BILLY (!

DENISE
No. Please. No war stories at the
table.

BILLY

I--yeah, sorry, mom.

S\ DENISE
wAnd for God’'s sake, Ray--please
turn down the noise.

Ray motors 1 ﬁdly off to the den. The TV noise goes down, but
only because he's closed the door behind him and isn’t coming

back. To Billy ﬁgiar—sensitized senses, the sound of forks

scraping on plat éxand the muffled TV noise are exc¢ruciating.
INT. LYNN HOUSE KI;E%@H NIGHT

Billy comes in on Deni%@“@t the counter, wiping away tears.

DENI\E&:K

I wanted everytﬁ'ﬁg te be perfect.

BILLY
It’s all right. It*
happy to be home. Re
have no idea how much

Billy steps forward for a hug, but Denise deflects it with

her nervous bustling.

DENISE
I made grasshopper pie for dedgert.

INT. LYNN HOUSE DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Billy and Kathryn are sitting at the dining room table,
drinking beers, talking quietly. Sounds of Denise cleaning up
in kitchen, Patty singing Brian toc sleep, Ray’'s TV news.

BILLY
Is Mom okay?

KATHRYN
It’s hard on her--you know, Dad, my
medical bills. You being in Iragqg.

lBILLYI

Yeah, okay.

=
=z
£
f—
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KATHRYN
So, Billy... What’'s your feeling,
about going back?

IBILLYl

Doesn’t matter. I mean, nobody
wants to go back. But it‘s what you
signed up for, so you go.

KATHRYN
But do you guys actually believe in
the war? I mean, are we doing the
right thing? Or is it all really
just about the o0il?

( BILLY I

Honestly? I don't think anybody
knows what we're doing over thers,
It’'s weird. Like, a lot of these
poor Iraqis are living in shit,
literal shit. Their government did
nothing for them all these years.
So here we are, trying to get their
sewer system up and running,
bringing in tankers of drinking
water, building schools--but they
hate us, right? They want to kill
us... So what: it comes down to in
the end is survival, I guess. You
really don‘t know who your enemy is
out there. It’'s just Us and Them,
with like nothing in between... And
that feeling, Kat, it stays with
you--aven when you come home.

KATHRYN
All right then, how about this:
what if you don’'t go back?

Billy is silent, then lets out a nervous laugh.

KATHRYN (CONT'D)

(pressing)
I'm not joking. What if you said
nope, no thanks, been there, done
that. Think of the headlines:
“Decorated Hero Staying Home, Says
War Sucks.” Now that would make
people think twice about signing
up. You’ve got major cred, Billy--
nobedy can say you're scared to go
back.



14.

BILLY
But I am scared, Kathryn.
Everybedy's scared.

KATHRYN
You know what I mean, like coward
scared--like all those hawks who
chickened out of Vietnam. I’'ve done
my research, Billy. I'm just
saying, those people want a war so
bad, they can fight it themselves.

IBILL!

Kat, it just doesn't matter. They
did what they did, I'm doing what
I'm doing. I can’t just go AWOL.

KATHRYN
You don’t have to. There's a way to
do this, ckay? I'm serious, Billy,
please, listen to me. One of my
doctors, this shrink, is like an
expert on Post Traumatic Stress--

‘BILLY‘

Unh-unh, no way. No doctors.

KATHRYN
Why not? What you’ve been through?

tBILLYl

I'm fine, Kat.

KATHRYN
Really? Even after seeing your
Sergeant get killed for no reason?
For a bunch of bullshit lies--

‘BILLY

He was a hero, Kat. Trying to save
people.

KATHRYN
Who shouldn’'t've been there in the
first place. None of you should.

'BILLY'
That’s not for me to say. Look, for
whatever reason, we're in Irag, and
I made a commitment. That means
something, you know--serving my
country?

714
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KATHRYN
You really wanna serve your
country? Don’t go back.

Billy eite there in silence, looking down, frowning.

