at the nmoon a while.

HADLER (cont’ d)

Al | wanted was to be invol ved
agai n, you know that? Now we're
comm tted.
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JAKE
VWhat's the difference?

HADLER
It's Ii ke bacon and eggs. The
chicken is involved, but the pigis
conmi tted.

JAKE
Beats watching it on the newsreels.

HADLER
Yeah.

I NT. RADI O SHACK - DAY

Sammy receives a nessage over the huge receiver. He jots down
letters on a pad of paper. Wen the transm ssion is conplete,
he | ooks at the paper and frowns, not understanding its coded
content.

I NT. PASSACGEVWAY

Sammy |inps down a passageway towards the officers' ness. He
sees Fletcher com ng the other way.

SAMWY
Hey Fl etcher, you was in the Navy.
You know how to read this?

Fl etcher takes a | ook at the paper and shakes his head. But
then he notions Sammy to follow himin the opposite
di rection.

SAMW (cont’ d)
Hey, where you goin'?

Fl etcher keeps going, Sammy right behind. Fletcher still has
t he paper.

SAMW (cont’ d)
Hey Fletcher, gime that. | gotta
give that to the Captain.
Fl etcher turns a corner, Sammy chasing.

I NT. OFFI CER S MESS - DAY

The Captain and a couple of officers are eating lunch as
Sammy peaks into the cabin, Fletcher right behind him The
First Mate notions the Captain's attention to the hatch
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CARNESKI
Yes, Sammy, what is it?

SAMWY
This just come over from Western
Approaches. It's in code, sir.

CARNESKI
Let's see, Sammy.

Sammy hands it to Carneski. The Captain glances at it a
nonment and hands it to Lieutenant Luther.

CARNESKI (cont’ d)
Make any sense of that, Luther?

Lut her hardly | ooks at the copy.

LUTHER
I"msorry, sir. | amnot at l|iberty
t o decode Naval conmuni cati ons.

CARNESKI
M. Luther, while you're on ny
ship, you'll do as | say. Now you
wanna keep your little Naval
secret? You can fucking swimto
Mur mansk.

LUTHER
I"msorry, sir.

Carneski slans his fist against the table.

CARNESKI
Get the hell out of ny sight!

Lut her struts out of the cabin, |eaving Carneski fum ng. The

other officers are silent. Sammy still stands by the door.
SAMWY
Capt ai n?
CARNESKI
What do you want, Sammy?
SAMWY
Uh... well... Fletcher here took

the liberty of... well, when the
nessage cane in code he figured we
may need a Navy code book so...
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CARNESKI
Don't tell me you stole Luther's
code book. ..

SAMWY
Fl etcher can't tell you nothin',
remenber ?

CARNESKI
I cannot condone thievery aboard ny
shi p.

Fl etcher drops his head. The nmen around the table smle as
Carneski takes a second to |ighten up.

CARNESKI (cont’d)
Oh, allright, Fletcher, give it
her e.

Hi s face brightening, Fletcher brings the code book over to
the table. The nen gather around as Carneski decodes the
conmuni que.

EXT. BRI DGE W NG - DAY

On the exposed wing of the bridge, Carneski scans the

hori zon, the sea snooth and wide, a cold autumm sun turning
the water black and silver. Ahead and to the starboard, other
freighters sail peacefully through the | ate afternoon day.

Besi de him Jake stands, hands behind his back, his nostrils
flaring to admt the cool sea air. He seens a couple inches
taller now than he ever did back at the Harbor.

CARNESKI
So we intercepted a Navy nessage
t oday. . .

JAKE
Yeah, | know.

Carneski | ooks at himquizzically, then nods.

CARNESKI
Samy.

JAKE
We kind of stick together, sir.

CARNESKI
So we | ost half our escort.
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JAKE
It's a ruse, sir. The Gernmans send
the Tirpitz out of one of them
fiords in Norway and the whol e
goddam Navy rushes over there to
fight her. Wen they get there, she
steans back upstream and all our
destroyers are |left standing there
jerking off. Sir.

CARNESKI
Try 'Lou,' wll ya?

JAKE
And we're out here wi thout an
escort waitin' to get our goddam
asses blown outta the water, Lou,
sir.

CARNESKI
| don't renenber you this
optimstic.

JAKE
| seen what the Navy can do.

EXT. ON DECK

97.

The SI GNALMAN on watch hol ds binoculars to his eyes. The

gl asses are trained on one of the remaining escorts, a snal
British corvette, whose signal light flashes incessantly. The
Si gnal man watches until the corvette turns hard towards the
center of the convoy to signal other boats. Then the

Signal man runs aft towards the bridge.

I NT. BRI DGE

The Signal man rushes onto the bridge.

S| GNAL VAN
Captain! Signal from HMVS Hernes,
sir. Convoy to come north to
headi ng 042 degrees at 1900 hours.
Mul tiple contacts with German U
boat s.

CARNESKI
Here we go. Thank you, Johnson.
Mai nt ai n your watch.

The Signal man goes. Carneski turns to his First

Vhat e.
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CARNESKI (cont’d)
Doubl e the fore and aft wat ches,
Nunber One. Prepare all the boats
for a fast launch. And informthat
idiot Luther, will you. Let's see
if the son-of-a-bitch and his baby
boys can shoot straight.

