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FADE IN:

SUPER: 

“CUBA 1898. AN ISLAND COUNTRY RAVAGED BY MORE THAN TWENTY 
YEARS OF REBELLION. DESPERATE TO RETAIN ITS CRUMBLING 
COLONIAL EMPIRE, SPAIN BUILDS CONCENTRATION CAMPS, SUSPECTED 
REVOLUTIONARIES ARE JAILED, CITIZENS STARVED. CUBA IS A 
COUNTRY IN CHAOS, YEARNING FOR FREEDOM...”

EXT. USS MAINE - DAY

A dirty black sloop loaded down with large silver and yellow 
fish, sails lazily by a gleaming white ship with USS MAINE 
painted on its stern. The vessel is outfitted with monstrous 
cannons and guns on every deck, dwarfing the sloop.

On the starboard quarterdeck, Signalman third class ROBERT 
DARK, a lanky but fit 23 year-old with a built-in natural 
smile, sits on the base of a whale boat davit, feet propped 
up on the rail, reading a well-thumbed tourist’s guide.

The Officer of the Deck, spit and polished Cadet WATT 
CLUVERIUS, 21, fresh from Annapolis, with a baby-face but 
serious demeanor, pauses from filling out the ship’s log and 
stares uneasily out at Havana Harbor. 

CLUVERIUS
Petty Officer Dark, set that book 
down so I don’t have to put you on 
report. I want you to keep an eye 
on that fishing boat astern.  

Rob stands up but does not quite come to attention. 

ROB
Aye aye, Sir, but why the concern?

CLUVERIUS
Just a precaution. If he tacks to 
starboard and pulls into Cayo 
Blanco, we’ll need to inform 
Captain Sigsbee. There are two 
Spanish powder magazines in that 
cay.

ROB
(doubtful)

Do you really think the Spaniards 
are planning something?



CLUVERIUS
Most of the officers that went 
ashore for bullfights are reporting 
plenty of nasty talk about us 
Yankees. Can’t take a chance.

Rob lazily scans the boat with his binoculars.

ROB
She’s tacking to port.

CLUVERIUS
Good. 

ROB
False alarm, then.

CLUVERIUS
Are you kidding me? See where our 
forward turrets are pointed? 
Imagine if you were a Spaniard on 
shore and you looked out and saw a 
pair of Maine’s thirteen inch 
cannons aimed right at you.

Rob leans against the table and rubs his ankle. 

ROB
I get the picture.

CLUVERIUS
We are not a luxury liner, Dark. 
This battleship was built for one 
mission and one mission only: Shoot 
the bad guys.

With a noticeable limp, Rob crosses the quarterdeck and hands 
his watchstander’s gun belt to 1st Class Apprentice CHARLIE 
HAMILTON, 20, while the officers line up to change the watch. 
Cluverius salutes his relief, LIEUTENANT BLANDIN, age 31. 

ROB
All right, Charlie, you know the 
drill. Anything that looks unusual 
or out of the ordinary, report it 
immediately. 

HAMILTON
Aye, aye.

While buckling his belt, Hamilton looks longingly toward the 
lights of Havana and plucks Rob’s book from his hands.
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HAMILTON (CONT’D)
This tourist guide calls Havana, 
Queen of the Antilles and key to 
the New World. Sounds romantic 
doesn’t it?

ROB
I suppose you could call it 
romantic. Yellow fever, malaria, 
smallpox, thieves, and lots of wild-
eyed Spaniards with no love of 
Yankees. Sure Charlie, very 
romantic. 

HAMILTON
Cuban women are gorgeous. I was 
hoping to go ashore and meet one.

ROB
The only girl you’re likely to meet 
is the gunner’s daughter. The 
skipper knows what he’s doing when 
he keeps the crew aboard. Hell, 
we’re the first American ship to 
visit Havana in over three years.

Rob slaps Hamilton on the shoulder. 

HAMILTON
Damn it, Dark. You’re just kidding, 
right? They don’t whip the crew 
these days, do they?

LT. BLANDIN
You’d be wise to listen to Petty 
Officer Dark, Hamilton. Cuba is no 
resort.

Many of the crew are lounging on deck, trying to cool off 
following a steamy hot day. 

Someone is playing a squeeze-box and a group of boys are stag 
dancing on the starboard gangway. 

Two bells sounds and the BO’SUN pipes down the crew with his 
whistle. 

A marine bugler begins playing Colors with a flourish, and 
the whole crew stops to listen and salute, as the flag is 
lowered in the daily ritual.
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MONTAGE - HAVANA HARBOR - NIGHT

-- In HAVANA, world renowned Red Cross founder CLARA BARTON, 
80’s, sits in her office in front of an open window looking 
out across the serene harbor at the USS Maine. She sets her 
pen down, listens to the echoing bugle call. 

-- MAIN STREET is lit up with pre-Lenten revelers, laughing 
and dancing. Some of the promenaders are dressed in grotesque 
masks creating an ominous mood.

-- A newspaper REPORTER, 30’s, standing on his balcony at the 
HOTEL DOMINICO looks out over the bay, reads a telegram with 
only one word, and smiles. 

INSERT: TELEGRAM. IT READS: “TRANQUILLO.”

-- The steamer CITY OF WASHINGTON is being escorted by a 
small pilot boat, to a mooring buoy one hundred yards to port 
of the Maine. The Spanish ship ALPHONSO XII is moored on the 
starboard side, two hundred yards away. 

-- WATER TAXIS scurry past the anchored ships, as does the 
REGLA FERRY chugging slowly in the main channel.  A few of 
the ferry’s PASSENGERS hurl insults at the Maine as they pass 
by. 

EXT. USS MAINE - NIGHT

On his way to enlisted men’s berthing, Rob is stopped by 
Marine Private BUCK MCKAY, 18, on sentry duty under the 
ship’s awning.

MCKAY
Did you see that, Rob?

ROB
Sorry Buck, I just came out of the 
light. What’d you see?

MCKAY
I was sure I spotted a small black 
boat circling the ship, about 
twenty-five yards out.

Rob peers out over the water.

ROB
I did notice a black sloop earlier. 
But she was loaded down with fish.
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On the quarterdeck, Lt. Blandin leans on the railing in front 
of LT. HOOD, 30’s, who is sitting in a wicker chair on the 
fantail, reading a newspaper and looking more like a tourist 
than a sailor.

LT. HOOD
(joking)

You asleep, John?

LT. BLANDIN
You know I’m on watch, Hood.

LT. HOOD
I wish I could get a fresh paper. 
I’ve read this article about 
Edison’s picture machine six times 
and it’s starting to lose its 
appeal. 

Hood checks his watch.

What time do you have?

LT. BLANDIN
Nine-forty on the button. 

LT. HOOD
Time sure drags on these dull 
nights.

LT. BLANDIN
Ah, the life of a Navy sailor. 
Hurry up and wait.

LT. HOOD
Wait for what, exactly? We’ve been 
floating out here for weeks.

INT. USS MAINE - NIGHT

CAPTAIN SIGSBEE, in his 50’s, thin and fit with a white extra-
long handlebar mustache, sits at his desk in his cabin 
composing a letter. 

The Captain’s orderly exits the cabin, gently closes the 
door, walks out on deck and lights a cigarette. 

EXT. USS MAINE - NIGHT

Just as Rob passes by the Captain’s Cabin, he sees flashes of 
blue flame shoot above the bow. The Maine jumps up and out of 
the water, knocking him flat on the deck. He picks himself up 
and instinctively rushes forward to see what has happened. 
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ROB
What the hell?

EXT. USS MAINE - CONTINUOUS

A second, bigger explosion thunders and a fountain of flame 
taller than a sky scraper erupts from the bow of the doomed 
ship, followed by an eerie rush of air that resembles the 
moans of a dying animal. 

The blast throws Rob to the teak deck in a shower of oily hot 
water, conscious, but stunned. 

The main deck buckles and the Maine lists sharply to port 
with the sound of twisting steel and cracking wood. The 
entire forward superstructure is ripped into two sections, 
and the bow disappears beneath the water. 

Flames and missiles of hot steel shoot up out of the breach, 
like red rockets on the Fourth of July. 

INT. USS MAINE - CONTINUOUS

Gunner’s Mate third class JOHN LOAD, 22, finds he is blown 
down somewhere on the berthing deck next to JOHN KANE, 21. 
Both men choke on oily water as they search for a way out.

LOAD
It’s too damned dark! I can’t find 
the hatch!

KANE
(gagging)

Help me, John! I’m dying! 

LOAD
Hold on, Kane. I’m coming.

Before he can help his shipmate, another explosion blows Load 
from the inside of the ship into the air. He lands on the top 
of the superstructure, virtually unharmed. Kane is nowhere in 
sight.

EXT. USS MAINE - CONTINUOUS

Screaming, burning men fall from the upper decks onto the 
main deck. The starboard awning tumbles into the water below. 

Hot iron, concrete, pieces of timber, and severed arms, legs, 
heads, and other body parts rain down from the sky, slamming 
into the deck.
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Some of the burning wreckage falls on Rob. He tries to pull 
himself to his feet, but realizes his clothes have caught 
fire. He tries desperately to put them out. 

ROB
(raspy)

Help me. Somebody, help.

The EXECUTIVE OFFICER runs toward the growing flames of the 
superstructure with a hose, but no water comes out. Useless. 

INT. USS MAINE - CONTINUOUS

In the stern of the Maine, CHAPLAIN CHIDWICK, 40’s, 
straightens his jacket and begins climbing the ladder from 
Officer’s Country, to the main deck. LT. CATLIN, 23, is 
behind him, waiting.

LT. CATLIN
Hurry up, for God’s sake!

(beat)
Sorry Chaplain. No offense.

CHIDWICK
None taken, my son.

EXT. CITY OF WASHINGTON - CONTINUOUS

Captain FRANK STEVENS, 50, standing on the starboard bridge 
wing of the City of Washington, witnesses the conflagration 
and snaps into action. He shouts into a megaphone to two men 
on the deck below. 

CAPT. STEVENS
Get every boat in the water and 
let’s go rescue those poor devils!

EXT. RED CROSS OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Clara Barton, stunned by the spectacle unfolding in the 
harbor, gathers her medical bag and runs out the office door.

EXT. HAVANA HARBOR - CONTINUOUS

The port awning, now covered with injured men, is showered 
with cinders and begins to burn.

On the top of the superstructure, John Load shouts at the 
group of injured men below.
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LOAD
Get off that awning! You’ve got to 
jump! The damn awning is on fire!

Lt. Hood and Chaplain Chidwick, at the stern railing, spots a 
group of men struggling in the water. Chidwick is shouting 
the absolution prayer to anyone who will listen.

CHIDWICK
In your mercy, forgive us. Lord, 
hear us and help us.

LT. HOOD
Hold on, boys, rescue boats are on 
the way! 

Spare ammunition on the nearly submerged bridge begins to 
explode. Whirling firebrands whistle and sail overhead. 

EXT. HAVANA HARBOR - CONTINUOUS

Desperate, Rob scoots himself over the side and falls head-
first into the water, but is instantly entangled in a mass of 
debris, sinking to the bottom of the bay. 

Kicking he breaks free and rises to the oily surface, where 
he finds a raft of planks and swims toward it.

A Spanish small boat tries to haul in a black Messman, but 
when he discovers who is pulling him in, he panics.

MESSMAN
Spaniards!

He dives under the surface but doesn’t reappear. 

Rob’s flotsam raft is quickly being pulled out to sea by the 
ebb tide but he doesn’t have the energy to fight the tide. 
The rescue boats and the shore are slipping farther away.

Most of Maine’s bow is submerged. Ship’s spine broken. A 
single tongue of fire, shoots straight up from the breach, 
lighting up the night sky.

INT. HOSPITAL - CONTINUOUS

INJURED MEN from the Maine are being carried into the Havana 
hospital on litters. A few ambulatory men drag injured 
sailors into the emergency room.

8.



Clara Barton is tending to a barely conscious man in a bed. 
Makeshift bandages around his head, made from his own shirt, 
are stained with blood. A scorched hand reaches for Barton’s 
lapel.

INJURED MAN
Why, you’re Clara Barton, aren’t 
you? You’ve saved us.

BARTON
Shh. Just lay back sailor. Don’t 
talk. We’re doing everything we can 
to help you and your shipmates. 

The injured man smiles and exhales one last rattly breath. 
Barton reaches out and closes his eyes.

EXT. USS MAINE - CONTINUOUS

CAPT. SIGSBEE
(into a megaphone)

Abandon ship! All hands, abandon 
ship!

At the order, the few remaining men jump from the Maine into 
the bay. Sigsbee and two other officers scramble down into a 
waiting boat.

Looking up from his make-shift raft, Rob sees the iconic 
Morro Castle, a lone sentinel, guarding the harbor entrance 
from its rocky promontory. He drifts farther out to sea, 
exhausted and in shock, until he finally slips into 
unconsciousness.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

SUPER: “THREE MONTHS EARLIER, OLD LYME, CONNECTICUT”

Sleepy farmhouses, with frosty windows and icicles hanging 
from their eaves, are scattered along a winding country road. 
More than a foot of fresh snow blankets the serene Currier 
and Ives-like countryside.

A horse-drawn sleigh races down the snow-covered road at 
break-neck speed. Its red cheeked, red-haired driver, CHAD 
HARPER, age 16, and full of piss and vinegar, snaps the reins 
of the powerful HORSE pulling it.

CHAD
C’mon! You can do it, girl!
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A TRAIN WHISTLE blows (O.S.) 

Chad cracks the reins again. A rooster tail of fresh snow 
shoots out from behind as he rounds a sharp curve on one ski 
and crosses the railroad tracks. His flannel hat flies off 
and lands in the back seat. 

Moments after reaching the other side of the tracks, a STEAM 
LOCOMOTIVE passes behind, belching great clouds of smoke and 
plowing the fresh snow with its cow-catcher. 

The road is running parallel to the tracks and the train 
seems to be gaining on the sleigh. It’s a race!

CHAD (CONT’D)
Almost there, Dame. Don’t quit now!

The horse snorts and strains as the whistle blasts and the 
train nearly pulls even with them. Chad whips the reins hard. 
The sleigh skids sideways on the ice as the train station 
comes into view.

CHAD (CONT’D)
We’ve got her now!

The wheels of the engine begin to brake against the iron 
rails, spewing a fountain of sparks. 

Chad brings the sleigh to a skidding stop in front of the 
railroad station platform and pumps a gloved fist in the air. 

CHAD (CONT’D)
Whoa, Dame. We made it. We beat 
her.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Dame bucks and kicks when the train releases a noisy blast of 
steam and squeals to a stop. Passengers disembark.

Chad produces an apple and gives it to the horse, stroking 
her a few times to settle her down.

CHAD
Easy, girl. The iron horse won’t 
hurt you.

The stationmaster, MR. BUSBY, 60’s, pushes a cart to the 
baggage car and tosses a mailbag up to the trainmen, who hand 
down a smaller bag and two crates. 

Chad hops up on the platform steps and notices a sailor, Rob 
Dark, dressed in a Navy peacoat and looking not unlike the 
sailor on a tin of Cracker Jack, hopping off the train.
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The Navy man buys a cup of hot coffee from a refreshment cart 
and lets the steam warm his hands and face before taking his 
first sip. He sits atop his canvas seabag and studies the boy 
and his agitated horse. 

Chad looks up, makes eye contact, then turns away, 
embarrassed. 

MR. BUSBY
Here’s your uncle’s paper, Chad.

He trades a dime for the paper. 

CHAD
Thanks, Mr. Busby.

MR. BUSBY
You’re awfully quiet. I’m used to 
you talking my leg off. Something 
upsetting you, boy?

CHAD
No, I was just thinking.

Mr. Busby spots the sailor and makes the connection.

MR. BUSBY
Ah, still wishing you could get out 
of Connecticut and see the world I 
s’pose? 

CHAD
Old Lyme is all I know. I’ve never 
been anywhere.

MR. BUSBY
Know just how you feel. I see 
people of all stripes riding the 
rails to who knows where, while I 
have never even left the county. 

Chad studies the front page of the newspaper and frowns. 

INSERT: It reads: “REBELS STARVE IN CUBAN CONCENTRATION 
CAMPS. SPAIN BREAKS PROMISES. ANGER MOUNTS IN U.S.”

CHAD
Seems worse today.

MR. BUSBY
Damned Spaniards! I’m smelling war.

Mr. Busby turns his attention to the train. The CONDUCTOR 
looks at his watch and bellows. 
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CONDUCTOR
All aboard!

A WOMAN carrying an INFANT, and a BUSINESS MAN in a topcoat 
boards the passenger train car. 

Chad hops down and unties Dame’s reins from the hitching 
post, but is distracted when he sees the sailor casually trot 
up the steps of the train, balancing a cup of coffee in one 
hand and a seabag in the other. 

He glances back at Chad and gives him a friendly nod and a 
wink. With envy, Chad studies Rob’s peacoat and flat sailor’s 
cap.

The whistle blows and the train’s wheels skid noisily on the 
rails. 

CHAD
Take it easy, Dame.

A cloud of smoke and cinders from the engine wafts down, 
causing the horse to pull free from Chad’s grip. She jerks 
back to avoid the fumes, knocking him to the ground at the 
same instant the train begins rolling. 

The surprised sailor sees the boy stumble and fall under the 
animal. Dropping his seabag and coffee on the platform he 
races over to retrieve the bucking horse’s reins. Dame whirls 
around, kicking him squarely on the ankle. 