KATHRYN (CONT’D)
Is any of this getting through to
you?... Okay, then what about us,
Billy--your family? Aren’t we sad
enough already without losing you?

iBILLY'

Kathryn--

KATHRYN

IBILLY'

I have to go back,

What?

KATHRYN

‘BILLYl

I'll be okay.

o < = g

You don't know thatl

Dammit|

Kathryn sobs.

KATHRYN (CONT'D)
You’re over there because of me,
Billy! If anything happens to you,
I’'m gonna kill myself!

Billy takes her in his arms.

INT.‘S{E: HOUSE BILLY'’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Billy to ®es and turns in the darkened bedroom.

N DIME (V.O.)

Spaéiplist Lynn, you are one sorry-
ass delinquent!

FLASHBACK: INT. VIPE§V§0B (BRAVO BASE CAMP) REC ROOM - DAY
The MWR (recreation) room, on the base, a large, makeshift

tent. Billy is doing pushups--punishment, Dime’'s boot on his
ass. Shroom stands nearby, cking hulking and menacing.

44



%\&\q (2)

BILLY
It wasn't like we had that much /
time to get acquainted. /

Billy didn't mean to be funny, but the g#dience chuckles.

BILLY (CONT'D) 4
Look, it all happened rg
okay? T just managed
knife and, well--it”
I'm real proud of,y
had to do--

-
Before Billy can finish#fthe room erupts in thunderous !
applause. Flaeh cameras going off. Applause dies down.

fast,
grab his
not something
ut I did what I

REPORTER
think of your friend

Billy sees faison smiling at him, eyes shining with emotion.

BILLY
Yes, sir. Yes, I surely will.

: After the press conference: Reporters wander around,
ing sound bites. Others cluster around Norm as he plugs
the team franchise with folksy charm. Cheerleaders strike
poses around the Braves--three girls to each boy--for photos.

Drained from the questions, Billy stands apart near the edge
of the stage. Watches Faison with longing eyes as she poses
for a picture with other cheerleaders and Mango. As soon as
the photographer lowers his camera her sassy smile vanishes.
Billy sees her looking around--searching. He takes a step
toward her. She begins turning his way, and he loses his

nerve, pulls back out of her sight. .
BILLY (CONT'’D) '

(kicking himself)
Shit, shit, shit...

He rubs his temples, in pain and frustration.

FAISON (0.S5.)
You okay?

Billy looks up: there she is right in front of him. His face
lights up for a brief moment before he can control it.

I arieo )

BILLY

What? Oh, yeah--just a little beat. II}
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FAISON
Sounds like it’s been a long tour.
I Brrry!
Iraq or America?
FATSON
(laughs)

I guess both.
Faison shifts her pom-pome and holds out her hand.

FAISON (CONT'’D)
I'm Faison.

} BILLY ]

Say again?

FAISON
(laughs)

Faison. F-a-i-s-o-n. And I know who
you are, Billy Lynn from Stovall.
My grandmother was Miss Stovall
1937. How about that? Everyone said
she had a shot at winning Miss
Texas that year.

! BILLY l

So how’d she do?

FAISON
Second runner-up. Everybody said
she should‘ve won, but the fix was
in. You know how those pageant
deals work.

) BilLy '

Yeah, I do... Actually--no, I
don‘t. I have no idea how those
pageant deals work.... I don’t know
much about anything, really.

They both laugh.

FAISON
Could‘ve fooled me.

|~ BILny o

I've gotten kind of used to telling
people stuff they want to hear.

It
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FAISON
Actually, you put it right out
there and that’s strong--I mean,
grappling with the enemy up close
like that? Your friend‘’s death? And
you were right there with him? It
can’t be easy talking to a room
full of strangers about those

things.
| '

BILLY
It is sort of weird. Being honored
for the worst day of your life.

FAISON
I can’t imagine! A lot of people
would just shut down.

{ srrny !

He smelled like lemons, and sweat.

FAISON

) ooz |

The insurgent I--never mind... So,
um, what’s it like, being a
cheerleader?

Who?

