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WITH HEARTS AFLAME

FADE IN:

EXT. -  PACIFIC OCEAN – NIGHT

C.U. of the bow of a ship cutting into the waves of a moonlit ocean.

ZOOM OUT to show entire 1890 steamship freighter in the vast ocean; we can barely make out the silhouette of a figure crouched over the railing of the nearside bow.










CUT TO:

TOM WILCOX, redhead, short, in his early thirties, with pencil moustache, stares reflectively into the darkness of the night.  He is wrapped in an oversized military coat, markings of a navy lieutenant.

Tom hears the sounds of a scuffle OS, and reluctantly turns away from the ship’s railing to head below deck.

INT. - BELOW DECK HALLWAY OF FREIGHTER – NIGHT

As Tom descends stairwell, he sees three burly American traders beating up a small, lean Filipino teenager, dressed in the shabby and smeared clothes of a mess dishwasher.  Tom reluctantly joins the fray.

Tom picks up a cane dropped by one of the Americans and proceeds to wield it effectively, knocking over one American and landing a blow on another who is about to kick the dishwasher.  Just then the third American manages to retrieve his beer bottle and smack Tom over the head with it.





CAPTAIN (O.S.)





    (bellowing)



Cut that out!

The ship’s CAPTAIN, a huge man with a full beard arrives in a hurry, eyes glowering.





CAPTAIN

Why don’t you bullies pick on someone your size? 

(And, seeing Tom) Ah, Lieutenant, are you 

making trouble?  What for? For these types (looks at 

Empong)?  Not wroth worth defending.  Not even

worth beating up.  (Then, shouting again:)

Now get back to bed, all of you!!

(Muttering as he walks away) Drunken fools…

The three Americans, too drunk and tired to object, skulk back down the corridor.

EMPONG, the bloodied young Filipino, crawls over to Tom, sitting on the floor and nursing the lump on his forehead.





EMPONG



Tenk you, ser. Salamat.





TOM



Wala yon.  Tulog tayo.



EMPONG





(surprised)



Ser, marunong kayo ng Tagalog!  Bumabalik kayo





sa Manila? (Then, seeing Tom’s dazed look) You



go back Manila?





TOM



No, it is my first time.  But I have friends from



your country. 



EMPONG

Ser, bakit, why did you help me?

Tom does not answer, as he fades in and out of consciousness, ZOOM IN to him holding his lump.








DISSOLVE TO (FLASHBACK):

EXT.  - SIDEWALK CAFÉ, MADRID – NIGHT 

Tom is seated alone at a small table in a sidewalk café.  Student revelers are scattered in nearby tables.  He spots an attractive Spanish  lady in the next table, surrounded by four stalwart Spanish students.  He approaches their table.





TOM



Buenas noches!  How are you all doing? I am 



from America.  





STUDENT



Que quieres, gringo? Dejanos en paz, hombre!

Tom ignores or does not understand, and moves his chair over to the table, beside the young lady.  After some cursing, and shoving, a fight breaks out.  Before Tom is overwhelmed, a group of three Orientals, impeccably dressed, but looking curiously out of place, dashes over from a nearby table, engages the students in the fight, using their canes deftly.  They extricate Tom and escape into a passing carriage just after Tom gets a lump on his forehead from a wine bottle wielded by one of the students.

INT - COMMON ROOM OF A PENSIONE, MADRID – NIGHT

Tom is laid out on the couch of a living area of a small pensione, cluttered with papers, ashtrays, food wrappings, etc.  The three Orientals hover about tending to Tom.  MARCELO DEL PILAR, the oldest in the group, is sitting on the divan beside Tom.





MARCELO



That is a serious lump on your head, amigo. How



do you feel?





TOM





(weakly)



A terrible headache.  But  I… I think I will be fine 

after a while.  But why did you save me?  And who

are you?



MARCELO

Ay, take a rest first.  We are your friends now.  We are 

from a land called Filipinas, a colony of Espana in Asia.

 

We saw that you were a foreigner here, like we are.



TOM

Yes, I am from America.  I came here to learn the 

Spanish language and a bit about Spanish history.

But I know nothing of your country.



MARCELO

Well, you are not alone.  Many of the Spaniards we

talk to know very little also.  They think of our people as

a primitive tribe still living in trees!  

The brothers, ANTONIO LUNA and JUAN LUNA, seeing Tom is awake and talking, come closer and join the conversation.





JUAN





(angrily)



These people are even more ignorant than we are! 



And they are more heartless and arrogant.



They cannot accept that one of their colonies is 



just as capable to rule themselves as they are!





MARCELO



Don’t go off on your sermons again, Juan.  (to Tom)



This is Juan Luna, our brilliant artist.  His awards are 

already proving that the Filipino people are a talented 

race.  And this is his brother Antonio.  You saw how well 

he used his cane on your aggressors tonight.  Being a 

military man, he feels he should be a master of 

arnis, a martial arts form from our homeland.



TOM

I would love to learn that from you, Antonio.  Back in 

America, we losing the art of manly fighting because

of guns and rifles.  Our wars have brought us many good

things, but they have also brought guns and violence.





ANTONIO



Ah, but it has brought you freedom from your 

British colonizer.  What is your name, Senor?



TOM

Tom, Tom Wilcox.  I am pleased to meet you all…

how do you say it, encantado?  (They nod.)

Yes, we won our independence, but many lives 

were lost as the price we had to pay.



ANTONIO

Still, there was no other way.  Did all your appeals in

London not just all on deaf ears?.  War is the only 

language they listen to.  And it is the same here.



MARCELO

Slow down, Antonio.  (To Tom)  That is the soldier talking.  

We have actually not given up on our campaign with the 

Spanish parliament for peaceful reform.  But I can see how 

frustrated Antonio and the others are, because we are making

no progress.  But even Pepe thinks we should not give up on 

the peaceful alternative yet.



TOM

Pepe?



MARCELO

He is one of us, our most brilliant comrade and leader, 

in fact, but he is in the Philippines at the moment.  He 

is so reckless, sometimes; this time, he has brought 

another novel home to further the revolutionary fervor 

of our people.

JUAN
You should see how the Spanish friars and landlords



treat our people, Tom.  They have all they want there

—servants, the best food, all the pleasures.  They could

never live that well over here.  And yet they take our

lands, the fruit of our labor, they take our women for 

household chores or worse, and our complaints about

abuses fall on deaf ears.  



TOM

Well, you must tell me more about your country…



MARCELO

And in turn you must tell us more about how you won

your liberty and how it is to live free from a foreign

colonizer.



TOM

Yes, but perhaps another day… My headache…

MARCELO
Of course.  Take your rest now.  You can stay here



until you are better.  And you must visit us often



Remember Antonio is ready to give you arnis 


martial arts lessons.  

ZOOM IN to CU of Tom holding a rag over the lump on his forehead.






DISSOLVE TO (FLASH FORWARD):

INT. – BUNK IN FRIGHTER – DAY

C.U. on Tom holding  a different rag over his forehead.  We are back in the

hold of the freighter.  Tom is lying in his bunk, with EMPONG, all bandaged

now, hovering over him.   





EMPONG



Ser, Manila, it can be seen now.

Empong leads Tom above deck, where we see the boat fast approaching the 

Manila harbor.

EXT – MANILA HARBOR – DAY

 There is a bustle of activity at the pier.  It is certainly not a lazy and remote outpost, but a true center of trade and other activity.  Tom is taken by the exotic atmosphere and surprised by the urban atmosphere of the city.

From Tom’s POV, we see an extremely tall young man, PALITO, waving at Empong as they dock.

EXT. – STREETS OF MANILA – DAY

Tom, with Empong by his side clutching his bag and military coat, walks around the cobbled stones of the city center.  He watches the cablecars, the well dressed upper class strolling in their woven finery and umbrellas, the horse drawn carriages, and children playing in the street.  They arrive at the city’s central square, flanked by a Cathedral, the Ayuntamiento, the seat of Spanish rule, and the venerable University.  

Tom espies ELENING, a child of about four, playing along the worn out tramway tracks.

He sees a cablecar coming from a distance, and quickly leaves Empong and swoops to pick up Elening and carry her off to safety on the side.  

The passersby titter amusedly.  The tram turn well before the spot Elening was playing on; those tracks are no longer in use.  Tom turns sheepishly to Empong who has joined his cousin PALITO sitting on the curb and enjoying his embarrassment.  

CORING DEL PILAR, an attractive upper class Filipina in a well-groomed terno and saya, comes rushing to them, her eyes ablaze.





CORING





(taking Elening from Tom)



Es mi hija, por favor!





TOM



I am sorry, Madam, I meant no harm.





CORING





(softening her tone)



Oh, you are not a Spaniard.





TOM



No, Madam, I am an American, and I have 

just  arrived in your country.  My name is

Tom, by the way, Tom Wilcox.

Tom extends his hand.  She gives him a faint smile, but does not take his hand.  She turns away gracefully, Elening in hand, and walks away.

Tom stares after her, and then returns to Empong and Palito.





EMPONG



Ser, she did not like you?  But she is beautiful, yes?





TOM



Empong, we have to find out who she is! Let us 

follow her.  





EMPONG



Not problem, ser.  My cousin here, Palito, knows



where she lives.  He knows housekeeper in her house.



It is house of Del Pilar family.





TOM



My friend in Madrid was also Del Pilar!  I wonder if they 

are the same family.


`





EMPONG



Ser, this is my cousin, Palito, he knows Manila well. 



He can take care of you when I return to boat.





PALITO





(rising to greet Tom, towers over 





him, but bows in respect)



Honor to meet you, sir.  I will be the one to help you if 

I can.  Please tell me how.



TOM

Nice meeting you, Palito.  Well, there is one thing.  I 

need a place to stay close to the center of the city.

EXT. – OUTSIDE CASIMIRO HOUSE – DAY

C.U. of hand on the ornate knocker of solid outside door.  It is Palito”s.  Tom and Empong are standing beside him.





TOM



Are you sure the old lady will take me in as 

a border?  This is a perfect location, so close 

to the main square.



PALITO

I know Rosario, the mayordoma there. She is

From my hometown in Pampanga.  She said Dona

Consuelo’s sister has married and joined her

husband on his plantation.  Dona Consuelo feels

safer if she is not alone.



EMPONG

And that is the house of the beautiful senorita, ser.

(With a twinkle) I am sure you will see her plenty 

of times.



TOM



(pretending)

That is not so important, is it?

The door finally opens.  The mayordoma ROSARIO steps out into the street, followed by a stern looking woman in her forties, DONA CONSUELO.  She looks like she has long forgotten to smile and look at life’s bright side.  Palito and Rosario exchange friendly but surreptitious nods.





TOM


Buenos dias, Senora.  I have just arrived in your 

lovely city, and I am looking for a place to stay 


near the center, and I am told that you might be 

looking for a lodger.  I am of course prepared to

pay, and I will be very quiet, since I will spend

much of my time reading and writing…

Consuelo does not give the appearance of following Tom’s exaggeratedly slow English.  She looks him over carefully, and then looks as Palito, then Rosario, than back at Tom.

to Rosario





CONSUELO





(after an awkward silence)





(To Rosario)  

Di le que peude empezar el Domingo siguente.

Consuelo turns and abruptly returns to the house





 ROSARIO



Sir, she say you move Sunday.  

Palito and Empong smile broadly.  No one is happier than Tom.  as he casts a longing look across the street, we follow his P.O.V. of the del Pilar house.

INT. -  HORSE DRAWN CARRIAGE – DUSK

TOM and PALITO are inside.  Tom is dressed up on civilian finery, with a fine coat, a proper cravat and a hat balanced on his lap. He is quite a contrast to Palito who is simply dressed in his everyday peasant clothes.





TOM



Thank you so much, Palito.  I thought you said 

they did not want to see me.



PALITO

At first, ser, they said no… too suspicious.   But I said

you were a good friend of their uncle Marcelo in Madrid, 

then they said yes.  But, ser, it must look like the meeting 

at the teatro is by accident. 





TOM



I will stay with you and follow your lead.  But tell me, will

 their sister Coring be with them?



PALITO



(smiling)

I do not know, sir, I thought you wanted to talk to Pio 

and Gregorio.

EXT. -  OUTSIDE THE THEATER – NIGHT  -CONTINUOUS

By now they have arrived at a small but gaudy theater in the city.





TOM



Of course, of course.  I was just asking if…

INT. -  THEATER – NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

They are given crudely prepared by colorful programs of the play.  Tom studies the program.

CU – of the program, which displays the  play’s title, “Orosman at Zafira,” and line drawings of the lovers, the two protagonists of the play. 

TOM and PALITO look around and Palito spots two vacant seats being held beside PIO DEL PILAR, an ascetic looking man in his late thirties, and younger brother GREGORIO, at least ten years younger, with a striking and formidable air.  On the far side of the brothers sits Coring, a vision of beauty, with hair up in a bun and a intricate lace dress, fanning herself demurely.

Palito quickly leads Tom and they maneuver towards the empty seats





PALITO





(before they take their seats)



Don Pio, Don Gregorio, this is Senor Tom Wilcox.



He is an Americano visiting here for the first time.

Pio smiles benignly, and Gregorio just returns Tom’s look, but neither of the brothers speaks.  The awkward situation is redeemed by the darkening of house lights as the play begins.  Tom has of course spotted Coring and gives a polite bow.  Coring smiles demurely.  The play begins. Toms keeps stealing sideways glances at Coring

EXT- OUTSIDE THE THEATER - NIGHT

They are exiting the theater after the play.  Tom, his program still in hand, has made it a point to walk alongside the older Pio.  Gregorio protectively escorts his sister Coring, behind them.  Palito follows at a respectful distance behind them.





