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LIGHTS from old overhead flourlescent-tube fixtures. 

Enter LARSEN, a white sergeant with southern accent. a brown miltary towel around his 
waist: a muddy uniform and jungle boots in his hands. He's tired, with wet hair from a 
shower. He tosses the uniform on a box, nods at the music from a BOOMBOX on a 
windowsill, stops at one of the computers, twist sa dial on a field radio adjacent, then 
slaps the computer's side, then hits a key and studies the screen. 



LARSEN 
Comm, Fugging comm— (slaps the computer again) 

Enter CAPTAN CROWELL. also muddy and sweaty. in utility jungle camouflace uniform. 
He pops the magazine from his pistol, checks the barrel toward the light. and rehoisters 
the pistol and stuffs the ammunition into its pouch on his belt. He turns down the volume 
of the music- 

LARSEN 
Skipper, see this? 

CROWELL 
what s that. sergeant? 

LARSEN 
That radio links working. —Actually got 
a comm net up on this tactical Zenith computer—
And word of liberty in town— Know I could 
stand a cold bottle of San Ivliguei- 

CROWELL (studies computer) 
No shit. Larsen? What? You made the comm? 

LARSEN 
(bends over to the radio on the floor, adjusts 
frequency dials to the computer) 
Clean. Radio net. Got two new nickel-cad batteries 
from S-4. Now it works. (points at the screen) 
Sir, you'll love it— 

CROWELL 
Well? 

LARSEN 
—Stand fast— Got our first in-coming- 

CROWELL walks over, hits some keys on the keyboard. Larsen nudges in to push 
alternate keys. 

LARSEN 
lift it's basically just home-style E-mail. Bang—bang. 
Fugging DOS— 
(pause. while he reads) 

CROWELL 
How do we get a hard copy? 

LARSEN 
Gets saved on the hard— (chokes, while reading) 



C01-11 7th ME5 says no If-bo? —Ma-at? 

CROWELL 
(surprise) 
Brigade says no li-bo? 

LARSEN 
(laughs mirthlessly)) 
ComSevenFuckingMEB says NO libo. Ain't that 
a— Talk about late and non-welcome in-tel- 

CROWELL 
(disbelief) 
No liberty? When that come down? 

LARSEN 
(stands, flipping off the computer screen, but pointing) 
'Bout half a hearbeat ago. See the time there? 
Why the General want to— I do not believe this shit- 

LARSEN gets up. stomping around. 

LARSEN 
—Skip. what about Saudi? 
So we ship out tomorrow, I guess? Embark says- 

CROWELL 
Take it easy, kid. If we go, we go. Marine Corps transcends. 

LARSEN 
Trans-whats? 

ENTER 1st SERGEANT VEGA, forty-ish, authoritative, also in dirty uniform and wearing 
pistol and cover, He stretches, unbuttoning his shirt. 

VEGA 
After a week of jungle ops and training— 
A hell of a time to survey this unit to the Persian 
Gulf. Howdy.Capb. 

—Yeah, we do go to the war in the desert tomorrow. 

CROWELL (nods) 
First Sergeant. What have you heard, Vega? 

VEGA 
Somebody die here? I see a little shock in your 

faces- 



LARSEN 
!went, maybe- 

CROWELL 
You talked with the Three? 

VEGA 
You've seen the libo cank, hah, Sir? Me seeing 
your reaction to that Brigade 
libo order. Time they did something right. 

LARSEN  
— Something right?? Hell with Brigade. 

VEGA (ignores Larsen) 
—'Seen Recon's in their hootch stripping gear. 
And SEALS likewise; seen some of them at 
the armory drawing out high-speed shit. 
You know SEALS can grow beards and long hair now? 
But if Seventh Fleet's saying CSMO, I guaranfugging-
tee that-- 

VEGA looks over at Larson. digging through his seabag. 

CROWELL 
Order came through Seventh Fleet? 

VEGA (to Larsen) 
You were thinking about heading to the ville? 

LARSEN 
Me and every other swinging dick wearing 
a tree suit here— Brigade secured libo. First Sergeant. 
(shoots the computer with his finger) But 1 never believe 

first impressions. 
I will be out to that Mille tonight. Girls, Girls, girls, 
They go to my mind. 

VEGA authoritively puts his hands on his hips, turning to Larsen, cocks his head. 

LARSEN 
The MEB says libo is a large negative for tonight. 

VEGA nods his head. 

For now- 
LARSEN 

CROWELL 



VEGA 

(to VEGA) 
I'm gonna go see the X0, Hell, I understood the 
men could go out tonight. 

VEGA 
Sir? Libo's tanked. 

CROWELL 
111 be quizzing the Colonel on that, Vega. And 
got to go see what's going on with Embarcation and the 
Gator Navy. If we move tomorrow, well_ We are good 
to go, right? 

VEGA 
(nods) 

Aye. Skip. 

LARSEN 
(holding fresh civilian clothes, nodding with mock enthusiam) 
Aar-ahh, Skipper— Tell the Colonel I just need about half 
hour for Short-Time. 

LARSEN leaves. 

VEGA 
(ironic) What's he planning? 
Skipper. this on the square? No libo is the order? 
I don't know for sure anymore than you. 
Our Marines not going out to the vine 
when we got a movement in the A.M.? Maybe 
going to war? 

CROWELL 
(turns back, perturbed) 
Count my vote as "perplexed," 
I'm gonna see. Carry on. Maybe see what you 
can find out with the Two, see what's going on with 
In-tel. After the Two, check with the Three. We 
good to mount out in the A.M.? Or sooner? 

VEGA 
(turning away) 
Aye. skip, Company's squared away. But S-2's all at 
chow now, but Ill check when I can. 

CROWELL 
Plan on it. I'll be back in a while. 



Aye. 

CROWELL 
I don't like this thing at all. I know other 
units got liberty at 13 huncred. after noon chow. 
Well be facing some serious morale problems 
if our troops- 

VEGA 
I tell you what, Skipper. We've only received the 
order from Brigade. If the Fleet's who cut it. all we 
need is the Fleet to give an okay. They're the higher authority. 
Or we could claim this thing (points at computer) 
was non-serviceable. 

