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Thomas grabs one of his three rifles and begins to march off.

JAMES (CONT’D)
You should really learn to relax a 
little, you should be celebrating!

Thomas ignores James.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(Calling out to Thomas)

Hey! Bring some food on your way 
back, I’m still hungry.

EXT. RAILROAD - NORTH TRENCHES - MORNING

Thomas makes his way through the trenches, encountering the 
remarks of congratulations and nods of approval from his 
fellow soldiers holding tin plates full of eggs and potatoes. 
Thomas is smaller than most of the men, his stature is 
slightly meek in comparison to the other more battle hardened 
men in Baker company. He makes eye contact with as few people 
as possible.

Three larger men bump into Thomas’s path, blocking his way. 
ANGUS, BUTCH, AND CRULL, as they dubbed themselves, brutes of 
men, each in their 30s. Thomas is completely dwarfed by their 
immense size. He looks up at them, unabated. 

ANGUS
Now where’s a little Mick like you 
off to in such a hurry?

Thomas looks into Angus’s eyes unblinking.

ANGUS (CONT’D)
Certainly nowhere quick with those 
puny little legs o yers. 

Butch and Crull snigger to themselves

WALTER, an older man from the trenches pipes in on the 
commotion.

WALTER
(taunting)

Careful Angus, Thomas can put a 
round through your teeth faster 
than you could blink. The Colonel 
wouldn’t want to see his favorite 
errand boy spoiled would he? 

A few of the men laugh quietly to themselves. 
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ANGUS
(rivaling, playfully)

You best keep your mouth shut lest 
you end up on my list of errands. 
I’ll keep a special spot open for 
you, Walter.

Walter roles his eyes. Men ooh, at the banter.

ANGUS (CONT’D)
There’s no commotion here that 
concerns you - 

THOMAS
(interupting)

I’m looking for Peter, have you 
seen him?

ANGUS
Yeah I seen him about an hour ago 
comin through here, braggin about 
your little stunt yesterday, he 
said he saw the whole thing, how 
you shot the Lieutenant in the neck 
and everything. He might grow up to 
be as good a killer as you judgin 
by the excitement in his eyes.

Thomas tightens at the thought of his brother becoming a 
killer. He wants to leave

THOMAS
Please let me by.

ANGUS
I can’t let you do that. 

THOMAS
Why not?

ANGUS
... Because you look like you 
haven’t eaten in weeks! We can’t 
have our killing machine running 
out of fuel now can we?

Thomas winces at his new title, “Killing Machine”, he looks 
away from Angus, and waits for an opening to leave. 

ANGUS (CONT’D)
Crull! Give the boy some breakfast 
for Christ’s sake. 
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Crull awkwardly hands Thomas his plate of food. Thomas takes 
it and almost falls over as Angus claps him on the back. 
Thomas stares at his food.

ANGUS (CONT’D)
You keep shooting like that and we 
all might just survive this war. 
Anybody who can keep me and my pals 
out of danger has my respect.

Thomas nods curtly and brushes past Angus and his lackeys. 
Angus, feeling snubbed, looks to Walter for an explanation.

WALTER
He’s just a boy Angus, let him be.

Angus watches Thomas as he walks off.

EXT. RAILROAD - TRENCHES - MESS TENT - DAY

Thomas exits the trenches towards the mess tent and sees a 
bunch of men crowded around Peter recounting wildly the 
events from the morning before. 

PETER
You shoulda seen him! He lifted the 
rifle and with just one clean shot 
it went right through the third 
guys head, blood everywhere, and 
then it was just a shooting 
gallery. As fast as James could 
load the rifles they were dropping 
like flies, I’m a good shot myself, 
our Dad taught us befor--

Thomas barges into the crowd grabbing his little brother by 
the wrist and pulling him out of the crowd much to the 
disappointment of the men. Some snicker quietly to themselves 
as Peter protests getting dragged out by his brother.

THOMAS
What do you think you’re doing 
running around without telling me 
where you are?

PETER
I was just going to get some 
breakfast Thomas, I told James 
where I was going.
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DAVIS
This is how we will communicate 
with you when you are in the pit. 
If there’s anything at all you see 
out there that we should know, you 
attach this cloth to it, and you 
write on it with this piece of 
charcoal. 

Lieutenant Davis hands them a handkerchief and a piece of 
black charcoal. 

DAVIS (CONT’D)
We will be watching from back here 
with a spyglass. If you take your 
shot and your position is 
discovered, you keep your heads 
down. You’re worth more to us alive 
than dead, wait for our charge the 
next morning. Do you both 
understand?

James and Thomas nod together. 

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Good. You boys pull this off and 
we’ll be  out of this goddamn 
trench by next morning - 

Cain clears his throat getting Davis’s attention. Cain nods 
towards the field suggesting it’s time to go.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Yessir. Alright boys, time to go. 
Best of luck to both of you. 

Davis pats them both on the shoulder quietly. Thomas and 
James silently exit the trench and begin crawling their way 
into no man’s land.

EXT. RAILROAD - NORTH TRENCHES - NIGHT

Peter follows Angus through the trench towards Angus’s 
quarters. Angus is nervous and acting strange.

PETER
They said Walter was going to take 
care of me...

ANGUS
Aye, but you don’t really want that 
old prune to keep ya down now do 
ya? 
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No, you can take care of yourself, 
especially if you’re anything like 
your older brother.

Peter stares at his feet for a beat. He looks up and sees 
Angus’s fist is bloody and raw on the knuckles.

PETER
What happened to your hand?

Angus tries to pull his sleeve over his hand.

ANGUS
Don’t worry about it kid, just keep 
walking.

PETER
Where are we going?

ANGUS
You’ll see.

EXT. NO MAN’S LAND - NIGHT.

DIRT

SCRUNCH a shovel enters the dirt, James and Thomas dig their 
way as quietly as they can into the ground, it’s the dead of 
night. Small lights and fires are lit on the confederate 
forest. Thomas breaths heavily. Sweat drips from his nose. 

SNAP, a twig snaps a few feet away from James and Peter they 
duck onto the ground, panicked, pointing their rifles the 
darkness. 

They see a small fawn all by itself, eating the mildewed 
grass, it gazes at them. Thomas stares back at it intensely.

THOMAS
Where are its parents... 

James shakes his head. 

The fawn curls up and lies down 30 feet away from Thomas.

JAMES
(whispering)

You made a mistake telling Peter 
you were coming back. 

THOMAS
I didn’t lie.
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