PIO





(with forced casualness)



I understand you were a friend of Uncle Marcelo





TOM



Yes, we had long conversations in Madrid, and



I was so inspired by his ideas and his concern 



for his country.  





PIO





(as they approach his carriage)



Well, Senor Wilcox, why don’t we enjoy the evening 

air and walk home together?  I understand we are

neighbors.  Gregorio and Coring can go ahead in 

the carriage.





TOM





(Glancing at Coring; hiding his disappointment)



That is a good idea. We will have a chance to talk.

EXT – STREETS OF MANILA – NIGHT - CONTINUOUS





PIO



And what is it that you are so eager to talk about?





TOM





(grasping for words)



Well, nothing really… It is just that…. Well, this



is such a fascinating country.  My initial impressions, 

and that of most Americans, are so different from 

what I find here… so.. civilized…



PIO

Were you expecting savages?



TOM

No, sir, that is not what I meant.  But you have 

cable cars, universities older than ours, a grace 

and elegance I was not expecting…  And, yes,

because of my conversations with Marcelo, I am

surprised to find it quite peaceful.



PIO

Ah, but that is just on the surface.  Marcelo has 

already talked to you about the terrible crisis our land

is in. The Spaniards here are even worse than those in 

Madrid.  There is a limit to what we can tolerate.  I am 

afraid things will soon come to a head.



TOM

But I remember your Uncle arguing that armed conflict

should only be a last resort.  He even spoke about their

long arguments with their leader Jose Rizal about this.



PIO

Of course, Pepe.  He is such an inspiration to all of us.



TOM

Did he return to Spain?



PIO

No, he has been taken by the authorities and sent 

into exile in a far away outpost called Dapitan.  

But we still value his wisdom—we will be 

sending an emissary soon to seek his advice.  

Pepe thinks we should not make any move until

the time is ripe.  He is not that confident about 

our readiness.  In the meantime, he wants to volunteer

as a doctor in the Cuban war, to learn what he can for us.

They continue walking and are now in sight of both their houses.



PIO



(after a beat)

Senor Wilcox, these things you are asking, they are

not out of idle curiosity.  Is there a special mission 

you have here?

Tom is at a loss for words again.





PIO 





(continuing)



Senor Wilcox, I have already told you more than 

I should.  I know you are asking these questions for 

a reason.  But you should be careful with the knowledge 

you have, and how you use it.  America is a big power.  

I do not know, but I worry over what part your country 

will play in our struggles.

INT. TOM’S ROOM IN CASIMIRO HOUSE – DAY

C.U. on the “Orosman at Zafira” program.

ZOOM OUT to see it sitting on Tom’s desk by the window, and Tom doodling on the program, drawing hearts above each lover, and then linking them together.  Then, he pulls out writing paper from his desk and begins to write a letter.  As if to compose his thoughts, he looks blankly out at the passing scene in the street below, and at the windows of the del Pilar house across the street.  He takes a pen in hand, and starts writing:





TOM (V.O.)



“Dear General Merritt,



I have now been in Manila for a few weeks, and 

I find the situation both more complex than I anticipated.

On the surface it srikes me as a peaceful settlement, 

typical of Spanish colonies, but the calm is deceptive.  

I am a bit hampered by language, but even so, I detect a 

hesitation in their conversations about what they really feel 

about Spanish abuses here.  Perhaps it is because 

they do not yet trust me.  What I find striking is the 

contrast between the common people here and the 

educated upper classes, who display a sophistication 

and dedication that I was not prepared to encounter…”

[During VO, we follow Tom’s POV to the strolling Filipinos on the street, 

well dressed and elegant under their sun parasols, or riding well groomed

horse drawn calesas or carriages.]

Tom puts down his pen, reflecting.  He thinks back.








DISSOLVE TO (FLAHBACK):

INT. - OVAL OFFICE, WHITE HOUSE - DAY

Seated around a cluttered table in the smoke-filled room are U.S. PRESIDENT CLEVELAND, SEN. HENRY CABOT LODGE, GEN. MERRITT, CAPT. MAHAN, and SEN. GEORGE HOAR.





LODGE



Mr. President, you know as well as I do that we cannot 

let this opportunity pass by.  Most Republicans, even Governor

McKinley, recognize this and will make it a campaign

issue.





CLEVELAND



What do you think, Captain Mahan?





MAHAN



Of course, I agree, Mr. President.  Wish I know more 

about those remote islands and their little brown 

people, though. The Philippines is not exactly next door 

like Cuba is, you know, and getting there and back 

takes weeks.



(rises and goes to wall map)



(points to region with cigar in hand)

But that is what excites me.  Our position in Asia could 

really be stronger if we get a foothold there.  With China 

and Japan on the rise, Manila could be our Hong Kong or 

our Port Arthur.



HOAR

Not so fast, Captain.  Aren’t we forgetting something 

fundamental here?  Let us examine our premises.  Do we 

want to become like the European colonizers of old?  

We are a former colony ourselves, and we are reminded

by our first president to stay away from these ambitions.



CLEVELAND

Ever the preacher, huh, George?



LODGE

Besides, George, we are preaching a new kind of imperialism,

a benevolent one, if you will.  We will just be there to guide 

them to a point where they can be like us, free and sovereign, too.  

But only when the natives are ready.  In the meantime, think of

the opportunities for us.



MERRITT

Excuse me, Mr. President, but we have to have a plan here. 

And it seems to me that we cannot make a plan without 

good first-hand information about the Philippines.

Perhaps the first thing we should do is send a small 

expedition out there.



CLEVELAND

Ah, a concrete proposal, at last.  Very good, General Merritt.

And what do you have in mind?

Merritt signals for TOM and LEN SARGENT, a big brawny military officer, to be brought in.  The two men enter and salute their President crisply.





MERRITT



As a matter of fact, sir, I have identified two men who can 

do this job, and brought these two with me to present to 

you.  They can leave for the Philippines in two weeks’ time

and supply us with reports on a regular basis.  Both have

respectable military backgrounds, both speak Spanish, 

and they have worked together in the past.  I am sure they

will do a good job.



HOAR

And where did they learn their Spanish?



MERRITT

Wilcox here spent a year in Spain studying history and 

military tactics there; he even made friends with the 

Philippine reformist campaigning out there.  Sargent was 

in Cuba with Teddy Roosevelt’s Rough Riders for a while.



MAHAN

Excellent, General.  But maybe I can borrow Sargent

for a few months and take him with me to Cuba before

sending him to Manila.



CLEVELAND



(to Tom and Sargent)


Very well, men.  Be our eyes and ears in that far away land.





DISSOLVE TO (FLASH FORWARD):

INT. - TOM’S ROOM – DAY

TOM is looking out his window at the del Pilar house across the street.

Tom’s POV: There is unusual activity in front of the house, groups in hushed tones

being admitted in and out of the house.  Tom goes out into the street.

EXT. - OUTSIDE DEL PILAR HOUSE - DAY

Tom walks up and sees Palito.





TOM





(whispering)



What is going on, Palito?





PALITO



You have not heard, ser?  Pio’s uncle, Marcelo,



has died.  He was on his way home to Manila, but



passed away before he arrived.  His body, it just 



arrived this morning.

INT.  DEL PILAR LIVING ROOM – DAY - CONTINUOUS

Tom enters a spacious living room, with furniture rearranged to give pride of place to a sealed coffin, facing several rows of chairs and benches hastily assembled.  

Tom’s POV:  Those in attendance are mostly male, huddled and talking quietly in small groups.  The womenfolk are all in black, and either in the back of the room praying, or 

bustling about seeing to it that everyone is plentifully supplied with coffee and snacks.

He sees Coring busily attending to the food service, and supervising the maids and friends who do the serving.

Tom sits quietly and comfortably in the back and settles in for the long haul.

INT - SAME – SEVERAL HOURS LATER - NIGHT

The crowd has noticeably thinned.  Everyone looks stressed and weary from the day’s wake.   A few women under Coring’s supervision are cleaning up used cups and dishes and sorting out the floral wreaths.  Palito paces restlessly back and forth by the doorway, as if expecting someone.  Coring finally gives herself a rest and slides into a chair at the back of the room, not far from Tom.  Tom comes over.





TOM



You really must get some rest, Coring.  You have



been on your feet all day.





CORING





(smiling weakly)



And you yourself have been here all day also.








TOM



There is nowhere else I would rather be. 

(An embarrassed silence… then)  

I mean, Marcelo was an admirable person; he



deserves my greatest respect.





CORING



You were in Spain together, si?





TOM



Yes, he was always kind to me.  And we spent 

many evenings in long discussions.



CORING



(smiling)

Ay, my uncle can talk for a long time.



TOM

In fact, I just wrote to let him know that I was here. 



CORING

The mail service from here to Madrid, it is very

slow, Senor Wilcox.  



TOM

I asked if he was coming home.  I would have loved

to see him again.



CORING

It is a very critical time here, you know.  I am sure that

is what Uncle Marcelo and you were discussing in

Spain, yes?  Senor Wilcox, you seem very interested 

in what happens to us.



TOM

Seems like there is great uncertainty about the

future in this country.



CORING

It is not so much for myself, but for Elening that I

worry.  She has become so precious to me, and I 

do not want her to grow up in this troubled

atmosphere.



TOM  



(finally able to ask)

And her father?



CORING (smiling)



Ay, yes, you must be wondering.  She is not really 



my daughter.  Her mother, our laundrywoman, was



made pregnant by a passing trader, and she left us and

abandoned her daughter shortly after she gave birth.  But



Elening was such a lovely baby…

Coring is distracted by an impressive arrival at the door of the living room.  ANDRES BONIFACIO enters, his piercing eyes giving him a look of great intensity, in typical peasant garb, a dirty loose white shirt held at the waist by a cloth sash, which also holds a machete.  Palito rushes up to him, and after a few whispered words, rushes to the side room to call out the del Pilar brothers. The three huddle together in a corner, with Palito keeping a watchful eye on the sleeping Guardia Civil by the door.





TOM





(watching all this, whispers)



Who is he?





CORING





(almost to herself)



He should not be here… it is too dangerous.  

CORING’S P.O.V. We see the three men leave hurriedly together, followed by a 

watchful Palito.

CORING ( O.S.)

That is Andres Bonifacio, leader of the revolutionary

Katipunan.  We admire his bravery, but he is too reckless.

Now his is getting my brothers involved!

EXT.  – OPEN SEAS- DAY

Long shot of small rusted old inter-island passenger ship making its way.  

ZOOM IN through porthole into 

INT- SHIP, CAPTAIN’S DINING ROOM – DAY - CONTINUOUS

The Captain is fussing over his two guests, TOM, and  GENERAL FERMIN JAUDENES, distinguished looking in his uniform, thick grey eyebrows and mutton chops sideburns .





CAPTAIN



It is not every day that I have the honor of having



representatives of two important countries at the



same time on my humble ship.





TOM



Oh, but I do not have the rank or importance of the 

General here.  We are both honored by his presence.





JAUDENES



So, Senor Wilcox, this is your first visit to Mindanao?



You will find it memorable—so different from



Manila.  The Moros have a different culture, very 



colorful, very strong… and sometimes very fierce.



Such a challenge to us.  But we have a good fort in



Zamboanga, our first stop.  Is that where you are 



heading?





TOM



Ah, yes, General, and also to Dapitan.





JAUDENES



Si, Dapitan.  Fewer Moros there, and we have a smaller

outpost.  (Looks mischievously at Tom)  But maybe you 

have heard about our famous prisoner there?





TOM



I confess that word of Jose Rizal’s exile there has reached

even me.





JAUDENES



A curious fellow.  Not typical.  He is no trouble there, 

helping the community with gardening and tending to 

their eye problems.  He is a doctor you know.





TOM



I am quite curious about this man.





JAUDENES



Well, remind me to give you an all-purpose 

pass.  You can use it to visit our forts in Zamboanga

and Dapitan, and even to satisfy your curiosity about 

this man.





TOM



That is most generous of you, General.

INT. - COTTAGE OF RIZAL – DAY

A Spanish GUARD escorts TOM into a small, well kept room.  Outside the window, Tom sees the well-tended vegetable patches Rizal works on.  Off to one side, he sees a tiny room that must have served as his study and clinic.  An eye chart is on the wall, and the desk has half-written manuscripts.  JOSE RIZAL, short, neat, and with intense dark eyes, walks in from that room.





RIZAL



Ah, Mr. Wilcox, I have heard about you.





TOM



The honor is entirely mine, Dr. Rizal.





RIZAL


Everyone calls me Pepe.  And if I may, I will call

you what our friends do, Tom.  Marcelo used to write

me from Spain, and he told me about your discussions, 

 

and your rather difficult questions.  I assume that you 

have an understanding of this trying period we are going 

through.  Take a seat, Tom, take a seat.  Well, does it 

seem like the United States has intentions of casting its 

long shadow over the Philippines?



TOM



(slightly taken aback by the directness)

Well, Pepe, I will be honest with you and tell you 

that I have been sent here to find out how things are.

Unfortunately, people back home have the vaguest

or funniest ideas about the Philippines.



RIZAL

This is partly because they are so busy with Cuba.  

You may have heard, I have volunteered to serve as

a doctor there so I can learn how their revolution is 

developing. Dapitan here is a quiet place, but I

have done what I can here.