CROWELL (gins) 
I hear you. But I can't pull that shit. May want to 
be a major someday. I'll be back. Of course. if 
CINC PAC says... 

CROWELL leaves, as- 

DEWITT, a white sergeant; WALL, a black corporal: and HARTSFIELD, a black staff 
sergeant. enter. All are in their twenties and NCO's of the company. In conversation: 

HARTSF I ELD 
Yeah. we'll see as many women in Saudi 
as at the NCO Club at 29 Stumps. 

WALL 
Not no NCO Club at 29 Palms. 

HARTSFIELD 
My point. And four choice days in this 
malaria-filled jungle and they take away 
our chance. Thieve our chance to avail ourselves 
of the choice opportunities of awaiting 'cross 
Shit River. When I was here for Freedom Banner 
in '87— There are some very nice girls in town. 
At popular prices. 

DEWITT 
There it is. And only about ten 
thousand of 'em a 30-peso cab ride to 
the front gate and a hasty dash across 
Shit River— Some of the hottest looking 
stuff this side of Fox Television— These 
Amerasian chicks- 



DEWITT 

HARTSFIELD 
(I) Remember a time when— 

WALL 
—Why they call it Shit River? 

DEWITT and HARTSFIELD turn, a little irritated at the ignorant younger Marine. 

HARSTFIELD 
Like this, boot. Why they call a 
cloud with rain a rain cloud? You see 
what floats in that channel? That's 
third world plumbing, son. 

And now no libo? 

We just got flushed the same way— 

WALL 
Yeah. Chain of command. Shit. Chain of fools. 

VEGA 
(turning from the computer. cuts them off) 
Then I guess you know about liberty secured. 
And you people secure that shit. Now 

WALL 
Libo's secured. there First Sergeant. 

We are not happy Marines. 

VEGA takes off his holster and and slowly tosses it onto a cot, then removes his cover 
(nat.). 

VEGA 
You heard. Vv'ell, tomorrow is crawling up our leg. 
We're going to what might end up being 
called a shootin' war, vice a 'Shield.' Might behoove you 
people to go talk to your junior troops. 

HARTSFIELD 
Listen up to this man, children. Hell. the First 
Sergeant— from what I understand, has created 
a whole new race of people here. Don't call him the 
"Shooting Star" for naught- 

VEGA(firm) 
Belay that, Hartsfield. 



WALL 

Hey FirsSarn Vega, this uh' no libo thing 
is— Well. fugg, as you know, we do have a lot of pissed 
off young lance corporals and PFC's that- 

VEGA 
—Everybody knows. huh?— 

LARSEN 
(shouts from behind partition) 

Shit. —Speed of bad news makes MCI and Sprint  
look like cotton-picking cans on a Pugging string- 

HARTSFIELD 
—Yeah. and liberty is like the tight to life. 
Securing libo in a port like this is going down 
least-wise, like shit in a non-plumbed toilet— 
These non-rates are in what people call a non-productive 
and hostile mood. 
And I know the First Sergeant's aware a 
few of us may get to avail ourselves of the 
opportunity to get waxed— 
when we get to Saudi— Folks get killed in a 
war... Learned that from an Oliver Stone movie- 

General laughter— 

VEGA 
(di) 

Who let you in on the secret? 

WALL 
Fuck O-livier Stone. Give me Heartbreak Ridge. 
Mario Van P. —my man— and Clint E. —Jarheads to 
the rescue. Or Sands of Iwo, with the proviso that 
if they had only had some of us dark greens up from 
the old Defense Battalions there, hell. that flag might of 
gone up quicker— 
Aaar— 

VEGA 
Cpl. Wall. you know that movie was to be 
all Doggies— Army— originally? But the Doggies wouldn't 
help them. So they went where you go when the 
chips are down, and helped re-write, re-wrote, the script. 
Was a tech-advisor at Camp Pendleton. When 
was a Company Gunny with Three-Five. Could have 
been the greatest thing since Bond fried OddJobb- 



Whe- 

NALL nods. then turns away and goes to look at cassette tapes by the boom-box. He 
puts in a new tape, some appropriate rap contemporary to 1990. 

The MUSIC is loud, and all have to raise their voices- 

VEGA 
(looks at watch) What time we got7 
'Bout Nineteen fifty-five. 

DEWITT 
why can't they at least cut us some Cinderella? 
I mean if we can get back by midnight— 
Three hours. We deserve some huss- 

VEGA 
You been here before- 

DEWITT 
Yeah 1 have. And I'd like to go back— 

WALL 
—But I ain't, First Sarni. These girls here. here, are c&-ooling 
at the thought of this cherry-boy busting 
some moves. The MEB can cut us some huss- 

HARTSFIELD moves to the boombox. drops a stack of cassettes into a Been trashbag 
labeled -SHITCAN". He turns off the boombox. 

HARTSFIELD 
And some are true exotics. Faces like 
cats. 

DEWITT 
And the tall ones that- 

HARTSFIELD 
My point— Back during Viet-Nam, leave 
and liberty produced a new generation 
of women— beaut-o-ful women without 
Freud morals. Or without Freud morale. 

WALL 
Like those we saw outside a' Clark Air Base? 
You can tell they're half white or half-black 
and they look like cats. Catssss- 

VEGA studies his boots, pinching his temples with one hand. 



VEGA 
You people take your malaria capsules 
today? 

VARIOUS BORED AD-LIBS AND AFFIRMATIVE NODS: Sure yeah, oh yeah, fuck those 
pills, etc. 

WALL 
Like to turn us all yella- 
(examines his skin. others do likewise) 

VEGA 
Maybe no libo ain't such a bad idea- 

HARTSFIELD goes to me computer, ties a few keystrokes. 

HARTSFIELD 
How's this work? Thought I knew. Wait— 

WALL 
How's that hymn go— "to fight for right and 
liberty—" 

DEWITT 
(joins Hartsfield) 
Encryption. What's code today, FirstSarn? 