FI RST MATE
Aye aye, sir.

The Mate hurries off the bridge. Carneski turns to Jake.

CARNESKI
So, Captain, do you stay with the
convoy and hope they m ss us, or do
you make a run for it?

JAKE
I thank ny lucky stars | ain't the
one's got to make that choice.

CARNESKI
C nmon Jake, what woul d you do?

JAKE
K, what would I do? Miltiple
contacts... that nmeans there's at
| east a couple of U boats shadow ng
ri ght behind us, right? And not
enough escorts left to keep them
underwater, right?

CARNESKI
Ri ght .

JAKE
And we're second to last in our
colum, right?

CARNESKI
Ri ght .

JAKE
So if we drop out now, or even veer
north, we'll probably be seen. And
if Gerry sees a lonely tanker, you
can bet we'll have plenty of

conpany.

CARNESKI
And if we stay in convoy...
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JAKE
We're a good target in the mddle
of a lot of good targets.

CARNESKI
So you' d stay in convoy?
JAKE
And if | was still a Catholic, I'd

pray.
I NT. CREW SALOON - DUSK

99.

The seanen that are not on the doubled watch sullenly pick at

their meal. The ships rolls gently, the steady
engi nes below the only sound in the cabin.

throb of the

Jake sits with Giffen and Fletcher. Only Fletcher finishes

his plate.

JAKE
want sone nore, Fletcher?

Jake gently pushes his plate over to Fletcher,
Giffen and Jake smle to each other.

&Rl FFEN
Vell, | guess I'Il see if the Chief
needs a hand bel ow.

JAKE
Stay near the hatch

GRI FFEN
Yeah. .

Giffen starts to go.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)

Listen... I... | wanted to say
t hank you, Jake. | may not get a
chance later. I'mglad you picked
nme to go.

JAKE

Best man for the job.

who digs in.

Giffen is about to say sonething el se but changes his m nd.

He | eaves. After a nonment, Jake slowy gets up
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JAKE (cont’d)
Guess I'll get sone rack. Gonna be
a long night.

He | eaves Fletcher and the others in the sal oon.

EXT. FOREDECK GUN

Around the forward 4" gun, |eaning against the curtain of
steel which waps around it, a couple of the Navy ratings in
flak jackets murmur in low tones to each other. Luther wal ks
up and has a couple of words with them He then anbles off
aft.

A coupl e of steps away, Hadler stares out to sea, a
snmoul dering cigar sticking out of his grizzled face, his eyes
cal m and steady on the horizon

I NT. RADI O SHACK

Sammy dozes over the huge old transmitter, his head | eaning
against his arm One of the RAD OVEN gently taps Samy on the
shoul der and he wakes with a start.

Seeing the snmle on the younger man's face, Sammy grins and
rubs his red eyes awake.

I NT. BRI DGE

Capt ai n Carneski watches the clock as the time reaches 19: 00.
He turns to the Hel meman and nods. The man brings the wheel
to port a full turn and, watching the novenent of the conpass
in front of him brings it back when the turn is conplete.

HEL MSIVAN
Headi ng oh-four-two, sir.

CARNESKI
St eady as she goes.

EXT. STARBOARD BRI DGE W NG

Mc Teague is watching the freighter sailing parallel to the
Oraha Ranger in convoy. As he watches, the ship explodes in
fl anmes.

MC TEAGUE
Christ! Captain!l On ny God!!
She's... Oh Christ... Captain!!
Shi p torpedoed off the starboard
beant
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Carneski rushes out fromthe bridge at the sound of the

expl osion. As he gets there, a nore distant blast is heard as
a ship farther away is hit. On the horizon, a red glow |lights
t he spot. Carneski turns back toward the bridge.

I NT. BRI DGE

Carneski races back to the bridge just as Sammy is linping in
fromthe radi o shack

SAMWY
Capt ai n?
CARNESKI
Yeah, Sammy.
SAMWY
Message fromthe Conmmodore, sir.
CARNESKI
Go ahead and read it. No secrets
her e.
SAMWY
(readi ng)

Mul tiple U boat attack. Stop. Break
formati on and proceed to rendezvous
17A. Stop. Good luck. Stop

CARNESKI
(to the Hel nsman)
Cone north 10 degrees. Al ahead

full

HEL MSIVAN
Coming to oh-three-two. Al ahead
full

CARNESKI

Full alert, Nunmber One.

FI RST MATE
Aye aye, sir.
The First Mate steps back to a speaking tube and announces
battle stations. A series of bells signals the alert to the
crew as the WATCH fromthe port bridge wing rushes in.

WATCH
Tor pedo!'!
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Frightened beyond further words, the Watch just points toward
the port beam The hissing of the approaching torpedo, |ike

t he sound of a hot iron dropped in water, is heard on the
bridge. Carneski doesn't pause to | ook.

CARNESKI
Hard to starboard!

The Hel nsman spins the wheel and the ship lists as the hard
turn i s executed.

EXT. FOREDECK

As the ship leans into its turn, Hadler rushes over to the
port rail. He sees the trail of the torpedo as the ship tries
to turn out of its path.

HADLER
Holy Mary. ..

EXT. THE OVAHA RANCER

It isin the aft section of the ship around the water |ine
where the torpedo hits hone in a huge explosion of fire and
wat er .