A young BOY enters with two steaming platters of crabs.





RIZAL (CONT’D)



Ah, here they are.  Tom, I wanted you to try these



curacha crabs, found only on this island, which



I prepared with a special curry concoction of my 



own.  I trust you will like it.





TOM





(helping himself)



Pepe, you are an accomplished cook on top of



everything else.  This is delicious.  But to get



back to Cuba.  It is true that Cuba has been on 

`
the mind of our new president McKinley.


But I am not sure colonization is the goal. 


.  





RIZAL



Once McKinley gets a taste of imperialism, I am not 

sure he will be able to restrain himself, especially as 

regards the Philippines.  You have no doubt concluded 

that our revolutionary movement is in its advanced 

stages, and that over time we can oust the Spaniards 

ourselves?



TOM

Yes, I have.  But, frankly, your forces have no answer

to the naval supremacy Spain holds in the bay.



RIZAL

Tom, there is far more than that.  Your military

analysis is of course correct, but I have been 

doing a social analysis of our situation, and 

must admit humbly that we are not ready to 

win an outright revolution.  I am no longer the 

idealist I used to be—I now know our Madrid

efforts are useless.  Yes, I have warned against

rushing ahead.  Did your read my second novel?



TOM

Yes, I did.  In fact, I wondered why you set up

the main character, Simoun, to see revolution

as the only alternative, only to let the revolution

collapse at the last minute.



RIZAL

That is my point.  Revolutions are not won

with machetes, rifles, or cannons.  They are won

by a people dedicated and united in their cause.

Ours cannot be a just a revolution of one region, 

or of the peasants, or of the middle class.  You have

been in Manila long enough to see that we are still

an internally divided society.  I wrote those novels

to set all Filipino hearts aflame, regardless of

social origin—but as you can see, there is still a 

long way to go.

The GUARD interrupts them, announcing a visitor.





GUARD



Senor Rizal, you have another visitor today, 



Senor Velenzuela.

PIO VALENZUELA, hat in hand, portly, sweating profusely, in his off-white ramie coat, enters hesitantly, not expecting to see another visitor with Rizal.



RIZAL 

(rising to meet guest) 

Don Pio, welcome.   Have a seat here. Let me 

have your hat and coat.  And let me have some 

crab prepared for you.


VALENZUELA

Don Pepe, I have a message of the utmost

importance… (hesitates, looking at Tom)


RIZAL

Oh, Senor Pio, I want you to meet Senor Tom

Wilcox.  And don’t worry about him, He is

a friend of the Filipinos.



VELENZUELA 

(sitting)

Don Pepe, things are developing very fast in

Manila.  The Spanish are close to uncovering the

Katipunan, and Bonifacio is ready to start the

armed struggle.  But we want your blessings first.



RIZAL

Don Pio, you know my position well. A revolution

is a people’s uprising.  So far you have shown me

no evidence that the complacent middle class, with

exceptions like you, of course, are willing to sacrifice

their comforts for a better Philippines.



VALENZUELA

But the masses are ready, Don Pepe.  And they

are restless.  Arrests and executions are more frequent.

How much longer must we wait?  How much longer

must we be subjugated and our women abused?



RIZAL

It is not up to me to determine a timetable.  When I was

a little boy, my father used to take me to the rice fields

to teach me how to determine the best time for harvest,

not too early, not too late.  It was up to me, he said, to

read the signs correctly, but it was not up to me to 

hasten or delay nature’s work.  So also today, I am 

just reading the signs.



VALENZELA

But Don Pepe…



RIZAL 

And yet, yes, you are right.  I read in your eyes, and in

whispered messages I get, that our motherland has 

entered into labor, as if a baby’s time to be born has

come, and nothing can stop it.  I read those signs too, 

and accept the inevitable.  All I am saying is that this 

baby is going to be born prematurely.  And so I cannot

give my blessings, knowing in my heart the risk of

failure.  And who has the military skill to lead this 

revolution?  I can only think of Antonio Luna.

(To Tom)  Remember him, Tom, from your Madrid

days?



TOM

Yes, Pepe, I remember. Always studying Napoleon.

He even taught me arnis, your martial arts form.



RIZAL

Ah, yes, he and his brother loved that.  I myself

preferred classical fencing.



VALENZUELA



(interrupting)

But, Don Pepe, we need your approval before we 

can go ahead.


RIZAL



No, you don’t, Don Pio.  (To Tom)  You see,



Tom, what an artificial figurehead that have



made of me, in spite of my being so far away.



(To Valenzuela)  Remember this, Don Pio.



I am not a great man.  I am short, like Tom



here is.  I am often unrealistic, temperamental,



eccentric even, and I have my share of 



faults.  But I am gifted with two great things,



and I have a responsibility to use them.  I have



in me this flame, the passion for a better 



Philippines, and I have an ability through my



writings to spread that flame.  So I am an



ordinary man with extraordinary gifts, you see, 



and I feel I must use them.

CU on TOM.





RIZAL (O.S.) (CONTD) 



You too must have extraordinary gifts somehow.



Find them, do not waste them; use them for



others.

INT. TOM’S ROOM – DAY

Tom is sitting in his usual place at the desk beside the window looking onto the street and Coring’s house opposite. He has pen in hand but cannot seem to start his next letter.  He sees Coring and her mayordoma Sepa coming down the street on their way home.  He drops his pen and makes a mad dash to intercept them in the street.

EXT. – INTRAMUROS SREET – DAY - CONTINUOUS

Tom gets there just as  Coring and Sepa are about to enter the house.





TOM (panting)



Senorita del Pilar, it is good to see you again.





CORING



Good afternoon to you, Senor Wilcox.  Ay, you seem 



out of breath.  Have you come running from 



somewhere?





TOM



Oh, I was looking out my window and saw you.  There



were a few questions I wanted to ask you.  And please,



you said you were going to call me Tom.





CORING



Pues, you started with Senora del Pilar.  Anyway, I 



hope you have not been spying on me, Tom.


TOM



Oh, no, I was just trying to write a letter when I 



saw you out my window.


CORING


(teasing, curious)



A letter to a loved one, si?





TOM



No, it was an official letter… I mean…





CORING



Hmm… Well what did you want to ask?





TOM



A few things.  Coring, could we go in and talk



for a while.  Or if you prefer we could go for 



a little walk.


CORING



Have you ever been to Binondo, Tom?  I meant



to get something there.  You can accompany me, yes?

It is just outside the Walled City, across the bridge.  You 

will find that it is quite different from this Intramuros



area.

EXT.- STREETS LEADING TO BINONDO – DAY TO Dusk





CORING (CONT’D)



Bueno, you were going to ask me something, yes?





TOM



Well, before I ask, let me tell you about my trip to



Mindanao.  I visited Zamboanga, Cagayan de Oro, 



Dapitan, where I met your friend’s brother, Pepe.





CORING



Naku, you really move around!  And how is Pepe?





TOM



He is truly a remarkable man, Coring.  I learned a lot



from him.  But I returned with more questions than



answers.





CORING



It seems to me you are a very curious person, Tom.



And you really go out of your way for it.  Is this



some kind of work you do?  Not for the Guardia



Civil, I hope?





TOM



Oh, no, in fact my government has heard about their



abuses, and denounces them.





CORING





(flustered)



So you are a spy for your government?  And you are



nice to us just to get information?  Is that why you 



are eager to talk to me?  Well I have no secret 



information.





TOM



No, not at all.  In fact I find your presence and your



company most…





CORING



Please, Tom, do not dishonor me by saying what you do 



not mean, only to get information and then go away.





TOM



I assure you, Coring, this has nothing to do with my



work.  I do not know about the future for me… or for



you.  But I would like nothing more than to know you



better.  Surely, there is nothing wrong with that.

CORING walks on in silence, not sure still whether to trust this man.  They arrive at a small Chinese store in Chinatown outside the walls, and with a lot of bowing before the pig-tailed CHINAMAN, she retrieves the embroidered blouse she had made by him.





CORING



We must hurry back.  It is getting late.

INT – DEL PILAR LIVING ROOM – DUSK/NIGHT

CORING comes up the main staircase to see her brother PIO standing at the top of the stairs waiting menacingly for her.





PIO



And where have you been?  You had us worried. Sepa 



says that you went off with the Americano.





CORING



I am sorry, kuya.  I went to get my embroidery in 



Binondo, and Senor Wilcox offered to escort me there.





PIO



I see no reason for you to spend any time with him. I don’t



want people talking about you again.


CORING
Please, kuya, let us not bring up the past.  I am older 



and wiser now, and will surely not bring shame to the



del Pilar name.





PIO



These are dangerous times, Coring.  Have you not heard?



The Spaniards have discovered the Katipunan.  They have



been betrayed by a member who was convinced by the 



nuns to reveal all in a confession to a priest.





CORING 

(smiling wryly)



So in one stroke, the traitor sent his soul to heaven and his 



country to hell.





PIO



This is not to be taken lightly.  Your brother and I may 



now be associated and in danger, and we may have to 



go into hiding.  I have already prepared small bags for



us if it becomes necessary.  





CORING



And what about me?





PIO



I think you can stay.  Someone has to protect this 



house.  But you must gather all valuables in our 



two large trunks, and make sure dangerous



revolutionary papers or letters are not to be found.



Gregorio is trying to find out more, but he has



been gone since yesterday, and I fear for him.

GREGORIO suddenly bursts in; looking disheveled and sleepless.  He is in an angry mood.





GREGORIO

That Bonifacio does not know what he is doing!



We could have all been killed.  





PIO

When did this happen?

GREGORIO

Last night.  It was supposed to be our first major 

assault on the Spaniards, and because he kept 

changing his plans to accommodate more volunteers, 

our timing was off and so many were killed or

taken prisoner.





PIO 



Calm down, Gregorio.  Bonifacio may not be an



organized soldier, but he was right in leading that



assault.  His leadership is our inspiration. But he



needs our help and advice.  Will you stay with 



him?





GREGORIO



I just came home to get the bags I prepared.  I may



have been seen today.  I am no longer safe here.





PIO (O.S.)





(CU on Coring as she listens sadly)



I too will get my bags and join you, brother.  I



was just telling Coring how to take care of things



should we leave.





(to CORING)



And Coring, please be careful… in all matters.



Things are moving fast. Watch over our belongings.



over yourself, and especially over your heart.

INT/EXT -  MONTAGE – VARIOUS REVOLUTIONARY SCENES – NIGHT/DAY

· NIGHT – An impassioned secret meeting of farmers in a forest clearing by a

bonfire:  BONIFACIO leading the rally, PALILTO by his side, brandishing bolos and tearing up cedulas, the Spanish issued identification cards.

· DAY – The GUARDIA CIVIL raiding houses in Intramuros, looking for evidence

against collaborators; hauling out men who have been discovered to have subversive materials.

· NIGHT – Attack on a remote Spanish outpost by shouting revolutionaries, armed

mostly with only sticks and bolos; heavy casualties among them inflicted by well-armed Spaniards.  GREGORIO  and BONIFACIO among the revolutionaries.

· DAY – Spanish FRIARS colluding with Guardia Civil and pointing out rebels.

· DAY – JOSE RIZAL being suddenly invaded in his cell in Dapitan and bound and dragged out in captivity to be shipped to Manila for trial.

INT – TOM’S ROOM – NIGHT

TOM is at his desk as usual, trying to write.  He espies outside his window a small detachment of the Guardia Civil stopping in front of Coring’s gate and demanding to enter. He observes for a moment, imagines what is going on, and eventually goes out and across the street.

INT – DEL PILAR LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

The GUARDIA CIVIL are rifling through papers and drawers, searching for 

things.  The head GUARDIA CIVIL is interrogating CORING at a table, while

SEPA looks on nervously.  

EXT – OUTSIDE THE DELL PILAR DOOR – NIGHT

SEPA has opened to door to Tom’s knocking.

SEPA

Naku, Senor Wilcox, you look like you are in pain..





TOM 

(feigning)



Aling Sepa, I am sorry to disturb you at such



a late hour, but could I disturb you and your mistress



for some medicine?    I am afraid there is no one in



the house across the street.

SEPA quickly ushers him upstairs to the living room.

INT – DEL PILAR LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Seeing Tom enter, CORING interrupts her talk with the CHIEF GUARDIA CIVIL and rushes to him, sees the problem, and proceeds to the kitchen to supervise Sepa preparing a special brew for him.  She quickly returns.





CORING



Senor Commandante, por favor, excuse me for not



attending to you; perhaps we can continue another



day.





GUARDIA

No le preoccupa, Senorita, we can complete our



search tonight.  We will be finished in a few 



minutes.

GUARDIA barks a few orders to the others, and soon they withdraw and leave.

By now, Coring has seated Tom on the large divan and Sepa has brought him a steaming

cup of some broth.  Coring takes the cup from Sepa and sits beside Tom. She takes his head in the palm of her hand to bring the cup to his lips, but they both freeze for an instant, lost in each other’s eyes.  Tom finally turns his attention to the cup and takes a few sips.





TOM



Coring, let me explain…





CORING



Later, later…  Just take it easy and rest here for a while.

With a quick nod, Coring dismisses Sepa, who withdraws into the kitchen, leaving them alone.  There is more than care and concern in Coring’s demeanor.





TOM



I am not that sick really. I came when I saw the Guardia



Civil here, and thought a little distraction would 



help. 