VEGA 
They shut down the Comm net. 

DEWITT 
Who? C!NCPAC? 

VEGA shifts his body to block the view of the screen, more or less shoving DeWitt and 
Hartsfiled aside, 

VEGA 
Confirm that. Through N.A.S. Cubi, out of 
Pearl Harbor. 

HARTSFIELD 
(laughs) 
And with Ivan out of power, 7th Fleet is 
the biggest power west of the Mississippi— 

WALL 
So we are tugged- 



CROWELL returns. WALL notices first. stands quickly, comes to attention. Others start to 

WALL 

—ahh-tention on deck I 

CROWELL 
(waves it off, shakes head) 
Carry on. At ease, Corporal- 

CROWELL goes over to the computer, looks at screen. LAUGHS half-stupidly. Then hits 
some keys, studies the screen. 

CROWELL 
Lessee— Password, F10— 
(reads new screen) 
True enough. Anchors away. —Marines, our esteemed 
sister service has apparently granted Cinderella 
liberty. in our best interests. 

DEWITT 
What?? 

WALL 
My watch is incorrect? 

HARTSFIELD 
High time. Fugging squids. Like when we get to 
Iraq. they ain't gonna be eating sand and 
belly-flopping into Pugging rubber body 
bags but be sitting on the air-conditioned 
tugging Enterprise watching Robo-Cop on 
video and &inking Pepsi-Pugging-Cola and 
waving a-dios to F-18s and 14s while we're— 

WALL 
(cutting in) 
Wait—we got it. But there it is. I never did understand why we 
the Marine Corps got to live under the whim 
and fancy of the Navy. Tell me now, is that right??? 
Skipper? 

CROWELL doesn't notice, still staring at the computer screen. 

DEWITT 
That does make major sense. I mean we 
are the best force on Earth, I mean well 
break back on tugging Romulans it they want, 
if we got to— We are big-time 



border-breakers and life-takers- 

WALL 
Sorry, First Sam Vega, but this is one 
lonely Marine who will soon by hailing one 
Navy-Exchange-licensed cab for a ride to the 
front gate. 

VEGA is perturbed. 

HARTSFIELD 
Basically, what we people are saying, is 
want to avail myself of the chance to procure 
some professional sex before i catch a round 
from some Iraqi's Chink AK or reserve a table 
for a slice of SCUD missile. And I got to say—
You are correct. 

DEWITT 
Yeah it is. We are life-takers. It may 
behoove these Achmed Iraqi's to re-think 
thier situation, afore they avail themselves 
of the opportunity to become stories 
I can tell my to my posterity- 

HARTSFIELD 
There it is. General in country, here? How'd we 
get the libo? 

CROWELL 
That's a neg, Staff Sergeant. Highest Marine 
presence here is battalion commanders. 
By last count, we have two Navy flag-rank 
in port. Which means no direct jurisdiction for us, 

WALL 
That sucks. 

HARTSFIELD 
Maybe the General twisted some Navy arms. 

CROWELL 
He may have. 
You people are all non-commissioned officers 
in the Marine Corps. (pause) 

And that I don't have to worry about 
how you execute your duty. We may indeed go 
to war tomorrow. 



1 7 

DEWITT 
Man's got to eat- 

DEWITT pops in a tape from his pocket into the boombox. then grabs an MRE (Meals-
Ready-to Eat. brown-plastic-package) and rips it open. The vacuumed packed contents 
spill about. 

MUSIC from boombox goes to into of 'Guitars, Cadillacs" by Dwight Yoakam. 

HARTSFIELD walks over and turns the music off. 

HARTSFIELD 
So we get Cinderella libo. And we got to be back 
on deck here at 1159, East China Sea time. 

VEGA 
(noting DeWitt's action—) 

You will cut that shit out now. DeWitt— What is 
this? You been watching too many movies. 

DEWITT 
(storms off stage) 
Heil-o. Fugg it .FirsSarn-et- 

CROWELL 
Vega, you hear from the Two, on deployment? 

VEGA 
know we're moving. CSMO. New message traffic 

on the screen- 

CROWELL 
CSMO? 

WALL looks perplexed also. VEGA explains to WALL. 

VEGA 
Clear. Shit. Move. Out. C.S.M.O. 

CROWELL 
When? 

WALL 
Yes, sir. And why this all this yes-no-yes libo bullshit?? 

VEGA 
(pointing with open hand) 
Secure that NOW, Corporal. We will be 



ready to move by zero-seven-thirty tomorrow. 
Make that zero-six-thirty. 

WALL turns away, 

DEWiTT (sardonic) 
Hey Corporal Wall, If you got a problem with 
libo. what's the difference between going to 
FirsSarn't Vega and climbing one of these 
third canopy mahogany trees outside and consulting 
with a locally respected monkey? 

WALL 
What? 

DEWITT 
That monkey might help you out, 

SMIRKS turn into laughter from all but Vega. Finally. CROWELL waves to quiet them 
down. 

VEGA 
Sir? 

CROWELL 
I'm open for ideas, as the oyster said. 

LARSEN returns, ready for town: Wrangler jeans, cowboy boots, tank top. 

CROWELL 
Seventh Fleet granted Cindy-lib, sergeant. 

LARSEN 
As I predicted that. 

VEGA 
(confrontational) 

How's your comm gear. FROC? You can deploy 
tomorrow? 

CROWELL 
Stand fast, FirstSarn, —Who do we have at the 
gate, Larsen? 

LARSEN 
SP's. Shore Patrol squids. No jar-heads. 

CROWELL 
No PM() officers? 



LARSEN 
(shakes head) 

Big November. 

HARTSFIELD 
By my Hamilton fields atch I see we still 
have about two-point eight hours. And scarce hours 
in Subic Bay can be a lifetime. 

SSgt. GREENWOOD and Lance Corporal Billings enter, two fit women Marines. wearing 
sidearms. GREENWOOD wears a red armband with large letters "OD.", signiifying 
Officer of the Day, and carrying a folder with orders. She looks over the room. spots the 
Captain— 

GREENWOOD 
Captain Crowell? This is from ComSevenMEB. Skipper. 