EXT. AFT DECK

On deck above the point of the explosion, a few nen fall. The
aft mast buckl es and comes crashing dowmn on deck. O her nen
run forward to escape the flanmes which roar up fromthe oi

i gnited bel ow.

EXT. OCEAN SURFACE

In the crinmson light of the blazing tanker, a German
submari ne surfaces a couple hundred yards off.

I NT. BRI DGE

On the bridge, panic has begun to set in.

FI RST MATE
U-Boat surfacing off the port beam
sir!

CARNESKI

(to the Hel nsman)
Hard to port!
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HEL VSVAN
Sir?

CARNESKI
Hard to port, mster!

FI RST MATE
You're going to ramthem sir?!

Carneski just stares ahead, waiting for the submarine to cone
into his sights.

HEL MSIVAN
Hard to port...
EXT. ON DECK
Jake rushes on deck and goes straight to the rail. He sees

t he submarine open fire fromits deck guns. Then he | ooks to
t he bow of the wounded tanker as it swings hard to port and
steans toward the attacking submarine. Jake raises his fist
into the air.

JAKE
Go get 'em Lou!

He takes off forward at a run.

I NT. PASSAGEVWAY

Fl et cher runs down the passageway and vaults a | adder to a
| ower deck.

I NT. LONER DECK

The roar of the oil flames is interrupted by an expl osion
fromaft. Fletcher braces hinself against a bul khead and then
conti nues on when the shudder of the decking subsides. He

di sappears into a hatch to the engine room

EXT. THE FOREDECK

Wiile trying to get a clean shot off with the 4" gun, the two
Navy Ratings go down in a hail of machine gun fire fromthe
surfaced subrmarine. Hadl er mans the gun hinself and fires it,
the shell falling far off its mark.

HADLER

Come and get it, you sons-of-
bi t ches!
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The submarine is al nost dead ahead and so close that nen can
be seen junping down the deck hatch on the bridge as the
craft dives to escape the onrushing tanker. Hadl er opens the

breech and turns to get another shell, but standing there, a
shell in his arnms, is Luther. Together the two nen reload the
gun.

I NT. THE BRI DGE

Carneski strains to see the U Boat ahead of themthrough the
snoke pouring fromfires on deck.

FI RST MATE
She's diving, Sir!

CARNESKI
More power!

HEL MSIVAN

Engi ne room not responding, sir.
W' re | osing speed.

Carneski slans his fist down.

CARNESKI
Damm!

EXT. THE BOW OF THE OVAHA RANGER

As the ship |l oses way and her bow wake falls, the submarine
di ves easily underneath her path.

I NT. BRI DGE

The First Mate turns to the Captain, whose fury of the |ast
few noments has left with the escape of the U Boat.

FI RST MATE
Thi nk she'll be back?

CARNESKI
G ve the call to abandon ship,
Nunmber One.

FI RST MATE
Aye aye, sir.

The Mate goes to the aft bul khead of the bridge to nake the
cal I.
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EXT. ON DECK

Men are lowering the lifeboats. The tanker is afire, but
seens to be holding steady in the water.

Jake runs past these nen toward the gun where Hadl er and
Luther fire away at the wake of the subnerged submari ne.

I NT. ENG NE ROOM

Fl etcher, on a platform surveying the ruined engi nes and
punps, | ooks frantically over the scene of distress.
Pressuri zed steam escapes in hissing jets fromsonme of the
ruptured pipes. Seawater rises steadily in the bilge. Several
firemen scranble up | adders to get above through open

hat ches. One terrified YOUNG MAN | eaps up the | adder onto the
pl atform where Fl etcher stands and nearly knocks Fl etcher
over as he runs by.

YOUNG MAN
Abandon ship, pal. Are you nuts?

Then Fletcher's eye catches the boot of a man underneath a
crushed bul khead. He slides down the |adder and finds Giffen
and the Chief Engineer trapped underneath sheets of tw sted
netal. The Chief is dead, having taken a fatal blow to the
head. Giffen, however, opens his eyes as Fletcher checks his
neck for a pul se.

GRI FFEN
Get out of here, Fletcher. |I'm
gone.

Fl etcher gets up and rummages around for a |l ength of pipe
and, finding it, begins to pry the bul khead up fromGiffen's
crushed body. But the bent nmetal nobves only an inch or so,
and Giffen hinself is too far gone to hel p.

GRI FFEN (cont’ d)
Go on, man. Save yourself. | ain't
scared no nore.

Fletcher tries again to pry up the wall when anot her
expl osion rocks himoff his feet. Giffen is knocked out. As
Fl etcher gets up, he again begins to work at the bul khead.

The Engineer's Mate is one of the |ast to abandon the engine
room having bravely checked for survivors of the torpedo's
deadly blast. He sees Fletcher at work and runs to him

pul ling himaway fromthe victins bel ow him
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ENG NEER S MATE
C nmon, we got to get out of here.

Fl etcher pulls free and starts back to work. The Engi neer's
Mat e grabs his arm again.

ENG NEER S MATE (cont’d)

| don't go till you go. You wanna
save a dead man, or kill a live
one?