CORING



Please, don’t get up.  And thank you for coming to the 



rescue in spite of your “stomach ache.”





TOM



Thank you for taking care of me.

TOM half rises from the divan, but Coring moves closer to keep him at rest.  Impulsively, Tom half rises to kiss her gently on the cheek, but ends up holding her in a tight embrace. Coring does not resist.  Slowly he loosens his grip, their foreheads touching as they look into each other’s eyes.  After some time, he plants a kiss on her lips.





TOM



Sorry,… I am too impulsive.  Believe me when I 



say that you are…





CORING



I believe you, Tom, I trust you. Say no more.

Coring takes him back into her arms and cradles his head on her shoulder, rocking gently.





CORING (CONTD)



Tom, what will happen to us?  This cannot continue,



you know.  It will only end up hurting us both.





TOM



Can I come again tomorrow night? Every night?



We need to be alone together.





CORING





Tom, we cannot really be private and alone in this house,



even if my brothers are away.  It would not be right, and

the household help will notice.  But I too want to be alone

with you.



TOM

Well, is there anywhere…?



CORING



(thinking)

Well… I learned that your landlady Consuelo is going to 

Pampanga next week, and taking Aling Rosario with her.  

You will be completely alone there next Thursday and perhaps…



TOM 

(overwhelmed)

Of course, of course, I will be home, and wait for you then.



CORING

But now you must be going, yes?  Thank you again, not just

for saving us from the Guardia, but for all you let me

know tonight.  I know… you have hardly spoken, but I have

read and understood more in your eyes and embrace tonight

than from all our conversations.



TOM



Until Thursday night, then!

EXT – OUTSDE THE MANILA CATHEDRAL – DAY

CORING and SOLEDAD, her friend and Rizal’s sister, are coming out of a weekday Mass, and are loitering in the town plaza in front of the Cathedral.




SOLEDAD


I am so worried, Coring.  I have no news about my brother


Pepe.  And more and more of our menfolk are disappearing


into the countryside.  Any news from your brothers?




CORING


I have no idea where they are.  But through whispered stories


I hear they are alive and well.  Still, I worry so much about


them.  At least you are with your mother and your sisters.  


It is so difficult for me, being all alone.




SOLEDAD


Oh?  I hear you have a handsome protector across the street.



CORING

My, there are no secrets in Manila, si?



SOLEDAD

But he is just a friend, is he not?



CORING

Well… he is so caring and concerned.  I suppose

there is nothing wrong with that.



SOLEDAD

Pues, I wish only the best for you, Coring. But I 

know how difficult it is for you, with tongues

wagging.  And of course he is a foreigner, and 

is only a visitor here. And these are difficult times.



CORING

I know, I know.  But he has been such a comfort

with my brothers gone.



SOLEDAD

Your brothers are involved in a noble cause. I hear 

that there will be a big meeting of revolutionary

leaders in Cavite in a few weeks.  I will find out

as much as I can and let you know how they are

from our friends who will be going there.



CORING

Can we not go too?  Is it too dangerous?



SOLEDAD

Well, they are mostly menfolk, and they are going 

through the hills and fields to avoid the Guardia

Civil on the road sentry points.



CORING

Wait… Maybe Tom can accompany us! He will be 

respected by the Guardia; in fact, he has some kind

of pass given to him by a General when he went to

Mindanao.  We should be safe with him. I am sure

he would be eager to escort us.

INT – TOM’S ROOM – NIGHT

TOM fussing about nervously, fixing up the room in anticipation of his guest.  He lights a few candles in the corner of the room and opens the windows, but draws the curtains.  Tidies up bed.  Checks his appearance before the mirror.

He looks out the window, and through the curtains sees Coring leave her house, go up the street cross, and come back down.  He unlocks door and leaves it slightly ajar.

A knock and door swings open from it, revealing a resplendent but hesitant CORING.

She enters, and she and Tom lock wordlessly in a long embrace, the candles casting a shadow of the intertwined couple on the wall.





CORING



This is not easy, mi amor.  I have never been so daring



as this. It goes against all those things the nuns taught

me at school, to wait for marriage first.  And yet it feels 

so right, so pure with you.





TOM



That is because you know how much I love you,



as much as if we were already married.  And



I have already married you in my heart.





CORING



You are not just saying that to make tonight 

`

feel right, are you?





TOM



No, no, in fact, I was not going to tell you this



right away, but this afternoon, while waiting for the 



hours to crawl by, I found myself in the Consuelo’s



chapel and sat there a while.  I realized how much



I loved you, and right there, I vowed to love you forever,

in sickness and in health, for better or for worse…





CORING

Ay, that is so sweet, mi amor.  So now I suppose I can 

act like your wife, is it so?

CORING playfully starts unbuttoning Tom’s shirt.  Quickly, Tom’s eager hands start working clumsily on her blouse.





CORING (CONTD)



Let me do it, Tom, and do not be in such a hurry.



We have all night, yes?

TOM relaxes. CORING sits him down on the edge of the bed and takes of his shirt.

Then, still standing, she slowly takes of her blouse, bodice and undervest, keeping

a discreet distance from Tom.   CU on Tom as he watches in awe.

TOM starts to rise towards her, but Coring stays him.





CORING  (CONTD)


Despacio, Tom, slowly.  Let us get comfortable



with each other first.  Tell me, do you think the 



Spanish will be able to defeat the resistance?





TOM



How can we talk about anything else now?

TOM gets up and starts pacing. Coring sits on bed





CORING



Now, now, husband. Come here and sit by my side.

Tom sits, they embrace.  He starts exploring her breasts; she does not resist.  This time it is Tom who holds her head in the palm of his hand and slowly lies her down on the bed. They kiss and fondle.  Tom struggles with his pants, and again Coring stays his hand.





CORING



Later, amor, later.  Just hold me first and let us talk.



Let our minds and thought and souls be one before



our bodies become one.  Talk to me about our love,



about your life, about what you have learned about 



this country.

TOM leans back, closes his eyes, takes a deep breath.





TOM



There is so much to say.  I have heard and seen so



many things, and my mind has learned so much. 



And then there is you, who has taught my heart so



much.

During ensuing conversation, they continue to caress, and slowly the clothes come off.





CORING



It is as if I too am learning so much.  Ever since



you came into my world, things have changed and 



look so different.  Even the struggles of our country



seem so important to me now.  Not just because of



you, but also for the future of Elening.





TOM



She must be very precious to you.





CORING



Yes, she is.  Tell me, Tom, will our struggles end



up in victory?





TOM



I do not know, Coring.  All I know is that I am



with you tonight, and I hope tomorrow never



comes.

Their caressing continues and the conversation tapers off.  They make long

languorous love.

INT – TOM’S ROOM – NIGHT

It is a few hours later.  Both are lying back under the covers, still naked, but wide awake.





TOM



What are you thinking, my love?





CORING



You know, tonight is Pepe’s last night in prison.  



The word in town is that they plan to execute



him at dawn tomorrow.



TOM

That would be a serious blunder for the Spaniards.



CORING

Soledad is with him now.  I wish we could

go and visit him too?
I hear they let only family in.



TOM

Let us give it a try, sweet.  I still have the pass from

General Jaudenes.  Maybe if you pose as another 

sister and I go in my military uniform through the

side entrance we can get ourselves in.



CORING

By now, the family must be getting ready to leave.



TOM


Good, then we can say we are merely picking up the family.

With unspoken agreement, they get up and get dressed.

EXT – SIDE GATE TO FORT SANTIAGO – NIGHT

Three guards are having an early breakfast.  One recognizes Tom from previous visits and reluctantly leaves the others to see approach Tom and Coring.  Tom talks to him.  Eager to get back to his food, the guard casually lets them in.

EXT – INSIDE FORT SANTIAGO< OUTSIDE RIZAL’S CELL – NIGHT


Tom and Coring approach guards, and ask to enter.  This time the guards flatly refuse.

Tom argues in vain.

TOM’s POV – Through the window of the cell, JOSE RIZAL is bidding goodbye to his family.  He may have seen Tom and Coring and smiles faintly in their direction.

SOLEDAD and Rizal’s other sisters and mother leave the cell even as Tom continues

arguing with the guards.  Seeing them leave, Tom gives up and accompanies them to

the front exit.

During the long walk across the courtyard to the gate, CORING sidles up to TOM and surreptitiously slips a folded piece of paper into his hand.





CORING



Don’t look at it, cuidao.  Soledad asked me to have you 



hide this as we go through the guards.  They will be



searched.    It is Pepe’s last legacy.

TOM does not respond or miss a step, continues walking, then stops to re-do the laces on his military boot.  He subtly slips the piece of paper into the boot.

They reach the front gate, and are all thoroughly searched.  They bid goodbye to each other.

INT – TOM’S ROOM – JUST BEFORE DAWN

Tom has pulled out the paper and is reading Jose Rizal’s last poem:





RIZAL (V.O.)



Goodbye land that I worship, pearl of the orient sea



Realm of the Sun, our Eden lost, goodbye:



I go to give my sad life for you, and should it be 



Gladly for your welfare would I die.

[During V.O. reading of poem, Tom, obviously enraged, puts down the paper and

dashes out of the house.]

EXT. – LUNETA FIELD – DAWN





RIZAL (V.O. CONTD)



Upon field of battle, fighting with hearts aflame



Others are dying without doubts or care:



Wherever death may find us who die in our country’s name



Dungeon or field or scaffold—the sacrifice is the same.

The firing squad is making final preparations. RIZAL, dressed in a dark suit and with a bowler hat, is bound and led to his final spot.  A small crowd is gathered and watches solemnly.  TOM comes rushing in at the last moment to witness this.





RIZAL (V.O. CONTD)


O Philippines, hear now my last farewell;



My dreams and all I cherish I now entrust to your care

TOM’s POV – He sees Rizal request the removal of the blindfold, positioned with his back to the firing squad.   At the last minute, RIZAL turns and faces the squad, falling backwards.





RIZAL (V.O. CONTD)



Goodbye,  parents and brothers, forever in my mind,



Give thanks that I am leaving my toilsome day behind



Goodbye, amiable foreigner within my heart enshrined



Goodbye, my loved ones.  To die is to rest.

CU on TOM as this impacts him.

INT/EXT – HORSE DRAWN CARRIAGE ALONG COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

TOM, CORING, SOLEDAD, and MARINA are in the carriage, on their way to Kawit.





SOLEDAD



Senor Wilcox, have you ever been to Cavite before?





TOM



I have never spent time there, Senora Soledad, although

]

I have passed through it on my way to Batangas.  The 




countryside outside Manila is so beautiful.

LONG SHOT of carriage passing along country roads surrounded by shimmering rice fields reflecting clear blue skies like giant rectangular mirrors.





MARINA



It is so nice of you to accompany us, Senor Wilcox.



I am sure the Guardia we just passed would not have



let us through these roads if it were not for you.





TOM



It is you, Senora Marina, who convinced them that



I was your visitor and that you wanted to show me the 

hospitality of the fiesta going on in Kawit.



CORING

But I am sure the special pass from General Jaudenes 

that you showed them must have helped!

EXT- TOWN OF KAWIT – DAY

As carriage enters Kawit, we see that the town fiesta is in full swing: colorful buntings hung across the streets, children playing in the streets, a passing procession, street bands, and the doors and windows of all houses open to passersby, who stream in and out. Tables are loaded down with festive food are evident in very house.

The carriage crosses a bridge, and approaches the imposing Aguinaldo paternal mansion.  Here,

by contrast, the mood is solemn and tense.  There are guards, with guns, guarding the house and men with bolos bustling in and out of the house.

They descend, CORING introduces herself and TOM, but the guards let in only the women.  After a quick goodbye and promise to return in the afternoon, Tom is left to wander the town on his own.

Tom wanders about.  He is regarded with suspicion at first, but as he keeps explaining, “Americano, not Kastila,” townfolk warm up to him.  He is invited to homes and partakes of the abundant food.  

From one home, he looks out the window and sees a band of men, armed with bolos, marching hurriedly out of town, led by BONIFACIO, whom he does not see.  He thinks he spots PALITO, head towering above the others, and rushes out to greet him.  But he is too late; he calls out Palito’s name after them, but he is either not heard or ignored.

He pulls out his pocket watch and realizes he has to hurry back to the Aguinaldo house.

EXT -  AGUINALDO HOUSE – DAY

This time the guards let him into the grounds, where he meets Coring and her friends sitting outside waiting for him.





TOM



Sorry, I am late. I did not realize the meeting



would end so soon. (to CORING)  Did you see



your brothers?





CORING



Yes, Pio is here.  Bur Gregorio had to stay back



in Bulacan. He suffered a flesh wound in the battle



at Kakaran. But kuya says he is healing well.





TOM



So you spoke to Pio.





CORING



After the meeting, we spoke for a while.  Also,



he wanted to thank you for escorting us here and 



watching over me the past months.

PIO and GENERAL EMILIO AGUINALDO come down the main staircase and approach them.  Aguinaldo is tall, young, dressed in a military uniform, with a close crew-cut, and very impressive looking.





PIO



General, this is Tom Wilcox, the Americano I told



you about who escorted Coring through the lines.

TOM rises respectfully as he is introduced.





AGUINALDO



Ah, somehow I expected you to be taller and bigger.



But, seriously, let me thank you for accompanying the



ladies here.  Pio was happy to see his sister.





TOM



It was a pleasure, sir.  And I enjoyed the overwhelming



hospitality of your town.





AGUINALDO



Good, good.  Tell me, Mr. Wilcox, how long have you



been in the Philippines?