Chad scrambles to his feet retrieving the reins, as the 
injured sailor tumbles backwards, grasping his leg.

CHAD (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, Mister. Dame has a wild 
streak. 

ROB
I don’t know anything about horses. 
Do you have her under control now?

The final car passes the station as the train picks up steam, 
blows its whistle and chugs away. Rob attempts to stand, but 
the pain in his ankle forces him to sit back down.

CHAD
You shouldn’t have jumped off, damn 
it! Now you’ve gone and missed your 
train. 

Rob is surprised at Chad’s reaction.
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ROB
I guess I’ll just have to ship out 
on the next one.

CHAD
The next one is not until Sunday 
noon.

ROB
You mean I am marooned? 

Chad helps the sailor get to his feet. With a cocked eyebrow, 
Rob glances around the nearly empty station then looks at the 
boy.

ROB (CONT’D)
Are you the only living inhabitant 
of this place?

CHAD
I’m afraid Old Lyme is just a stop 
on the railroad line.

ROB
Well then, can you point me in the 
direction of a barn or maybe a 
haystack I can curl up under? 

CHAD
There’s a tavern south of town that 
has rooms to rent. But I don’t 
think you’ll get very far on that 
leg.

ROB
I just need to walk it off. 

He stands and grimaces with pain. Frowns at the horse.

ROB (CONT’D)
Well, it’s never a good idea for a  
bluejacket to stay in a tavern 
anyway, especially this side of 
payday.

Chad looks over the hitch and harness and pats the nervous 
horse on the neck.

CHAD
Look Mister, sorry I shouted at you 
back there. I was angry at the 
horse, not you. It’s my fault you 
missed your train.
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ROB
Forget it. I saw you fall and I 
reacted.

CHAD
I only live about three miles down 
the road. Why can’t you stay with 
us and I’ll bring you back Sunday 
in time to catch the next train to 
New York?

Rob pauses to think about the offer.

CHAD (CONT’D)
My Aunt Emma has been baking pies 
all morning. You can sleep in my 
room in my cousin Jed’s featherbed 
and he can camp out on the couch. 
He’ll think it’s an adventure.

ROB
That settles it. But you didn’t 
have to sweeten the offer with pie. 
Where else do I have to go?

He extends his hand. Not used to shaking hands, Chad is slow 
to respond.

ROB (CONT’D)
Robert Dark, Signalman third class, 
U.S. Navy, but Rob will do. 

CHAD
Chadwick Harper. Nothing fancy 
after it, just Chad Harper... third 
class farm boy. 

Rob is unable put any weight on his injured leg, so Chad 
helps him climb into the sleigh. The horse twitches her tail 
restlessly and stamps her foot, giving him pause before he 
sits down.

ROB
Why do I think I’d be safer riding 
out a hurricane in a row boat than 
riding in this thing?

CHAD
Don’t worry. She’ll behave now.

(under his breath)
You’d better behave.
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Chad collects Rob’s seabag from the platform and tosses it 
into the back of the sleigh. He climbs into the driver’s seat 
and gives the reins a pop.

CHAD (CONT’D)
Let’s go home, Dame!

EXT. HARPER BARN - DUSK

A stoop-shouldered man, UNCLE ASHER, age 55, but appearing 
older than the weathered barn he is walking out of, waits for 
the sleigh with arms crossed, as the horse trots up the lane 
and comes to a stop. Chad avoids meeting eyes with him.

UNCLE ASHER
I hope you have a good reason for 
getting home so late. Jed got 
saddled with doing your chores 
again.

Jumping down from the sleigh.

CHAD
I’m sorry, Uncle Asher. I got the 
newspaper from Mr. Busby like you 
asked, but Dame acted up and....

UNCLE ASHER
Raced her, didn’t you boy?

Chad looks down at his boots, more angry at himself than 
embarrassed.

CHAD
Yes, sir.

UNCLE ASHER
I’ve told you time and time again 
not to get her all worked up in 
this cold. Now, get her into the 
barn and come to the house. Your 
aunt Em’ is waiting dinner. 

CHAD
It won’t happen again.

UNCLE ASHER
I’ll believe it when I see it. 
Sometimes you can be as reckless as 
your father, God rest his soul. 
Now, who is this you have with you?

ROB
I’m Rob Dark, sir.
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He puts his weight on Chad’s shoulder.

CHAD
Dame kicked him in the leg at the 
station.

UNCLE ASHER
Are you all right, son?

ROB
I don’t think the bone’s broken. 
But it sure does throb.

UNCLE ASHER
Now, Mr. Dark, Chad will bring your 
bag. Allow me to help you to the 
house, and we’ll see what we can do 
about that leg. You’re in luck. Doc 
Griffin is stopping by later.

Rob leans on Uncle Asher’s arm and limps into the farmhouse, 
while Chad unhitches the horse and heads for the barn, 
cursing under his breath.

INT. HARPER FARMHOUSE - NIGHT

Seated in a chair by the fire with his foot propped up on a 
stool, Rob’s ankle is being wrapped by a kindly white-haired 
man, DOC GRIFFIN, 70’s. AUNT EMMA, age 49, is in the kitchen, 
while Uncle Asher is reading the paper Chad brought home.

UNCLE ASHER
Thank’s for taking a look at our 
guest, Doc. 

DOC GRIFFIN
It’s my pleasure, Asher. Frankly, I 
am glad we finally have a real Navy 
man here to ask about this Cuba 
business.

AUNT EMMA
I certainly hope Chad hasn’t made 
you miss your ship.

ROB
No, Ma’am. I’ve time enough to get 
back. 

DOC GRIFFIN
Where are you headed?
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ROB
I report aboard ship at the 
Brooklyn Navy Yard, then we join 
the rest of the fleet in Florida.

CHAD
Florida?

ROB
We’re not there for the oranges.
I think they want us close to Cuba 
in case war should break out.

UNCLE ASHER
Do you know what type of vessel 
will you be on, Robert?

ROB
I have been assigned to a 
battleship, sir. The USS Maine.
She’s a real war wagon. Cannons 
from stem to stern.

Aunt Emma walks out of the kitchen carrying two plates of hot 
apple pie with cousin JED, age 9, freckled-face and sporting 
a cowlick, following close behind.

JED
Wow, I wish I was in the Navy on a 
battleship!

ROB
I’m not the commanding officer. I’m 
just a Signalman.

AUNT EMMA
Well, I’m sure a signal man, 
whatever that may be, is a very 
important job, Mr. Dark.

CHAD
Can you show us some of your Navy 
signals?

ROB
It’s called the Wigwag Code. 

Jed giggles.

ROB (CONT’D)
I know, funny name. Sure, I’ll be 
happy to show you, tomorrow. 
Tonight I think I will be asleep 
before my head even hits the 
pillow.
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Doc Griffin finishes wrapping up Rob’s leg. They each take a 
plate of apple pie from Aunt Emma.

Jed sits down at the end of Rob’s stool and begins stuffing 
pie in his mouth.

JED
With those muscles, I’ll bet you 
could whip those Spaniards! 

CHAD
Jed!

JED
(disappointed)

But you’d like to have a war 
wouldn’t you?

ROB
I’m no warhawk, kid. 

AUNT EMMA
Well, I for one, say we should 
settle our differences peacefully. 
Next thing you know Chad will be 
fretting to enlist.

UNCLE ASHER
Now Emma, you know as well as I, 
that Chad doesn’t have farming in 
his blood. It would do him good to 
strike out on his own and make his 
way in the world like Rob here. 

AUNT EMMA
I would much prefer he work with 
your cousin Gilbert in San 
Francisco than going off to fight 
in a war.

DOC GRIFFIN
War is a terrible thing. I was a 
young battlefield surgeon during 
the war between the states. Many 
good boys never made it home. 

Doc Griffin gets up, takes his medical bag and starts for the 
door. 
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DOC GRIFFIN (CONT’D)
Your leg isn’t broken young man. 
But I want you to be sure to keep 
it elevated. Try to stay off of 
your feet ‘til Sunday.

INT. HARPER FARMHOUSE - CHAD’S ROOM - MORNING

Sunshine streaming through the frosty window wakes Chad. He 
rolls out and sits on the edge of his bed, careful not to 
place his feet on the icy floor. Rob hears him and sits up.

CHAD
You don’t have to get up this 
early.  

ROB
Well, I can’t hold off any longer 
with those wonderful smells coming 
up from the galley. 

Rob starts to rise but Chad reaches out to stop him. 

CHAD
Remember what Doc Griffin said. 
Don’t put any weight on it. 

Rob rubs his black and blue leg.

ROB
It looks worse than it feels.

CHAD
I tell you what. After you dress, 
why don’t you ride down to the 
kitchen on my back?

Chad hands Rob his uniform and they begin to dress.

ROB
So are you going to do it?

CHAD
Do what?

ROB
Take your uncle’s advise and strike 
out on your own.

CHAD
He wants me to move to San 
Francisco and work in the Union 
Iron Works. 
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ROB
It sounds to me like you’re being 
pushed out of the nest.

CHAD
I’m not a farmer. Plus, this place 
will be Jed’s someday. I’m just the 
nephew.

ROB
Old Lyme doesn’t seem so bad. You 
could always get a job in town.

CHAD
It’s not that I mind a small town, 
but times are tough.

ROB
Where are your parents?

CHAD
They’re both dead. Killed when I 
was seven. My father crashed his 
carriage on the River Road.

ROB
Is that what your uncle meant when 
he said you were reckless?

Chad’s eyes well up with tears as he nods.

ROB (CONT’D)
Well, if it’s any consolation, my 
dad is a drunk and used to beat my 
mother and me senseless. I ran away 
and joined the Navy when she died 
and haven’t looked back.

(beat)
Hey, let’s get this show on the 
road.

Chad backs up to Rob’s bed. 

ROB (CONT’D)
I wish the boys on my last ship 
could see me now. Not even the 
captain gets carried down to 
breakfast. Though I’m sure he would 
have if he’d ever thought of it.
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INT. HARPER FARMHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Uncle Asher scoots his easy chair and stool into the kitchen 
next to the wood stove for Rob to sit in, making him the 
center of attention. 

Bacon and eggs are on the table, and Aunt Emma is cooking 
donuts as fast as she can drop them into a pan of deep fat. 
Chad rounds the corner with his passenger and carefully 
deposits him into the chair. 

Aunt Emma hands a saucer to Jed, who brings the first batch 
of donuts and a cup of coffee to Rob.

UNCLE ASHER
I thought you said you were a 
quartermaster and not the officer-
in-charge.

ROB
Comfortable cruising, Mr. Harper. 
Don’t worry, I’m going to put Chad 
to work. I was counting on a day to 
practice signalling. I want to look 
sharp when I get to my new ship. 

Aunt Emma takes a seat next to Uncle Asher and begins passing 
food around the table. 

JED
(mouth full)

I want to learn the 
Wigwag thing.

AUNT EMMA
Watch your manners, Jed. You know 
better than to talk with food in 
your mouth.

JED
Yes, Ma’am.

ROB
Sorry Jed, I want Chad to try. I 
tell you what you can do. You 
pretend to be the Admiral in 
charge. Just stand there, snort, 
huff and look wise.

Jed laughs.

CHAD
What do I do?
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ROB
Bring me a dish-rag that I can use 
for a signal flag. I’ll send 
messages and all you have to do is 
copy them down. 

CHAD
But won’t I have to know the Code?

ROB
You just have to know the 
difference between right and left. 
Whenever I swing the flag to the 
right, you write down number one. 
When I move it to the left, that’s 
a two. If I drop the flag down, 
that’s a number three. That’s it. 

CHAD
You mean you can send entire 
messages with just three motions?

ROB
It’s not so mysterious. See, there 
is a combination for each letter in 
the alphabet. 

Rob retrieves a card from his pocket and hands it to Chad.

ROB (CONT’D)
That’s the whole Wigwag Code in a 
nutshell. Now, suppose I had to 
send an important message to Aunt 
Emma. I’d do it like this.

Rob waves the towel at a very deliberate but rapid speed.  

AUNT EMMA
Good heavens! What did you say?

ROB
If Chad had received it, the answer 
would look like this.

Rob quickly jots down a series of numbers and passes the 
paper around the room.

ROB (CONT’D)
Now, Chad. Go to work and figure it 
out.

Chad studies the card and begins translating. Jed, looks over 
his shoulder and snickers.
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AUNT EMMA
What does it say?

CHAD
‘Sailor starving. Send emergency 
donut’.

Everyone laughs as Aunt Emma passes a donut across the table 
to Rob.

AUNT EMMA
If I knew Wigwag I would send back, 
‘Sailor likely to get stomach ache 
if emergency persists!’

ROB
(with his mouth full of 
donut)

This sailor will take a chance. 
Chad, ready to try receiving?

Chad nods and begins writing as Rob starts out slowly but 
then speeds up. 

ROB (CONT’D)
You’re doing fine. I think you’re a 
natural. The Navy can always use 
more signalmen, and I think you’d 
make a good one.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY

Chad and Rob sit in the sleigh waiting for the train. An 
elderly woman pushes her coffee cart out of the station and 
onto the platform near the tracks.

CHAD
You love the Navy don’t you?

ROB
Some of the guys chaw and want to 
get out, but I like life aboard 
ship.

CHAD
Even when it takes you far from 
your home?

ROB
Boston is where I was born but the 
Navy is my home.
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A train whistle blows in the distance and a few people gather 
on the platform. Some of them buy coffee.

ROB (CONT’D)
Let me tell you. There’s no one as 
free as a sailor.

CHAD
Is that why you’re so willing to 
help the Cubans win their freedom?

ROB
The Navy gave me my freedom. I 
suppose everyone’s entitled to be 
free.

CHAD
Even if it comes to war and being 
killed?

ROB
Look, I doubt I’ll get killed. I’ve 
got a sailor’s luck. 

The train pulls into the station, but this time Chad has 
snubbed Dame tightly to the hitching post.

ROB (CONT’D)
Don’t be so serious, farm-boy. 
You’ll find your way.

CHAD
Good luck!

ROB
Thanks. If you don’t mind, I think 
I’ll skip saying goodbye to your 
horse. I’m hoping to report aboard 
the Maine with two working ankles.

Chad helps Rob down from the sleigh and carries his seabag to 
the platform. The conductor pulls out his pocket watch.

CONDUCTOR
All aboard!

ROB
Keep practicing the Wigwag Code, 
Chad. I may need to signal you 
someday!
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Chad helps Rob onto the steps of the train and hands him his 
seabag. A CLOUD OF SMOKE obscures him as he enters.

CUT TO:

EXT. A STEEP MOUNTAINSIDE - DAY

A cloud of smoke billows from a locomotive as the train pulls 
up a steep mountainside.

INT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

A PORTER, 50’s, pulls back the curtain on a sleeping 
compartment. 

PORTER
Mornin’ Sir. You asked me to wake 
you when we reached the Rockies. 

Chad rolls over and rubs his eyes.

CHAD
Thank you, porter. I’ll be dressed 
in a minute.

PORTER
No need to hurry. There’s no 
shortage of mountains from here to 
the coast. Breakfast will be served 
in a few minutes in the dining car.

Chad notices the temperature change and pulls the blanket 
around him as he rises. While dressing, he backs up into the 
curtain across the aisle.

LT. WINSLOW (O.S.)
Ahoy there!

CHAD
Whoa! I’m sorry, mister. Did I hurt 
you?

LT. WINSLOW (O.S.)
You just stoved in my bow, that’s 
all.

Embarrassed, Chad turns three shades of red. He quickly 
finishes dressing in silence, and hurries forward.
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INT. DINING CAR - CONTINUOUS

Walking with difficulty in the swaying car, Chad follows a 
WAITER, 20’s, to his table. He is seated across from a fussy 
OLD GENTLEMAN, 60’s, with a walrus mustache.

OLD GENTLEMAN
Waiter, I would like a pot of 
coffee and I will have bacon, 
scrambled eggs, cottage-fried 
potatoes with a slice of toast and 
orange marmalade.

WAITER
Yes, sir, right away. 

(to Chad)
And for you?

CHAD
I’ll have the uh... bowl of oatmeal 
and a glass of milk please. 

WAITER
You should at least get a hot cup 
of coffee in you to greet the 
Rockies. It’s a fine morning.

The old gentleman checks the time on his pocket watch and 
then produces a vial of powdered soda from his vest. He pours 
it into a glass, half-filled with water, stirs and begins 
sipping it with a look on his face like he sucked on a lemon.

CHAD
Oatmeal will be fine. 

(whispering)
I have to be careful what I spend.

WAITER
Breakfast is coming right up, 
gentlemen.

The waiter looks at the old man and then turns to Chad and 
winks as he walks away. Chad notices the old man’s newspaper 
and the bold headline.

INSERT: It reads: “USS MAINE REACHES HAVANA!”

When Chad notices the man looking at him disapprovingly, he 
looks away. The waiter returns with a large silver tray and 
sets it on a stand. He serves Chad his oatmeal, then begins 
setting out the old man’s feast.
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WAITER (CONT’D)
(to the old gentleman)

I am glad you have yourself such a 
good appetite, Sir. When you came 
down the aisle this morning I 
thought you looked a mite pale. I 
said to myself, ‘that gentleman’s 
starting to feel the altitude a 
bit.

OLD GENTLEMAN
Feel the altitude? I hadn’t noticed 
the altitude.

WAITER
That’s good. Some folks get kinda’ 
dizzy and upset by it. But I can 
see it don’t bother you none, no 
sir.