Fl etcher stops and | ooks at the mate. The water and steam
continue to fill the engine room He goes back to his prying
notion but stops after a couple of heaves. The Engi neer's
Mat e stands his ground. Fletcher |ooks down at the face of
Giffen, who shows no signs of Iife. He drops the | ength of
pi pe and lets the Engineer's Mate | ead himtoward the | adder
out of the engine room

I NT. RADI O SHACK

Sammy i s tapping away an SOS, giving the ship's position as
Hadl er and Jake rush in.

HADLER

C non, Sammy. Tine to go.
SAMWY

But | still have to...

Hadl er and Jake lift Sammy out of his chair in md-sentence
and carry himout of the radi o shack.

EXT. ON DECK

Jake and Hadl er help |lower Sammy into one of the boats. Down
bel ow, Mc Teague hel ps guide Sammy into the boat safely. He
| ooks up at Jake and nods.

On deck, the flanes | eap higher, the heat forcing some of the
men trapped aft to junp into the water and swimfor the boats
al ready away.

Jake turns to re-enter the burning superstructure of the
bridge. Hadl er stops him

HADLER
Were are you goin'?

JAKE
VWhat about Giffen and Fl etcher?
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A huge expl osion fromthe bowels of the ship, one of the oi
tanks blown, is his answer. The deck has becone unpassabl e,
t he heat unbearabl e.

Jake can no | onger see a way through the flames to get bel ow,
and lets Hadler lead himto the lines to the |ifeboats bel ow.
One by one, Jake and Hadl er di sappear over the port rail.
They are the | ast nmen down.

EXT. THE BRI DGE

As the ship burns hotly, the face of Captain Lou Carneski can
be seen inside the glass enclosed bridge. He is steering his
ship out of the path of the lifeboats escaping in the water.

I NT. A LADDER BELOW

The Engineer's Mate, with Fletcher right behind, marches up
t he | adder, burning his hand on one of the netal handrails.

EXT. ON DECK

Fl etcher and the Engineer's Mate energe on deck, flanes
closing in on all sides of them The |ifeboats are all |ong
gone. They run as far as they can aft, but are stopped by a
wal |l of fire. Like froma flamethrower, oil fire closes in on
themfromforward now as well. Trapped, both nen clinb over
the rail and leap into the icy water.

EXT. THE BRI DGE

The bridge, as well as the whol e superstructure, is afire.
FIl anes cover the wi ndows of the bridge where Carneski had
| ast been seen.

EXT. JAKE' S LI FEBOAT

Though the boat is desperately overcrowded with survivors of
the Oraha Ranger, it is stable and well afloat as nmen pull at
the long oars away fromthe burning tanker. Jake, Hadler and
Sanmmy wat ch the ship burn.

Then, a torpedo froman unseen U Boat finishes off the great
tanker with an imense blast. In a ball of fire, the ship
splits apart and crashes in on itself, the bow and stern
nmeeting high in the air as the hull folds.

( CONTI NUED)



108.
CONTI NUED:

The nmen in the lifeboat, already several hundred yards away,
shield their faces fromthe heat.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. A BRI TI SH TRAWLER - DAWN

Si | houetted against the first light of dawn, a small British
trawl er plows slowy through the water, |ooking for survivors
fromthe night's attack. One British SEAVMAN at the bow sees
two bobbing red dots ahead of them- the red Iights on the
life belts the men wear under full alert. The seaman calls
back to the man on the bridge.

SEAVAN
Sir! 100 neters off the port bow

EXT. BRI DGE

From the open bridge of the trawler, the British OFFI CER
steers the boat over.

OFFI CER
Let's get sonme hands on the port
side, then. Look alive!

EXT. PORT RAIL

On a section of one of the crates fromthe deck of the Oraha
Ranger clings Fletcher. One hand grasps the wooden raft, the
ot her hand holds onto the arm of the Engineer's Mate, whose
face is subnerged, his body frozen stiff.

Several of the Brits on board heave Fl etcher out of the

wat er. But though they get himon board, Fletcher clings to
the body still in the water. Fletcher is dazed and nunb from
t he col d.

SEAVAN
Let himgo, mate. "E' s gone. It's
all right. You done your best.

Slow y, Fletcher unclanps his icy hand, and the make-shift
raft with the Mate's body floats away. The Brits pul

Fl etcher onto the deck of the traw er and cover himwth
bl anket s.

EXT. MURVANSK SHI PYARDS - DAY

Huge cranes bel ching bl ack snoke stand agai nst a sonber grey
sky.
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At docks extending as far as the eye can see, freighters |lay
tied up, their holds bared to the nonster cranes.

Longshor enen, | ongshore-wonen, actually, direct the iron
hooks into the open holds as trucks queue up along the wharf
to receive their burden.

Many of the piers are enpty, a sign of the devastation of
allied shipping. At a couple of piers, mlitary ships lie
silently, their crews off on well-deserved | eave, sone of the
shi ps evidencing the scars of a hazardous tour.

EXT. A PIER

The crew of the USS Huckl eberry toss their hawsers to the
wonen al ong the wharf as they accept the gangway swung over
to the deck. Strains of the Star Spangled Banner, off-key and
out of rhythm conme fromdown the pier where a small brass
band squeezes out the notes |like a chore. The BANDLEADER is
conducting twelve ancient MEN in Conmuni st uniform a frai
tribute to the incom ng American warship and her tattered
passengers. Around the bandstand, a small crowd of curious
CHI LDREN are dwarfed by the great machi nery and vessel s of

t he shi pyard.