FAISON
You really wanna know?

) BILLY \

Yeah. I really do.

FAISON

Well... it’s great. People see us
on TV and think that’s all there is
to it, you know, dancing and having
fun. But community service is
actually the main part of our job.
Visiting hospitals, working with
underprivileged kids, stuff like
that. To me that’s been the most
satisfying thing about being a
cheerleader, serving others. The
Bpiritual aspect of it...

(with a searching look)
Billy? Are you a...

As Billy watches her lips move, he knows what’s coming next.

FAISON (CONT'D)

..a Christian? 3 ?
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) Briry !
I'm, uh, searching.

FAISON
Do you pray’

BILLY I
Not as much as I should... It’s
funny--as a kid, I never got much
from going to church. But then I
end up in Irag, in the middle of
all this shecoting, and my friend
Shroom--Sergeant Breem--gets hit.

Faison leans in as Billy struggles to express himself.

! sriiy (LONT’D)

He's just, you know, lying there,

bleeding out., And when I go to him--
suddenly, for the first time in my

life, I feel close to something, I

don‘t know, bigger than myself...

When Shroom, um, died, I felt

something passing through me. Lz.ke, E Lb
his soul? Qr--I don’t knew..

s so dark until we
ight’s gone out of
ways there., If we
oor a crack, the
ring in... You know
king at each other
s conference? And I
myself, now why,
people here--I mean,
everything, you've
2B ...

works, life
think all the
us. But it’s

was thinking
out of all th
you’'re cute a
get gorgeous

Faison brushes her pom-
reaches under the pom-po
continues speaking witho
flushes, her eyelids gro

against Billy’s arm. Billy quietly
and takes her hand. Faison

missing a beat, but her ekin
heavy, her breathing quickens.

FAI
But now I thin
really do. I t
meet today. We
His lights
truly beliewg t aF’ =

(CONT’D)

I know why--I

nk God wanted us to
e all called to be
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Billy steps back, pullling Faison behind the stage’s backdrop.

INT. STADIUM CONFERENQE ROOM BACKSTAGE - DAY

Billy and Faison are cibwded into a gmall, dim space, hidden
from view. Billy pivotdl around, Faison’s back now against the
wall. Her mouth and bo are slack, yielding. Billy movee in,
Faison’s face filling hfs field of vision. Their lips touch.
A spark and release. Bijly pulls back.

They stare at each o m a couple of inches. Then she
lifts her face, they gain. Melting into each other,
drunk with the feelin closeness.

FAISON — s '

(urgent whisper)
This is crazy. I could get kicked
off the sguad for this!

Another spell of frantic kissing and groping.

FAISON (CONT'D)
What is it about you? What'’s
happening to me?

When they kiss again, Billy begins grinding his pelvis into
hers. Then pulls back immediately.

BILLY
Sorry.

FAISON
It’s OK.

Her body signals for Him to press in again, as hard as he
wants to. Trembling, ison grabs Billy's lapels and wraps
her legs around his wdist. He clutches her bottom, lifting
and drawing her againgt him. They move together, in harmony.

INT. STADIUM CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Rhythmic ripples pass through the cloth backdrop of the stage-
-right behind Norm, smiling for a photographer.

INT. STADIUM CONFERENCE ROOM BACKSTAGE - DAY

Faison rolls and bucks r hips with increasing urgency. A
half-dozen strokes culmipating in a mighty, clenching heave.
A small breathless cry fgom deep inside as she climaxes.

Faison releases her egs. Shg lumps against Billy. fE;

b
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l BILLY
You okay?
FAISON
My God...

She looks up at Billy, tears in her eyes.

FAISON (CONT'D)
I've never moved this quick with
anybody... But it’s not wrong. I
know it’s not.

! BILLY '

It’'s not.

FAISON
It’s just something about you.
Maybe it’s the war. How old are

you?
! )

BILLY
«+.uh, twenty one,

She look into Billy's eyes. Billy trying not to look away.

FATSON
You have an old soul.