The waiter fills the man’s coffee cup, places the pot on the 
table and walks away. The old man takes another sip of water 
and places one slice of bacon and a single fried potato slice 
on his plate. 

Chad devours his oatmeal as he watches the Rocky Mountains 
roll by out the window. The train enters a dark tunnel and 
when it emerges the waiter appears.

WAITER (CONT’D)
That’s right. We in the mountains 
now for sure, young man.

The old man picks nervously at his potato, as beads of sweat 
break out on his forehead. He prepares another glass of soda, 
and drinks it down quickly. He dabs his brow with his napkin, 
winds his watch, then raises his hand to signal the waiter.

OLD GENTLEMAN
Bill please.

The gentleman covers his food with a napkin and then walks 
hurriedly down the aisle and out of the dining car. The 
waiter turns to Chad.

WAITER
That old man didn’t hardly touch 
his food. You might as well eat it. 
Can’t take it back.

Chad looks suspiciously at the waiter as he walks away, but 
then he turns and motions for Chad to eat. He dives right in, 
and while eating he grabs the newspaper and eagerly reads the 
headline once more.
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CHAD
So Rob made it to Cuba. Amazing.

Chad leaves money on the table and exits the swaying car. 

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

SUPER: NORTH COAST OF CUBA

A white sloop, the INFANTE JUAN,  loaded down with fish is 
yawing while its skipper, CARLOS, 16, with the look of a 
veteran fisherman, struggles to secure a net. He scans the 
horizon, looking for something.

A dot appears on the horizon. Carlos quickly lowers the sail 
and watches as it takes shape as a small motorized fishing 
boat. It comes alongside and two men appear on deck and begin 
transferring boxes to the sloop.

As quickly as it arrived, the fishing boat speeds away and 
Carlos covers the stowed boxes with fish, then raises the 
sail and continues his journey.

INT. TRAIN OBSERVATION CAR - DAY 

Walking to the rear of the train and into the OBSERVATION 
CAR, Chad seats himself and lazily stares at the mountains 
rushing by. 

A man with bushy eyebrows, a thick mustache and a lantern 
jaw, LIEUTENANT WINSLOW, age 32, dressed in a starched white 
uniform with brass buttons, bands of gold lace at the cuffs, 
is smoking a pipe and reading a newspaper. 

LT. WINSLOW
New to the Rockies, son?

CHAD
Yes, sir. I’ve never seen anything 
like it.

LT. WINSLOW
(grinning)

Hold on. I know that voice. You’re 
the boy who stoved in my bow this 
morning.

CHAD
I’m afraid that was me.
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LT. WINSLOW
Report of my damage was greatly 
exaggerated.

CHAD
You’re a naval officer?

LT. WINSLOW
A mighty unhappy one, sorry to say.

CHAD
I thought I was the only unhappy 
soul on this train.

LT. WINSLOW
Let me guess. Hard times at home, 
‘go west, young man, go west’ to 
find your fortune. 

CHAD
Something like that. Minus the 
fortune part.

LT. WINSLOW
Belay being sad young man. I’ve 
been there too many times myself. 
In the end you just make yourself 
sick.

CHAD
What’s your trouble?

LT. WINSLOW 
You wouldn’t believe it, unless you 
were in the Navy. I’ve been ten 
years out of Annapolis, saluting 
Admirals, and taking ugly Captain’s 
daughters to tea socials, and at 
the first bloody scrap brewing 
since the Civil War, they send me 
sixteen thousand miles away!

CHAD
Sixteen thousand? Where are you 
headed, the North Pole? 

LT. WINSLOW
Might as well be. Seattle. 

CHAD
What’s it sixteen thousand miles 
from?
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LT. WINSLOW
Cuba.

CHAD
I’m not great at geography, but 
isn’t Cuba a lot closer to Seattle 
than sixteen thousand miles?

LT. WINSLOW
Not if you’re travelling by water. 
Battlewagons don’t have wheels, so 
we can’t go overland.

Lt. Winslow taps the ash from his pipe into an ashtray, pulls 
a pouch from his breast pocket and reloads the bowl.

CHAD
So, you’re reporting for duty 
aboard a battleship in the Pacific.

LT. WINSLOW
That’s right, the USS Oregon. She’s 
in Seattle, and that’s where she’ll 
stay. If war breaks out, she’ll be 
stuck protecting the west coast.

CHAD
Can’t she join the rest of the 
fleet in the Atlantic?

Winslow strikes a match on his shoe and lights his pipe.

LT. WINSLOW
It’s not possible. At least not 
without a ditch connecting the 
Atlantic and Pacific Oceans. 

He puffs on his pipe and blows a smoke ring.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
Never been done by a heavy ironclad 
like Oregon. Besides, I don’t think 
the war will wait.

CHAD
Maybe you’re in luck. The newspaper 
says the USS Maine is making a 
friendly visit to Cuba. That 
doesn’t sound like war is starting.

LT. WINSLOW
Friendly? The Maine has landed 
right in the center of a damned 
revolution. 
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CHAD
I have a Quartermaster friend on 
the Maine.

LT. WINSLOW
For his sake, I hope it doesn’t 
come to war.

(beat)
Where are you headed, young man?

CHAD
San Francisco. My Uncle’s cousin is 
getting me work in a factory. 

Lt. Winslow holds out his hand and stands up.

LT. WINSLOW
I suppose I will go eat breakfast 
now. Name’s Winslow, Lieutenant 
Arthur Winslow, Art to my friends. 
What’s yours?

CHAD
I’m Chad Harper, sir. From Old 
Lyme, Connecticut.

LT. WINSLOW
Well, you’ve got a lot of guts for 
someone your age, travelling all 
the way across the country, Chad 
from Old Lyme. The Navy could use a 
hard worker like you. Good luck and 
belay that homesickness. 

Lt. Winslow smiles, picks up his white cap and leaves the 
Observation Car.

END FLASHBACK

CUT TO:

INT. MADRE LEONA’S HOUSE - DAY

Rob Dark, heavily bearded and tanned, awakens in a cold 
sweat. He views himself in the mirror on the opposite wall 
and is shocked to see his yellowed skin, whiskers and sunken 
eyes. Weakly he lays back down on the bed.

His burnt and tattered Navy uniform is hanging on a hook on 
the back of the door. He looks down at the clothes and finds 
he is wearing wide pantaloons and a loose, open shirt.

The room’s only furnishings, are a water stand, a cracked 
mirror and a crucifix on the wall. 
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Peering out the window he sees palm trees and sandy cliffs by 
the shore and a fishing net drying over a wooden boat. The 
house appears to be on an isolated stretch of the Cuban 
coast. 

ROB
Madre Leona!

He doesn’t seem to know why he yelled that.

MADRE LEONA, 40’s, enters the room and begins to cool him 
down with a damp rag while speaking Spanish to MARCELLO, a 
Cuban PRIEST, 30’s, with a curious scar on his cheek.

ROB (CONT’D)
What the hell happened?

MARCELLO
You are among friends. 

Rob tries again to talk but his voice cracks. Madre Leona 
hands him a gourd vessel and he sips some water.

MARCELLO (CONT’D)
You are stronger now, senor?

ROB
My name is Rob Dark. Who rescued 
me?

MARCELLO
Carlos plucked you from the sea. He 
was fishing and spotted your raft. 
You are from the battleship Maine, 
no doubt.

Rob spots a machete and a revolver hanging from the young 
priest’s belt.

MARCELLO (CONT’D)
No, I am not a priest, as you have 
discovered. Nor shall I conceal the 
danger of your situation. 

ROB
Who in the hell are you people? 

MARCELLO 
My name is Marcello. Hidden in this 
cove is a station from which we 
distribute arms to the Cuban 
rebels. 
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ROB
Where do they come from? The 
weapons, I mean. 

MARCELLO
Our friends from the States run 
them in to us. A most dangerous 
game.

ROB
That makes my situation...

MARCELLO
Perilous. Only this morning a 
gunboat nosed into our little cove. 

ROB
What will you do? Sounds like they 
mean business.

MARCELLO
Carlos must deliver our current 
arms shipment before they return.

ROB
I can’t remain here. I am badly in 
your way.

MARCELLO
Unfortunately, yes, you are in 
danger. If you remain here they 
will accuse you of being an 
American filibusterer and will not 
hesitate to shoot you.

ROB
I must get back to my ship, or 
whatever is left of her. Hand me my 
uniform.

MARCELLO
Your clothing is ruined. Do not 
fear. We have no thought of 
abandoning you. 

ROB
It’s not that I am ungrateful. I 
want to thank you for....

MARCELLO
You need not worry. We are 
patriots, not ordinary smugglers. 

(MORE)
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We regard Yankees as friends of 
Cuba Libre. We know there are many 
who will join us in our fight.

ROB
Cuba Libre, what is that?

MARCELLO
It means, free Cuba. It the battle 
cry of all true Cubans.

Marcello stands and points to the open window.

MARCELLO (CONT’D)
Our plan is to send you out with 
Carlos tonight.

ROB
The coast looks deserted. Where are 
we now?

MARCELLO
We are about one hundred and fifty 
miles east of Havana. 

ROB
One hundred fifty miles! Look, 
Marcello, I’ve got to get back to 
Havana. Otherwise the Navy will 
think I am dead!

MARCELLO
You can do nothing about that now. 
You are fortunate you were not lost 
at sea. 

ROB
I’m sorry. It’s not as if I am 
ungrateful. Please thank Carlos for 
me.

MARCELLO
You may thank him yourself. It is 
he who will transport you in his 
boat and slip through the cayos. 

ROB
You really believe the Americans 
will join your fight?  

MARCELLO
I may not be a real priest, but 
that does not mean I do not have, 
faith.

MARCELLO (CONT'D)
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The Priest and Carlos head for the door, but Marcello turns 
around. Madre Leona rubs Rob’s legs and chest with a yellow 
stain. She greases his hair back and with a pin, attaches a 
long queue, made from her own hair.

MARCELLO (CONT’D)
Madre Leona has made you ready for 
your trip. You may not be pleased 
with your costume, but I assure 
you, it is quite necessary.

ROB
Costume?

MARCELLO
Yes, you will be disguised as a 
Chinese cook. The Spanish soldiers 
do not speak Chinese. 

Marcello inspects Rob’s Chinese disguise.

MARCELLO (CONT’D)
This will do nicely. If questioned, 
make gibberish sounds. They will 
not suspect you.

ROB
How will I make it to the boat, I 
am barely able to walk, and how 
will I communicate with Carlos?

MARCELLO
You must not worry.

Marcello directs him to lie down. To Rob’s surprise, Carlos 
and Marcello lift his bed out the window, and carry it down 
to the waiting boat, the Infante Juan. Madre Leona kisses him 
tenderly on the cheek and buttons his shirt up to his collar.

MADRE LEONA
Adios, Roberto.

ROB
Thank you, Madre Leona. Muchos 
gracias.

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - CONTINUOUS

The men place him in the sloop’s small cabin and Madre Leona 
hands him a bag of fruit. The boat is loaded with fish, 
tunny, robalo, Spanish sardines and mangua. 

Rob notices rifle butts sticking out from under the pile of 
fish. 
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Marcello casts off the line, giving the boat a shove out into 
the cove.

MARCELLO
Buena suarte, Roberto. Good luck.

EXT. UNION IRON WORKS - DAY

SUPER: SAN FRANCISCO

It is a dark and rainy day as a NEWSPAPER BOY, 10, on the 
corner at the top of the hill shouts the headlines. 

NEWSPAPER BOY
Remember the Maine! Remember the 
Maine! Spaniards hold funeral in 
Cuba for fallen sailors! Read all 
about it! Newspaper, Mister?

Chad Harper passes by the corner without stopping and makes 
it a point not to look at the boy. With fists clenched, he 
storms down the hill to the UNION IRON WORKS. 

Ruddy-faced RUFE DALEY, 16, wearing a pair of greasy pants 
with holes in the knees, grabs the paper and catches up with 
Chad.

RUFE
Did you see it? 

CHAD
Did I see what?

RUFE
Navy investigators sent a diver 
down to the bottom of Havana 
Harbor. They say the Spaniards 
planted a submarine mine. 

CHAD
(sarcastically)

Terrific.

RUFE
Don’t you care who blows up our 
ships? Being angry won’t bring your 
friend back, Chad. He’s dead.

Chad stops to face Rufe.
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CHAD
Quartermaster Robert Dark is 
officially listed as, ‘missing’, 
not dead! 

RUFE
Well, I bought a paper from that 
kid if you want to read about it. 
There’s a story at the bottom of 
the page about the battleship 
Oregon being here, oh, and a list 
of the dead. 

They continue walking down the hill to the shipyard.

RUFE (CONT’D)
Just make sure you watch out for 
old man Mason. He’s been looking 
for a reason to jump you. Isn’t he 
supposed to be your uncle?

CHAD
Cousin. 

(beat)
Can you do me a favor, Rufe, and 
stop talking until we get to work?

Rufe shrugs.

Chad and Rufe reach the factory and both don their gloves and 
begin stacking iron girders. Chad stops and picks up Rufe’s 
newspaper from the bench and walks to the gate. 

CHAD (CONT’D)
Can I have this?

RUFE
Sure. Hey, corn cob, where d’ya 
think you’re goin’? I can’t stack 
these by myself you know! What do I 
tell Mr. Mason?

CHAD
Tell him I had some very important 
business to attend to and that I 
won’t be back.

Chad removes his gloves, picks up the paper and walks out of 
the yard, while Rufe stands with his mouth agape.
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EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

Under sail, Carlos’ sloop moves rapidly on the water and is 
soon out to sea, heading east. He points out the distant 
islands.

CARLOS
Los cayos: Santa Maria, Cuco, 
Romano, Guajaba, Sabinal.

Rob shrugs his shoulders and eats some of Madre Leona’s fruit 
as they sail farther out to sea. 

EXT. A HILL OVERLOOKING SAN FRANCISCO BAY - DAY

Walking out of the iron works and up a steep hill, Chad finds 
a small deserted park and sits down on a bench. The sun 
breaks through the clouds. 

CHAD
Well, Lieutenant Winslow said the 
Navy could use somebody like me. 

Chad looks longingly down on San Francisco Bay. Dozens of 
ships of all varieties are moored at the long wharfs across 
from Alcatraz Island, including several Navy ships. 

He pulls out the paper and reads about the attack on the 
Maine. Depositing the paper on the bench, he stands and walks 
down the hill.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

Fishing boats enter and leave the bay as Chad approaches the 
water. He can see it now. It is the biggest ship on the 
wharf. The USS OREGON, white, majestic and gleaming in the 
sunshine. 

Chad stands at a distance admiring the lines of the new 
battleship, the mast with its two-tiered conning tower, the 
turrets with their enormous cannons, the sharp prow with its 
battering ram and Union shield. 

A collier is tied outboard the big ship, as sailors pass 
canvas bags of coal up to the Oregon’s deck.  

LT. WINSLOW
Coal is the life-blood of the ship. 
It’s what keeps her heart pumping.

Chad recognizes the voice, quickly turns around and sees 
Lieutenant Winslow ambling up the pier. His face lights up.
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CHAD
Lieutenant Winslow!

LT. WINSLOW
Well, if it isn’t the boy who 
stoved in my bow on the train. 

CHAD
Chad Harper, sir. I read about the 
Oregon in the newspaper and I 
decided to come find you.

LT. WINSLOW
Are you ready to sign up? We could 
use a few more raw recruits, that 
is if you don’t mind getting a 
little dirty.

Chad notices the black hands and faces of the crew passing 
coal up to the ship.

CHAD
If I know one thing, I know how to 
work.

LT. WINSLOW
I’ve no doubt about that. The 
question is, ‘are you ready to go 
to work for your Uncle Sam’?

CHAD
Yes, sir! I’m serious. After the 
Maine was bombed, and my friend 
Rob, a signalman....

LT. WINSLOW
We lost a lot of good boys that 
day.

CHAD
He’s not dead, sir. He is 
officially listed as missing. 

LT. WINSLOW
Well, follow me, Harper. I will 
introduce you to our ship’s writer. 
He’ll get you signed up, that is 
once we send a telegram and obtain 
your family’s permission. 

CHAD
I’m sure Uncle Asher will allow me 
to join. He was happy to see me go 
when I moved here.
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LT. WINSLOW
You arrived just in time. Another 
day and you would have missed us. A 
few more tons of coal and we’ll be 
ready to get underway. 

CHAD
I’m ready, Lieutenant.

LT. WINSLOW
If you have any business ashore, 
take care of it today, because once 
you are on board, you won’t be 
allowed liberty until your uniforms 
are paid for.

CHAD
Aye, aye.

Chad follows the lieutenant up the gangway and onto the ship.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

SUPER: “MARCH 19, 1898”

A crowd of onlookers gathers on the pier to watch USS Oregon 
get underway. Chad and his new shipmate JOHNNY SPIERS, 16, 
are scrubbing the gray coal dust from the white 
superstructure on the bow. 

A tug lines up beside the Oregon, ready to guide her into the 
bay. Seagulls circle overhead, waiting for fish to bubble up 
from the churning propellers. 

CAPT. CLARK
Cast off all lines!

Bo’sun’s Mate CHIEF MURPHY directs the men on shore.

CHIEF MURPHY
Cast off all lines!

Black smoke belches from the funnels as the ship’s engines 
begin to rumble and the deck shakes violently. Chad looks up 
and sees CAPTAIN CLARK, 40’s, shouting orders from the 
bridge.