EXT. THE GANGMAY

A stream of survivors begins to file off the cutter. First to
come are a couple of stretchers, which are hurried off into
anbul ances on their way to hospitals. Then cone the rescued
nmerchant sailors that the cutter had plucked fromthe
freezing waters. Many of them are w apped against the chilly
air in blankets and borrowed oil skins.

Jake, Hadl er and Sammy tread cautiously down the gangway, as
if untrusting dry land after their toil at sea. They gather
in a group on the wharf, away fromthe stream of the haggard
victinms of their convoy. The band pl ays.

EXT. MURMANSK STREETS - LATER

Jake and Hadl er walk slowy so that Sammy can keep up. The
streets are curiously devoid of nmen except for the occasional
patrol of SOLDI ERS. At a corner, the nmen stop and watch a
group of women LABORERS shoveling through the rubble of a
bonbed out buil di ng.

I NT. A RUSSI AN STORE

Inside a small store, Fletcher, looks inquisitively at a
t hi ck Russi an CLERK who stands behind a wooden counter.
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The Cerk repeats sonething in Russian to Fl etcher, but
Fl etcher still doesn't understand. Again the Cerk repeats

t he Russian words, very annoyed at the custonmer who refuses
to respond.

Finally, Fletcher reaches into his pocket and pulls out nore
coins, placing themon the counter beside a snmall pad and
pencil. The Cerk gruffly takes up nost of this additional
noney and turns away. Fletcher pockets his change and the pad
and pencil he has just purchased and, wapping his collar up
against his chin, turns to the door to go.

EXT. STREET QOUTSI DE THE STORE

Fl etcher energes into the grey street and turns left,
ai m essly wandering. He stops when he hears his nane.

JAKE (OS)
Fl et cher!

Fl etcher turns around to see Jake and Hadler running to him
Sammy hobbl i ng behind. He breaks out in a wide grin as his
friends reach himand encircle himw th great hugs.

HADLER
What happened to you?

Fl etcher funbles in his pocket and starts to pull out the pad
and pencil. But he stops when Jake speaks up.

JAKE
VWhere's Giffen?

Fl etcher sinply shakes his head. The others are silent for a
mnute in respect for their friend.

HADLER
C non, Fletch, we're gonna get us
some of this Rusky vodka we been
hearin' about.

They wal k off together down the street towards town.

I NT. MJURVMANSK BARROOM

The bar is half-filled with old nen who tell each other
stories in loud Russian. They are, for the nost part, al
extrenmely drunk. A few of them wear decorations fromthe 1st
Wrld War. Sone have |lost |inbs; one man passes a gl ass of
vodka down to another on a rolling cart, his | egs had been
shot off in another generation.
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Jake, Hadler, Fletcher and Sammy sit apart at a table al ong
the wall of the dimbarroom They raise their glasses.

SAMWY
To the Snug Harbor Watch.

They drink. Hadl er raises his glass.

HADLER
To those sons-of-bitches on Staten
I sl and what said we couldn't make
it!

They drink. Fletcher fishes in his coat pocket and pulls out
his pad. He flicks a bit of wood away fromthe [ead on his
pencil and scrawl s quickly. He hands the note to Hadl er.

HADLER (cont’ d)
Yeah, Fletch. To Giffen.

They drink. Jake keeps his glass held up.

JAKE
Ni chol s.

They drink again. Jake signals to the | arge barnmaid and

swi ngs his finger around the four gl asses, indicating another
round. He pulls paper noney out of his pocket and drops it on
t he tabl e.

JAKE (cont’d)
Bast ards probably robbin" us blind.

HADLER
Anyway, at least Giffen didn't die
in that old snelly place. | ever

tell you what | hated nost about
Snug Harbor? Was the stink. The
stink of a bunch of rotting old
men. Smells |ike piss and puke. You
know?

The thought sobers them considerably.

SAMWY
We better get back, Jake. It's way
past curfew.

JAKE
The devil with curfew | ain't
ready to | ook at another boat till
I"m blind drunk.
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He | eans back as the barnaid places four tall glasses of
cl ear vodka on the table and snatches up nost of the noney
left there. Jake grabs his glass and drinks half of it in a

gul p.
EXT. MURVANSK STREET - LATE NI GHT

The four nen, thoroughly drunk, weave armin arm down the
deserted street singing "Yankee Doodl e Dandy." Jake stil
sips froma glass he had taken with himfromthe bar.

EXT. STREET NEAR THE WHARF

As the drunken four round the corner, they are confronted by
a Russian patrol, two SOLDIERS with rifles slung | ow across

t heir shoul ders, who have cone to the corner fromthe cross
street. The Soldiers stand their ground and question the four
in Russian. Jake doesn't speak any Russi an.

JAKE
How re you doing, fellas. Drink?

Jake offers his glass to one of the Soldiers, but the
Russian, a boy in uniformactually, slaps it away in fear.
The ot her young Sol di er repeats his question in Russian,
nervous and fidgeting with his rifle.

JAKE (cont’d)
Vell if you won't drink, then the
hell with you. C non fell as.

Jake turns and | eads his four around the Sol diers. They start
to sing "Yankee Doodl e" again when one of the Soldiers grabs

Samy.

SAMWY
Hey!