Hands Crowell a folder. 
CROWELL 

Thanks, staff sergeant. 

CROWELL reads the message. 

CROWELL 
You with Cubi 

GREENWOOD 
Aye, sir, Marine Barracks. 

CROVy'ELL 
What have you heard about movement 
tomorrow? 

GREENWOOD 
Saudi? Desert Shield? This an invitation, 
Sir? 

CROWELL laughs, she joins him. 

GREENWOOD 
Uh, you are out of here tomorrow. Sir. 

HARTSFIELD 
Say there, staff sergeant— Do we indeed 
have liberty this fine winter night in 
Asia? 

GREENWOOD appraises Hartsfield a moment, turns away. 



GREENWOOD 
(to Crowell) 

You want to respond to the staff sergent's 
question. Captain? I got to get 
back to the Head Shed. 

CROWELL 
I understand the Cinderella is a go. 

GREENWOOD 
From what I hear, yes, Sir. Your Marines can go 
spread disease and mayhem 1 1159. 

CROWELL (firm) 
That's enough of that, staff sergeant-
Uh, W, M.'s with Barracks now? 

GREENWOOD hisses, turns away slightly. 

BILLINGS 
Aye, Sir. Were both twenty-eight hundreds. Field 
radio. Without the field. And would go to Saudi. And make 
morning chow, too, if we can fight. Apologies for the remarks, 
Captain. 

CROWELL 
(pause) 
Thanks, Corporal. 

GREENWOOD laughs. 

GREENWOOD 
The Lance Corporal here is gungy big-time. 
She's on the All-Marine Judo team. and I hear 
tales she induced PMS on her al.'s at Parris 
Island. 

VEGA stands up, walks between Greenwood and Crowell, 

GREENWOOD 
(looks about the room, looks at her watch) 
It is Cinderella libo. And a short one. You fine 
American boys can go out and sneeze without 
a kleen-ex. 

CROWELL 
Hell, staff sergeant. is that all? 



GREENWOOD 
This is a shit-hc..,!e- 

VEGA 
(firm) 

At ease there staff sergeant— 

GREENWOOD turns to the door- 

CROWELL waves off the disrespect-

HARTSFIELD stands, pissed and insulted. 

HARTSFIELD 
Yeah— Look there W.M.'s— You diddiy-bop 
back to your air-conditioned, segregated-sex barracks 
and leave the real Marine Corps to 
worry 'bout libo and war. That copacetic 
wiff you— 

BILLINGS 
Are you casting a shadow on us? 

WALL 
What is reconciled. is this: You don't 
like the idea we have a mad moment 
awaiting us in the town— And you do not-- 

VELA 
(authoratative) 

Look, Corporal— I don't want to hear 
that again— (pushes Wall away) 
What's the One say? (to Greenwood) 

GREENWOOD 
Your S-1? One's packing their trash. Advance party 
flies tonight. 

VEGA 
Yeah? 

GREENWOOD 
Yeah. And I didn't ask for no damned refrigerated 
barracks. That's women congressmen talking—
they don't know me, they don't know the Corps, 
and I'm a damned Marine tall as any of you 
swinging dicks- 

CROWELL leers at her. 



GREENWOOD 
Strike that. Captain. The One is moving fast, 

there will be an Ops order coming down 
from the Three by 2030 I understand. 

GREENWOOD turns to the others. 

GREENWOOD 
(mild sarcasm) 

And any of you who think we couldn't hold 
our crap on the line care to share something- 

CROWELL 
Staff Sergeant, that's all. Carry on. Thank you. 

DEWITT and WALL laugh. VEGA wheels about points a hand at them, 

WALL 
Yeah, I'll share something- 

VEGA 
Sta-ahp. 

GREENWOOD 
I got nine years in this green machine 
and when I see you people ready to run out 
and screw every short-time Pilipina 
slut you can find- 

HARTSFIELD 
—Ain't all sluts. Where's your feminism— 

CROWELL looks to VEGA 

VEGA 
(to ALL, firm and low) 

You're done, 

CROWELL 
(to Greenwood) 

Staff Sergeant, there's nothing wrong with you. 
And some of you women Marines could probably 
fill fine the billets of some our shit-birds we get 
stuck with. But I , like you, am an instrument of 
policy, not a policy-maker. Carry on. 

GREENWOOD 
Aye-aye, sir. 



She turns to 
CROWELL 

And you come up to the line anytime— 

GREENWOOD 
(half-hearted) 

Aye. sir. 

- CROWELL 
—you get orders. 

GREENWOOD and BILLINGS leave. 

DEWITT 
Skip, you really want a woman up on 
the line if we get in some shit? 

CROWELL 
No. But hell, we have some good people in 
our WM's. I just don't see how it would work. 

HARSTFIELD 
There it is, Skipper. When a sucking chest 
wound is delivered to my address, I'm not 
looking for no 'no upper-body-strength" woman 
to pick up and hump my black hundred ninety pound 
butt to the battalion aid station. 

WALL 
Speakin about picking up and humpin- 

CROWELL 
Yeah. but I do not want to hear you say 
that again, Staff Sergeant. (official voice;) 
I have all the respect in the world for 
our women Marines. And I don't want 
my service record immediately and completey 
destroyed by a charge. You know how it works 
here. 

VEGA 
An' Sir I know what you mean, too. And I've 
met a couple WM's I'd rather have on 
a fire team than some of our jughead 
riflemen. But it still costs twice as 
much to put a feed and water a woman 
Marine than a man. Hell, you go to the field 



and you got to string razor wire around 
their tents, post a guard, et cetera- 

HARTSFIELD 
Et cetera. And et cetera so on. You know. 
you're right. FirstSarn Vega— 

VEGA 
Gee. Thanks. 

HARTSFIELD 
—in an economic sense, that's money 
that could go to give us equipment almost 
as good as the Army dogs gets. That makes sense; 
yeah it does. 

DEWITT 
Yeah it does. Saying I could get equipment 
as good as the Doggies? 

WALL 
Speaking about economics and procurement—
we heading to the ville or not? 