CAPT. CLARK
All engines slow ahead.

Steam and black smoke billow from the ship’s funnels as the 
tug pulls the big ship out into the bay.
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Chief Murphy walks up to where Chad and Johnny are working on 
the superstructure.

CHIEF MURPHY
Avast men! Stow your swabs and 
pails, get cleaned up and back up 
here on deck in the uniform of the 
day.

INT. USS OREGON - CONTINUOUS

Chad races with the others down the ladder to the crew’s 
berthing deck. The man above Chad steps on his fingers, but 
he ignores it. 

CHAD
C’mon Johnny! Get cleaned up. I 
don’t want to miss sailing through 
the Golden Gate Strait.

They strip off their dirty dungarees, place them in a black 
bag and quickly dress in their service whites with jumpers, 
pants, and caps. 

EXT. USS OREGON - CONTINUOUS

When they step outside, the big white ship is turning 
majestically in a slow circle. 

CHAD
Why are we spinning around? Are we 
going back?

JOHNNY
They’re swinging the ship to check 
out the magnetic compasses. 

The hills of California fall away as the USS Oregon heads out 
to sea. The clubhouse atmosphere dissipates as Chief Murphy 
lines up the crew.  

CHIEF MURPHY
On the double! Dress right! Look 
sharp! Deck crew and navigation 
present and accounted for.

CHIEF MILLIGAN
Engineering and all other crew 
present and accounted for.
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LT. WINSLOW
Listen up, men. Captain Clark has 
something to say.

CAPT. CLARK
From Assistant Secretary of the 
Navy, Theodore Roosevelt, USS 
Oregon is hereby ordered to proceed 
at once to sea. Of our present 
destination, I shall say only that 
it is first, South America.

The crew breaks into spontaneous cheering. As Oregon begins 
to dip and rise, white spray shooting up from the bow. The 
big ship rolls, catching the motion of the sea and causing 
several of the new recruits to wobble.

CAPT. CLARK (CONT’D)
Crew dismissed.

CHIEF MURPHY
Crew dismissed! Turn to!

Captain Clark returns to the bridge. Chad and Johnny wait for 
the crowd to thin out and address Lieutenant Winslow.

CHAD
Where are we headed, Lieutenant?

LT. WINSLOW
Our destination is supposed to be a 
secret, but every jack tar sailor 
worth his salt knows where we are 
going. 

CHAD
Cuba.

LT. WINSLOW
This will be the longest emergency 
run of any ship in history. Nothing 
with this weight of armor has ever 
tried to go so far, so fast.

JOHNNY
What will we be doing?

LT. WINSLOW
The Navy has to control the seas 
until the Army gets prepared to 
fight the Spaniards. 

CHAD
I can’t wait to see these big gun’s 
blazing away.
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LT. WINSLOW
Harper, you’re a husky lad. I’ll 
drill you for projectileman on one 
of the six-inch guns, and Spiers, 
you can join him. 

CHAD
We’ll be ready, sir.

MONTAGE - USS OREGON - DAY

-- Chad and Johnny drill on gun battery.

-- Coal stokers shovel coal in the sweltering hot engine 
room.

-- Lieutenant Winslow instructs Chad in navigation.

-- The Oregon plows through heavy seas.

-- Chad, Johnny and the other rookies endure the equator 
initiation ceremony. They get their heads shaved and have to 
kiss King Neptune’s (Chief Murphy’s) greased belly.

END MONTAGE

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

CARLOS
Roberto!

He looks up to see a GUNBOAT with a Spanish flag two hundred 
yards off the port beam, hull down and coming right for them. 

Carlos quickly loads two of the Mauser rifles and hides them 
under the pile of fish. 

Rob lights a kerosene stove and begins cooking some salt 
pork. He guts a fish and tosses it into the pan, making a 
smoking mess. 

The gunboat fires one shot that splashes harmlessly ahead of 
the sloop, and Rob watches Carlos lazily haul down the sail 
as the Spaniards come along side. 

Carlos hands papers to an officer on the boat and says a few 
words MOS.

As the Spaniard scrutinizes the papers, Rob spots the butt of 
a rifle sticking out from under the fish. He casually grabs a 
tunny and cuts off the head and tail, throwing them on the 
gun, along with the entrails of the fish.

43.



GUNBOAT OFFICER
(disgusted)

Chino!

ROB
Shantung, Ningpo Chefoo. Hangchow 
wuhu.

Carlos shrugs his shoulders and laughs. The officer hands the 
papers back and then holds his nose. 

He casually raises the sail and directs the sloop away from 
the gunboat. When the threat is gone, Carlos pulls the rudder 
over and tacks in the opposite direction.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

SUPER: “CALLAO, PERU”

Oregon drops anchor. Chad follows Lieutenant Winslow down 
into the steam launch and it casts off for shore.

CHAD
Thanks for allowing me to come 
ashore with you, Mr. Winslow.

LT. WINSLOW
I figured you wouldn’t mind 
stretching your legs after more 
than a week at sea. 

CHAD
Well I haven’t gotten seasick like 
some of the boys.  

LT. WINSLOW
Look down. We’re right over a 
sunken Incan city.

Chad peers over the side.

CHAD
How did that happen?

LT. WINSLOW
I read that one hundred and fifty 
years ago a series of earthquakes 
set off an eighty-foot tidal wave, 
and the entire town sank under the 
sea.
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The BOAT COXSWAIN ties up the small boat at a rickety pier 
and Lt. Winslow and Chad disembark.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
We need to ride to Lima, the 
capital to the telegraph office. 
It’s about seven miles east.  

Lt. Winslow hands several coins to a native DRIVER in a blue 
buggy with red, painted wheels. 

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
Lima, por favor.

They climb into the buggy and the driver snaps the reins. The 
old brown horse plods along at a snail’s pace. Muddy and only 
partially paved, the buggy bounces and rattles its way to the 
capital city. 

They arrive in front of the telegraph office and Lt. Winslow 
and Chad hop down. 

CHAD
What would you like me to do, sir?

LT. WINSLOW
I’m going to be a while, so why 
don’t you go to the cathedral 
across the plaza and see the tomb 
of Pizzaro. It’s quite interesting.

Chad nods and waits by the buggy enjoying the sunshine as Lt. 
Winslow enters the building. 

A horse and rider stops in front of the cathedral and sits 
staring at Chad. He is a dark INCAN MAN, 30’s, wearing a 
colorful serape, cane sandals, and smoking a thin cigar. 

Chad tries to ignore him, but as he crosses the tiled plaza 
and steps into the cathedral, the man extinguishes his cigar 
and follows him inside. 

Trying to appear uninterested, Chad walks up the aisle and 
peers into several of the adjacent chapels. 

Three robed WOMEN at the front of the church kneel and pray 
before a row of candles. He finds the Tomb of Pizzaro and 
studies it, trying not to notice the Incan stranger shuffling 
up behind him. 

Finally, the man approaches and utters something in Spanish.

CHAD
I’m sorry. I don’t speak Spanish.
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INCAN MAN
Pizzaro, he have a fine tomb.

Chad nods in agreement.

INCAN MAN (CONT’D)
Pizzaro not discover Peru. My 
people discover Peru. Pizzaro bad 
conquistador. Cruel to Incas. 

The Incan man spits on the ground.

INCAN MAN (CONT’D)
You sailor from great battleship?

CHAD
Yes.

INCAN MAN
(whispering)

You get back to ship quick. There 
is great trouble here.

CHAD
What trouble?

INCAN MAN
Spaniards, they make plan. Blow up 
your battleship like they blow up 
Maine in Cuba. You go now. Tell El 
Capitan.

The stranger walks quickly up an aisle and exits through a 
side door. 

CHAD
Wait a minute! Hold on.

Chad runs out of the cathedral but the enigmatic Incan man is 
nowhere in sight. He quickly crosses the plaza dodging a 
carriage and a mule as he races across the street. 

Waving, he gets Lt. Winslow’s attention through the window 
and he stops what he’s doing and comes outside. 

LT. WINSLOW
What is it, Harper?

CHAD
(out of breath)

An Incan man in the church. He 
warned me that the Spaniards plan 
to blow up Oregon.
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LT. WINSLOW
Holy mackerel! Okay, it may be 
nothing, but we’ll take no chances. 
Let’s get back to the ship, fast. 
You drive. You know horses.

Chad jumps into the carriage driver’s seat, shoves the driver 
over, and takes the reins. Lt. Winslow clamors up into the 
buggy and Chad cracks the whip. The previously lazy horse 
springs to life.

The buggy flies out of the city and off the paved road, 
bouncing by a herd of mules carrying large bottles of Pisco 
brandy. 

As they race by the startled MULETEERS, a bottle of the 
brandy falls into the buggy. The driver is so frightened he 
gets down on his knees and begins to pray loudly in Spanish.

Chad cracks the whip and urges the horse down the muddy road. 
Rounding a tight curve the vehicle lifts up on two wheels and 
lands with a thud, as they come screeching to a halt on the 
pier. 

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

Lt. Winslow and Chad run to the waiting steam launch and 
return to the anchored ship. Captain Clark is on the 
quarterdeck when they arrive.

CAPT. CLARK
What’s the trouble, men?

LT. WINSLOW
Landsman Harper here received a 
threat from a local. An Incan man 
warned the Oregon will be blown up 
like the Maine.

The skipper’s face goes white. A no-nonsense Marine Commander 
CAPT. DICKENS, 30’s, standing next to the captain, comes to 
attention.

CAPT. CLARK
Captain Dickens, I want you to 
immediately double all guard posts 
and man the fighting tops. Nobody 
leaves the ship except for official 
business. 

LT. WINSLOW
Another bit of troubling news came 
in this cable, Sir. 
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He hands the telegram to the captain.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
The Navy Department has received 
word that a Spanish torpedo boat 
has been spotted in Montevideo, 
Chile, sir.

CAPT. CLARK
You didn’t actually think that 
Spain would throw out the red 
carpet for us, did you, Lt. 
Winslow? If that torpedo boat tries 
to nose in here and surprise us,  
we will shoot first and find out if 
war has been declared, later.

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - NIGHT

Sailing by moonlight, Carlos steers the sloop into a small 
cove and under the barnacle-covered pilings of a tall pier. 

He secures the craft and digs through a bag on the bow. 
Pulling out an arm-load of straw, Carlos climbs up on the 
dock and trots towards a large wooden warehouse. In moments, 
the building is engulfed in smoke and flames. 

He jumps into the sloop from the top of the pier and quickly 
hoists the sail. Startled at what the young man has done, Rob 
starts to speak, but ducks down when he hears the shouts of 
voices on land, followed by two gunshots in the darkness.

The Infante Juan rapidly moves out of range. Laughing 
heartily, Carlos steers the little boat back out to sea while 
Rob watches the shadows of men on shore attempting to 
extinguish the growing blaze.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

Rob is curled up asleep in the bottom of the beached boat, 
but is jarred awake by the sound of a gunshot, sending macaws 
and parakeets screeching and scolding from their trees in the 
jungle. 

Long-legged, long-necked trumpeters fly gawkily into the air 
and a few blue plumaged birds run along the ground under the 
palms of a sandy white island. 

Carlos proudly emerges from the jungle with wild pigeons for 
their breakfast. Rob builds a fire and Carlos begins plucking 
the birds.
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CARLOS
Quieres a comer?

Rob doesn’t understand. Carlos rubs his stomach.

CARLOS (CONT’D)
Tienes hombre?

ROB
Hungry, sure. I am plenty hungry.

Rob finds a stick and begins drawing a crude map of Cuba in 
the sand.

ROB (CONT’D)
How far?

Carlos holds up three fingers.

CARLOS
Nuevitas, tres dias.

ROB
(to himself)

Three days to Nuevitas, if no more 
gunboat trouble, that is, and no 
more warehouse fires.

Rob begins cooking the bird meat on sticks over the fire.

ROB (CONT’D)
You are one crazy Cuban, Carlos. 
You’re loco, you know that? You 
could have gotten us killed back 
there.

CARLOS
(delighted)

Loco? Si, Carlos soy loco.

ROB
At least warn me next time if you 
decide to burn down any more sugar 
plantations.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

SUPER: “THE STRAITS OF MAGELLAN, CHILE, SOUTH AMERICA”

The weather is cold and a strong wind is blowing against the 
Oregon as it claws it’s way toward the three hundred mile 
channel that separates the Pacific and the Atlantic Oceans.
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Riding high from lack of coal and pitching deeply on long 
swells, white water splashes over the bow and sprays up and 
over the gun turrets. 

Chad follows Lieutenant Winslow up the ladder to the 
charthouse. Both men, dressed in foul weather gear, fight the 
wind against the hatch.

INT. USS OREGON - CONTINUOUS

CHAD
Thanks for inviting me up to see 
the chart, Sir. I knew you wouldn’t 
forget.

LT. WINSLOW
The old tars say not to have passed 
through the Strait of Magellan is 
not to be a sailor.

CHAD
I guess that makes today my lucky 
day. I get to cross two oceans on 
my first trip.

LT. WINSLOW
Well Harper, all the great 
explorers have been here. Ferdinand 
Magellan, Drake. Now, you and I 
will go through on Oregon and make 
history as the first modern 
battleship to round the Horn. What 
would your family think of that?

CHAD
The Navy is my family now.

LT. WINSLOW
What about your aunt and uncle? I’m 
sure they would be proud.

CHAD
I think they were glad to see me 
go. 

LT. WINSLOW
I’m sure it’s not like that at all. 
If you worked half as hard on the 
farm as you have on Oregon, how 
could they not be proud of you?
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CHAD
It’s not that I don’t love my aunt 
and uncle, but when my folks died, 
they got stuck with me. Never did 
fit in. At least now I fit in 
somewhere.

LT. WINSLOW
Well, Harper, the Navy is lucky to 
have you.

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

SUPER: ”LOS CAYOS, CUBA’S NORTH COAST”

Carlos turns the tiller over to Rob, who expertly maneuvers 
the little craft through the maze of islands. He steers them 
back out to sea past a lazy manatee, sunning at the mouth of 
the cove where they cooked breakfast. 

As the sunlight fades from the sky, Rob spots the outline of 
a ship on the horizon. It’s the gunboat, heading right 
towards them. 

Carlos seems panicked but Rob calms him down.

ROB
Wet the sails and I will move the 
guns and trim the boat to get a few 
more knots out of her. 

At Rob’s direction Carlos splashes water on the sails. 

Rob takes the tiller and Carlos guides him into a sheltered 
lagoon and up a fresh water stream. 

They drop sail under the shelter of a mango tree, disturbing 
immense bats, that flap away noisily. 

Unable to enter the shallow water, the gunboat, steams back 
and forth at the mouth of the lagoon, trying to lure them 
out, until finally giving up and dropping anchor.

ROB (CONT’D)
It’s too shallow for them. I’m not 
for sitting here while they figure 
a way to get us. 

Carlos smiles and begins fussing with the guns in the bow. He 
returns with two loaded rifles and Rob nods.
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ROB (CONT’D)
I hope we won’t be needing these. 
I’ve got an idea.

LATER

Rob and Carlos can see the light on the gunboat in the 
distance and occasionally hear laughter.

ROB
Here we go, Carlos. We’ll go right 
at them, then veer off and they’ll 
never see a thing. Keep your head 
down.

In the dark of night, Rob carefully sails the sloop out of 
the stream and into the lagoon, pointing the bow directly at 
the gunboat. 

Just as he is ready to throw the tiller over, with a look of 
glee, Carlos begins shooting with one of the rifles. 

ROB (CONT’D)
What in the hell are you doing?

Rob turns the Infante Juan barely in time to miss the anchor 
chain as all hell breaks loose on the gunboat. Lights are 
extinguished and they hear frantic shouting and the six-
pounder gun firing in the wrong direction. 

By the time the Spaniards spot the Infante Juan, the sailboat 
is well away from the area and is running before the wind. 

A shot is fired and a splash lands in the water somewhere 
behind them. 

Rob listens for the growling of the ship’s engine and when it 
gets closer he lowers the sail. 

ROB (CONT’D)
(whispering)

Now, lay down on the deck, Carlos. 
Damn you.

In the dark, starless night, the gunboat churns past a couple 
of hundred yards to windward. 

CARLOS
Lo siento, Roberto.

ROB
Sorry? Your crazy ass nearly got us 
killed!
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CARLOS
Si, Roberto hay loco.

Rob tacks the boat back the way they came and they make their 
way through the little chain of islands, this time hugging 
the shore.

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. INFANTE JUAN - DAY

The mountains of Sierra de las Cubitas tower in front of them 
as Carlos steers the sloop gracefully into a marshy inlet 
next to a rickety gray shed. 

He hops off the boat, ties it to a rusty cleat on the dock 
and begins off-loading the hidden crates of rifles with a 
group of rough-looking young men. 

A distinguished aristocrat, VINCENTE VELASQUEZ, 40’s, greets 
Carlos, then leaves him and approaches Rob.

VINCENTE 
Allow me to introduce myself. I am 
Don Vincente Velasquez. Carlos has 
explained your unfortunate 
situation. 

ROB
I don’t think I gave Marcello and 
Madre Leona many options. Their 
hideout has been compromised.

VINCENTE 
You are not to blame. The gunboats 
are stepping up their patrols. It 
was only a matter of time.

ROB
If you can provide a map and some 
provisions, I would like to go 
while I still have daylight.

VINCENTE 
We have decided it is best if you 
accompany me to my home at 
Camaguey, on the main highway to 
Santiago. 