TOM



Only a few months, General.





AGUINALDO



A few months? Months? Then you are not just a casual 



visitor.  What makes you stay so long?





TOM



Well,  sir… ah…





AGUINALDO



It’s all right, Mr. Wilcox.  We will eventually find out 



your business here.  But you must be on your way 



soon, if you hope to get to Manila before dark.  Good



day, Mr. Wilcox.

AGUINALDO turns abruptly and heads to a cluster of men awaiting him in the garden.

INT/EXT – CARRIAGE ON COUNTRY ROADS - DUSK

TOM, CORING, SOLEDAD, and MARINA are on their way back to Manila.





TOM



Was Bonifacio there?





CORING



Claro, he was.  That is why Pio was there.  About



twenty of  them came across the hills from the north



at great risk to get here.





TOM



Did they resolve the leadership issue?





CORING



Ay, naku, I am so upset. They sent us ladies to the



kitchen to help with the food, but afterwards we were



able to listen.  Aguinaldo thought the time for Katipunan



underground was over, and that they should put up a 



provisional government.





TOM



And Bonifacio?





SOLEDAD



He tried to stay neutral, but the two factions could



not agree on a united leadership.





MARINA

So over lunch time a smaller group decided on an 



election, with Aguinaldo emerging as President, and



Bonifacio as Secretary of the Interior.







TOM



I am sure Bonifacio was not happy.





CORING



Wait, there is more.  The stupid landlord lackey 



Tirona had the nerve to call Bonifacio unqualified



because he did not finish school!





SOLEDAD



That Tirona is a spoiled rich man.  My friends tell



me he treats his servants like the Spanish treats theirs.



And he had been making fun of Bonifacio’s background 



from the start.





TOM



And so what happened?





SOLEDAD


Well, Bonifacio’s men were ready to attack Tirona.



Bonifacio and Palito had to hold them back.  To avoid



fighting, Bonifacio just pulled his men out and



marched home.





CORING



 I am worried, Tom.  Bonifacio has a temper, and 



a following.  Terrible things can happen.

INT – TOM’S ROOM – DAY

Tom is preening himself before a mirror.  He is in full military uniform, preparing for an important occasion.  It is raining heavily outside.  He steps out.

EXT – INTRAMUROS STREETS – DAY - CONTINUOUS

It is still raining.  Tom gets off a carriage outside the imposing Ayuntamiento, the seat of Spanish colonial power. The guards ask him a few questions.  He shows a them a document; they escort him in.


INT – AYUNTAMIENTO – DAY

TOM and his escort go through the high-vaulted corridors into GOVERNOR GENERAL PRIMO DE RIVERA’s office.  He is in his early fifties, stocky and robust, with an air of authority that smacks of arrogance.  He is buried in his paperwork at his desk as Tom comes in.





RIVERA





(looks up, but does not rise)



Ah, you must be the American Lieutenant that asked



for an appointment.  Sit down, sit down.





TOM



Thank you for receiving me, Senor Gobernador General.  

It is a great honor.





RIVERA



Well, what is it? Is there something you want to know



about, or you have a specific message you wish to 

convey from your government?



TOM

No, Senor Gobernador, I merely wanted to pay

you a courtesy call and wish you success in your 

new responsibilities here.



RIVERA

Do you, really? Is that an official message from your

Government?  My latest information is that America

has a peculiar way of wishing us well.  Your new 

president, Senor McKinley, seems to be interfering

more and more with our internal affairs in Cuba.  I 

hope wishing me well does not mean interference.



TOM

Oh, no, Senor, I am sure not.  I am not aware of the latest 

developments, but I know Cuba is next door to us and the 

Philippines is half a world away.  Surely the situations

are very different.



RIVERA

Tell me, Teniente, since you have been here for 

some time, what is your assessment of these ladrones,

these bandits who disrupt the peace and incite the

people?  Do you think they are losing their momentum?



TOM

Senor, your superior military forces and arms have them

on the run. 



RIVERA

Yes, they are no match for our men and our guns—in a 

pitched battle.  And they have serious internal conflicts.

Did you hear that Aguinaldo had Bonifacio executed for

refusing to follow a united leadership and striking out 

on his own? 

C.U. on TOM as he reacts to this.



TOM

I did not know about it, Gobernador.  But what I hear is

that the Aguinaldo forces have resorted to guerilla tactics

and  continue to mount sporadic attacks throughout the 

countryside.  Is there not a remedy for this?



RIVERA

Of course there is! But we need still more reinforcements

from Espana.  In the meantime, I am hoping that these 

scoundrels will eventually tire of all this killing.  Frankly, 

I am getting tired of all this, too.

An AIDE-DE-CAMP enters, interrupting with an urgent message.





AIDE



Excuse me, Senor Gobernador, but Senor Paterno



is here again to see you.  He said you agreed to 



meet with him this afternoon.  It seemed urgent.





RIVERA



Paterno again.  See, Teniente Wilcox, this is the first



sign of their weakness.  This man claims that the 



ladrones may be ready to negotiate an honorable



ceasefire, and he has volunteered to serve as mediator



to find acceptable terms.  It is not a strong possibility,



but it may be worth pursuing.  (To Aide)  Bueno, let him in.

PEDRO PATERNO enters, a small, fair-skinned man, with a fast receding hairline and with horn-rimmed glasses.  He has a timid air about him, but his shifty eyes make him seem almost dangerous.  He goes right up to Rivera’s desk, obviously a regular visitor.

This time, RIVERA gets up to greet his visitor.





PATERNO



Senor Gobernador, my apologies, I did not know



you had a visitor.





RIVERA



Senor Paterno, this is Teniente Wilcox, an Americano



who is a visitor to our shores.  He was just on the way out.



(To Wilcox)  Well, then, Teniente, I have private matters to 

discuss with Senor Paterno.  Are you sure there is nothing 

specific you wanted to tell me?





TOM 

(as he rises to leave)



No, sir, I wish you well.  I wish you both well

INT – TOM’S ROOM – NIGHT

TOM has his military coat off, and is slouched at his desk.  We see the Orosman and Zafira program prominently propped up on his desk. Tom picks it up, kisses it, and puts it in his pocket.  He pulls out paper and starts writing.





TOM (V.O.)



“Dear General Merritt,



The situation here continues to be critical, and 



although the rebel forces continue their offensives, 



recent Spanish reinforcements seem to be turning 



tide in their favor, at least in the towns.  But General



Aguinaldo continues to gather support in the 



countryside, where uprisings continue…  

INT – WASHINGTON STATE DEPARTMENT CONFERENCE – DAY

GENERAL MERRITT, HOWARD TAFT, AND SENATOR HOAR are gathered around a small conference table, loaded with maps and papers, and MERRITT is reading the letter aloud to them.





TOM (V.O.) (CONTD)



“I was finally given an audience with the incoming



Governor General, Primo de Rivera.  I revealed nothing

of my mission but he immediately brought up the Cuban

situation.  He is exasperated by the continuing struggle 

here, but is intent on seeking yet more reinforcements

and crushing the rebellion.  Curiously, he has no obvious

plans for reform…



TOM’s V.O. gradually transforms  into



MERRITT (reading the letter)

“There is, however, a potentially important new development.

There is a well-connected member of the upper class here,

half-Spanish and half-Filipino, named Paterno, who is

trying to negotiate a truce.  It is hard to predict if Aguinaldo

will talk to him, but I will keep you informed…”



TAFT

Well, Merritt, to you think the rebel forces will agree to

some form of truce?





MERRITT



I don’t know, sir, this Aguinaldo chap seems to be one



tough hombre.  He eludes arrest easily, and has the 



support of the people in the countryside and his troops.



In my opinion, he can go on with his new guerilla



tactics indefinitely and needs no truce.





HOAR



I am not so sure.  No matter how tough he and his



troops are, they must be tired of all that hiding and 



killing, and of their own being killed, too.  The point



is, all the fighting is not having an effect on the 



Spanish authorities.  I think your boy Wilcox has a point 

there. The new Governor General sees this as a military 

problem, not a socio-political one





TAFT



Sounds a lot like Cuba, doesn’t it?  When we take over



the Philippines, our paramount strategy must be built



on a socio-political agenda, strong on social welfare.





HOAR



When we take over? You mean if we take over.  As you



know, Mr. Secretary, some of us in the Senate are



opposed to expansionist plans for the Philippines, or Cuba,



or any other territory.  





TAFT



Ho, ho, slow down, Mr. Senator. This is just among us. 



Besides it is too soon to discuss this; maybe those



Filipinos are not are ready for liberation.





MERRITT



From the reports of Wilcox, sir, it seems they are ready and 

certainly dedicated to their cause.  In spite of setbacks, their 

spirit remains unbroken.  If they had a navy to counteract the 

Spanish artillery, they would never have lost Cavite and may 

be in Manila by now.





TAFT



Well, we have a navy… Are you thinking what I am



thinking?   Teddy Roosevelt has just taken over as Secretary 



of the Navy, and I must discuss this with him.  A



partnership with our Navy would certainly end Spanish



rule there.





HOAR



Mr. Secretary, now it is my turn to tell you to slow down.



Now you are talking not only of an expansionist approach,



but a military one.  I am sure Congress will have a hard



time approving sending our sons halfway across the 



world to put them in harm’s way.





TAFT



You are right, Senator.  We may be getting ahead of 



ourselves on this one. We are busy enough with Cuba



and Spain.  But we should continue to get information 



from Manila.  General Merritt, your man there is doing



a good job.  Make sure he keeps us posted..  And let us



know if this Aguinaldo eventually accepts a truce.

EXT – LUNETA PARK GROUNDS – DAY

TOM and CORING have found a secluded bench during one of their walks, and sit down.





TOM



But that cannot be!





CORING



But it is true, mi amor.  Marina tells me Aguinaldo



has finally agreed to a truce.





TOM



But I thought he was gathering strength in the 



countryside with his guerilla tactics.





CORING



Marina’s husband heard from Aguinaldo himself



that the fighting has not won any reforms, but in exchange

for his exile, the negotiated truce is going to finally 

bring reforms. 





TOM



Where is he going?





CORING



To Hong Kong.  And that is not all Marina told



me, Tom.  I am going, too.





TOM



What? Why?





CORING



My brother Gregorio has become a key ally of



Aguinaldo and is included in the party listed for



exile.  He has sent word through Marina that



I should accompany him there… to cook and 



keep house, I suppose, since, unlike the others,




he has no wife.





TOM



And Elening?





CORING



She will have to come with me of course.





TOM



But what about us?





CORING



I don’t know, amor.  I hope I can come back soon.



But will you still be here?





TOM



Ah, yes… yes, I expect so.  But how am I going



to be when you are gone?  I have to tell you again…



you already know… I still mean all those things… 





CORING



Please, Tom, don’t start that.  You are making 



things harder for us.





TOM





(Pulls something out of his pocket)



Do you remember that first night I saw you, at the



theater, when I met your brothers?





CORING



Pero we hardly spoke then.





TOM



Yes, but I kept looking at you.  And the next day



I could not stop thinking about you.  Take this to



remember me by while you are in Hong Kong.





CORING





(She takes the folded piece of paper.)




What is it?





TOM



It is the program from that play.  I put our names on 



drawings of the two lovers.  I have carried it with me



always to remind me of us.  Now it is your turn to keep it.





CORING



Thank you, amor, I will keep and treasure this.

TOM moves closer as if to kiss her, but CORING stays him.





CORING (CONTD)



There will be other times, amor, many other times,



but not just yet.  And in Hong Kong, I am going to live 

with the hope that those times will come.

EXT- ESTABLISHING SHOT OF HONG KONG IN 1894 – DAY

EXT/INT – MONTAGE – HONG KONG – DAY/NIGHT

· DAY – AGUINALDO, GREGORIO, CORING, ELENING and party are disembarking from a ship at the crowded Hong Kong harbor.

· DAY – CORING is fixing up a modest apartment in a crowded section of Hong Kong.

· NIGHT – AGUINALDO, GREGORIO, and others in an intense caucus in a small smoke filled room.

· DAY – CORING coming home from market; she sees the back of a short, redheaded man, thinks it is Tom, but is dejected when he turns and it is not him.

· NIGHT – CORING fixing GREGORIO his dinner, as he pores over notes and documents. Coring fixing up a modest apartment in a crowded section of Hong Kong.

EXT – HONG  KONG MARKET STREET –DAY

CORING , carrying bags from her market shopping, is waking down the street.  Again she spots the back of a short redhead, and is again about to approach, but checks herself.

The man turns around, but this time it is indeed TOM.





CORING



Tom, mi amor!

Coring runs towards him, as he does to her.  He lifts her up in an enthusiastic embrace, spilling the contents of the market bags.  They talk while picking things up.





TOM



Sorry about that.





CORING



How good it is to see you, Tom… you do not know how 



good!  It has been hard for me. I hated missing you so



much, and I hated it more when I could do nothing about



it.  Every day I have imagined this moment…  without the



spilling of the bags!  But, amor, why are you here?





TOM

Because of you, of course.  But there is more. But perhaps

we can go somewhere to talk. 






They start to walk together.

INT  - CORING’S CRAMPED HONG KONG APARTMENT - DAY

TOM and CORING are sitting with coffee.  Tom has pulled out a chocolate bar and has just offered on it to ELENING, who beams with delight.  





CORING



Go and play in the room, Elening.  Your mama has



many things to talk about here.

ELENING withdraws into a tiny bedroom.