DEWITT flips up the vela-o cover of his watch, 

DEWITT 
Tropical Time Twenty-oh-five. We are 
burning moonlight, you gentlemens. 

WALL 
And I'm off to the shower point for 
a hasty one— 

DEWITT 
Yeah— 

DEWITT AND WALL hustle out of the hootch. 

CROW ELL 
I'm heading down to the Cubi Point 0-Club to call 
my wife- 

HARTSFIELD 
(laughs) 

Sir I don't want to hear she's worried 
about you runnin' single in Subic- 

CROWELL 



(laughs) 
Easy, Hartsfield, She's at home with my 
parents for their 30th and my boys birthday, 
And 1 will not see you in town. 

VEGA 
Damned straight, sir- 

CROWELL 
Go along, Vega? You want to call your family? 

VEGA 
Uh. I got to-- 

HARTSFIELD runs over to VEGA, grabs his arm, mumbles: 

HARTSFIELD 
I think we got new message traffic- 

HARTSFIELD pulls him to the computer- 

HARSTFIELD 
Check it out- 

VEGA, studies the screen. HARTSFIELD goes to CROWELL. 

HARTSFIELD 
Cap'n, I know you haven't known FirstSarn' 
Vega too long. There's a bad story been 
hounding him. His wife took a no-fault 
in California about nine years ago— Had 
seven—seven— kids: and some judge said a 
Marine is no kind of father- 

CROWELL 
(leads him away, to the door) 

Seven kids?? He's some kind of a — Come clean- 

HARTSFIELD 
He is real down on women- 

CROWELL 
Women? How so? 

HARTSFIELD 
And even more on whores. 

CROWELL 
You watch out for him. 



HARTSFIELD 
Aye, sir, My best to the family, 

CROWELL 
Thanks, be back about 2300. And you 
get back early tonight. We may ship out 
profoundly early- 
! want everything iced and ready. Clear? 

VEGA 
We were CSMO'd ready two hours ago- 

CROWELL 
(nods) 

Excellent. Carry on, have fun- 

CROWELL leaves. 

VEGA 
What's with him? 

HARTSFIELD 
Think he's thinking what we're all thinking. 
About the war. Off to call his wife. 

VEGA 
How you know that? 

HARTSFIELD  
Told me. Going down to Cubi Officers' Club. 

VEGA 
And what about you? 

HARTSFIELD looks at him, quizzed, then turns away. 

VEGA 
WELL? 

HARSTFIELD walks away. 

VEGA 
And the comm net's down here And what 
about you? Calling your wife? 

HARTSFIELD 
Ruin my fugging night. Why you got to 
bring that up? —I'm ready to avail myself of 



a choice liberty port. as I'm wont to do. and 
you go and splash me with a way-big bucket of 
conscience. 

VEGA 
Conscience that came to the right address- 

HARTSFIELD 
(shakes head, goes tot he computer) 

Yeah it did. You wrecked what may be my 
last libo ever. (grins) 

VEGA 
Hardly, Marine. 

VEGA goes to a mount-out box. opens it, produces a bottle of Cuervo from a wrap of 
canvas. 

VEGA 
Here's to the Estados Unidos— (drinks) 

HARTSFIELD 
Gimme a taste, (takes bottle, oinks) 
How you figure? You're Latin-o. 

VEGA 
Hell with that. I'm American, American 
as you are. American as any of us that wear 
the eagle, globe and anchor. 

HARTSFIELD 
Sure. 

VEGA  
Don't throw that sarcasm at me, son. 

HARTSFIELD 
So, what? 

VEGA 
So what??? So it's like this, some of us 
poor Latin-ohs, as you say, are better off 
in the U.S. than anywhere in America del Centro 
o American del Sur, and I know almost all 
of you Negoes are a a lifetime ahead of your 
relations in old Africa. And most of you are are part 
white or Latin or Indian. Hell, I'm part 
Aztec, my old man told me, but I'm also part 
German— Hell, who do you think started 



HARTSFIELD 

brewing all that great Mexican beer. 

HARTSFIELD 
—Look, First Sergeant, don't dish this 
racist shit out to me— I can chew it up 
and spit it back. Hell, I met Marine Colonel 
Chuck tktktktk, piloted Space Shuttle Columbia, 
to launch that Hubble telescope- 

VEGA 
(grabs bottle. drinks) 

You don't get it. 

Gives bottle to Hartsfield. 

HARTSFIELD 
So you going out in town with us? I know 
you feeling bad and all, but you could 
invigorate yourself a bit. 

Like forget it alt for a few beats- 

VEGA 
(incredulous) 

You hearing me?? At all?? It ain't just, 
hell! It ain't just spics and niggers, but 
its kikes and wops and micks and dagos 
and squareheads and krauts and zips and 
flips and slopeheads and white trash 
and chinga L.A. cholos and Tejican Meiican Texicans 
like me and Los Tios Tomas similar de usted. 

todos. Savvy? 

VEGA takes a drink, tosses the bottle, abrubtly. 

Stafted, HARTSFIELD catches it, out of the blue, VEGA LAUGHS, 

VEGA 
And you know what, mi amigo negro? 

HARTSFIELD takes a drink, defiantly, and slams the bottle down on a mount-out box. 

HARTSFIELD 
Now you're getting off way too far, there 
FirsSarn'en— I do not accept the back seat- 

HARTSFIELD takes another drink— 



HARTSFIELD 

—.for nobody, right? 'Les he's got rockers under those 
chevrons (holds collar chevrons, points to Vega's 
collar. with the larger thevrons,). But donl 
tread on me. 

VEGA 
And you still don't get it. 

HARTSFIELD 
Get what? 

VEGA 
We are all better off. Every swinging dick/cunt 
one of us, And the way things are going now? 
We got to include the commies. 

HARTSFIELD 
Just what are you saying? 

VEGA  
Pass me that bottle, por mi sonrisa- 

HARTSFIELD gets the bottle, studies it, takes a drink, then gives it to VEGA, 

HARTSFIELD 
Well. So we going out to town or what? Our 
boys'll be coming back too soon. May need help. 