ROB
Isn’t that deeper into Cuba? 
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VINCENTE 
There, we shall find some means to 
return you to your comrades.

ROB
I suppose that means I’m at your 
mercy.

Rob leaves the boat and finds Carlos, who is by now, holding 
one of the rifles in his hands and discussing its loading 
procedure with some of the men on shore, MOS.

ROB (CONT’D)
This is it, shipmate.

Carlos shakes Rob’s hand and touches his shoulder.

CARLOS
(welling up)

Buena suarte, Roberto. 

Rob smiles and pats him on the back.

ROB
Adios, and stay out of trouble, you 
crazy Cuban.

EXT. VELASQUEZ VILLA - DAY

SUPER: “CAMAGUEY, CUBA”

Rob and Don Vincente exit a trolley being pulled by mules and 
enter the gates to a magnificent estate. Rows of palms and 
colorful flowers line each side of the path to the house.

VINCENTE 
Camaguey is known as the city of 
plains and palms.

ROB
It’s very beautiful. 

VINCENTE 
My ancestor founded this city over 
four hundred years ago. Do you 
wonder that we Cubans believe we 
are old enough to govern ourselves?

INT. VELASQUEZ VILLA - CONTINUOUS

As they enter the mansion Rob looks embarrassed at his fish-
stained pantaloons and shirt. 
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A SERVANT leads him to a spacious bedroom richly furnished in 
Cuban rosewood. Don Vincente returns with an armful of 
clothing.

VINCENTE
My son’s. He is away with the 
Insurgentes now. He is about your 
age and size. I think you can find 
something here to wear. Manuel will 
prepare a bath for you.

ROB
I could sure use one. I’ve taken on 
the distinct aroma of the Infante 
Juan. 

LATER

Rob exits the bath and puts on the fine white linen shirt, a 
velvet jacket brocaded with flowers, tightly fitted waist 
high trousers faced with silver, and patent leather shoes 
with silver buckles, attire fit for a prince.

Returning to the drawing room, he finds Don Vincente 
handsomely attired and his pretty daughter, SENORITA 
ISABELLA, 23, dressed in Cuban aristocratic style.

Rob is instantly taken aback by Isabella’s dark eyes and 
classic beauty.

VINCENTE 
May I present my daughter La 
Senorita Isabella. I am afraid my 
wife passed on eleven years ago.

Rob kisses her hand. She blushes. A knock at the door 
startles everyone and MANUEL rushes in and speaks to Don 
Vincente in a whisper. 

VINCENTE (CONT’D)
I had hoped to keep you here until 
you have regained your strength, 
but it is not to be.

ROB
What’s happened?

VINCENTE 
I have just received official word. 
Your country has declared war on 
Spain.

ROB
Good!
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VINCENTE 
Good for Cuba, but dangerous for 
you, Roberto. Now, you are most 
definitely not safe here. Camaguey 
is a garrison city. With war 
declared, Spanish troops will soon 
be pouring in. 

ROB
I’ll have to make my way on foot to 
the rebel camps. I’m a sailor. I 
can read a compass.

VINCENTE 
You do not know the terrain. It 
would be a foolish venture to 
attempt the journey alone. 

ROB
How will I get there then?

VINCENTE VELASQUEZ
On the plains outside the city, I 
own what we Cubans call a portrero, 
a cattle ranch. From there we send 
our remaining herds to feed the 
insurgentes in the mountains. A 
group of boys will be driving some 
steers to General Gomez and his 
troops tomorrow afternoon. You will 
ride with them. 

ROB
Me, ride a horse?

(sarcastically)
Horses... Wonderful. 

Manuel departs and Don Vincente escorts the group to the 
dining room where dinner is waiting on an expansive table. 

VINCENTE 
Our first difficulty is getting you 
to my portrero. It is much easier 
to enter Camaguey than it is to get 
out.

Isabella leans over and whispers into her father’s ear.

VINCENTE (CONT’D)
I think my daughter Isabella has 
solved this problem. 

She smiles shyly at Rob and he gives her a wink.
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VINCENTE (CONT’D)
You see it is necessary for me to 
go to the portrero to organize the 
expedition. Isabella suggests that 
she accompany us.

ROB
Accompany us? Look, I will not do 
anything that puts your family in 
danger.

VINCENTE 
That is very noble gesture, but we 
are already in danger, but not 
because of you. 

A SERVANT enters the dining room and begins bringing in hot 
dishes. She begins serving, starting with Rob.

VINCENTE (CONT’D)
Our sympathies for the rebels are 
well known throughout the province. 
It is only through God’s grace and 
my wealth that has kept us out of 
the reconcentrados.

ROB
A recons....

VINCENTE 
Reconcentrados are the 
concentration camps that Spain has 
used to starve and control the 
Cuban people. Your presence here 
has only forced us to act while 
there is still time.

ROB
We can’t just waltz right out the 
gate and stroll down the avenue 
without attracting attention.

VINCENTE 
It is no uncommon thing for us to 
move as a family from our estate in 
the city to our house in the 
country. The Spaniards are afraid 
to venture out from the cities for 
fear of ambush. If we all go 
together as a household, the move 
will not arouse suspicion, 
especially if we carry out a plan 
which Isabella has also invented.
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ROB
But won’t I stand out?

VINCENTE 
No more than you did as a Chinese 
cook. Do not worry, Roberto. You 
will serve as a rider on our coach. 
You do not look unlike my son 
Miguel.

EXT. VELASQUEZ VILLA - NIGHT

Leaning up against the iron rail surrounding his patio, Rob 
looks up at the full moon in the sky. Suddenly, a window on 
the second story swings open. Isabella, with her long black 
hair falling over her shoulders, leans over the sill.

ISABELLA
It is nice see you.

ROB
So, you do speak English.

ISABELLA
Entiendo un poco, Ingles. 

ROB
Poco. That means a little. I 
suppose some is better than none.

ISABELLA
You help, Cuba libre?

ROB
That’s right, and thank you for 
your ideas. Gracias Senorita. 
Driving cattle to your General will 
help me get back to my ship.

Rob gestures and makes the sound of waves.

ROB (CONT’D)
My boat. 

(to himself)
That is if there’s one to come back 
to.

(to her)
I’m a sailor.

He salutes and she giggles and salutes back.

ROB (CONT’D)
You’ve got it.
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ISABELLA
Tomorrow, we ride Portrero.

ROB
We ride tomorrow, si. 

Rob rubs his ankle.

ROB (CONT’D)
Thanks for reminding me.

ISABELLA
We sleep now. Buenas noches, Rob.

ROB
Good night, Isabella.

EXT. VELASQUEZ VILLA - DAY

Dressed in ill-fitting coachman clothing with a high, 
irritating collar, Rob walks out to the patio where Isabella 
is directing SERVANTS to carry big wicker baskets out of the 
house. 

Horses, mules and three volantes,
(two-wheeled carriages 
drawn by three horses 
harnessed abreast).

Don Vincente takes his place in the first volante. 

In the second volante, Isabella sits down next to her 
servant. 

Behind the volantes are three two-wheeled carts, piled high 
with baggage and being pulled by six MULES in single file. At 
the rear of the procession, the DOMESTIC SERVANTS ride in a 
cart of their own. 

A COACHMAN mounts the first volante’s lead horse. 

Rob nervously climbs up on the second volante’s third horse, 
looks back and smiles at Isabella as another rider climbs 
aboard the lead horse. 

Just before the procession starts, the girl hops down and 
runs back into the house, returning with two pieces of cotton 
batting and hands them up to Rob. She points to his ears.

ROB
I get it. You want me to pretend I 
have a bad earache in case someone 
tries to speak with me. Good idea, 
Isabella.
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He reaches down and squeezes her hand and she smiles.

ISABELLA
Be safe.

The parade of volantes and carts is off and moving at a 
surprisingly fast speed through the crooked streets of 
Camaguey. 

They pass an ancient Spanish church and several ornate 
buildings, which seem to be government offices. Spanish 
officials look on in destain.

The city comes to an abrupt end at a little river. The group 
crosses a wide bridge and the coachman, 20’s, points at the 
road, a dusty path alongside a stone wall.

COACHMAN
El Camino Real de Cuba.

ROB
The Royal Road. Cuba’s royalty must 
not mind a bumpy ride.

The coachman, not understanding English, shrugs. Ahead of 
them Rob sees a military outpost with sentry boxes on each 
side of the road guarded by a small contingent of suspicious 
looking SPANISH SOLDIERS lounging beside a guardhouse. 

Rob becomes somewhat nervous at the sight of the soldiers. 
Suddenly and to his surprise, the coachman turns Isabella’s 
volante to the left and parks beneath the shade of a grove of 
palm and coconut trees. 

The other vehicles follow suit and the servants jump down and 
begin setting up an elaborate picnic lunch on the ground. 

As they begin to eat, Don Vincente waves his hand at the 
soldiers. 

VINCENTE VELASQUEZ
Come, join us.

The hungry men scramble in mass to the lavish spread. 
Suspicious looks from the young men change into smiles of 
welcome. 

Rob remains at a discreet distance from the soldiers and only 
once is tapped on the shoulder by one of them. He feigns 
deafness and points to his ears. The soldier nods 
sympathetically then turns away. 
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A servant offers him cheese to distract his attention away 
from Rob. 

DISSOLVE TO:

At the conclusion of the impromptu banquet, the soldiers help 
the servants pack the baskets and load the carts. They are 
all smiles as the caravan continues on its way. 

CUT TO:

EXT. VELASQUEZ PORTRERO - DAY

It is afternoon when they reach a pleasant hacienda, set in a  
grove in the midst of a great plain. Instantly upon their 
arrival at the ranch, preparations are made for the departure 
of the volunteers. 

Rob helps Don Vincente unload and distribute rifles to the 
group of eight young COWBOYS. He hands Rob a well-worn map of 
Cuba.

VINCENTE VELASQUEZ
You will find General Gomez near 
Bayamo. My son Miguel is with them 
and will aid you further.

ROB
Thank you for all you have done to 
help me. You know, when I was on 
the Maine I didn’t care a bit about 
Cuba, and never once asked what you 
are fighting for. 

VINCENTE 
My friend, the poet Jose Marti once 
said, “Life on earth is hand-to-
hand mortal combat, between the law 
of love and the law of hate. You 
must fight to stay on the side of 
love or it will be taken from you.” 
You see, Roberto, freedom is the 
highest expression of love. 

(beat)
This bloodshed will be over one 
day. Perhaps then you will make us 
a happier visit.

He slips a small leather pouch into Rob’s pocket.

ROB
What’s this?
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VINCENTE 
It is for you. Please do not open 
it until you have gone some 
distance from here.

Isabella plucks a rose from the arbor near the hacienda, 
touches it to her lips, and places it in Rob’s hands, holding 
them together. 

ROB
I wish I had more time to get to 
know you, Isabella.

ISABELLA
Good-bye, Rob. Be safe.

ROB
Perhaps we will meet again.

He begins to bend down to kiss her hand, but changes his mind 
and with Yankee brashness, kisses her full on the mouth, much 
to the delight of the Cuban cowboys.

VINCENTE 
You will make your way, Roberto. I 
have no fear of that. 

The COWBOY LEADER wheels his horse around and gives it a 
kick.

COWBOY LEADER
Vamanos!

ROB
Adios Isabella. Cuba libre!

Mounting a burly horse, Rob gives a wave and joins the 
cowboys, already galloping across the countryside. Rob’s spry 
horse spins around twice before finally settling down and 
following the others.

Watching the young horsemen and learning how to round up 
cattle as they travel, Rob is beginning to look more 
comfortable in the saddle.

ROB (CONT’D)
If only Chad Harper could see me 
riding this beast now.

EXT. USS OREGON - NIGHT
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SUPER: “TAMAR ISLAND, CHILE, SOUTH AMERICA”

Rain mixed with sleet begins to fall as the gun crew loads 
the main batteries and lays out bags of powder and ammunition 
on the deck. 

LT. WINSLOW
(to Chad)

We’re arming just in case that 
Spanish torpedo boat spotted in 
Chile is in the neighborhood. 

Lt. Winslow and Chad watch as Chief Bo'sun's Mate MURPHY and 
the deck crew adjusts the tackle on the fo’c’sle, and removes 
lashings from the three anchors. 

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
We drop the port bower first. We’ve 
used it least, so there’s less 
chance that any links will be weak. 

Chad takes his place next to the boatswain on the port bow 
and picks up the sledgehammer used to hit the stopper and let 
go the anchor. 

Lt. Winslow peers through the fog with his binoculars.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
That messes us up plenty.

CHAD
What’s the matter?

LT. WINSLOW
There are two sealers anchored in 
that little harbor. That means no 
swinging room for Oregon. We’ll 
have to find anchorage on the reef 
outside.

CHAD
How do you know how much chain to 
let out?

LT. WINSLOW
That’s the danger. The chain could 
run all the way out and we’d lose 
the hook on the reef. Not to 
mention someone could get killed in 
the process.

CHAD
Killed? By an anchor chain?
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LT. WINSLOW
The bitter end of the chain would 
fly wild and probably take out a 
chunk of the bow and anyone 
standing nearby.

CHAD
How can you tell how much chain has 
come out of the chain locker?

LT. WINSLOW
We paint the shackles with 
different colors so as the chain 
flies by we can see when we’re 
getting close. If you see yellow 
links fly by, you get the hell out 
of there.

The ship comes into position and Lt. Winslow stands next to 
the brakeman. From the bridge deck a searchlight is pointed 
at the wildcat to illuminate the colored links of chain. 

Captain Clark calls down the funnel from the bridge deck. 

CAPT. CLARK
Anchor detail, stand ready!

Chad takes the sledgehammer and at a cue from the Chief he 
loosens the last chain stopper on the port anchor. The 
brakeman releases the windless and begins backing the chain 
out slow. A red shackle passes by as the links clank 
violently on the wooden deck.

CHIEF MURPHY
Twenty fathom!

LT. WINSLOW
Let go the anchor!

The wildcat whirs with the downward plunge of the chain and 
creates a cloud of rust. A white shackle flies by.

CHIEF MURPHY
Thirty-five fathom!

Chad tenses as he watches a blue shackle appear at the mouth 
of the hawse pipe.

CHIEF MURPHY (CONT’D)
Fifty fathom!

The chain drops faster. Red shackle.

CHIEF MURPHY (CONT’D)
Sixty-five fathom!
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Oregon’s deck trembles as another white shackle appears.

CHIEF MURPHY (CONT’D)
Eighty fathom!

As the chain plummets Chad looks nervously at Lt. Winslow.

CHIEF MURPHY (CONT’D)
Red! One hundred and ten fathom!

LT. WINSLOW
Brake her at a hundred twenty-five!

Men on the bow dive back to safer positions behind a cowling. 
A white shackle flashes under the searchlight and the 
brakeman brings his brakes taut. 

The sound of tearing metal nearly drowns out the chief bo’sun 
as he struggles to make his voice heard over the din.

CHIEF MURPHY
The port bower holds!

The Oregon’s bow dips from the weight and then levels out. 
The windlass begins taking up some lengths of chain.

LT. WINSLOW
(Calmly)

Let the anchor veer at ninety 
fathom, Chief. Prepare to back out 
the starboard bower.

Winslow turns and winks at Chad, who lets out the breath he 
was holding.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
That last hundred feet of chain had 
me a bit worried. Just a sailor’s 
luck, the hook took hold on the 
reef. 

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

Dense trees block the herd’s path, forcing the cowboys to go 
around. As the sun sets, the leader drives the cattle to a 
stream at the base of a semi-circle of short trees. 

They build a huge campfire and begin singing songs. 

As Rob lays down to sleep, he remembers the leather pouch Don 
Vincente gave to him and opens it. 
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It is filled with gold coins wrapped in a tiny Cuban flag. He 
holds it up in the firelight and studies it.

ROB
Cuba Libre.

EXT. MANZANILLO ROAD - DAY

After a breathless gallop across the open plains of Camaguey, 
Rob and the cowboys pass through ravines and woods, dark with 
mahogany and cedar. 

As they near the seacoast, they pass through an abandoned 
town with burned out houses, cut-down orchards and gardens 
that have recently been plowed under.

Struggling through a mangrove swamp, the boys drive the cows 
to the edge of a wide dirt road. Rob checks the map Don 
Vincente gave him. 

The boys move cautiously as they approach the road. The 
Cowboy Leader stops Rob and points.

COWBOY LEADER
El camino Manzanillo. Spaniards.

ROB
Okay. We had better be careful.

They drive the cattle safely across and follow a path by a 
stream leading deeper into the jungle. 

Rob spots a lookout tower on the bare knoll of a hill. The 
boys are confronted by a CUBAN REBEL, 20.

CUBAN REBEL
Alto!

They bring their horses to a halt.

CUBAN REBEL (CONT’D)
Quien va?

COWBOY LEADER
Cuba Libre!

CUBAN REBEL
Avanzo uno! 

The Cowboy Leader advances alone. Armed hungry-eyed rebel 
scouts emerge from the forest and take charge of the scrawny 
cattle, while an adjutant leads Rob to a hut of palms in the 
shade of banana leaves. 
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Inside, he finds GENERAL GOMEZ, 60’s, whose bronze complexion 
and features appear to be more Mayan than Cuban. Although his 
bearing is military, he wears no devices revealing his rank.

GENERAL GOMEZ
You are the sailor from the 
battleship? 

ROB
That’s right. 