The others turn around and Jake, seeing the Sol di er hol ding
Sammy, rushes over and takes a swing at the young man. Jake's
punch connects and drops the Soldier. The other Russian noves
in, but Hadler raps himfromthe side and he goes down as
wel | .

Sammy freed, the four run | aughing down the street towards
t he docks. There is a shout in Russian from behind them but
t he four, drunk beyond care, continue running, Sanmy doing
his | evel best to keep up with the others.

Then a shot rings out and Sammy stunbles and falls. The
others stop and turn to see their friend down on the ground.
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Forgetting now about their drunk and their boat and the
Sol di ers who cone rushing on, Jake, Hadler and Fl etcher run
to the side of their friend.

INT. JAIL CELL - MORNI NG

Jake, Hadler and Fletcher slunmp in the small cell, Hadler
with his eyes closed, sleeping.

From down a hall, a US NAVY OFFICER is escorted to the cell
by a RUSSIAN military man. The Russian pulls keys froma ring
on his uniformbelt and opens the cell door.

NAVY OFFI CER
Ri se and shine, gentlenen. Tine to

go.

Hadl er wakes and three get up and shake off their hangovers.

JAKE
What about Sammry?

The Navy O ficer shakes his head.

JAKE (cont’d)
They just shoot himand that's
t hat ?

NAVY OFFI CER
It was way past curfew. You knew
that. You took your chances.

JAKE
That's all you can say?

NAVY OFFI CER
I"msorry, gentlenen, but there's
not hing to be done.

JAKE
W did this for them That's why we
come over here. For them This is
what we get.

HADLER

They didn't know. They was j ust
scared. C non, Jake.

Hadl er | eads Jake out of the cell, with Fletcher right
behi nd. Jake passes within inches of the Russian official.

JAKE
Goddamm you. We did this for you
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The Russian is silent as the Navy O ficer |eads them out of
the jail.

EXT. ON DECK OF THE HUGH KI LLI NGTON - DAY
A small 10,000 ton freighter steanms slowy out of Mirmansk

Har bor. Fl etcher, Hadl er and Jake stand on the aft deck,
wat ching the dreary outpost city recede from view.

AYERS (VO
After a ship enpties her hold,
she'll reprovision for the trip

hone and go. She'll ride high,

wi t hout her cargo as ball ast,
and' || be hard to handle in

weat her. Sonetines it seens |ike
sailors after a rough passage'l

act the sane, |like they was
dreamin' or sonmethin'. Maybe it's
cause the rough trip is behind 'em
now and they got nothin'" to | ook
forward to but a |long haul an'

| onely roonms an' the next trip out.

Hadl er puts an arm around Jake, but when the other man
doesn't respond, Hadler turns and wal ks away.

I NT. CREW CABIN - NI GHT

Jake lies in his |lower berth. Above him Hadler sleeps
soundly. Jake pulls the slimvolunme of Tennyson fromhis
pocket and opens it to "U ysses,"” the pages stiff and brittle
fromage and saltwater. He stares at the page for a while in
the dimlight, and then cl oses the book.

JAKE
“...all times | have enjoy'd
Geatly, have suffer'd greatly,
both with those
That | oved ne, and al one; on shore,

and when

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy
Hyades

Vext the dimsea: | am becone a
nane..."

He tosses the book away from himonto the cabin floor.

FADE TO BLACK
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I NT. CREW CABIN - EARLY MORNI NG

Jake sl eeps now as well. Hadler snores |oudly from above.
Only a few of the bunks are enpty, evidence of a |light watch
on deck. The ship rolls gently.

And then suddenly, an explosion rocks the cabin. The nen wake
i medi ately. As the ship begins to list heavily to starboard,
Hadl er is rolled out of his berth and tunbles to the floor.

HADLER

The ship's bells can be heard above and voices from w t hout
shouting "Abandon Ship!" Hadler pulls Jake out of his bunk as
other men struggle into their coats and oil skins. Jake is

sl uggi sh and seens to nove ainiessly.

HADLER (cont’ d)
C non, Jake! Move!

Hadl er throws Jake's coat over himand half drags hi mout of
t he cabi n.

EXT. ON DECK

The ship is in chaos. Fire licks out of the ship's holds in
pockets on the deck. Men dash in every direction, pulling
large rafts to the rail and westling with the davits which
hold up the lifeboats. Hadler |eads Jake aft, but stops to
grab a SEAMAN who is running by, struggling into alife

j acket .

HADLER
What happened?

SEAVAN
W hit a m ne! Abandon shi p!

The seaman hurries forward.

EXT. AFT DECK

Hadl er and Jake hurry over to one of the |ifeboats where they
see Fletcher and a young BOSUN S MATE struggling to free the
boat fromits lines, fighting the gravity of the listing
ship. As Hadl er rushes to help, the stern of the freighter
begins to lift fromthe churning water, signaling a very fast
si nki ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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HADLER
C nmon, Jake, goddanmit, give us a
hand here.

Jake listlessly responds, circling around to the side of the
boat where Fletcher is trying to heave it out over the
gunwal es. In a sudden lurch of the sinking ship, the |ifeboat
is throwm back, and Jake is pinned against the davits. He
doesn't cry out, but Hadl er sees his predi canment and rushes
over.