TOM



I got an urgent cable from Kansas.  My father, who



has been ill for some time, has taken a turn for the 



worse, and in one of his lucid moments, asked to see 



me one last time.    





CORING



And you just left?





TOM



I quickly wrote Washington for permission.  But I have 



not received a reply, and I don’t know how long my



father can hang on.  So I just booked passage on this



ship to San Francisco, which luckily had a stopover 




here.





CORING



When does it leave?





TOM



Noon tomorrow, as soon as they finish loading additional



cargo.  Now are you ready for the big question?  All night



long, on the way here, I was possessed by one idea—you 



could come with me!  I want you to see my country; you



will like it. And it will only be for a short while and I have



to return in a few weeks.





CORING



I don’t know, Tom.  I mean I would like to go, of course.

It sounds so exciting.  Maybe I can go; there is not much 

happening here.  That Kuya Gregorio, he is so 

independent and does not need me that much.  But still I 

have to get his permission.  Elening of course will have

to come with us.



TOM

Which reminds me, Pio saw me just before I left, and asked

me to deliver these letters, one to Gregorio, and one to General

Aguinaldo.  It probably has sensitive information and he 

could not sent it through regular channels.  Yes, seems like 

the resistance is growing again.

TOM hands her the letters.



TOM (CONTD)

Well, I have to go.  If you and Elening can come, I have 

to confirm passage and arrange your travel papers with

our Consul here.  Work your charms on your brother to let 

you go.

INT – SAME APARTMENT – NIGHT

It is evening and GREGORIO has come home.  He is seated at the dining table after a meal, and is reading the letter and documents brought be Tom very intensely.  CORING is clearing the table but is keeping a watchful eye on her brother, waiting for the right moment.





CORING



Is there good news, kuya?





GREGORIO



Pio says resistance in the countryside is strengthening

 by the day and everyone asks about our return.  But Spain 



is a powerful enemy, and he thinks we in Hong Kong



should start getting other nations on our side.





CORING



Kuya, maybe Tom Wilcox can help us; he on his way



to the United States.





GREGORIO


Ay, yes, that American Wilcox.  Thank him for



bringing the letters.  Seems he has won the trust of Kuya



Pio.





CORING



There is one other thing, kuya.  He has asked me to



accompany him.  It will be only a short while, and maybe



I can learn from the people there what they think of our



struggle.  I am sure you can manage without me for a few



weeks.



GREGORIO



I cannot entrust you alone with that Wilcox.





CORING



But I will not be alone, kuya.  He has agreed that I 



bring Elening with me.  And I promise you, I will never



let Elening leave my side.

C.U. on GREGORIO trying to make a decision on this request.

INT/EXT – MONTAGE – TRIP TO KANSAS – DAY/NIGHT

 DAY – CORING, TOM, and ELENING promenading happily on the deck of on a passenger/cargo ship in the open sea.

DAY – They are leaning over the railing and staring in wonder at the San Francisco skyline at the ship approaches the San Francisco pier.

NIGHT – Union Station – TOM has just bought tickets and are rushing to catch the transcontinental train.

DAY/NIGHT – from the train, day and night glimpses of California grazing lands, Utah deserts, Colorado prairie country, and the endless yellow grain fields of Kansas.

EXT – WILCOX FARMHOUSE, KANSAS – DUSK

TOM, CORING, and ELENING ride up through a fenced gate to a modest farmhouse, and ring the doorbell.

A tall blond lady, in her early forties, of sturdy farmhand stock, answers the doorbell and opens the door.  It is CATHERINE, Tom’s sister.  TOM and CATHERINE in a long embrace, as tears well up in their eyes.





CATHERINE



We did not know you could come, Tom.  Dad passed



away last Tuesday, and not hearing from you, we went



ahead with the burial yesterday.





TOM



I did write, but I guess the letter did not yet arrive.  Could 



I get a horse and go to the cemetery now?





CATHERINE



Of course, Tom.  Take Chestnut, you remember old



Chestnut? The old gal is still around; go around to the barn.





TOM



And, oh, Catherine, these are my guests, Coring and Elening.



Please take care of them. They must be very tired.  You can



put them up in my old room upstairs.





CATHERINE



Of course, Tom.  Don’t be too long.

EXT – CEMETERY – DUSK

TOM dismounts from Chestnut.  He approaches the groundskeeper and then walks to freshly made tomb site.  He sits on the grass in front for a while, and stares at  the tombstone on which is simply engraved “Willis Wilcox 1841-1898.”








DISSOLVE TO (FLASHBACK):

INT – HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY

C. U. on WILLIS WILCOX, thinning grey hair, pale, looking much older than his sixty years.  He is listening to the O.S. dialogue. TOM and CATHERINE are in the middle of a discussion.





TOM (O.S.)



But, Catherine, orders are orders.  And it is such a 

rare opportunity for me.






CATHERINE (O.S.)



You have had your rare opportunity and adventures



in Europe.  And now you want to go off again, just 

when your father’s condition has worsened.  He 

needs you by his side.





WILLIS (weakly)



Kate, dear, can you please get the nurse?

CATHERINE leaves the room.  WILLIS beckons his son to approach, and he does.





WILLIS (CONTD)



Son, you do what you have to do.  I gave you life



so that you could live it.  If you can do good out

there and make a difference, you have my blessings 

to go.  Make your Dad proud.

TOM acknowledges this and embraces his father tenderly.







DISSOLVE TO (FLASH FORWARD):

EXT – CEMETERY – NIGHT

Tom is still sitting before his father’s grave.  A tear falls on his cheek.

INT – WILCOX FARMHOUSE KITCHEN - DAY

TOM, already fully dressed, is having breakfast with CATHERINE.  CORING and ELENING walk in.







TOM



You are up early, sweet.  I was going to let you sleep



until it was time for me to say goodbye





CORING



Goodbye?





TOM



I got my mail here last night.  General Merritt gave me



permission to visit my father.  But he also asked me



to go to Washington  to give them a personal debriefing



on the Philippine situation.





CATHERINE



Don’t worry, my dears, he will be gone only a few days,



and I will take good care of you while he is gone.

EXT – WILCOX FARM - DAY

CATHERINE is showing CORING and ELENING  around the farm.  They look into the barn, milk the cows, and do other chores.  They use a small horse drawn buggy to inspect

the farm and check on the farm perimeter fence.  They talk as they ride along





CORING



This is too much work for one person, Catherine.





CATHERINE



Oh, I don’t always manage on my own.  At certain times,



during livestock season, during cattle roundup season, I 



have to recruit enough hired help to get things done.





CORING



Did Tom enjoy this type of work?





CATHERINE



He did not dislike it, but to him farm chores were just 



that, farm chores.  I think he found the routine boring.  It



was his brother Jim that really enjoyed working here.





CORING



Oh, I did not know he had a brother.  And were is Jim now?





CATHERINE



I am afraid we don't know.  He just picked up and left about



ten years ago.  We think he went off with a Southern belle 



who was visiting during one of the Sate Fairs.  Bu he never



never wrote or visited again.  It could also be he resented Dad



for being so fond of young Tom.





CORING



Tom was the one who was his father’s favorite?





CATHERINE



Oh, yes, we were so jealous of Tom, and were sure



he would follow in his father’s footsteps.  Then he 



suddenly surprised us all by saying he was going to 



join the Navy and see the world. I must say I saw it



coming. His room was always full of maps and books



about far away places, and he was easily bored.  He 



would be interested in something—I remember he



liked building model boats—then he would get tired



of it and then find something else.





CORING 



It sounds like he was hard to please.





CATHERINE



Well, not really.  He enjoyed many different things, and 



different types of people… even different young ladies.



Seems he wasn’t interested in the typical girl next door.



He was more interested in being popular with girls than



making a commitment.





CORING



He was, how do you say, a ladies’ man, yes?





CATHERINE





(catching herself)



Of course, Coring, I have not lived with him in many



years.  I am sure that he has become less flighty and 



changeable by now.  And he seems quite devoted to



you.





CORING



Tell me, Catherine, how much do you know about 



our country?





CATHERINE



Not very much, I am afraid.  We are a big country



and I don’t even know much about the different 



states here.  My brother did talk to me about your



struggles with Spain, like ours with Britain before.

But I don’t think those of us in the farms and fields 

of America know too much… or care that much,

with due respect to you.

EXT – STREET IN FRONT OF GENERAL STORY – DAY - CONTINUOUS

Their buggy has come into a small farming town.  They stop in front of the general store.





CATHERINE



I have to stop here and pick up a few things.  Why



don’t you and Elening come down and look around?



You will find it interesting, and you may want to



buy a few things yourself.

They get down and enter store.

INT – GENERAL STORE – DAY

CATHERINE and CORING are lined up in front of the cashier, having each 

bought a few things.  CORING comes up first when it is her turn and puts her

purchases on the counter.





CASHIER



Sorry, we do not serve niggers.





CORING



But I am not a nigger!





CASHIER



Well, we do not serve chinks, either.





CATHERINE 

(intervening)



Mister, she is not Negro, or Chinese, she is Philippine.





CASHIER



Madam, I don’t care what she is; we only serve whites.





CATHERINE





(angrily)



In that case, I will buy all the things she chose. Put 



them in a bag together with mine, and take this money



so we can get out of here.

Visibly shaken, CORING leaves, following CATHERINE back to the horse buggy.

EXT- STREET – DAY

CATHERINE and CORING and ELENING mount the buggy. As the ride off:





CATHERINE



I am sorry, Coring.  I did not know there were still



people like that.  They are a dying breed.





CORING



Still, I suppose we will always be different and a 



minority in this country.  I fear we can never be 



expected to be treated the same as everyone else.



And yet, this is the land of the free, the country of



opportunity for everyone—how do you say—regardless



of race of creed.

EXT – SHIP –DAY

CORING, TOM, and ELENING are once again on board a ship, this time heading

back to the Hong Kong.  The receding skyline of San Francisco can be seen in the 

background.





TOM



Are you still thinking about what happened at



that general store?  Please don’t let it bother you



any more.





CORING



It is not just that, amor. I have been thinking,



what will happen to us?  Our countries are so far



from each other, and so different.  I cannot live

here.  So how can we be together?





TOM



It is hard to talk about that.. with this revolution



going on, and with my duties to the Navy.  Maybe



we… 





CORING



Don’t you think about our future at all, Tom? Or



am I just another temporary girlfriend?





TOM



Sweet, you know that is not so.  You are now a

permanent part of my life.  But it is hard to make 

plans now.  When I was in Washington, I learned that



we are about to go to war with Spain over Cuba.  And



I am sure that the Philippines will be swept up in that



war.  How can we plan anything right now?





CORING



The Americans might fight Spain in Cuba, but they



will not go all the way to the Philippines to fight



Spain there. 

 



TOM



I do not know, Coring.  I saw my friend Len Sargent



in Washington.  He has just returned from Cuba and



he says he is training with a bigger group in preparation



for a time when they may have to go to the Philippines.

EXT – HONG KONG HARBOR - DAY

Establishing shot of TOM’s ship docking in the harbor.

EXT – HONG KONG, ROBINSON PARK - DAY

TOM and CORING are sitting on a bench in the park, overlooking the majestic Hong Kong harbor.  We see that on this day the harbor view is dominated by the imposing American naval fleet of Commodore Dewey: the flagship Olympia, four armored cruisers, two gunboats, and a revenue cutter.





CORING



Look at all those mighty ships, Tom.  People say they 

are headed for the Philippines.  What do you know, Tom?

You are keeping military secrets from me, maybe?





TOM




I wish I knew more, Coring.  When I was in Washington,



they were preparing  to declare war on Spain and liberate



Cuba.  But Congress seems divided on what to do with the



Philippines.







CORING



Maybe kuya Gregorio will know more when he returns with



General Aguinaldo from their visit to the American Consul



in Singapore.  It is a pity they left before we arrived… and before



all these ships came in.  





TOM

Yes, I think it is important that Aguinaldo speak to the 



commander of this fleet before they head for Manila.  In fact,



I will try to see Commodore Dewey myself, in case he needs



some information that I can provide.





CORING



I have something to show you Tom.  

CORING takes a small replica of a flag out of her bag.





CORING (CONTD)



Marina and her friends were just finishing sewing a

bigger version of this when we arrived.  It is going 






to be our Philippine flag.  See.. when this blue part is



on top, it means there is peace in our country, when 



this red part is on top, it means we are at war.  





TOM



Quite clever.  Well I hope you can fly it soon--with the 

blue portion on top.  Your country has earned it.

EXT/INT – ON BOARD THE BATTLESHIP OLYMPIA – DAY

TOM’s P.O.V. as he goes on board and is led to the ship’s war room by Captain CHARLES GRIDLEY, senior officer of the flagship.  Its walls

are heavy with maps, and more maps and diagrams are spread across the large

center table.  A number of  officers are already in the room when Tom enters.

TOM is in his Naval Scout Military Uniform, also carrying a rolled up map.

He is directed to take a seat near the head of the table.

COMMODORE GEORGE DEWEY enters the room; everyone stands at attention.

He is portly, but carries himself with impeccable military bearing.  His signature

 handlebar moustache is neatly trimmed.





DEWEY



At ease, men.  (Seeing Tom)  Ah, you must be 



Lieutenant Wilcox.  General Merritt has spoken to me



about you.  (To the others.)  Gentlemen, this man has



been living in Manila for a few years now, and knows



the situation there quite well.  Let us listen to what 



he can tell us.