VEGA 
Burn that town down. 

HARTSFIELD 
(deliberates a second) 

Sure?? We are still talking about the prime 
liberty location in the free world, there, 
FirsSarn. 

VEGA 
(takes a oink) 

Kid, first time I was in-country here 
was a MAC-V R-and-R. Was seventeen. 
Seventeen. That's a real responsible age, 
yeah it is. Then again at eighteen. And I was 
out every day and every night. After taking lives 
in Viet-Nam. We'll skip that— But back here-
Short-time. a dollar a dip. Hell, its only 
about four dollars now. Eighty tugging pesos. 



Now I got the same kind of story- 

VEGA 
Stand fast— This place has been fucked 
by the world. For years. First the Spanish, 
then us. then the Japs- I mean not really 
this place itself, but- 

HARTSFIELD 
You aware of amount of money we put 
in this economy? I am. Maybe a couple billion 
per annum, as they say- 

VEGA 
—Not the point, son. Point is is this: 
These girls out in town, well. Well. they're 
the product of a lot of occupation. 

HARTSFIELD 
That is their occupation. 

VEGA 
(laughs) 

I am not talking that use of the word. I say 
occupation I mean the people who can come here 
like the Spanish, or us after, or the Japs in WW2. 
And do what they please. And these girls out in 
town- 

HARTSFIELD 
Now we're on the subject- 

VEGA 
—are the product, the offspring, of all 
of us swinging dicks who get libo from war 
or step off a Seventh Fleet hull or get libo out of 
Pendleton and run up to Boi-lay Heights in East 
L.A. and chase Mujadas Sonoras. 

HARTSFIELD 
This starting to sound like a personal 
problem, there FirsSarn- 

VEGA 
Correction, son. A big problem that I 
take personally. 

HARTSFIELD 
We're talking libo for the youngbloods. And this 



is the best libo west of Thailand. 

DEWITT enters: in civilian clothes, 

DEWITT 
You getting profound, Hartsfield? We're 
talking Subic. Olangopo City— Magsaysay 
Boulevard. Let's go get a cab. 

WALL returns, in civilian clothes. 

VEGA 
Your people ready to ship out? 

DEWITT 
The Lieutenant cut me loose. Were good 
to go, hell. Hartsfield, you coming to the yille? 
Get out of the cammies; change over. 

HARTSFIELD 
Yeah- 

VEGA 
Well look who's here- 

DOC, the Corpsman, a Navy Petty Officer, enters. [role could be played by a woman] 

VEGA 
Petty Officer. You got the word? 

DOC 
Yeah, Vega. Fleet's granted 
Cinderella liberty tonight. 

DEWITT 
And Doc, you'll be the first over Shit river- 

DOC 
Look, I am one sad sailor FAPPED to the 
Fleet Marine Force. And I got to wear your jungle clothes 
and can't put my dixie cup on my head. 
But my duty says this: I got to pass out 
these raincoats— 

THROWS out a lot of condom packages from his shoulder bag, 

ALL take notice, try to catch the packages- 

DOC 



ComSeventFleet. hell. CINCPAC, says I 
will inform you people of the dangers 
of this port-call. This is the Hall of Fame for sexually-
transmitted diseases; STD's. These condoms 
are packaged in threes. It wit behoove you to use 
all three. (pause) 'Cause the shit around here will eat -
right through the first two. 

General laughter from all- 

VEGA (grave) 
There it is- 

DOC 
Sailors, merchant mariners. pirates 
and imperial forces. Well, they spread a 
lot of disease, And then, quite often, it's returned 
to us in kind. Just like the Malays and Ports and 
Japs and Spain. who also 
staked claims here. Since about 1521. 

DEWITT 
Spain? They don't speak no espanol. They don't 
speak it- 

VEGA 
—When all of youse went thru 
boot camp you learned we're all the same: 
race, color, size, it don't mean shit. We're all 
the fucking same, either we got talent and 
class or we don't. Period. If you want to talk 
race. hell I'm a fucking Texican and proud as 
hell of it. But Texas has been in the U.S. about 
ten times longer than it was ever in Mexico, 
and if you want to talk Spain. the hell with 
old Spain. 

DEWITT 
Spain? They used to own this place, right, 
'afore we did? 

VEGA 
Spain? Hell. they once ruled the tugging world. 
Today? Adios, Spain. They did nothing right. 
Got too rich, and blew it all; hell, what if Spain 
Mexico were still together? They'd be world power, 
damned near. 



LARSEN fishes a cassette from the shitcan trash bag and plays it loud— We/come to the 
dtifigle: Duns 'n Roses, 

EVERYTHING STOPS FOR A MOMENT- 

LARSEN  
Hey— I was at Panama— This won the- 

VEGA 
Turn it down— 
Thought I tossed that- 

LARSEN turns the music off. 

VEGA 
Poor bastard Noriega, listening to that— 
(puts hands on hips) 
OK. everybody listen up: Liberty remains 
secured until we get a confirmation. Understood? 

General letdown. 

WALL 
Light the smoking lamp— 

Wail gets out cigarettes, a few light up. 

HARTSFIELD 
Shut up, 

HARTSFIELD pulls Vega away, to the corner- 

HARTSFIELD 
Let's let these troops go, man. We're 
on good ground. We got the order on the 
comm net, hell, you can see it the computer- 

VEGA 
They're better off here- 

HARSTFIELD 
How? We got war on deck, and you 
don't want to let these Marines grab a 
little short time? 

VEGA 
—'an either catch something deadly 
or smelly, or leave behind a son or daughter 
they'll never know- 



HARTSFIELD 
Man can use protection- 

VEGA 
Doc! Come here— 

DOC walks over to join them- 

DOC 
Well? 

VEGA 
What's you're line on libo? 

DOC 
I don't make policy. I can neither confirm 
nor deny rumors of libo. 