Fromthe inside of the ship, the brutal sound of bul kheads
col l apsing rises above the roar of the flames. The scream of
a man trapped bel ow pierces the din. A group of nmen at the
rail help pull the |lifeboat away fromthe davits and Jake is
freed.

Fl etcher, nmeanwhile, has gotten the lines freed and begins to
| ower the boat away. But the rope breaks free from himand

t he boat crashes down to the gurgling sea bel ow. Though

Fl etcher is throwm clear, Hadler's leg is caught up in the
lines as they fly overboard, and he is whisked out into the
churni ng sea.

JAKE
Hadl er!

Jake tries to rise but his crushed | egs give way underneath
him The ship nmakes a final lurch as the bow dips | ow and the
stern deck is lifted high in the air. Three of the nmen around
the |ifeboat are caught off guard and thrown tunbling forward
down the steep slope of the deck. Jake nanages to grab hold
of the davits.

Fl etcher, grabbing the Iifelines along the rail, nmakes his
way to Jake and, lifting the nmuch [arger man over his

shoul der, clinbs over the rail, straddling it. G abbing hold
of the lines which mraculously still hold the lifeboat far
bel ow, Fl etcher pushes off fromthe side of the boat, Jake
clinging onto his back. The heavy rope burning the pal ns of
hi s hands, Fletcher slides hinself and Jake into the
l'ifeboat.

EXT. THE LI FEBOAT

The huge rudder and usel ess propellers of the freighter

ri sing high above their small boat, Fletcher pulls hard at
the oars to get them away fromthe sucking whirl pool the
si nki ng ship creates.

( CONTI NUED)
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From the stern deck high above, a MAN |l eaps into the water,
his heavy clothing in flanmes. Fletcher doesn't see him but
Jake does.

JAKE
Over there!

He points to where the man flails in the water. Fletcher
pul I s the boat around and reaches the struggling man. He
ships the oars and | eans over the gunwales to grab him Jake,
al t hough he cannot get up, reaches an arm over the side of

t he boat and hel ps heave the man aboard. Fletcher junps back
to the oars and pulls hard. The rescued man does not nove.

As Fletcher gets the boat to safety, the freighter's huge
boilers break free inside her ruptured bowels in a huge

expl osion. Fletcher stops his rowing and he and Jake watch in
terror as the ship rapidly sinks. The half of the dooned ship
still above water gives a sudden shudder and, spew ng fl anes
and snoke, slips down beneath the surface.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. LI FEBOAT - N GHT

The young man |ies unconscious in the bottom of the boat.

Fl etcher tends to the burns covering nost of his face. Jake
stares back at the last of the burning flotsamon the ocean
where the Hugh Killington sank, already a mle away.

JAKE
You know what the bitch is,
Fletcher? Well, actually there's
two bitches here. First thing is,
current's taking us straight out to
sea. Second thing is, no convoy.

Fl etcher tends to the wound.
JAKE (cont’d)

Get it? No convoy, no rescue boats.
What do you think of that?

Fl etcher doesn't | ook up.
JAKE (cont’d)
What do you think of that,
Fl etcher?

DI SSOLVE TO
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EXT. THE LI FEBOAT - DAY

Fl etcher has raised the mast and small sail, but there is not
a breath of wind and the boat drifts sideways out to sea.
Cccasionally there's the rap of a small chunk of ice as it

sl aps up agai nst the hull

Fl et cher pushes the small mast out to catch nore wind. The
mast swings lazily back in as soon as he lets it go.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THE LI FEBOAT - DUSK

Jake doesn't help as Fletcher heaves the lifeless body of the
bosun's mate over the side of the boat and into the water.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THE LI FEBOAT - DAY

Jake | ooks very weak. His lips blistering fromthe exposure,
his eyes closed. Fletcher pats Jake's pocket, in search for
t he book there. Jake smles weakly w thout opening his eyes.

JAKE
I threw it out.

Fl etcher slunps back into the boat. He nibbles at one of the
hard biscuits fromthe survival rations. The wi nd freshens
slightly and the sail above them bill ows.

JAKE (cont’ d)
"...Life piled on life
Were all too little, and of one to
me
Little remains: but every hour is
saved
Fromthat eternal silence
sonet hi ng nore
A bringer of new things..."

FI etcher watches Jake carefully.
JAKE (cont’ d)
Don't worry, Fletch. | know it by
heart.
The boat drifts slowy.

DI SSOLVE TO
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EXT. THE LI FEBOAT - NEXT DAY

Jake wakes slowy. His face is drawn and very pale, his |lips
cracked and bl eeding. He weakly lifts his head to see

Fl etcher pulling at the oars. Beyond the bow of the boat Jake
sees why Fletcher is rowing with such earnest. A barren shore
lies in front of them not a mle off.

JAKE
Vwell 1'll be damed. ..

EXT. ON THE SHORE - DAY

Fl et cher has thrown together sonme wooden boards that he had
found al ong the beach of this desolate, treeless shore.
Propping themup with a few rocks, he conpletes a crude
shelter, a lean-to against the bitter wind. A hundred yards
away lies the |lifeboat pulled up onto the rocks, its dirty
sail flapping in the breeze.

Fl et cher conmes around to the front of the shelter and
di sappears inside.