TOM



Well, Commodore, you and your men are already



familiar with the layout of  Manila Bay.  I thought I would



just supplement your information with what I have 



observed.

TOM unrolls his own map, crudely drawn by him, indicating the locations of several ships in the bay.





TOM (CONTD)





(Using a pointer) 

As you know, sirs, this is Fort Santiago, the main 

fortification of the city.  Its focus, however, as you 

can see here (points), is on protecting the mouth of 

the Pasig river, north of the Fort.  Thus a quick approach

from the south would render a number of their big guns 

useless.





GRIDLEY



We know out job, Lieutenant, and have taken that



into account.  Is there any other information?





TOM



Sorry, sir, I meant no suggestion as to your strategy.



but there is one other thing.  Manila Bay is a crowded



field these days, as the French, the Japanese, the



British  and the Germans all have warships standing by.



They are poised to take advantage of any confusion, and



may be a problem for us.





GRIDLEY



What do you know about the movements of the 



Spanish armada itself?





TOM



It seems they have chosen not to actively patrol the



entire bay.  Because the Fort guards the north so well, 



Admiral Montojo’s fleet tends to stay south of the bay, 



hovering around a smaller port there, called Sangley



Point.  Admiral Montojo’s ships, I gather, use the 



port for their frequent repairs.  Their fleet is quite



old, in fact their guns are largely fixed for only broadside



salvos and…





DEWEY  

(interrupting)



We have information about his armada, Lieutenant.



But I am interested in what you now about this port called



Sangley Point.  We may soon need landing points and 



service areas ourselves.

 



TOM



Yes, sir, I can provide you and your officers that detailed



information after the meeting.





DEWEY



And, Wilcox, one more thing.  We will need someone



who knows the people there, and the languages they speak.



I spoke to General Merritt, and he agreed that you are to

Accompany us to Manila, in case we need your services 

after the battle.  And by the way, we sail tomorrow, so be 

on board by noon.




TOM



Yes, sir, I will be here. .. But sir, if I may speak?  I am told



that General Aguinaldo, their revolutionary leader is eager 



to see you.  He is on his way back from Singapore even as 



we speak.





DEWEY



So I have been informed.  But I cannot wait around for him,



my man.  I have received my orders.  If he is here in the



morning, I will see him.





TOM



I am quite familiar with the revolutionary movement, sir.



It seems to me that securing his cooperation at the outset 



would result in a strong and positive alliance.  He still has



the respect and following in the Philippines to mount a 



formidable Filipino ground force.  But, as you know, 



independence is their ultimate goal, and it might be 



difficult if…





DEWEY



Well, Lieutenant, leave that part up to us and to our



superiors in Washington.  I will call on you if I need 



further information on these insurgents.

EXT – BATTLESHIP OLYMPIA, MANILA BAY – NIGHT

It is almost pitch dark.  DEWEY and GRIDLEY are on the command bridge of the Olympia. GRIDLEY is scanning the horizon with a telescope.  





GRIDLEY



I estimate, sir, that we are well on our way back to the mouth



of the bay, veering well to the south this time.  I am sorry



we went too far into the bay the first time, sir, it is so dark—

those damn clouds. 



DEWEY

Count your blessings, Gridley.  A shining moon would have

exposed us to the Armada and their guns as we came in.

Now we are inside the bay and can pounce on them from

a good angle.



GRIDLEY

That Wilcox fellow did say they would be likely be anchored

somewhere in this area.  

GRIDLEY looks through his telescope again.  He gets excited.





GIRDLEY (CONTD)



Commodore!  I believe we have found them.





DEWEY



Alert your men, but do not fire until we are 



close enough and I give the signal.  Do you



think they have seen us yet?





GRIDLEY





(after a pause, looking through telescope) 

I see no sign of movement, sir.  





DEWEY



Good.  Give the orders then, according to our



plan.  Your boys on the other ships should know



their respective targets, I assume.

EXT- DECK OF SPANISH FLAGSHIP, MANILA BAY – NIGHT

Spanish CREWMEN are asleep or playing cards on deck in candlelight, unaware of impending doom.

 We see the vague silhouettes of the American fleet, coming at oblique angles, making broadside counter attack difficult.

EXT – BATTLESHIP OLYMPIA, MANILA BAY – NIGHT

TOM scurries above deck, and finds a spot close to the bridge where he can watch 

the battle.

TOM’s P.O.V. As the American ships steam full ahead, the Spanish Armada  comes into

closer view and into shooting range





DEWEY (O.S.)



You may fire when you are ready, Gridley

Cannons from all the American ships, strategically lined up for the purpose, erupt in a deafening series of explosions.

EXT- SPANISH SHIPS - NIGHT

The first few shots fall short of their targets but serve to rouse the Spanish sailors.  Before they can get organized, running back and forth, a second round is much more accurate, tearing holes into their decks and broadsides, causing fires and small explosions.  Utter

chaos reigns.

EXT- TOM’ VANTAGE POINT - NIGHT   

TOM, cupping his ears against the noise, sees the destruction of one ship after another.

C.U. on TOM’s face as he realizes he is now in a full-scale battle.

EXT- BRIDGE OF THE OLYMPIA - DAWN

GRIDLEY and DEWEY are still on the bridge, observing.  GRIDLEY is looking through

his telescope.  He suddenly smiles, turns the telescope to DEWEY, and points.  DEWEY looks through:

EXT- DEWEY’s POV, THROUGH THE TELESCOPE - DAWN

After a short scan of the wreckage caused by the artillery, the telescope focuses on a white flag of surrender being raised on the main mast of the Spanish flagship.

INT - WASHINGTON, FOGGY BOTTOM - DAY

It is the office of Secretary of State WILLIAM HOWARD TAFT.  He sits at his desk, strewn with the newspapers of the day.  We see the blaring headlines hailing Dewey's victory and trumpeting a new cause and role for America in the Far East.  Across from him is GENERAL MERRITT.





TAFT



Well, General, looks like our man Dewey did the job. In



great style too.  Wiped out the entire Spanish fleet, without 



the loss of a single man, except for that poor chap who



overheated in the boiler room.





MERRITT



Bravo, Mr. Secretary.  Of course, this is not the end. Our job



is just beginning.  Those pesky German ships refuse to leave 

Manila Bay.  And already we have received word from Dewey 

that they need reinforcements.





TAFT



You are right, of course.  And they need more than 



reinforcements.  They will be setting up a land base soon, 



and if we are to finish the job and boot out those Spaniards,



we need more than just Navy out there.  Get my drift?





MERRITT



I am with you, Secretary.  I have already earmarked a number



of my units, including the 18th Infantry and the 1srt Nebraska,

 to go.  Some have had experience in Cuba.  In fact, I am 

preparing to go myself.





TAFT



Well done, General.  Finish the job there so Dewey can get



back home.  Shouldn't be too hard.  We have our Navy 



blockading the city from the sea, and I hear the Filipino



insurgents are multiplying and coming in from all over to 



blockade the city from the land.





MERRITT



Could be a problem, sir.  Once Aguinaldo gets back-- 



he is already on his way--they will rally around him and 



mount their own offensive against Manila. Might be messy.





TAFT



That is why you are needed out there, General.  Besides,



someone should take command of our newly acquired

land base outside Manila.  I hear it is a port called 

Sangley Point.

EXT.- SANGLEY POINT - DAY

L.S. of a new military base being put up.  Sailors are putting up Quonset huts and tents for temporary lodging.  One is nailing up a big sign between two trees at the entrance which reads "SANGLEY POINT  - U.S. MILITARY TERRITORY - ENTER WITH

PERMISSION."

TRACKING SHOT TO:  TOM WILCOX and another officer at a table under a tree, talking to about six Filipino officials and rebel leaders, obviously working out arrangements. 

They break up and head as a group for the pier.

EXT. PIER - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Dewey's fleet is prominent in the background.  In the foreground, a small but well dressed and eager crowd is anticipating the arrival of the revenue cutter McCullogh, which can be seen approaching and docking at the harbor.  TOM joins the small contingent of American officers, including DEWEY (now promoted to ADMIRAL), on the far side of the crowd.

AGUINALDO, GREGORIO, CORING, ELENING, and the rest of the Hong Kong party come down the gangplank from the revenue cutter.  A band begins to play, and the crowd claps and cheers.  TOM sees CORING, but cannot break ranks.  All he can manage is a discreet wave, which she acknowledges.

AGUINALDO notices her wave, and follows her POV to see TOM.  He smiles faintly.

In the meantime, military honors and gun salutes are executed.  DEWEY approaches AGUINALDO.





DEWEY



Welcome home, General.  You will find the 



situation here quite different from the time you left. 



`





AGUINALDO



My countrymen owe you Americans a debt of gratitude



for your brilliant naval victory, Admiral.





DEWEY



I have prepared carriages to take your party to their



lodgings.  We have arranged alternative places outside

of Manila.  I am afraid it would not be wise to enter 

the city at this time.





AGUINALDO



Very kind of you, sir.





DEWEY



But first, I would like to invite you personally to have



dinner with me tonight on board the Olympia.  We



must have that conversation we did not get to have



in Hong Kong before I left.  Say, seven o'clock?





AGUINALDO



It would be an honor and a pleasure, Admiral,  



I will be there.

In the meantime, members of the party are boarding carriages to leave.  CORING looks back hoping TOM can break away to have a few words with her, but TOM is stuck; he just shrugs and smiles, mouthing "I will see you later" as the Coring's carriage starts to move away.

INT - TOM's BUNK ON BOARD OLYMPIA - NIGHT

TOM is resting on his bed, looking at the small replica of  the flag that Coring had given him.  He is roused by firm knocking on the door of his tiny cabin.





SAILOR



The Filipino General wanted to see you after the



dinner.  He is waiting for you on the bridge.

TOM quickly dresses and makes his way above deck, climbing the ladder to the bridge.

AGUINALDO is already there, scanning the newly established American base.

EXT- BRIDGE OF OLYMPIA - NIGHT





AGUINALDO



Ah, Lieutenant Wilcox, Shall we go for a stroll on deck?



It is a lovely evening, and I have some time before my



carriage comes for me.

  EXT - MAIN DECK, OLYMPIA - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS





TOM





(as they descend and start their walk on deck)



Of course, sir.  And I am so honored you remember me.





AGUINALDO



In truth, I had to ask Commodore Dewey your name 



again.  It has been some time since your Kawit visit.









TOM



Yes, sir… I trust your evening went well.  I am glad that



full military honors  for commanding officers was accorded 

to you.



AGUINALDO



The Admiral has been most gracious. The dinner was fine.

We discussed a few key points.  We agreed that is was a 

matter of time before the Spaniards capitulate.  Of course 

that would be hastened by a blockade of the city.  I assured 

the Admiral that my forces could surround the city while his 

Navy could seal off the bay.





TOM



Yes, sir, word going around Sangley is that the revolutionary 

forces have taken in many defections from the Spanish side, 

and are just awaiting your leadership and directions.



AGUINALDO



(ignoring this remark, continuing)

But the Admiral told me that American Army reinforcements  

are coming to collaborate with me.  Frankly, Lieutenant,

at this stage we do not need that much help on land.  The

forces surrounding Manila have sent word to me that they 

are ready to swear allegiance to me and cut off the city.

They continue walking along deck as they converse.



AGUIINALDO (CONTD)



But what do you think, Lieutenant? You have been here for 



over a year now, and know the struggles of our people. Do



we need your Army?  And honestly, can you assure me that 

this help will not have a high price, in case America decides 

to stay on as a colonial power?





TOM


 

I certainly cannot assure you of that, sir.  I do not even know 

our final intent.  I do not think anyone knows or has decided yet. 





AGUINALDO



You know, Lieutenant, I was in Singapore recently with your



friend Gregorio, and we met with American Consul Pratt there.



He was not as ambiguous as you. He made it clear that America



had no intentions beyond the ouster of Spain, and that you 



would support our struggle for independence.  I was quite 

surprised therefore that Admiral Dewey was so vague when 

I brought up the matter.





TOM



He is a military man, sir.  In our tradition, the military does



not speak on behalf of our civilian leadership.





AGUINALDO



Perhaps you are right.  In any case, he did talk about 



the Army as an invading force, not as an occupying one.



And he himself has plans to return.





TOM



He may well be talking on his own behalf, sir.





AGUINALDO



I appreciate your frankness, Lieutenant, but tell me,



why are you so ambiguous and hesitant to predict



what will happen?





TOM





(uncomfortably)



Perhaps it is because I know the least, sir.

AGUIINALDO sees his carriage waiting at the pier and looks at his pocket watch.





AGUINALDO



Well, Lieutenant Wilcox, I must be going ashore. It is



just that my dinner conversation has raised some questions.



When I saw you at the pier this afternoon, I thought of



checking  with an American who knows us well.  I 



should forget about my misgivings, shouldn't I?





TOM



Yes, you should, sir…  And thank you for remembering



me, sir.

EXT - WATCHTOWER OF SMALL SPANISH OUTPOST - NIGHT

A SPANISH SENTRY scans the horizon around the outpost, which is located amid rice fields outside a small  village.  A full moon illumines the surroundings.

He sees a YOUNG COUPLE darting out of the village towards the outpost.  He takes up his gun and observes them through field glasses.  It turns out that they are lovers, and duck behind the wall of a dried out rice paddy, hidden from the village but in full view of the sentry.  Amid giggles and laughter, they start to peel of their clothes, as the sentry

gleefully watches through his field glasses.