GENERAL GOMEZ
I am General Gomez. I must know if 
your United States Navy is planning 
a blockade of the Cuban coast.  

ROB
I couldn’t tell you. I have been 
separated from my shipmates in 
Havana since the bombing. 

GENERAL GOMEZ
Every time we win a victory, Spain 
sends fresh troops. Your Navy must 
keep them out.

ROB
I am trying to make connection with 
somebody who can help me get back 
to my ship. Don Vincente says such 
people may be in your camp, 
including his son, Miguel.

GENERAL GOMEZ
Miguel Velasquez is fighting. As 
for you, you have no more ship. It 
was completely destroyed and sits 
rusting on the bottom of Havana 
Harbor. 

ROB
My God! Are you certain?

GENERAL GOMEZ
More than two hundred of your 
comrades were killed that day.

ROB
I can’t believe it.

GENERAL GOMEZ
I am sorry to deliver such bad 
news. Now, to your situation. 

(MORE)
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Perhaps you can join with 
Lieutenant Rowan of the United 
States Army at Bayamo. My agents 
tell me that he has secretly landed 
on our coast. 

ROB
I guess it’s clear where I will be 
heading, then. Gracias, General.

GENERAL GOMEZ
I suppose I do not have to tell you 
that you are in great danger of 
capture. The Spaniards will not 
hesitate to shoot a Yankee spy.

ROB
I am not a spy.

GENERAL GOMEZ
Maybe you are not a spy, but in 
your travels you have seen many 
things. You smuggled guns and you 
are an associate of Don Vincente. 
That makes you as guilty as we are. 
In any event, you may stay and 
fight with us, if you please.

ROB
No offense General, but I would 
rather take my chances. I must get 
back to my people.

GENERAL GOMEZ
Then all that I can say to you is, 
Good luck.

EXT. JUNGLE TRAIL - DAY

Rob and his companions are back on the trail, unhindered by 
the cattle. They skirt the high peaks of the mountains on 
their sturdy horses. 

Darkness begins to fall when gunfire erupts and Rob sees the 
Cowboy Leader wheel his horse and dart into the thick woods. 
The group of riders separate and dash to cover. 

A bullet rips the leather of his saddle. The next shot hits 
his horse and it falls to the ground in a heap. Rob vaults 
over his saddle and notices the animal is shot through the 
head.  

GENERAL GOMEZ (CONT'D)
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Crawling on the ground until he scrambles high enough for the 
foliage to hide him. The sound of galloping horses grows 
louder, so he climbs higher, swinging from tree to tree. 

Darkness falls and he climbs down to the forest floor and 
cautiously makes his way back to his dead horse.

Retrieving a blanket and his rifle from its scabbard he 
presses deeper into the woods until he finds a mossy spot 
behind a large log to curl up and sleep. 

EXT. MANZANILLO ROAD - DAY

The first rays of sunshine break through the tops of the 
royal pinon trees, waking him. Rob stands and startles a 
group of bright green parrots who scold him as they fly away. 

Continuing on his way, he stops to drink from the stem of a 
vine. At the road from Manzanillo to Bayamo, he travels in 
the shadow of the trees, following it’s course. 

Just as he advances to a turn in the highway he looks up to 
see the dead body of a youth hanging by the neck from the 
limb of an over-arching tree. It is the cowboy leader. 

Watching for enemies, Rob climbs the tree, cuts him down and 
drags the body into the forest. As he digs the cowboy a 
grave, an OLD MAN and YOUNG BOY silently and mysteriously 
emerge from the jungle to help him. 

Following the burial, the old man and boy disappear without 
speaking a word, back into the jungle as quickly as they 
appeared. 

Remembering he has a Cuban flag in his pouch, impales it on a 
stick above the grave. 

Looking up, Rob sees the barrel of a rifle pointed at his 
head, from a distance of not more than twenty paces. 

Flinging himself to the ground, he rolls to one side, then 
jumps behind a tree while simultaneously shouldering his 
rifle. Adrenaline kicks in. 

Instinctively he fires his rifle and hits a SPANISH TROOPER, 
age 30, on the first shot. He hears the man cry out followed 
by two shots over his head. 

Rob drops back into the woods and kneels down to reload, when 
the thump of a rifle butt hits him in the back and he is 
knocked to the ground, his face in the mud. 
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Two SPANISH SOLDIERS grab his shoulders and a third, his 
legs, carrying him to the edge of the Manzanillo Road, where 
the trooper Rob wounded is angrily nursing his bleeding leg. 

Standing up, the injured man brandishes a coil of rope as the 
other men tie Rob’s hands behind his back and shove him to a 
spot beneath the limb where he found the dead cowboy. 

Far in the distance a large cloud of dust from a troop of 
horsemen appears and slows without stopping. A CORPORAL, 20, 
of the patrol shouts something to the soldiers as he passes. 

Leaving the wounded trooper behind to guard Rob, the rest of 
the soldiers go east on the road with the horsemen. When the 
column approaches, he sees men marching in disarray, mingled 
with mule carts and horse-drawn volantes filled with wounded 
men. 

His captor hails one of the carts and a tired-looking SPANISH 
OFFICER, 30’s, orders Rob and the wounded man to get in. They 
toss him to the wagon bed, while the wounded trooper is 
lifted in more carefully. 

At every jolt the wounded man, still holding the rope over 
his arm, clinches his fists and curses at Rob. 

SPANISH OFFICER
Yankee? 

Rob nods.

SPANISH OFFICER (CONT’D)
(laughing)

Your comrade there wants me to hang 
you, but I have decided instead to 
take you in alive. My return will 
not be so humiliating with a 
prisoner to show for my pains.

ROB
You lost a battle?

SPANISH OFFICER
Bayamo has fallen into the hands of 
the rebels, yes. We know the 
Yankees were behind the attack.

Rob looks up and smiles proudly.

EXT./INT. - MANZANILLO - NIGHT

They bump their way into the town of Manzanillo at dusk and 
Rob, hands still tied behind his back, is unloaded from the 
wagon.
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A SPANISH GUARD appears and cuts the bands tying his hands 
and replaces them with iron shackles, locking them in front. 

The guard says something to the Spanish Officer, then prods 
Rob through the turns of the streets with the tip of his 
bayonet, laughing sadistically each time he jumps. They cross 
a spacious military plaza, then walk down the muddy streets 
to the waterfront. 

He sees several long piers leading into the shallow water. At 
the entrance to one of them he receives a final painful jab 
from the bayonet and is walked down to a small coastal 
steamer. 

He is pushed into the bilge of the boat as it heads out to 
sea. Rob sits up and as his eyes adjust to the darkness he 
sees another prisoner, ALVAREZ, 40’s, a friendly face with 
the exception of his smile, revealing several missing and 
rotten teeth.

ALVAREZ
Santiago de Cuba.

ROB
Here?

ALVAREZ
No. This is Manzanillo. They take 
us across the water to Santiago. It 
is where the Spanish Army will make 
a stand against the rebel forces.

The guard smacks Rob in the head with the butt of his rifle 
and he falls down, unconscious.

SPANISH GUARD
Silencio!

ALVAREZ
I do not believe he will make much 
noise now, with his face in the 
bilges.

The guard starts to swing his rifle at Rob, but the motion of 
the boat knocks him off his feet and he sits down hard, 
giving his one conscious prisoner an evil stare.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

Chad walks up to the fo’c’sle and runs into Lieutenant 
Winslow, who is watching a fully rigged Clipper ship on the 
Oregon’s starboard beam. The windjammer has all sails set and 
is headed in the opposite direction. 
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LT. WINSLOW
She’s a handsome sight. Makes me 
wonder what an old-timer like 
Captain Clark feels about a modern 
steam battleship like Oregon. He 
was raised on the old sailing ships 
like that one.

CHAD
The Oregon is beautiful too, in her 
own way.

LT. WINSLOW
Good man, a modern man-of-warsman.

CHAD
You like being at sea, don’t you, 
Lieutenant?

LT. WINSLOW
You can’t be a chaw, grumbling 
every time the seas get rough. 
You’ve got to learn to make the 
most of each day, no matter what.

Winslow produces a pipe and a pouch from his coat, loads it 
and lights it.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
Did you ever stop to think, this 
entire complicated ship exists for 
the one moment when those big guns 
fire, and we either smash Spain’s 
navy or wind up dead?

CHAD
(solemnly)

That’s fine by me.

LT. WINSLOW
Hold on there, sailor. What’s 
eating at you? 

CHAD
I’m sorry, Lieutenant. I was just 
thinking about Rob Dark.

LT. WINSLOW
Schoolmate or family member?
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CHAD
Neither. He is the signalman on the 
Maine that inspired me to join the 
Navy. 

LT. WINSLOW
That’s right. You spoke of him 
before.

CHAD
We met by accident. My horse kicked 
him in the ankle at the train 
station and he came to stay with 
us. Although he wasn’t there long, 
he seemed more like a brother to 
me.

LT. WINSLOW
And this Rob Dark died on the 
Maine.

CHAD
The list called him missing and 
presumed dead.

LT. WINSLOW
Presumed dead usually means dead.

CHAD
A man can hope can’t he? I never 
thought I would follow him into the 
Navy, but I wasn’t any happier in 
San Francisco than I was at home, 
so when the Maine was blown up I 
joined the Navy. 

LT. WINSLOW
To get back at Spain for killing 
your friend.

CHAD
You know, at first I really didn’t 
like him. I was acting like a 
jealous kid because he was getting 
the attention of my  family. He 
represents everything I wanted to 
be, sure of himself, happy, 
travelling around the world. 

(laughing)
He even taught me the Wigwag Code. 
So when he was gone, I...
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LT. WINSLOW
You decided to take up where he 
left off. Something like relieving 
the watch aboard a ship. Is that 
it?

CHAD
Yes, sir.

LT. WINSLOW
Look, you have a sharp brain in 
that head of yours, Harper. Those 
problems you worked out on the 
azimuth were correct. If I could 
get you some Navy schooling on a 
shore base, would you like that?

CHAD
You mean after the war?

LT. WINSLOW
The Navy will be sailing the seas 
for a long time, lots longer than 
the war. Steady men are wanted in 
peacetime too.

CHAD
I think I would like that. 

LT. WINSLOW
Now, belay that sadness. Remember 
what I told you on the train. Belly-
aching does you no good.

EXT. SANTIAGO HARBOR - DAY

A sweeping aerial view of the rugged Sierra Maestra Mountains 
leading down to pristine white sandy beaches surrounding the 
historic city of SANTIAGO DE CUBA. 

EL MORRO CASTLE guards the entrance to SANTIAGO HARBOR which 
at the moment is filled with Spanish Navy ships of various 
sizes as well as a few small fishing boats.

Rob wakes up on the deck of the boat.

ROB
Where are we?

Rob sits up and rubs his eyes.

ALVAREZ
Bienvenidos, mi amigo! Welcome to 
Santiago de Cuba. 

(MORE)
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I hope you enjoy your stay in the 
prison of our most hospitable city. 
It is the best we can do on such 
short notice.

Rob rubs the wound on the back of his head and examines 
sticky fingers.

ROB
How long was I out?

ALVAREZ
You slept like the dead all the way 
here. 

ROB
You certainly are a cheerful devil. 
What are you in here for?

ALVAREZ
The authorities do not like my 
chosen profession. I am accused of 
being a smuggler and a thief. 

ROB
Can’t you prove your innocence?

ALVAREZ
No, because I am one. Something 
like Robin Hood. 

ROB
So you take from the rich and give 
to the poor.

ALVAREZ
I take from the Spanish and give to 
Cuba, a most worthy cause.

ROB
You’re part of the Insurgents.

ALVAREZ
Perhaps not in any official 
capacity. But I do what I can. What 
about you? You do not look much 
like a criminal.

ROB
I’m not. I am an American sailor. 

ALVAREZ (CONT'D)
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ALVAREZ
I am Alvarez a native of this city. 
Although I learned to speak English 
and sharpen my smuggling skills as 
a young man in New York City during 
Cuba’s ten year revolution. 

ROB
I’m Rob, from Boston, 
Massachusetts. I have never stolen 
a thing.

ALVAREZ
What is your offense?

ROB
Look, you probably wouldn’t believe 
me if I told you. Even I am having 
a hard time believing it.

ALVAREZ
You might as well tell me. We could 
be here for a very long time.

Alvarez props his feet up.

ROB
My ship was blown up in Havana 
Harbor. Sabotage by the Spaniards.

Rob pulls himself up and looks out at Santiago Harbor. 

ALVAREZ
Ah, so you say you are from the 
battleship Maine. That is difficult 
to believe. I am told over two 
hundred sixty men were lost that 
day.

ROB
I guess was one of the lucky ones. 
And to think, I nearly missed 
sailing on the Maine all because of 
a crazy horse.

Alvarez points at the fleet of black ships in the harbor.

ALVAREZ
I am sorry to have to tell you 
this. It is humiliating news. It 
seems Admiral Cervera has managed 
to slip by the U.S. Fleet in the 
night. 
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ROB
Don’t worry. Our ships will find 
him.

A lively BAND on shore strikes up.

ALVAREZ
Santiago de Cuba is the most secret 
harbor in the world. The entrance 
is surrounded by very high hills, 
and is as tight as a virgin. 

ROB
Cuba is an island. There is no 
place for Cervera to go.

ALVAREZ
It is lucky for you that Admiral 
Cervera’s fleet has arrived. You 
will be treated as a prisoner of 
war and not a common criminal.

ROB
Where are we headed?

ALVAREZ
Do you see that castle on that 
rock?

ROB
That crumbling old ruin?

ALVAREZ
It is called El Morro. The Spanish 
use it as a prison.

ROB
It looks like the fort in Havana 
Harbor.

ALVAREZ
They are twins. Both are known as 
El Morro.

As they cross the small harbor the boat passes very close to 
Admiral Cervera’s anchored fleet.

ALVAREZ (CONT’D)
(delivered like a cynical 
tour guide)

That is the Cristobal Colon, the 
finest and fastest cruiser in the 
Spanish fleet. She was to be armed 
with the biggest guns. 

(MORE)
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But it seems they left them behind 
in Espana. The Almirante Oquendo, 
the Vizcaya, and the Infanta Maria 
Teresa, Admiral Cervera’s flagship, 
are fast cruisers, handsome ships 
all, would you agree? Those two 
sleek ones over there are Furor and 
Pluton, torpedo boat destroyers, 
both newly commissioned and ready 
for a fight.

The steam launch ties up at a rickety pier below El Morro. 
Rob stares up at the crumbling walls of the ancient 
structure. Alvarez continues his tour of the harbor.

ROB
For a smuggler you sure seem to 
know a lot about the Spanish fleet. 
Are you sure that’s is your only 
profession?

ALVAREZ
I am a man of many talents.

Alvarez continues his tour.

ALVAREZ (CONT’D)
At your right, you see the powerful 
Estrella Battery with its fantastic 
arsenal. It is the pride of Spain 
and a symbol of its military 
strength.

Rob looks up at the abandoned old fort with its wooden doors 
hanging open and nothing inside. 

The prisoners disembark and are marched up the pier to a 
steep, rocky path. The somber guards prod them onward. At a 
curve in the path Rob halts suddenly. Directly at his feet is 
a large, lazy IGUANA.

ALVAREZ (CONT’D)
Aha! It is the dragon which guards 
the castle. Pass by him and you 
will be able to rescue the lovely 
princess who languishes in the 
dungeon.

ROB
I’ll pass up the princess for an 
opportunity to get out of here. Do 
you think I could make a break for 
it?

ALVAREZ (CONT’D)

78.



ALVAREZ
Not without getting a half a dozen 
bullets in your ass. You should 
wait for a safer moment. I am 
counting on escaping myself. The 
guards here are mere boys, young 
and careless.

The iguana scuttles off the trail into a patch of white 
spider lilies. 

The winded prisoners arrive at a flat terrace just below the 
seaward face of El Morro. It had been designed for gun 
mounts, but no batteries can be seen. The powder magazines, 
caves cut into the solid rock cliff, are completely empty. 

The only sign of military activity is a group of boyish-
looking soldiers who are playing a game with rusty iron 
cannon balls. 

ROB
Where are the guns?

ALVAREZ
Let me tell you a military secret. 
There are none. This castle is like 
Spanish rule in Cuba, crumbling 
away.

ROB
Then I don’t suppose our Navy or 
Army will bother with it. I was 
hoping for a rescue.

ALVAREZ
It would be a curious thing if your 
fleet should arrive and attack 
Admiral Cervera right under these 
walls. This castle was the first 
big stronghold of Spain in the New 
World. You would put an end to her 
empire at the very spot where it 
all began.

The prisoners climb the remaining steps and enter through a 
doorway in the foundation. Inside, their commitment papers 
are handed over to a thin officer in a natty brown uniform. 

Rob and Alvarez are marched down a dark corridor to their 
waiting cell, and are unceremoniously locked inside.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY
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SUPER: “RIO DE JANEIRO, MAY 11, 1898”

The Oregon arrives at the entrance of RIO DE JANEIRO’S 
harbor. A small PILOT BOAT races out to greet them but 
Captain Clark ignores it and steams right past the mooring 
buoy dropping anchor at a remote section of the harbor. 

A SECOND BOAT, bearing the flag of the United States Consul 
pulls up alongside the Oregon and the CONSUL is escorted 
aboard. 

Chad and Johnny are standing on the main deck watching as the 
government official meets Captain Clark on the starboard 
quarterdeck. They can see from the look on his face and the 
faces of the officers around him that something has happened. 

