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COLONEL CAIN
Send him in.

Cain motions for his secretary to leave, he stands up salutes 
and exits the tent passing Thomas on his way out. Thomas 
enters into the tent and salutes the colonel.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
At ease, Private. Please have a 
seat.

Thomas sits quietly. Cain opens a drawer in his desk and 
reveals a crystal bottle of bourbon, he pours himself and 
Thomas a glass.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
Did you enjoy your breakfast, 
Private Connolly? 

THOMAS
I wasn’t hungry.

Cain frowns slightly

COLONEL CAIN
I see... Well then I suppose you 
aren’t thirsty either?

Cain offers a glass to Thomas. Thomas shakes his head.

THOMAS
No thank you sir.

COLONEL CAIN
Mmm... That’s quite alright.

Cain pours Thomas’s glass into his own and gives Thomas a 
brusque smile. He takes a swig. 

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
The whole camp’s been talking about 
you... We’re all very impressed.

Thomas keeps sharp eye contact with Cain, but remains silent.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
I’m not going to lie, when I got 
word that we were getting the 
survivors of your Irish company I 
thought they were sending us a 
bunch of useless Micks to baby-sit, 
and that may be true for most of 
them, but it’s all worth it now 
that we’ve got you. 
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I reckon you’re the best shot in 
the whole eastern theater... My 
condolences of course for your lost 
comrades.

THOMAS
They were very brave men.

Cain grunts in agreement, feigning sympathy and respect for 
the lost soldiers.  Thomas instantly hates the man.

COLONEL CAIN
Why is your brother here with you? 

Thomas stiffens.

THOMAS
Sir, We’re orphans. Our mother 
passed away when we were children 
and our father died in the war, 
when I got drafted there was no one 
to take care of him. 

Cain takes another swig of bourbon, and leans back in his 
chair. 

COLONEL CAIN
I see. Well the war affects us all 
in different ways... If it were 
within my power to send you home I 
assure you I would. 

THOMAS
Is it not within your power.. Sir?

Silence. Cain looks at Thomas with indignation.

COLONEL CAIN
Watch your attitude Private, that 
sort of talk won’t get you anywhere 
you want to be. Understand?

Thomas looks at him with a face of stone.

THOMAS
Yes sir.

COLONEL CAIN
Good. I have new orders for you. 

Thomas heart sinks.
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COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
In two days Lieutenant Davis will 
be leading a charge upon the 
confederates. We’re sitting ducks 
here, waiting to be overpowered. 
It’ll be at least a week until 
reinforcements arrive and by that 
time the confederates will have 
killed us all, secured the 
railroad, or destroyed it. Thanks 
to you we’ve managed to cut their 
leadership in half, this may be the 
only time they’re vulnerable.

Thomas watches Cain carefully.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
I’m positioning you and your Negro 
friend in the field to get as close 
to the enemy as possible. From 
there you will search and destroy 
the confederate officers, and 
provide intel on the confederate 
firepower until the charge the 
following morning. Now, that gives 
you 1 whole day and 2 nights to -- 

THOMAS
Sir. You must know this mission is 
suicide. 

COLONEL CAIN
It’s worth the risk.

THOMAS
If I venture out into the field, I 
will be within shooting range of 
every confederate rifle in that 
forest, If I give away my location 
they’l --

COLONEL CAIN
You don’t have a choice in the 
matter, Private. We have a war to 
win, and you have a duty to this 
country.

Thomas begins to get frightened

THOMAS
Sir. James and I are all Peter has 
left in the world, if we die out 
there, he’ll have no-one --
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COLONEL CAIN
Seeing as he’s here illegally, 
eating my company’s provisions, 
this is no concern of mine. 
Consider yourselves fortunate I 
don’t put you both in prison for 
looting.

THOMAS
At least prison isn’t an execution!

Cain stands up quickly and slams his desk with his fist.

COLONEL CAIN
You’re backtalk will not be 
tolerated, Private. You leave at 
midnight, and if you decide to run, 
you may just find yourself facing a 
death sentence... now I suggest you 
follow through.. You’re dismissed.

Thomas stands up, helplessly

THOMAS
There must be another way.

COLONEL CAIN
Yes there is. You kill all the 
Confederates, and we can all go 
home. You’re dismissed, Private 
Connolly. 

Thomas stares Cain directly in the eye and salutes, mustering 
every ounce of contempt he can. Turns his back and walks out 
of the tent.

EXT. RAILROAD - SOUTH TRENCHES  - NIGHT

SCRATCH a match ignites on the leather of a union boot, 
Thomas ignites the wick of a candle, and hands it to Peter.

Peter watches James and Thomas grab the equipment they need 
for their mission. Thomas grabs his canteen and straps it to 
his pack, he looks at Peter. 

PETER
I don’t want you to go.