I NT. THE SHELTER

Inside, the cold sun pours through the gaps between the

weat hered boards. Jake lies still, his head propped against a
couple of life jackets fromthe boat. Around himthe |ast of

t he energency rations are arranged. Jake breathes shallowy,
and when Fl etcher enters the tiny space, he can barely open
his eyes.

Fl etcher waps the blankets tightly to Jake, being gentle
around his ruined | egs. Jake has precious little voice left.

JAKE
Snug.

Fl etcher smiles. He brings the last gallon jug of water to
Jake's side and offers the old man a sip. Jake shakes his
head.

JAKE (cont’ d)

| done some figuring... the
currents... | been in these
wat ers. . .

He clears his parched throat.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKE (cont’d)
I figure we're on Spitzbergen
maybe. .. oughta be fishing on the
coast... Lappl anders.

Fl et cher doesn't nove.

JAKE (cont’d)
You know, | been thinking about
that guy Uysses. In the poem |
used to think he was sailing around
all those years 'cause he wanted
to. Meetin' the danes, collectin
souvenirs. But you know what,
Fletcher? Now | think that all he
wanted to do was to get back hone.
Just got | ost.

Fl et cher watches him steadily.

JAKE (cont’ d)
Go get help, Fletch. 1'll watch the
fort.

EXT. SHORE

A smal |l bundle on his back, Fletcher wal ks away fromthe tiny
shelter in the rocks, along the barren coast.

I NT. THE SHELTER

A spot of sunlight filtering through the boards creeps slowy
across the rocky ground and onto Jake's face. He blinks
against its brightness and cl oses his eyes.

FADE TO BLACK
EXT. ON THE SHORE - DAY

Fl etcher clinbs out of a small fishing vessel, followed by
several LAPPLANDERS in their bright, nulti-colored hats and
coats. Fletcher hurries up the shore to the shelter he had
built a couple of days earlier. The only sign of life is a
fewgulls that circle ainlessly above and alight on the rocky
coast.

I NT. SHELTER

Fletcher lets his eyes adjust to the darkness inside, but he
knows before he can see. Jake is dead.

( CONTI NUED)
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Fletcher falls to his knees al ongside the corpse and touches
the dead man's cold face.

EXT. THE LAPP FI SHI NG BOAT - DUSK

Fromthe aft deck of the small trawl er, a couple of the Lapps
hel p Fletcher with the body. They have nmade a shroud from
sone of their traditional brightly colored cloth. One of the
men utters a few words in his native tongue. And then they
gently let the shrouded corpse slip into the ice-blue water.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. SAILOR S SNUG HARBOR, STATEN | SLAND - DAY

It is early March, one of those ml|d March days that signa
the coming of spring before winter has actually left.

From up Richnond Terrace, Fletcher cones wal king, a snall
duffle on his back. He wal ks at an even pace, | ooking

strai ght ahead of him He turns and enter the front gate of
Snug Har bor.

EXT. GATEHOUSE

The Gat ekeeper stares in open amazenent at seeing Fl etcher
after all these nonths. He and his conpanion | eave their gane
of domi noes and follow Fletcher into the conpound.

EXT. FRONT LAWN

As Fl etcher wal ks up the path, the conversation on the

benches stops and the nen in their coats turn up to himand
stare. One by one, these nen rise fromtheir newspapers and
conversations and follow, till a group of 30 nen trail him

EXT. STEPS OF E-BU LDI NG

Fl etcher begins to clinb the marble steps up to the front
door of the stately but crunbling dormtory. He stops a
couple of steps fromthe top. He turns around to | ook at the
faces of the nen who had followed him old and creviced
faces, their eyes shining bright with expectation. Sone of
the nen neet eyes with him Donahue and Renpl ey, Evans, and
Ayers as a younger man. Fletcher sits down on the steps. As
t he nen gather around him he reaches into his pocket and
pulls out his pad. A man | eans over Fletcher's shoul der and
reads as the young man begins to wite.

( CONTI NUED)
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MAN
(readi ng)
Wen we left there was five...

As the nen settle in for a good story, and as Fl etcher
continues to scratch away, the tired voice of Ayers takes
over.

AYERS (VO
Fl etcher nade it back to Snug
Har bor and told us the story | just
told you. He didn't stay | ong,
t hough. There was our allies to
supply, and there was other boats
going over. It was a |ong war.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. AYERS' ROOM SAILOR S SNUG HARBOR - DUSK, 1967

The sun has set and Rosenberg and Ayers sit in the near-dark,
Rosenberg no | onger scribbling but hanging on the ancient
man's every word.

AYERS
Some of the others went with him
the next tine. A lot of guys,
matter of fact. Me, | was too old
to go, | guess, though | thought
about it nore' n once after that.
Anyway, sonebody had to hold down
the fort. Somebody had to be here
to listen to the stories these guys
was bringin' back with "em Them
t hat cone back

Ayers falls silent. Rosenberg sits for a while in the di mess
and then quietly rises, collecting his jacket and his note
pads. Ayers doesn't say a word as Rosenberg crosses the room
and exits.

I NT. HALLWAY

Rosenberg wal ks down the center of the hallway, silhouetted
against the last light of day in a window at the far end. As
he reaches the end of the hall, he turns and pushes through
t he swi nging door to the stairway and di sappears. The door
swi ngs back, and back again, and stops.

FADE TO BLACK