She snuggles into him. Billy looks happy and a bit guilty.

) BILLY )

You're incredible.
Billy buries his face in her hair, breathing her in.

FAISON
I'm not a virgin. But it’s a really
serious thing for me. Being
intimate with somebody.

I~ Birny \

Me too... I'd sure like to see you
when I get back.

FAISON
From where--wait, you’'re going back
to Irag? I thought y'all were done.
Oh my God. When are you leaving?

' Bruy |
Saturday.

1
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FAISON
Saturday?
(kissing him)
Oh my God, if you could only stay--

FEMALE VOICE (0.S.)
Cheerleaders! Form up in the hall!

FAISON
Oh, shoot, shoot, I’ve gotta go.

She kisses Billy again, cups his cheek with her hand.

[ BILLY ‘

Give me your number.

FATSON
(pulling away)
Thing is, I just got a new phone. ..

. BILLY l -

Wait, how are we going to--

FAISON <
Look, I really gotta go. I‘ll be at b
the twenty-yard line, dkay? —\~;7 i,“JL/)

Faison steps out from behind the backdrop, then turns back.
Their eyes meet, her smile fakters. Then she’s gone. Billy
closes his eyes in an-agony of desire and uncertainty.

INT. STADIUM CONFERENCE ROOM — DAY

Billy emerges, blinking. The press conference i§ over. The
reporiers are packing up, Norm is talking to“a couple of
associates. Josh is looking through his Tipboard. Albert is
talking inte his phone.

ALBERT
-+ +No Larry, you cap’t cherrypick
this... Look Brave”’s a unit--eight
men, eight storiés. It’s a total
bargain when.you think about it...

Someone's arm wra around Billy's throat, while the other
hand gives Billy+a nipple a ferocious twist.

71+
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BlLLLY (3)

KATHRYN
You really wanna serve your
country? Don't go back.

3y

;}}ﬂ frowning.

Billy sits there in silence, locking

KATHRYN (CONT ' Dy

Is any of this getting grgugh to
you?... Okay, then wha ocut us,
Billy--your family? Agfn“t we sad

enough already witho JSlosing you?

BILLY
Kathryn--

Ymﬂ/;on‘t know thatl!
Kathryn sgbé.

KATHRYN (CONT’D)
You’'re over there because of me,
Billy! If anything happens to you,
I'm gonna kill myself!

1lly takes her in his arms.

INT. LYNN HOUSE BILLY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Billy tosses and turns in the darkened bedroom.
DIME (V.0.)

Specialist Lynn, you are one sorry-
ass delinquent!

FLASHBACK: INT. VIPER FOB (BRAVO BASE CAMP) REC ROOM - DAY

The MWR (recreation) room on the base, a large, makeshift
i tent. Billy is doing pushups--punishment, Dime’s boot on his
ags. Shroom stands nearby, looking hulking and menacing.

15.
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FLASHBACK:

le.

SHROOM
Destroying a man’s property like a
goddamn vandal!

tBILLY l

But what if that coop had been
sheltering insurgents, Sergeant? I
didn’t mean to shoot those hensg,
it’s just--they jumped me.

DIME

Shut! No more poultry excuses!
SHROOM

Iragis love their chickens too.
DIME (V.0.)

Troublemaker!

EXT. VIPER FOB (BRAVO BASE'GAM?J IRAQ - DAY

Billy rune around the base pPerimeter. Montage: every time he
passes Dime and Shroom, they rag him,

DIME & SHROOM
Vandal! Gangbangerl Truant! Texas
trash! ete.

Fed up, Billy stops right in front of them, running in place.

IBILLYI
(breathless)
Sergeant Dime, Sergeant Breem, I'm
not a delinquent or a punk. I'm
busting my ass, just trying to be a
credit to my platoon--

DIME
No, you are a fucking delinquent
punk.

SHROOM

Only a punk would trash another
man’s car like you did.

‘BILLY.

What are you talking about?
DIME

Brand new Saab convertible? With
graphite-alloy rims?