Captain Clark turns to the Boatswain’s Mate who immediately 
pipes the crew to quarters. The fantail of the Oregon fills 
with seamen and marines lining up in rows, including the 
ship’s band. 

CAPT. CLARK
(to the crew)

Men, I have just received a cable 
from the Navy Department. As of 
April 22nd, 1898, the United States 
has been at war with the nation of 
Spain. A Spanish squadron has put 
to sea and may attempt to intercept 
us. 

(sarcastically)
But we have not raced all the way 
from Seattle just to hide. If we 
meet Admiral Cervera and the 
Spanish Fleet, we will fight him 
with all guns blazing!

Before he can finish the crew lets out a cheer and begins 
tossing their caps into the air.

CAPT. CLARK (CONT’D)
More good news. Admiral Dewey, with 
the Asiatic Fleet has won a great 
victory over the Spanish fleet at 
Manila Bay.

OREGON CREWMAN
Three cheers for Admiral Dewey!

THE OREGON CREW
Huzzah! Huzzah! Huzzah!

Johnny boosts Chad up onto the after gun turret and he 
shouts.
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CHAD
Remember the Maine!

THE OREGON CREW
Remember the Maine!

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

The crew of Oregon is hanging over the side from a dozen 
boatswain’s chairs, painting the white battleship Navy gray. 
Chad and Johnny are carrying paint cans forward on the main 
deck. 

Chief Boatswain’s Mate Murphy is smoking a cigarette and 
leaning over the rail giving orders to the CARPENTER’S MATES. 

Chad and Johnny continue forward where Gunner’s Mate JOHN 
FELCHER, 23, is leading the deck crew painting the 6” gun 
turret on the port side.

FELSHER
Now that this fine lady is putting 
on her war paint, that means we’ll 
soon be firing these guns.

CHAD
I’ll be ready.

FELSHER
I want the gun crews sleeping by 
their guns tonight.

CHAD
If the whole Spanish squadron is 
waiting, what will we do then?

FELSHER
We run away.

JOHNNY
Run away? You mean we came all the 
way around the Horn just to run 
away?

FELSHER
It’s a strategy used by the Romans. 
When you are a single ship being 
pursued by a squadron, we put the 
steam on and run away until the 
enemy ships are drawn into a single 
line. Then, we use our aft cannons 
to face them down one ship at a 
time.
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INT. EL MORRO PRISON - DAY

SUPER: “EL MORRO PRISON, SANTIAGO, CUBA

Rob’s cell is walled in by thick squares of masonry and 
lighted only by a small slit through the stone wall that 
serves as his window. 

On the wall are a series of caricatures, scratched in by a 
previous occupant of the cell. The only furnishings are a 
single stone bench attached to the wall, and a crude opening 
overhanging the moat below that serves as a toilet. 

His view through the slit is of the lighthouse and the 
barracks, high enough up that he can look down on the Spanish 
squadron anchored in the harbor. Picking up a sharp piece of 
stone Rob scratches an eleventh hash mark on the wall. 

Suddenly, the quiet of the cell is shattered by the sound of 
shelling. Running to the window he finds the Cristobal Colon 
firing shells toward the entrance to the harbor. 

He jumps up and begins to cheer loudly, although he is unable 
to see what the Colon is firing at. After eight shots the 
cannonading stops as suddenly as it began.

ROB
It has to be our fleet. They must 
be just outside the mouth of the 
harbor!

DISSOLVE TO:

Rob scratches a twenty-ninth hash mark in the stone wall. He 
has drawn a map of the harbor and named all of the Spanish 
ships. He hears a PRISON GUARD, 20’s, keys jingling, coming 
down the dark corridor.

PRISON GUARD
I observe that your papers of 
commitment, order that you are to 
be turned over to the Naval 
authorities for questioning.

ROB
You’re just now figuring that out?

The prison guard unlocks the cell door.

PRISON GUARD
You will now be conducted to the 
Admiral’s flagship.
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ROB
The admiral sure took his sweet 
time observing the order.

The guard handcuffs him and leads him down the hall to a door 
facing the seaward side of the castle. He stumbles into the 
sunshine and is lead down the rocky path to the water below. 

EXT. EL MORRO PRISON

As he scans the bay, his eyes well up with tears. There in a 
wide arc less than two miles off-shore is a blockade of 
American battleships, cruisers, and destroyers.

ROB
Thank God! The Flying Squadron has 
arrived.

He points at one large ship, a man-of-war with batteries of 
immense gun turrets.

ROB (CONT’D)
If I didn’t know any better, I 
would say that’s the battleship 
Oregon, but it can’t be. She’s in 
the Pacific.

The guard grunts and prods Rob to continue down to the 
waiting launch. Rob boards the boat and it crosses the harbor 
and deposits him on the gangway of the Maria Teresa. 

INT. MARIA TERESA - DAY

He is escorted aboard the Admiral’s ship by a neatly dressed 
sailor and taken to a small compartment and points to a table 
and a bowl of water. 

CERVERA’S AIDE
Clean up.

The aide unlocks the handcuffs and hands Rob a rag. He does 
his best to wash his filthy, bearded face until the guard 
ushers him to an office outside the admiral’s cabin. 

The aide seats him in a chair in the center of the room.

CERVERA’S AIDE (CONT’D)
Now that your fleet has arrived, 
you must tell how you came to be in 
Santiago de Cuba at this time.

ROB
I am a survivor of the USS Maine.
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CERVERA’S AIDE
Continue.

ROB
The night of the bombing I jumped 
from the burning ship and was 
rescued by a passing fishing boat. 
Then, I came ashore and made my way 
across the mountains to get help 
from my fellow Americans, who you 
now see blockading the harbor.

CERVERA’S AIDE
Your story is so improbable that it 
must be true. However, there is 
nothing we can do for you at this 
time. You will be returned to El 
Morro.

ROB
What? Why in the hell did you even 
bother to bring me here? I have 
been rotting in that lice-infested 
old ruin for weeks. 

The aide looks at him sympathetically then disappears into 
the admiral’s cabin. He emerges a moment later.

CERVERA’S AIDE
I am sorry. Admiral Cervera is 
unable to grant your request.

ROB
Then your Admiral Cervera is a 
damned brute! I’m beginning to 
understand why the Cubans hate you.

Suddenly the lieutenant springs to attention. A snowy white-
haired Admiral appears in the doorway.

ADMIRAL CERVERA
I am that ‘damned brute’, Cervera, 
of whom you spoke. 

ROB
All I ask for, Admiral, is to be 
taken out of El Morro and thrown in 
your ship’s brig. I am a sailor, a 
Navy prisoner of war, not a 
murderer.

ADMIRAL CERVERA
Then why make a murderer of me?
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ROB
I don’t understand.

ADMIRAL CERVERA
You will tomorrow.

ROB
You mean, Admiral, that you’re 
going to run the blockade?

ADMIRAL CERVERA
It is honorable to risk my own men 
in battle, but not to unnecessarily 
risk an American prisoner of war’s 
life.

The admiral nods and the aide begins to escort Rob out. He 
stops in the door frame and turns around.

ROB
Every battleship in our Atlantic 
fleet is waiting for you outside, 
Admiral.

ADMIRAL CERVERA
I am quite aware of that, young 
man.

ROB
Why not surrender now and save your 
men and your ships?

ADMIRAL CERVERA
I am afraid Espana has nothing left 
but her pride.

ROB
I suppose it’s a brave thing to do, 
to go out even if...

ADMIRAL CERVERA
Even if I know that when I give the 
order, centuries of Spanish 
greatness will come to an end.

INT./EXT. MORRO PRISON - MORNING

Rob wakes and rushes to the tiny window. All of the ships of 
the Spanish squadron have smoke pouring from their stacks and 
battle flags flying. 

ROB
Alvarez, wake up! Something is 
happening.
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Alvarez stirs and rises from the cell’s stone bench.

ALVAREZ
This had better be worth it. I was 
just in the middle of a dream about 
a certain dancing girl.

ROB
Shut up and get over here. 

Rob peers through the slit.

ROB (CONT’D)
The Spanish fleet is weighing 
anchor. All the ships have steam 
up.

ALVAREZ
It is about time they did something 
rather than just collecting 
barnacles in the harbor.

A guard opens his cell to bring water, but before locking the 
door, a warning cry is shouted throughout the castle. Rob 
sees activity on the decks of the Spanish ships. 

His guard gives an exclamation and darts out of the cell, 
forgetting to lock the door. 

Rob cautiously slips out into the hall. 

ROB
(whispering)

C’mon! Now’s our chance.

Waiting until he hears no footsteps he runs to the stone 
stairway that leads outside, followed closely by Alvarez. 

Listening again, he hears only noise and confusion above as  
they make their escape down the rocky path. Just as they 
round a sharp curve in the trail, Rob nearly runs into one of 
the guards coming up the hill, carrying a basket of fruit. 

Rob jumps at the guard, startling him and making him fall 
backwards, tossing the basket into the air, fruit flying and 
rolling in all directions. 

The guard starts to stand up, but Alvarez is waiting and with 
a single punch knocks him unconscious.

ALVAREZ
You see, I am not just a thief.

ROB
Let’s go before he wakes up.
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EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

MAIN DECK

The crew of Oregon, all dressed in white mustering suits 
prepare their battle stations for inspection. Chad stands 
with his gun crew by the 6-inch guns and watches as the USS 
New York disappears over the horizon.

FELSHER
New York is gone to refuel. 
Massachusetts left at dawn to 
Guantanamo for coal. That makes two 
less battlewagons if we get into a 
scrape. 

CHAD
The fewer ships left, more for 
Oregon when the battle starts.

The blockading ships are drawn up into an arc of which the 
entrance to the harbor form the center. All ships are dead in 
the water. 

Lieutenant Winslow steps out on the bridge wing next to Chief 
Murphy, who is looking intently into the harbor with 
binoculars.

LT. WINSLOW
What do you see, Chief?

CHIEF MURPHY
Same old hole in the wall I’ve been 
watching for a month. Wait a 
minute! I see black smoke. They’re 
coming out!

The men in the gun crew turn toward the harbor but see 
nothing. Someone on the fo’c’sle snickers.

JOHNNY
Who’s coming out, Blackbeard’s  
ghost?

The crew laughs.

CHIEF MURPHY
I see smoke over those trees. 
They’re making a run for it.

A bugle sounds for first call to quarters, but stops 
abruptly. Electric gongs suddenly beat out an alarm. Steam 
whistles blow on every ship. Winslow shouts into a megaphone. 
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LT. WINSLOW
To your battle stations! The enemy 
is attempting to escape!

Six pounders roar warnings from the Iowa and Oregon. Captain 
Clark shouts down from the bridge over the din of the alarms 
and running crew.

CAPT. CLARK
Hoist the battle flags! Clear the 
ship for action! Full speed ahead!

Men race for their battle stations. Corpsmen set up their 
first aid stations. Officers buckle on their swords. The deck 
crew pulls out fire hoses. 

The gun crews break for the scuttles and ports of their 
turrets. Chad rips off his white jumper as Lieutenant Winslow 
takes his position on the platform in the turret beside him.

CHAD
Projectileman!

FELSHER
Gun captain!

Other men call out their positions.

CREWMAN GREENE
Second gun captain!

CREWMAN JESSUP 
Trainer!

CREWMAN SMITH
Pointer!

JOHNNY 
Powderman!

CREWMAN NILSSON
Rammerman!

CREWMAN MARKS
Plugman!

FELSHER
Number four gun manned and ready!

LT. WINSLOW
Aye, aye. 

(shouting up to the 
bridge)

Number four gun manned and ready!
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The engine room bells clang as the Chief Engineer shouts over 
the noise.

CHIEF MILLIGAN
Full speed ahead! Unlock the 
fighting bunkers! Start the 
blowers! Bring all boilers on line!

LT. WINSLOW
Range to the Spanish fleet, five 
thousand yards!

Breech blocks on the guns swing back, ready to receive shells 
and powder. Ammunition hatches fly open on the deck. Felsher 
attaches his lanyard to the nearest gun trigger. 

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
Armor piercing ammunition! Load!

Chad and the other loaders position themselves over creaking 
ammunition hoists, where the heavy shells are rumbling up. 
The projectilemen guide in the huge points of steel. 

Powdermen throw four silk bags of powder into the breech. The 
hydraulic ram plunges forward. The plugman slams shut the 
breech and jumps out of the way.

JOHNNY
They’re coming out! The whole damn 
Spanish fleet is coming our way!

Trainers rapidly spin their wheels, sweeping the big guns 
into position.

LT. WINSLOW
Come right gun captain! Right 
handsomely! 

CAPT. CLARK
(from the bridge)

Commence firing at the first ship 
out when ready!

Chad steps between the guns and plugs his ears with cotton. 

Felsher lifts the lanyard into the air, pulls and the 
starboard gun fires. A flash of flame at the muzzle throws 
black powder and smoke into the air. 

Powdermen cover the charges on deck with their bodies. The 
hose is run in. One of the men scatters sand on the wooden 
deck.

FELSHER
Bore clear!
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Chad bends with the loaders for the next projectile.

FELSHER (CONT’D)
First one out is a cruiser!  

The whine of a shell sails overhead. Chad ducks and braces 
for impact. It splashes harmlessly into the water opposite 
the ship and explodes in a shower of foam. 

The Oregon is the first ship to gather way, swinging around 
to face three more Spanish ships coming around Estrella 
Point.

CHAD
Remember the Maine, boys!

The roar of the guns is continuous. Billowing brown and gray 
clouds of smoke block out the sun as the trainers struggle to 
see the enemy. 

CREWMAN
Look out!

Chad instinctively ducks as another shell screeches overhead. 
Captain Clark’s voice bellows through the speaking tube.

CAPT. CLARK
Check fire! Check fire!

Instantly all the guns fall silent. 

JOHNNY
What happened?

LT. WINSLOW
I can’t make it out.

Suddenly two warships loom out of the smoke, almost on top of 
Oregon. 

CREWMAN BELL
(in the fighting tops)

Good God! Move, move, move!

The Oregon cuts across the port bow of the battleship Iowa, 
which had been hidden in the smoke. The Iowa steers to 
starboard, churning up a frothy wake, while Texas veers off 
to port to avoid collision with the other two battleships.

Oregon plunges between the Iowa and Texas without slowing, 
missing them by mere inches. After passing the ships the 
captain shouts down the tubes from the bridge.

CAPT. CLARK
Resume firing!
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The Texas, Iowa, Indiana and Gloucester quickly fall behind 
as the powerful Oregon forges ahead in pursuit of the 
emerging Spanish fleet. The captain climbs down from the 
bridge and stands atop the forward turret.

LT. WINSLOW
The Brooklyn’s off our bow. I can 
just make her out under the smoke. 
She’s way out, but coming in fast.

CAPT. CLARK
Thank God for Brooklyn!

The Oregon’s 13-inch turret rotates slowly, bringing her 
monstrous cannons to bear on the second of the two Spanish 
torpedo boat destroyers. Oregon fires first, then Brooklyn. A 
gaping fiery hole opens up on Furor’s port side. 

Oregon’s big guns fire and a plume of steam shoots up like a 
fountain from the Spanish torpedo boat’s deck. Furor’s crew 
dives overboard.

FELSHER
Her boilers have blown! Furor’s 
done for.

A white plume turns black and orange as the coal bunkers 
erupt through Furor’s decks. Chad watches the bow rising in 
the air as the ship goes down at the stern. More Spanish 
sailors dive into the water.

The next ship out of the harbor mouth is the torpedo boat  
Pluton. Oregon aims her guns and pounds away at the fleeing 
ship. It’s smoke stack is blown away. 

Just as Glouster and Brooklyn move in for the kill, Pluton 
runs up on a reef and explodes violently in a ball of flame. 
Dozens of sailors are blown into the air.  

The Maria Teresa, just out of the harbor, has fires erupting 
from its ports and hatches. Iowa and Texas pound her 
mercilessly from both sides.

LT. WINSLOW
The flagship is finished, and so 
are Pluton and Furor, poor 
bastards.

The water around the crippled ships is dotted by the heads of 
sailors bobbing in the ocean. 

The Almirante Oquendo, next in line, turns south, but is 
blown to bits by Brooklyn and the Oregon’s aft guns. Texas 
moves in for the kill. 
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The Spanish cruiser lists badly to port. Immense pieces of 
her armor plating are blown outward from an explosion inside 
the ship. More shells rain down opening  up a great rent in 
her side. 

Burning men from every Spanish vessel continue diving into 
the oily water.

LT. WINSLOW (CONT’D)
What a grisly sight. We’ve knocked 
out the Oquendo.

A cheer comes up from below decks.

CHAD
Who’s next?

LT. WINSLOW
It’s the Vizcaya. She’s pulled way 
ahead. It will be a while before we 
steam into range, but when we do, 
she’s ours.

Another projectile rumbles up from the handling room below 
and Chad and his gang loads another round into the waiting 
gun. 

John Felsher grinds his fists into his eyes.

CHAD
What’s the matter, John?

Felsher’s face is streaked with sweat, saltpeter, and powder 
smoke.

FELSHER
Gunpowder, it’s run into my eyes.

His face shows pain as he blinks and continues to rub.

FELSHER (CONT’D)
You’ll will have to take my place. 
I can’t see the dials.

CHAD
No, John. She’s your gun.

FELSHER
But I’m blind, Harper!

Chad grabs a bucket and fills it with fresh water.