VEGA 
Answer the tugging question, sailor- 

DOC 
(pats his shoulder bag) 
Libo? Well, I've got three sizes of raincoats 
to pass out. —Government issue condems. 
Large. medium, and small. I put them in three boxes—
When the large run out, I transfer the medium over, 
When they run out, I transfer the small— 

VEGA 
(laughs) 
I know that gag— Protection... Sized to 
fit- 

DOC 
Yeah it is. But it's like getting the cannon- 
cockers to wear their earplugs during a 
fire-ex. Hell, even around a little 105 
howitzer you'll pick up permanent hearing 
impairment— And not know it. It doesn't 
hurt when it happens. 

VEGA 
What's that? 

Othor Marin?s overhear and laugh at the simple joke. 
HARTSFIELD opens a seabag in the corner, hefts out a case of beer, in little brown 

bottles. 



HARTSFIELD 
Slake that thirst. kids. Red Horse. Local 
malt liquor. Giddy-yap! 

Beer is enthusiastically received. 

DOC 
Keep on yukking it up, lads. But it's same with 
STD's. You get a case of G, or black syph, 
and wake up pissing razor blades, just remember 
that when they take that culture out the 
mouth of your gecko, its gonna hurt even 
better— 

WALL 
Doc, we know a little 'bout safe sex, see? 

DOC (picks up his gear) 
I got to book to over to India Company— 
And you? Safe sex is the new Penthouse and 
a deadbolt on the hatch— Fair winds, lads. 

DOC leaves. Beers are drained and empties tossed in the shit-can. 

VEGA 
Liquor's U.A. in these barracks. Youse all 
be ready to secure that beer if the 
Skipper comes back- 

EVERYONE moves to a bandanna, a pack, a pocket, or otherwise suitable hiding place 
at a second's notice. In a flash, all bottles are hidden. 

VEGA 
Outstanding. Gimme one of them- 

HARTSFIELD tosses him a bottle. 

VEGA 
Here's an old 'Nam R&R stunt— 

He clenches the bottle tightly, with hard pressure from his thumb on the bottle cap. After a 
tense moment. the cap flies off. With obvious disinterest in the feat. he &inks. Others, 
with Hartsfield, are talking quietly out of his hearing, about liberty. They begin to take off 
their uniforms. 

VEGA (unaware) 
Ride that Red Horse. This is good beer. 
San Miguel makes it at- 



HARTSFIELD interrupts- 

HARTSFIELD 
I told them libo's on, They're changing over to 
civvies- 

DEWITT goes to the door, talks to someone outside. 

VEGA 
Look. Staff Sergeant. I do not believe I've 
heard the Captain grant libo yet. Let's stay 
with the chain. (flings empty bottle to shit-can) 

WALL (listening, desultory) 
Chain a fools- 

HARTSFIELD 
I'm not gonna deny these troops some 
fun. Not with what's coming up- 

VEGA crabs another beer. pops the cap off wihtout effort, takes a long drink. 

VEGA (pissed) 
And one of these boys is gonna die 
happier cause he played the fugging Smile 
Game, with some local farm girls dressed up 
in bikinis? Man... 

HARTSFIELD (quiet) 
Look, they see it different. You been here 
before. These are boys that need a little wild 
fun, and sex. 

VEGA 
Yeah, I been here before. 

HARTSFIELD 
So let the troops go- 

DEWITT joins them. 

DEWITT 
We got to decide something here. Some 
of the guys have already hit the vine. Saw 
the libo order on S-1's computer. Was talking to 
Corporal Miller; he says fights are iminent- 

VEGA 



HARTSFIELD (nonplused) 

iminent? 

DEwl 
Like they're starting now, FirstSam- 

VEGA 
Larsen! Call the Pugging SP's! 

Larsen is looking at a bottle of beer he's just finished. 

VEGA 
Hell-oh! 

LAT-ISEN stands up-- 

VEGA 
Sergeant, get a telephone line to the 
Shore Patrol at the front gate— Now. 
None of our people leave. 

LARSEN gets on the radio and relays the orders. 

HARTSFIELD 
Shit. What is this- 

VEGA 
Stand fast. Pal. 

HARTSFIELD 
They're already gone. 

WALL 
Yeah, and about us- 

DEWITT motions for Wall to shut up. 

VEGA 
I guess I don't have the control 
I thought I did with these E-8 diamonds 
on my collar... Cut 'em loose, Hartsfield- 

A little uneasiness- 

VEGA 
Well, then what is it? Send everybody out 

to the ville to bust a nut, and fuck the 
payback. 
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Payback? 

VEGA (chins his second beer) 
Am I the only one around here who knows 
what's going on? 

Not much acknowledgment— 

VEGA 
O.K. Go to the tugging ville. Spread your 
huevo-seed all up and down Magsaysay 
Boulevard. And come back ready for war with 
STD's. or hell, AIDS maybe. And no one's gonna 
believe you got it from a girl in the Flip 
Islands. 

DEWITT 
Take it easy there FirstSarn- 

VEGA 
That's what you got on one side. On the 
other. you may im-preq-nate one of these 
girls, and she will remember your face. 
And she will know how to use a butterfly knife, 
and geld you quick, you show up again here. 

WALL flicks out a butterfly knife from his pocket, flips it open, goes through the motions. 

WALL 
I'm ready— 

HARTSFIELD 
Secure that blade. Now! 

VEGA 
You Marines want this libo, right? 

General affirmation from all- 

VEGA 
(turns away and crouches to get another beer) 
You're there. 

Profound happiness from the younger troops, who quickly gab civilian clothes, towels, 
soap. etc. and depart. 

VEGA 
(yelling as they depart) 
We will be good-to-go at zero-seven- 



VEGA trips and falls on his back, but saves his fresh beer, holding it above his head. 

HARTSFIELD returns. 

HARTSFIELD 
I wouldn't worry. Looks like the whole 
brigade out to the town, 

VEGA 
Yeah? 

VEGA gets to his feet, shaking his head. 

HARTSFIELD 
Okay? 

VEGA 
(nods) 
We get the new filters for the M-17 
masks from S-4? 

HARTSFIELD 
Aye on that. Did the distribution 
about 1430 today. 

VEGA 
Yeah, I am all right. 