2/



lBILL;l

Yeah... well, Sergeant, it depends
on whose Saab convertible.

DIME
So, whosge?

lBILLY'

My sister’s fiance, Sergeant. Ex-
fiancé.

Shroom throws Billy a bottle of water.

SHROOM
Go on, Specialist Lynn.

‘BILLY l

My sister Kathryn, sophomore year
of college, was driving to work.
Heavy rain, big Mercedes goes into
a spin, broadsides her. Car‘s
totaled. Fractured leg, pelvis.
Massive internal bleeding. 170
stitches below the neck, 63 above,
(getting emotional) ’
Kat was this shining star--so
beautiful and smart, and gentle...

DIME
Keep goings:

'BILLYl

My sister came this close to death.
Then her pussy-boy fiancé dumps
her. In the hospital.

» DIME
JEsus wept!

[BILLY

So yeah, I whacked his car. With
him inside it. DA agreed to drop
the felony charges if I joined the
Army. My choice. No regrets,
Sergeant.

DIME

But a goddamn brand-new Saab
convertible, for erying out loud--
you should’ve whacked the pussy
fiancs...

(grudging admiration)
Specialist Lynn, you are still a
fucking delinquent.

17.

L



18,

Dime walks off.

SHROOM
And how'’s your sister?

Teriin

Better, Sergeant. I think she’s
gonna be ockay.

SHROOM N
Glad to hear it. At ease, Billy. E

Billy collapses. Standing over Billy, Shroom smiles-—
transforming from Rambo to gentle Buddha. On his face:

DIME (V.0.)
--.Quietness, quietness / over this
countryside / except for
unmistakable signals on radio...

EXT NNOKLAHOMA CEMETARY - DAY

emetary in Oklahoma. Shroom’s graveside. Coffin

h a crisp American flag. Shroom's rifle, his boots,
and a framed portrait arranged together. The
tended by RELATIVES and LOCALS, a MINISTER, a
GUARD, MAJOR McLAURIN (early 30s, locks like
deaf from an explosion), and Shroom's fellow
ress uniform in the front.

a model soldie
Bravos, in full

Om a scrap of paper (Note: the lines are
Sutra” by Allen Ginsbery).

Dime reads a poem
from “Wichita Vorte

D

-«.has anyoneNJooked in the eyes of
the dead?

(looking up)
I'm not much for
was one of Sergean
favorites, so I tho Nt I'd read a
few lines... T rememb&x he used to
walk around base camp ﬁ% imeter
reciting this kind of s ff really
loud. “Just sharing the dom,” he
said when I told him to sh t, the
hell up. Maybe Shroom had a
But perscnally, I believe he _
really using his voice to help\\ e
insurgents draw a bead on us with,
their mortars--that's the kind of'®
person Shroom was, always thinking %
of the other guy... ",

\

etry, but this
reem--Shroom’s




'z/’

¢Ausus ay3 o3 8so0To os aq o
(*s°0) wITwOaTy

ITS “8TT Jeym sem jeypm
(ButTTe3s)

|£TTIH|

9YTIT 3T sem 3eyuMm
(*s*0) wargOdTA

—-um ‘em pue ‘sw psadum{ 3sn(
Anb ayy ‘uesw 1--qT I07 burxoOT
Sem I 8YTT 30U 8,3I "yeak 'TToM

‘KTTIHI

*UoT3B]TO

1835 IBATTS Inok UT ST yoTym

jeay e ‘qequod puey-ol-puey ut

sjusbinsutr syl Jo auo pebebus nogx
(*s°0) NaEIYOod=y

*3T axoubT 03 saTIL
SH 'sajeaqra suoyd §,ATTTd *aATIU@)IE ‘butppou axe oTdoag

**fUT PRBWOTY 3snl Buturexy

Aw ssenb I *3UTy3z 03 SWT] Yonuw
3,usem 313y3y pur ‘glusabinsur sy3 Jo
Aozau ayy je ATTeoTSEq ‘ye ‘wesxg
Jueabzag--ocoxys mes T SYTT S,3T
“Uonur 3ey3 TP ISqWBWSI 3,UOP I
‘IT8 ‘yjniy 3ssuoy ayjl nok TI®o3 Ol