THOMAS
I don’t want to go either, Peter. 
But I have to, for both of us. 
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JAMES
He deserves to know his chances, if 
we die out here, and you damn well 
know we aren’t making it back, then 
your brother won’t have anything 
besides your empty promise--

THOMAS
No one is going to kill me. 

JAMES
Not everything is up to you, 
Thomas. But for your sake and 
Peter’s I hope you’re right. 

James picks up the shovel and begins digging back in the dirt 
as quietly as he can, Thomas follows suit.

EXT. RAILROAD - OUTSIDE PRISONER’S TENT - NIGHT

Angus and Peter approach the tent and find Cain standing out 
front. He has a flask in his hands, and is screwing the cap 
back on as they approach.

COLONEL CAIN
Hello, Angus. I see you brought the 
boy.

ANGUS
Yes sir. He had this with him.

Angus pulls out Peter’s revolver and hands it to Cain. Cain 
admires it for a moment and puts it in his belt.

COLONEL CAIN
(gesturing to the tent)

Alright. Bring him outside.

Angus goes inside the tent and drags out a man bound with 
rope with a bag over his head. He drags him in front of 
Peter. He takes off the bag on his head to reveal a 
pulverized face of a young man, he’s gagged, his eyes are 
swollen shut, his breath is raspy, he leans forward limply.

Peter looks at him nervously.

Cain comes and kneels next to Peter. Peter stands petrified, 
fixated on the pulverized soldier. Cain speaks with a sort of 
sick charm.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
What’s your name, boy?
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PETER
Peter... sir.

COLONEL CAIN
Peter... That’s a nice name. Tell 
me Peter, do you know who I am?

PETER
You’re the Colonel...

COLONEL CAIN
Yes, Peter, very good. Now,

(gestures to the prisoner)
do you know who that man is over 
there?

Peter shakes his head.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
He’s a confederate soldier, Peter. 
But not just any confederate 
soldier. 

(pulls out pistol)
Is this yours? 

PETER
It was my father’s. Thomas gave it 
to me.

COLONEL CAIN
It’s a fine weapon, do you know how 
to use it? 

PETER
Yes.

COLONEL CAIN
Do you know what weapons are for 
Peter?

PETER
They protect people, that’s what my 
father said.

COLONEL CAIN
Your father’s right Peter, but 
that’s not all they do. What did 
your brother do with it?

PETER
He killed those men.

COLONEL CAIN
Have you ever killed someone Peter?
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PETER
No.

COLONEL CAIN
Is there anyone in the world You’ve 
ever wanted to kill?

PETER
Yes.

COLONEL CAIN
Who?

PETER
The man who killed my father..

COLONEL CAIN
What if I told you I knew who 
killed your father... Would you 
kill him now?

Peter looks at Cain, intensely

PETER
Yes. 

COLONEL CAIN
Do you see that man over there 
Peter?

Peter looks at the prisoner.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
That man killed your father. That 
man and every other confederate. 
They do it every day. They want to 
kill you, your brother, all of your 
friends. Do you want to let this 
man live, Peter?

PETER
...No

Cain pushes the pistol into Peter’s hands.

COLONEL CAIN
Then fire at will, Private Peter. 

Peter looks at his gun, then at the prisoner. Angus presents 
the prisoner by pulling him up to his knees. Peter lifts the 
pistol into position, His chest starts to shake, his arm 
wobbles, Tears begin to form in his eyes. 

17.



EXT. RAILROAD - OUTSIDE PRISONER’S TENT - NIGHT

Peter trembles, smoke rises from the muzzle of the pistol. 
The prisoner remains intact breathing heavily. 

Peter begins to cry.

COLONEL CAIN
Alright, that’s enough for today, 
Peter, you get some rest, you’ve 
been through a lot.

Cain nods at Angus. Angus drags the prisoner back into the 
tent. Peter sobs openly. Cain comforts him.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
It’s perfectly alright Peter. You 
did good very well. I see a lot of 
potential in you. 

Cain kneels down next to Peter. Peter looks up at Cain 
beginning to calm down. 

PETER
I couldn’t do it.

COLONEL CAIN
Shhh, you did wonderfully, look 
here. It’s hard, I know it is, you 
have to be strong, I know you can 
do that. It’s what Thomas would 
have wanted, he’d be proud of you..

Cain points down to Peter’s pistol.

COLONEL CAIN (CONT’D)
You hold on tight to that. We’ll 
try this again soon.

Cain, returns to his tent, patting Peter on the head. Angus 
returns, Peter stares at the gun in his hand and looks up at 
the tent. Angus puts his hand on Peter’s shoulder steering 
him back to the trenches. 

EXT. NO MAN’S LAND - PIT - NEXT DAY

CLOSE ON THOMAS, James slaps him awake, tells him to keep 
quiet, gestures towards the confederate line. 

JAMES
(whispering)

Just beyond the trees.. See him?
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