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Scene

START WITH LIGHTS OUT.

Play sounds of warfare in the background.

LIGHTS COME UP.

A Sergeant walks on stage dragging a wounded

Private on his back. Private has a wound on his

stomach and is resting his head weakly on Sarge’s

shoulders.

SARGE

(urgently)

Just a little farther, Private.

PRIVATE

No, this is it. I’m done, Sarge.

Private lets go of Sarge and falls to his knees.

SARGE

(firmly)

Get up! We have to keep moving.

Sarge starts to pull Private back on his back.

PRIVATE

Sarge...Will you tell my wife...

SARGE

(raising voice)

Stop it, Private. That’s an order. You’ll tell your

wife yourself.

PRIVATE

Come on, Sarge. I’m done.

CUE DRAMATIC, SWEEPING ORCHESTRAL MUSIC LIKE THE SOUNDTRACK

TO SAVING PRIVATE RYAN.

PRIVATE

Just promise me you’ll make it out alive. And you’ll

tell my wife...you’ll tell her...something...anything,

really...to remember me by.

SARGE

(softening)

Listen, Private. You’re gonna be fine. But if anything

happens, I’ll tell her about us getting cornered back

there and how we fought like hell. I’ll tell her how I

owe you my life. How it should’ve been me that got hit

and not you.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2) 2.

PRIVATE

Thank you, Sarge. Maybe you could also throw some of

my words in there. You know? Mix in a few things to

make it sound like it came from me. Like, maybe tell

my wife... Tell my wife... to keep it real. Keep. It.

Real.

Private cries, moved by his own words. Sarge

pauses.

SARGE

Keep it real?

PRIVATE

Yeah, that seems strong. Resonant. Something to get her

through the long nights. What do you think?

SARGE

Well, I don’t know. Seems like you might want to say...

Sarge is interrupted as Private begins coughing.

Private falls back to the ground, gripping his

side.

SARGE (cont’d)

Oh Jesus, you’re losing too much blood. Keep your eyes

on me, Private.

Private falls back as if dead.

SARGE (cont’d)

Private? Private?

Sarge looks off defeated.

Pause.

PRIVATE

(breaking silence)

That was dumb.

SARGE

Oh my god. Just rest.

PRIVATE

The keep it real thing. It was dumb.

SARGE

Don’t worry. Just breathe.

Sarge props Private up.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (3) 3.

PRIVATE

But I got it now. Will you still tell my wife

something?

SARGE

Of course.

Music builds.

PRIVATE

(passion building throughout)

When I’m gone and you get yourself out of this hell

hole, go to my house. It’ll be fall by then. When the

cottonwood loses its leaves. My boy will be playing in

the yard. Tell him to go inside and get his mother. And

when she comes out, look her in those beautiful brown

eyes, and tell her, "Whazzup?" "Whazzup wich chu?"

"Whazzup wich chu, shorty?"

Long pause.

SARGE

So "Whazzup wich chu, shorty?"

PRIVATE

(overcome with emotion)

Yeah. And that’s from her husband.

They sit in silence.

PRIVATE (cont’d)

Oh, you don’t think it’s good?

SARGE

I didn’t say that.

PRIVATE

It was implied with your silence. Dammit, Sarge. What

are you supposed to say to your wife, when

you’re...dying?

Sarge realizes it’s inevitable and lays Private

back down.

SARGE

Don’t worry, Private. I’ll tell her the truth. How you

died a hero and the last person you thought of was her.

PRIVATE

(quietly and in agreement)

It was her.

Private lays back.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (4) 4.

There is a pause as if Private is dying.

PRIVATE (cont’d)

(sitting up)

No. It should come from me. Think, Charles! Think!

SARGE

Soldier, lay back! I got you.

PRIVATE

No, I got me! Tell my wife...tell my wife...Here.

Pulls a crumbled paper from pocket and struggles

to write something.

PRIVATE (cont’d)

(to self)

I can’t believe I almost forgot.

Private hands the note to Sarge. Sarge takes a

moment to take it in.

SARGE

This is a drawing?

PRIVATE

(laughing and coughing at the same time)

Gotcha! It’s a tracing. Not bad, huh?

SARGE

Is this a dinosaur?

PRIVATE

Looks like somebody knows their shapes.

SARGE

You want me to give your wife a tracing of a dinosaur?

PRIVATE

No.

Private cries quietly for a moment.

PRIVATE (cont’d)

(erupting)

What, are you crazy? I don’t want you to tell her it’s

a tracing. I don’t want you to tell anyone it’s a

tracing.

SARGE

(confusedly)

Ok.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (5) 5.

PRIVATE

And write a note at the top. Write, "Dinomite."

Pause.

PRIVATE (cont’d)

Get it? Because dino...

SARGE

Yeah, I get it.

PRIVATE

Maybe you could say it once, so I know you got it.

SARGE

It’s pretty obvious.

PRIVATE

Then I nailed it.

SARGE

I don’t think...

Private dies.

Music stops.

SARGE (cont’d)

Goodbye, Soldier.

Sarge lays him down.

Sarge backs off as two medics arrive at the scene.

Medic 1 bends over to take Private’s pulse.

MEDIC 1

He’s dead.

MEDIC 2

From guns.

SARGE

(angrily)

Yeah, I know!

MEDIC 1

He was a great soldier.

SARGE

(sadly)

Yeah, I know.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (6) 6.

Medic 2 picks up the note off the ground.

MEDIC 2

And, apparently, one hell of an artist.

Medic 1 looks at the note in Medic 2’s hand.

MEDIC 1

Did he draw this?

SARGE

No. He tra--

Medic 2 crumbles the note.

SARGE (cont’d)

You know what?

SWELLING, EMOTIONAL MUSIC BEGINS TO BUILD.

SARGE (cont’d)

He did.

Medic 1 and Medic 2 look at each other in

amazement.

SARGE (cont’d)

He drew that dinosaur. From scratch.

The music soars. Sarge, Medic 1, and Medic 2 turn

and salute.

END SKETCH