CHAD
Give me a hand, boys! We’ll fix 
him.
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Johnny Spiers sees Chad’s plan. They quickly lift Felsher off 
his feet turn him upsidedown and dunk his head into the 
bucket. 

As they pull him out, Chad wipes Felcher’s face with a piece 
of clean cotton waste. A range-finder from the bridge calls 
out the distance to the Vizcaya.

CREWMAN STANKEY
One thousand yards at two-six-oh 
degrees relative.

LT. WINSLOW
Felsher! That’s your range.

FELSHER
Aye, aye, sir.

Felsher spins his range dials carefully.

CHAD
She’s your ship, John! Vizcaya is 
your ship!

FELSHER
No, she’s our ship, boys. Let’s 
finish her.

Oregon’s thirteen inch guns roar again, followed by the 
staccato blasts from the smaller cannons. A great ball of 
fire plumes upwards from the Vizcaya.  

Black smoke rises from the mangled decks of the sinking 
Furor. The sound of multiple explosions seem to be coming 
from every direction.

CAPT. CLARK
That’s five ships in ninety 
minutes! Now for the fastest, the 
Cristobal Colon!

The men in the turret watch as the wrecked ships burn all 
around them. Sailors are floating helplessly on all sides.

CHAD
I wish we could stop to rescue some 
of those poor guys.

CAPT. CLARK
Cease firing!

Another projectile rumbles up from the hoist.

CHAD
What’s up?
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FELSHER
We’re out of range.

CHAD
Range of what? We can’t see 
anything from behind the turret.

FELSHER
The Colon. She’s getting away.

CHAD
She’ll never make it. Not with us 
on her tail.

LT. WINSLOW
She’s built for over twenty knots 
an hour. Our top speed is a bit 
less than seventeen, and that was 
on our trial run when everything 
was brand new.

JOHNNY
Is anyone with us, or are we 
chasing alone?

LT. WINSLOW
I’m going outside for a look. Don’t 
load the gun. She’s so hot now that 
we might have a cook-off if we get 
the charge in.

John Felsher gingerly touches the breech with his fingers, 
then sticks his fingers in his mouth. The barrel forward of 
the chamber shows a rosy glow from the heat.

FELSHER
Cool her down, boys!

The gun grew slushes down the overheated barrels with a hose 
from a water hydrant and steam hisses in the turret. 

LT. WINSLOW
You can go outside, men, but stand 
by close.

Chad and the other men climb up and stand atop the turret.

JOHNNY
You look like a monkey, Chad.

The skin of their nearly naked bodies is gray from the smoke 
and saltpeter, and black sweat runs down through their 
underwear and their rolled up pants, streaking their legs. 

The cruiser Brooklyn is the only other ship in the chase.
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LT. WINSLOW
She can’t be making anywhere near 
her best speed. We’ve gained three 
miles on her since the start of the 
battle.

Far astern of Oregon, Indiana, Iowa, and Texas are lumbering 
along. 

Oregon’s stacks throw out hot cinders and ashes onto the 
superstructure deck, forcing gangs to constantly wet them 
with fire hoses. Water turns the cinders into a thick sludge. 

Captain Clark, with his pants rolled up to his knees, wades 
in it on the exposed bridge deck. As the chase continues, he 
climbs down and stands atop the turret next to Chad. 

Oregon pulls abeam of the Brooklyn. Captain Clark gives the 
ship a salute.

CAPT. CLARK
Brooklyn’s skipper is an old 
shipmate of mine.

Oregon’s wooden decks vibrate as the engine room pours on 
more speed. A giant white wave curls and breaks over the bow.

CHAD
Oregon’s got a bone in her teeth! 
Colon won’t get away now.

FELSHER
I wonder how the black gang is 
doing down in the stoker holes.  

CHAD
The poor devils in the engine room 
can’t see what’s going on up here.

Chief Murphy hurries passed their station on the way to the 
bridge, but stops long enough to comment.

CHIEF MURPHY
Don’t worry, Harper. Every time 
they hear our big guns fire, they 
know exactly what’s going on up 
here.

FELSHER
We’re catching up!

CHIEF MURPHY
Hell, Cap’n, can’t you give’em a 
thirteen inch shell now?
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CAPT. CLARK
Load the big guns. We’re going to 
remind them who’s after them and 
end this thing.

JOHNNY
The bulldog of the seas is in 
pursuit!

The thirteen inch guns roar again. After the shot, the Oregon 
gives off a burst of speed. A sweaty, red-faced CHIEF 
ENGINEER MILLIGAN, 40’s, emerges from below decks.

CHIEF MILLIGAN
My men below are nearly spent.

CAPT. CLARK
We’re gaining on her, Chief! Keep 
pouring on the steam. The day is 
nearly won.

The Colon is finally losing speed. Oregon continues to pound 
her big guns and the shells and splashes are getting closer. 
A cry comes down from the bridge.

CHIEF JOHNSON
That last shell splashed ahead of 
Colon’s bow.

A second shell from the thirteen inch monster guns rips into 
the final Spanish ship’s stern, setting her ablaze and 
disabling the rudder. Suddenly, she turns in toward shore, 
helpless. 

CAPT. CLARK
She’s struck her colors! Cease 
firing! Cease fire!

LT. WINSLOW
(somberly)

The naval engagement of the battle 
of Santiago de Cuba has ended.

CHAD
We kicked their asses in less than 
two hours time.

The returning New York comes within hailing distance and 
white-haired ADMIRAL SCHLEY, 60’s, shouts into a megaphone 
from the bridge deck.

ADMIRAL SCHLEY
Cristobal Colon is your ship, 
Oregon! Take possession, Captain 
Clark!
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Chief Boatswain’s Mate Murphy tags Chad and Felsher and heads 
for the boat deck.

CHIEF MURPHY
You’re with me.

CHAD
Where are we headed, Chief?

FELSHER
Prize crew. C’mon.

EXT. CRISTOBAL COLON - DAY

MAIN DECK

The prize crew boards the smoking Spanish ship and 
immediately begins snatching half-empty brandy bottles from 
the crew and tossing them over the side. Frightened prisoners 
are herded to the aft quarterdeck. 

Chad and Chief Murphy go down into the Colon’s engine room, 
which is already flooded and filling. A drunken SPANISH 
BOATSWAIN’S MATE is trying to give orders to the fleeing 
crew.

CHIEF MURPHY
I’m bo'sun of this ship now, damn 
it! You don’t give orders here 
anymore. Shut your mouth.

Murphy sticks a revolver in the face of the shocked sailor.

The Spanish sailor continues to bark orders, until Chief 
Murphy knocks him out with the butt of the gun.

Chad goes topside and begins prowling around the ship. 
Beautiful silverware and ornate statuary decorate the rooms. 

He steps outside and finds five cows tied up on the starboard 
quarterdeck.

FELSHER
You’re a farmer, aren’t you, 
Harper? Use that boathook and see 
if you can drive those cows ashore.

Chad drives the small herd into the water and as he turns 
around, Lieutenant Winslow hands him a dog. 

LT. WINSLOW
I appoint you second mate in charge 
of all livestock, Harper.
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Chad unhitches a lanyard from a gun and makes a leash of it. 
A pale SPANISH BOY, age 14, enters the main deck from a 
passageway. Trembling, he hands a black cat to Chad.

BOY
Cristobal.

The cat purrs loudly in Chad’s arms.

EXT. USS OREGON - ATOP THE THIRTEEN INCH GUN TURRET - NIGHT

Tossing a blanket on the top of the turret, Chad lies down 
staring up at the stars. He hears a thump next to him and 
discovers it is Cristobal the cat. He picks it up and strokes 
her behind the ears.

CHAD
Hello, Cristobal. We survived the 
battle of Santiago.

He drifts off to sleep with the cat sitting on his legs. 

CHAD DREAMS

His nightmare is a mixture of the Maine and the Spanish fleet 
burning. Groups of screaming men splash in the water and 
shout for help. Then Chad spots a familiar face.

ROB
Chad! Chad! You’ve got to save me!

BACK TO SCENE.

Chad awakens with a start and shakes it off. Cristobal the 
cat stares at him.

CHAD
What are you looking at?

The cat purrs loudly.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

Chad stands beside Lt. Winslow on the fo’c’sle as Oregon 
nears the mouth of Santiago Harbor. Cristobal the cat is 
sleeping on one of the barrels of the 13-inch guns.

CHAD
Will this be the end of the war, 
Lieutenant?
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LT. WINSLOW
I’m afraid not. The Army still has 
a job to do, but we have knocked 
Spain out at sea for good. I doubt 
she will ever be a great sea power 
again.

CHAD
I wonder how long that will take.

LT. WINSLOW
Once our army mops up at Santiago, 
the rest of the island will 
surrender. It may be a month, a 
week, could be tomorrow.

CHAD
How about us? On the Oregon.

LT. WINSLOW
Why? Are you anxious to get home?

CHAD
No, sir. I’ve left Connecticut for 
good. Oregon is my home. I was just 
hoping for a chance to go ashore in 
Cuba.

LT. WINSLOW
Sight-seeing?

CHAD
I’d like to take a look around in 
Havana, go to hospitals and 
prisons, just in case.

Lieutenant Winslow puts his hands squarely on Chad’s 
shoulders and swings him about.

LT. WINSLOW
Damn it, Chad! Listen to me. What’s 
gone is gone. We can’t bring back 
the Spanish sailors we killed 
yesterday and we can’t bring back 
the two hundred and sixty-six dead 
sailors from the Maine! Petty 
Officer Dark is dead and it is high 
time you accept that fact and move 
on. 

Winslow drops his hands and turns back towards the ocean. 
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CHAD
(defeated)

Yes, sir.

LT. WINSLOW
I’ll tell you a little secret.

CHAD
Sir?

LT. WINSLOW
Until yesterday there had been no 
knock-down sea fight between 
battleships. Not one man-jack in 
the Navy knew whether a floating 
steel fortress like the Oregon 
would be worth anything when the 
ships began slugging it out.

CHAD
The world knows now.

LT. WINSLOW
A canal will have to be built 
through the isthmus of Panama. 
Oregon showed just how desperately 
we need one. 

Chad notices something on shore.

CHAD
Look, Lieutenant, someone is 
signaling over there on the shore 
under the castle. He’s standing on 
that uprooted tree.

Lieutenant Winslow follows Chad’s pointing finger to almost 
the spot where the Oquendo was wrecked and smouldering. Just 
above the beach a small promontory juts out. 

A bearded man stands on the trunk of a blackened tree that 
was hit by a shell and up-rooted. In one hand, he is waving a 
stick with a red flag at the end. The lieutenant lifts his 
binoculars to his eyes.

LT. WINSLOW
You’re right, Chad. It’s code. Run 
up to the bridge and tell the 
skipper.

Chad hurries topside, followed by Lieutenant Winslow. 
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CHAD
Captain, there’s a man signaling on 
the beach by the Morro Castle, near 
the wreck of the Oquendo.

CAPT. CLARK
(shouting down a tube)

Signalman, report to the bridge!

CHAD
I can read it, sir. It’s Wigwag.

Chad writes furiously.

CAPT. CLARK
In Spanish, I suppose?

CHAD
No, sir, it’s English. It says, 
“Request launch to rescue two 
wounded Spanish seamen and two 
escaped prisoners of war. 

CAPT. CLARK
Hmm. It may be some sort of a 
trick.

CHAD
I don’t think so, sir. It’s Navy 
signaling. Like he might be a 
regular signalman, but maybe a bit 
rusty.

CAPT. CLARK
Rusty?

CHAD
Well, sir, he was very fast and 
smooth. But he forgot to drop his 
flag between words.

CAPT. CLARK
This piece of shoreline is Spanish-
held territory. If we send in a 
launch it will be easily seen from 
the blockhouses, an easy target.

CHAD
I’ll take a chance in one of the 
rowing dinghies. Will you let me, 
sir?

LT. WINSLOW
I’ll risk it with Harper too, 
Captain.
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CAPT. CLARK
Dogs and small boys will go 
anywhere. Yes, you may command a 
steam launch, Lieutenant, and pick 
the men you want. But take a  
marine with you. 

EXT. THE BEACH - DAY

Rob climbs down from the up-ended tree and hands the red 
shirt back to Alvarez.

ALVAREZ
Do you suppose they saw you?

ROB
I don’t know. They were moving kind 
of fast. That was the Oregon all 
right, our newest battleship and 
boy can she fly. 

ALVAREZ
There are many injured still in the 
water. I suppose they will get to 
us in due time.

ROB
You know, it’s just as you 
predicted, Alvarez. Four hundred 
years of Spanish rule ended in one 
day. The Cuban people will be set 
free at last. I’m sure of it.

ALVAREZ
The Spanish may have lost their 
ships, but I am afraid they will 
not give up Cuba without a fight. 
Not without many more dead.

ROB
I wish there was something useful I 
could do to help. 

ALVAREZ
What do you mean? Spain’s Navy is 
finished.

ROB
I mean to help the Cuban people in 
their fight. 

(MORE)
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I’m worried about Don Vincente’s 
family, and Madre Leona and 
Marcello. They really stuck their 
necks out.

ALVAREZ
And do not forget the beautiful 
maiden. What was her name, 
Isabella?

ROB
I do wish I could see her again.

ALVAREZ
Perhaps the Navy will allow you a 
leave of absence. 

ROB
That’s not exactly how it works. 
With a war on, it’s all hands on 
deck. 

ALVAREZ
Look, there is a boat coming this 
way!

ROB
(laughing)

It’s a launch from Oregon! 

EXT. STEAM LAUNCH/THE BEACH - DAY

Chad is seated next to Lieutenant Winslow in the boat. As 
they near the smashed Oquendo, they see pieces of wreckage 
and dead bodies floating near the ship. The crew of the steam 
launch is somber. 

The boat gets closer and Chad can make out two bearded men 
watching over two boys laying beside them on the beach. 

Lieutenant Winslow directs the coxswain to guide the boat to 
the opposite end of the crescent in the beach.

LT. WINSLOW
No sense coming up right under 
their noses if this is an ambush, 
we would be badly exposed.

With his revolver drawn, Marine Captain Dickens disembarks 
and cautiously walk down the beach to the waiting men. He 
bends down to look at the injured.

ROB (CONT'D)
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CAPT. DICKENS
Survivors from the Oquendo! Send 
down the stretchers on the double!

The first aid squad hurries to the spot. Chad and SEAMAN 
MARCUS turn the bow of the launch into the waves and hold it 
there while the MARINES start back up the beach. A look of 
recognition flashes in Chad’s face.

CHAD
Will you take over, coxswain?

The astounded COXSWAIN JAMES, 18, seizes the line. Chad’s 
mouth opens as if to shout, but then he runs up the beach 
toward the approaching bearded man.

COXSWAIN JAMES
What’s wrong with Harper? Those big 
guns must have jarred his brains 
loose.

The group of sailors and marines watch as Chad meets the 
prisoners of war and the injured sailors.

COXSWAIN JAMES (CONT’D)
What do you make of it, Lieutenant?

LT. WINSLOW
It looks to me as if a dead mariner 
has got himself loose from Davy 
Jones’s locker.

Rob Dark, bearded and haggard recognizes Chad and breaks into 
a run. They both hug and Rob slaps him on the back.

ROB
Well if it isn’t Connecticut farm-
boy third class, Chadwick Harper!

CHAD
They thought you were dead, but I 
didn’t believe them, not for a 
minute.

ROB
Not dead, shipmate, but I was a 
Chinese cook, a gun smuggler, a 
cowboy and a prisoner of war. 

CHAD
I bet you’ll be mighty glad to get 
out of Cuba and back into a Navy 
uniform.
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ROB
I will, but I’m not so sure I’m 
finished with Cuba. Not yet.

CHAD
What do you mean? You’re lucky to 
be alive.

ROB
That’s true, but my heart is with 
these people and their fight. Not 
to mention, I did met a great girl.

CHAD
You said you were lucky. I know 
finding you wasn’t reasonable, 
but...

ROB
That proves you are a true sailor 
at heart, Chad. Sailors have to 
believe a lot of things that don’t 
make sense to landlubbers. 

CHAD
Come on. Let’s get back to Oregon. 
There’s a lieutenant who thinks 
you’re a ghost.

EXT. USS OREGON - DAY

SUPER: NEW YORK HARBOR

The Oregon, adorned with flags, steams grandly into New York 
Harbor amidst the rest of the American fleet. Fire boats 
shoot fountains of water into the air. People on small boats 
and on the shore cheer. 

The crew, including Rob, are dressed in white and standing 
along the rails and atop the gun turrets. Alvarez stands next 
to them, clean-shaven and beaming with pride. 

Captain Clark and Lt. Winslow proudly looks down on them from 
the bridge. Cristobal the cat, with a lieutenant’s gold lace 
around her neck crawls out on the muzzle of a thirteen inch 
gun. Chad spots the admiral’s flagship coming in fast. 

CHAD
Look! The Admiral is signaling. 

ROB
You can read Wigwag now?
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CHAD
I had a good teacher. It says, 
“Well done, brave Oregon.”

Chad slaps Rob on the shoulder.

CHAD (CONT’D)
Well done, my brave friend.

ALVAREZ
Yes, Rob was hopeful for both of 
us.

ROB
(to Alvarez)

Cuba Libre, mi amigo. Cuba Libre.

A teary-eyed Alvarez smiles as the Oregon’s band breaks into 
a lively song and the men all cheer and toss their hats in 
the air, while the fleet roars back an answer with guns 
blazing.

FADE TO BLACK.

THE END.
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