(a.x1N0D) xqqxa,

*AT3ue3osdxs wry e butyoor ‘uostes saas ATTTd ‘8doUaTTS

. 't.[n ‘TTEM
‘zqqra'
o
*83ybTTpRaY BTpauw 8yl ut u2z0xy ‘ATT1Id uo sais TI¥ “MoorT
SY3I Y3TM ATTTE PUTXTI SWIQ ‘WO 8Y3 UT ¥oeq 8,ATTTd ipnyL

*uorysenb Inok zsmsue o3 suo
83eTadoxdde ay3 8,8y UIyl I *qoeax
©3 ISITT SY3 sem ay pue ‘a1oyy
ano butuaddey sem jeym 9zTubodax
03 3I8ITI BY3 BEM UuAT q.ar[e-.roady *ﬁ
AWId .LJE

iTeue) Ieyesuy-Ty

8yl 3e Aep Tnge3ey 3ey3l pTP 3T 3EUM

/"J op 03 oaevig poxTdsuTr jeym ‘os- - -

HILHOdTT

(h) K71 éll



©9 2TI3TT ® 1snl--yesd ‘yp ¢3eym
A\ AT1Id

3T TOI3UOD UE

8d®3y STH "wTy JO Quo

§°U 9I0]3q juswow yataq B 103 dn sIUETT
$UT YbTI ST ays a1ay3 :dn s)ooT ATTTg
% cAryo nojg

;9'0) NOSIva

Warys ‘arys ‘arys
BTy BuTy{oTY)

STY §3807 3y pue ‘fem STy butuany ‘g§rbaq eys *isy premoq
deas e soyey ang *butyozeas--punoie Bhiaoot a9y maas ATTTd
"S3ysTuUes B8TTWS Asses I8y exswed STy SIS 1aydeabozoyd ay3z
Se uocos sy ‘obuey pue sispesTIiseayd I9Y30. UMM aan3ord e 103
sosod ays ge seke butbuoT y3tm uosteg sayoqeN, “abelys ayy jo

@bpa ay3 resu jxede spueqs L1119 ‘suor3yssnb ay

*sojouyd 103--Loq yoes o3 sTITH 99aY3z-~-soaeag aqq\fﬁx
SYTI3S SIspesTILAYD ‘WIeYO ASYTOF Y3TM osTyouez )
sbn1d sy se wIoN punoze 1sysnyo 8I9Y30 °S31Tq PUNOSNRUINSSS
‘punoxe rspuesm si193I10dey :80USISTUOS SSOId oYl I93IVY WALYT

GNZ/ ‘TIT4 Afaans 1 ‘sex -I1s ‘sax
lATTIHI

TuoTiows y3Tm bututys sefs ‘wry je burtTws uostes S8Es ATT1TH

JWsylue TeuoTieu ayl Jo

butdle1d ay3 buranp waszg juesbiag

PUSTII Inod 30 YuTyl nok TrIM
HALNOd T

‘umop saTp ssneTddy °3jo Hutob segsuren yse1d -essnetdde
snoxspunyy ut sidnia wool 3Yy3 ‘USTUTI ueo AT1119 =21032g

--Op 03 pey

I 3°e4M pTp I ang ‘Jo pnoxad Tesx u, 7T

butyjzowos jou 8,3T--TT®M ‘pue s3yTUuy

STY qeab o3 psbeuew 3snl T sLeyo

‘ase] Teax psuaddey TTe 1T ‘oo
{(a.,IN0D) ya 1118

*S8TYPNYS sdusTpne ay3 3Ing ‘Auuny sq o3 uesw 3.upTp AT114

‘po3jurenboe 186 03 3UTy
Yonw 3eyy pey sm SYTIT 3,usem 3T

IRTTIEl

‘LY