HARTSFIELD 
And we still ain't seen the Skipper. 

VEGA 
This is isn't the Captain's territory. 
This is troop handling. That's for us 
swinging dicks that's got chevrons with 
rockers. —Hell. They all out on libo? 

HARTSFIELD 
Or on their way. 

VEGA 
Damn. Point I was tying to make, to the 
youngbloods, was that this shit doesn't work. 
It sounds great, it works Teat, hell, two bucks, 
a dollar extra for an air-conditioned room: shit, 
it works. 

VEGA is pouring through his wallet, looking for something. 



HARTSFIELD 
Weil. l.rn gonna go out myself. get a 
little Adobo chicken at that place up the 
boulevard— You okay? 

VEGA 
Squeeze some lime on it. 

HARSTFIELD 
Why? 

VEGA 
Kills germs... 

VEGA pulls a folded envelope from his wallet. 

VEGA 
Got this in the mail, ten years ago. 
From this like "Feed the Child-en" 
thing. Right? 

Vega hands the old. folded envelope to Hartsfield, who opens it and examines its 
contents. 

VEGA 
Look at the photo up on the right corner 
of this brochure- 
-the one of "Jenny" 

Hartsfield finds it, nods. 

VEGA 
Look at that nose. Look at that tugging Texican 
nose. 

Hartsfield studies the picture, looks at Vega, back and forth— he sees a resemblance. 

VEGA 
Yeah. She looks like me. No secret— 

That's about a seven-year-old girl in that 
picture, taken about 1980. Now its 1990. 
That makes her about 17. With all my 
good Tex-Mex blood. Was sending money for 
awhile, to somebody, some group, I think, 
then lost track... 

HARTSFIELD 
Think she's your daughter?? 
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VEGA (nods, pauses) 
i got seven kids stateside. I get surer over 
the years. 
Which doesn't change a fugging thing... Hell 
with me. but I'm settin with half a mind that 
maybe it's not a choice idea to go around the 
world using your hose as a joystick_ 
What do you do to stop them? 
Nothing ever stopped me... Hell, like a dentist 
trying to tell kids that- 

Hartsfield nods, moves away. 

VEGA 
Fuck. we got to get these empty bottles 
out of here— Colonel might_ 

HARTSFIELD 
Lk, most are in the can already. I'm out of here, 
too. See you in the A.M. 

VEGA 
People you see out in town— You tell 
them this is Cinderella libo, and every tree-
suited member of my Marine Corps will 
be back by eleven-fifty-nine. Clear? 
It's Cindy, right? 

HARTSFIELD 
Ooh-rah for short-time. (laughs) No sweat; 
don't worry. I got some, what they call 
designated "chaperones," married-types, to get 
everybody back safe. No long-time tonight... 

Hartsfield slowly leaves. Vega takes another clink. 

VEGA 
You heard no personal in-tel from me tonight, right, 
Staff Sergeant? 

HARTSFIELD (shakes head) 
Hang tight and fast, First Sergeant. You ain't 
as bad as you may think... 

VEGA 
An' I may not think as bad as I am. 
But I 'm stuck with it. 



Vega turns to see the door shut. Now alone, he looks over the area. He walks to his gear, 
and stuffs the wallet carefully back into his pack. 

VEGA 
Cindy libo. Got to be home by midnight. 

. Well... For the Marines... 
Cinderella- 

He jumps back to his pack and pulls the picture from his wallet, studies it a moment, then 
holds it to his forehead. 

VEGA 
Well, if there's Cinderella. then there's 
got to be that Prince Charming. For her, 
Right? 

VEGA walks back to his gear, tosses the wallet and photo onto his pack, picks up and 
hoists his gear. with holster, pistol, ammunition, canteens, etc. 

VEGA 
Water, rifle magazines, Berreta rounds, first-aid (laughs) —
M-17-A field protective mask. 
We got it all covered. As Allstate said 
to the fire— 

Looks around- 

Don't send me here again... 

Picks up his wallet and photo, stares down at it- 

VEGA 
Vaya con dios, querida- 

MUSIC: the slow mournful steel guitar licks of end of Amer///o By kloming 

FADE LIGHTS to black. 

END 



GLOSSARY: 
LIBERTY, LIBO, LI-BO - free time, normally ranted after working hours state-side, but 
9-anted during deployments, at the discretion of commanding officers. 

BELAY - stop, cease 

COMM - communications, radio, telephone, whatever. 

COM - command of a unit 

COVER - hat: never worn indoors, except when carrying a weapon. 

SECURE - stop or suspend or put away 

CINDERELLA, CINDY, CINDY LIB - liberty that ends at midnight. 

CINCPAC - (sink-pack) Commander-In-Chief, Pacific Forces, but typical use is the 
command itself, such as The White House said today,. C'// PAC' croiered taley„ 

FIRST SERGEANT - Senior enlisted man at this, the Company level. Has a diamond 
shape in his chevrons. Typically pronounced without the hard consonants kfurs-sarn- 

FROC - radio operator, pronounced "frock" 

HUSS - a favor 

IN-TEL - intelligence, i.e., information 

LIBERTY - Free time, off-duty 

ROCKERS - stripes a staff NCO wears below the sergeant chevrons 

S-1 - adminstration 

S-2 - or the "Two" —intelligence 

5-3 - operations 

S-4 - supply and logistics 

STAFF SERGEANT - two grades below the First Sergeant, one rocker 

SERGEANT - one grade below staff sergeant, three chevrons 

CORPORAL - one grade below staff sergeant, two chevrons 



NON-RATE - below the the NCO's (corporal and above) Includes lance corporals, PFC's, 
and privates. 

MEB - (meb) Marine Expeditionary Brigade 

SHORT-TIME - expression beginning circa WW II: expedient sex with a prostitute, as 
opposed to— 

LONG-TIME - All night short-time 

SURVEY - change, replace 

VICE — instead of, in place of, Common usage among Marines. but pronounced 
with long "I." Other. seemingly out-of-place diction, such as 'behoove" is as common as 
the the ubiquitous "outstanding." 