EXT - SENTRY'S POV (THROUGH FIELD GLASSES) - NIGHT

.

As lovemaking continues, the girl's moans get louder, until finally she emits a loud passionate scream.  Sentry smiles.

EXT- RICE FIELD ON OTHER SIDE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Before the scream subsides, we see PALITO, crouched against a muddy rice paddy wall, react to the scream.  He rises, dashes to the outpost wall and scales it.

EXT - OUTPOST - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

C.U. of SENTRY still looking through field glasses, wide lascivious smile on his lips.

Suddenly a dark muddy hand wraps itself around his neck and we see the flash of a long

blade.

It is PALITO, who quickly kills the sentry, lights a match as a signal to the lovers to thank and dismiss them.  The LOVERS scurry back to the village.  He waves the match in the opposite direction to signal his comrades.

EXT - RICE FIELDS - NIGHT

A small team of about fifteen MEN, armed only with bolos, dash across the open fields.  They are led by GREGORIO, brandishing a pistol.

INT - SLEEPING QUARTERS - NIGHT

They enter the open windows noiselessly and quickly, and have bolos at the throats

of the Spanish SOLDIERS before they can wake up and defend themselves.  The massacre

is brutal but efficient.

EXT- OUTPOST - NIGHT

They come out to the yard, PALITO joins them, raid the Armory to take the weapons and ammunition, and round up the FILIPINOS in the outpost working for the Spaniards.  These latter willingly surrender, and are herded with them out of the outpost and back to the

bushes beyond the rice fields.

EXT - BANKS OF A SMALL STREAM

It is a few hours later.  The soldiers and their "prisoners" are cleaning off the mud from their hurried escape.  GREGORO approaches PALITO, who is by the riverbank, with his shirt off, washing blood off his arms.





GREGORIO



You did well, Palito.  I commend you for your bravery



in volunteering to eliminate the sentry. It was the key to



our plan.





PALITO



Thank you, comandante.  It is an honor to be a fighter



in your command.





GREGORIO



I will continue to depend on you, Palito.  I am told you



are from Mejico, Pampanga.  As we move further north



we will need your knowledge of the area.  Our success



tonight will inspire many more to join our cause.  Soon 



we will be able to isolate Manila and cut off all entry to it.





PALITO



Have we enough forces to surround Manila, comandante?





GREGORIO



We now control the north.  Antonio Luna has the east. The 



American fleet controls the bay to the west.  And our 

Supremo Aguinaldo has the south.

PALITO scowls at the mention of Aguinaldo.





GREGORIO (CONTD)



You don't like the Supremo, Palito?  It is because of what



he did to Bonifacio?





PALITO



Oh, he must be a good leader, Comandante, but he is not



one of us.  He has not plowed the field and suffered like we



have, He was a town mayor and landowner.  (pauses)



I am sorry Comandante, I do not mean to include you.



You have lived and fought with us and we know you 



understand us, not like them.





GREGORIO



Don't worry about that.  Aguinaldo is the kind of leader we 

need at this time, someone who can bring us all together to 

support our common cause.





PALITO



And can he get the support of the Americanos?





GREGORIO



Of course, he can… (pause)  Tell me, Palito, what do you



think of these Americanos?





PALITO



I don't know, sir.  I know only one Americano, Senor



Wilcox.  He is a very friendly person and likes to talk to us 



very much.  I think he is good, but I do not know what



he wants.





GREGORIO



I too know Tom Wilcox.  But what he wants and what



his country wants might be two different things.  He might



be some kind of spy, so I am not sure I can trust him.

GREGORIO takes out his pocket watch, and signals that it is time to move on.

He pats PALITO encouragingly on the back, and signals his men to resume the flight.

EXT- MAIN PLAZA, FACING AGUINALDO HOUSE, KAWIT - DAY

The subtitle, "Kawit, June 12, 1898" is briefly flashed on the screen.  There are

Crowds, dressed in finery, moving about; even the peasants look scrubbed and radiant.  It is a festive mood, and buntings crisscross the grass-covered plaza.  The doors to the second floor balcony of the Aguinaldo house are flung wide open,.  We see a few women, including CORING, preparing a makeshift stage, with several chairs being set up to face the plaza.

TOM is in the crowd, looking for a good vantage point to observe the proceedings.

GREGORIO, resplendent in full military regalia, arrives at the Aguinaldo compound gate with a band of soldiers, including PALITO, this time each man with his own rifle.  The gate guards let only GREGORIO in.  Gregorio waves off the soldiers who look for their own places in the crowd.  PALITO wanders off alone with his rifle, and sees the low-lying branch of a tree to which he climbs for an excellent view of the second floor balcony.

He sees TOM and waves at him.  Tom waves back.

The ceremony starts. A band strikes up the newly composed Philippine National Anthem, and a large Philippine flag is unfurled from the second floor balcony, to the delight of the proud cheering crowd.  AGUINALDO comes out, with six other military and civilian officers, including GREGORIO, PIO, and ANTONIO LUNA take their seats.  AGUINALDO starts to read the Proclamation of Philippine Independence.

EXT - VARIOUS CLOSE UPS - DAY - CONTINUOUS

C.U. of faces of CORING, TOM, GREGORIO, some COMMON FOLK, as they listen to the proclamation being read by AGUINALDO O.S. 

EXT- BRANCHES OF A TREE - DAY

With the voice of AGUINALDO reading O.S., there is a C.U. of Palito's face, obviously

disturbed, and with inner rage.  He pauses, then slowly raises is rifle and sets his sight on Aguinaldo as he reads.

EXT - PALITO'S P.O.V. - DAY - CONTINUOUS

C.U. of AGUINALDO, reading the proclamation, seen through the rifle sights of PALITO'S gun.

EXT - C.U. of PALITO's FINGER on TRIGGER - day

EXT - C.U. of PALITO's FACE - day

His face is snug against the rifle butt, taking aim.  But he is conflicted, and cannot

bring himself to pull the trigger.  The OS voice of GREGORIO from his last conversation 

comes back to haunt him.





GREGORIO (V.O.)



"He is the kind of leader we need at this time."

PALITO shakes his head, then wearily lowers his gun, and resignedly watches the rest of the proceedings.

EXT- PLAZA - DAY - LATER

The ceremony is coming to an end, and TOM is rushing to the Aguinaldo gates. He tries to get in but the guard sentries refuse him entry.

INT - AGUINALDO HOUSE - DAY

CORING too is rushing down.  She has spotted Tom in the crowd, and is going to try to

meet him.  She dashes out of the house and towards the gate. She sees Tom there.

EXT- FENCE OF AGUINALDO COMPOUND - DAY

TOM and CORING move to one side of the guards and the gate, and talk and hold hands through the wrought iron bars of the fence.  Large Philippine flag waves in the background.





TOM



My sweet, so good to see you again.  I have been so



busy, but is has been too long.  I have missed you every day.





CORING



I too have missed you.





TOM



And congratulations! You ought to be very happy and proud



on this day.





CORING



Oh, I am, Tom, I am.  It was such a good ceremony.



And how did the flag look? I was inside with the other

women, tending to the food as usual, and had only



a partial view.





TOM



It was truly magnificent, Coring.  And I am glad the 



blue side is on top.  Let us hope it stays that way.





CORING



Well, now that depends upon  you Americans, does it not?





TOM





(uneasily changing subject)



I thought your brother Gregorio looked quite outstanding



in his military uniform. 





CORING



Ay, my kuya is such a military man now…  Tell me, amor,



you are a soldier too.  If you ever met Gregorio on the 



other side of combat, would you kill him?





TOM



What kind of a question is that, Coring? Of course not.  Under



no circumstances.  Besides we are on the same side against the

Spanish.





CORING



Pues, if you did meet, I have no doubt that he would kill you.



That is the kind of military mind he now has.  No emotion.





TOM



Tell me, how is Pio?

CORING
He is fine.  He is living with us now in Malate, you know.  We



still cannot enter the city--it is not safe.  Ademas, our forces



are completing a blockade of the city… life there, it is very



difficult with people scavenging for food.   The Guardia Civil



even took away Marina's horse  to cut up and feed their soldiers.



Even Dona Consuelo, your landlady, had to relocate to Pampanga



and is offering to take me in if a want to get away from this



fighting.  But how are you, Tom?





TOM



My sweet, I miss you so much. But they give me so many



duties.





CORING



I also miss you, amor.  During our last days in Hong Kong



I felt like a prisoner, counting the days before I could be



set free to return.  And now I am here, and still you have 



not visited me.  Ay, amor, since our trip I now feel incomplete



without you.  Now you can no longer leave me.





TOM



But I am not leaving you.  You know I cannot do so.





CORING 



I want to believe that, Tom, but I know this war against



Spain is almost over, and you will leave when the Americans 

leave.  Can you not leave the Navy and just stay here?





TOM



You know I cannot, my sweet.  But maybe I can work for



an extension of my assignment here.  Let us be patient; we



will find a way.





CORING 


`


(getting emotional)



But how, Tom? You just said you will stay a soldier.  That 



is your destiny and I must accept that.  I cannot change



that.  I am a Filipino.  That is my destiny, and even you cannot



change that. How should we do on then.  We must be very



brave, or very foolish, to go on like this--it is so hopeless!





TOM



The future is wide open, Coring; anything is possible if you



believe. Besides I am not going soon.  And I promise to visit



you from now on.


EXT - SANGLEY POINT PIER - DAY  

LONG SHOT of base humming with activity. Camera tracks to pier, where a U.S. naval boat has docked and battalions of Army soldiers are coming ashore, each carrying large knapsacks of their belongings.  On the pier, DEWEY and MERRITT are saluting and greeting each other.  Again, military bands, gun salutes, etc.  except this time everyone around is American.

TOM is watching the proceedings, and sees his friend LEN SARGENT coming off the boat.  Tom rushes to meet him by the gangplank.





TOM



Len, old buddy, welcome to the Philippines! About time 



you got here. How have you been?.





LEN



You old dog! Still here, I see, after two years.  Must be 



something you like about being here.  So far all I feel is



the heat. We have orders to build additional barracks and 



trenches facing the city fortifications.  Can't say I like it



better than Cuba.





TOM



How was Cuba?





LEN



It's the real thing out there, my friend, not just some



training maneuver.  After they blew up the Maine, it was


`
real war, with real bullets and real killing.  But that's how



it is, old boy, and we with our new high-powered Krag



rifles, we beat the hell out of them.





TOM



Aren't you glad to be away from all that killing of people



you don't even know?





LEN



We're fighting a war, man, and that is what we were trained 




to do.  That's why we joined.  You're not getting soft, are you?



No thinking allowed, no feeling allowed on the battlefield,



remember?





TOM





(changing subject)



I heard General Merritt is looking for me.





LEN



Yeah, I think he wants to directly under him.  You may 



be joining our unit. 





TOM



At least we will seeing more of each other, finally.

LEN

.

(joking)

Yeah, hope I can stand it.

EXT - OUTSIDE TENTS IN PEANUT FIELD BEYOND CITY WALLS - DAY

TOM and LEN are standing by the makeshift road, obviously waiting to be picked 

up.  The southern gate into the Walled City is vaguely seen in the distant background.  

Except for the road, trenches have been dug between the tents and the city walls.





LEN



Here comes the boss.

Two important looking carriages come up.  One has DEWEY, GRIDLEY and a third naval officer.  The other has GENERAL MERRITT, alone.  Merritt motions to TOM and LEN, and they clamber on board with him, as the carriages move towards the city and through the gates.

EXT. - STREETS INSIDE MANILA - DAY






It looks nothing like the city we saw at the beginning.  The stately homes have their windows boarded up.  The streets are filthy with garbage and rats; scruffy children are scavenging through the rubbish.

C.U. on Tom's face, sadly taking this in.  As the carriage passes by intersection of CORING and TOM's former house, also boarded up, he looks forlornly.

EXT - GOVERNOR'S AYNTAMIENTO - DAY

The six military men alight in front of the majestic building.  They are obviously expected, as the Guardia Civil have formed a welcoming line, although they too look weary and unkempt.  They promptly salute and two of them escort the U.S. contingent into the building.

INT - OFFICE OF GOVERNOR GENERAL - DAY

As they enter, they see the newly appointed Governor General.  It is FERMIN JAUDENES, looking twenty years older now.  He rises to greet them.  He is surprised to see TOM.





JAUDENES



Ah, Teniente Wilcox, who would have guessed that we



would meet again under these circumstances?





MERRITT





(impressed)



Wilcox, you have met the Governor General?





TOM



Yes, sir, I had the good fortune of traveling with him



to Mindanao.  He was most hospitable.





DEWEY





(back to business(



First of all, Mr. Governor General, let me congratulate you



on your recent assignment to this high post.





JAUDENES


Thank you, Admiral.  And to you for your promotion.



But in my case, it is a little like being appointed to a 



sinking ship.  I would be most happy to accept your



congratulations if I am still here a month from now.





DEWEY



Well, that is just what we want to talk about, isn't it



Governor?  You know that General Merritt here has 



amassed his well equipped Army, with recent 



reinforcements, and we have instructions to take over



the city at the soonest possible time.





JAUDENES



I am aware of your troop strength.  And of course your



naval strength has already been proven.  It is my responsibility



however to preserve the honor of my country, which I am



sure you understand.  That is why I asked for this meeting.




DEWEY



What do your propose, General?





JAUDENES



Well, first of all, I cannot continue your preliminary discussion



with my predecessor about unconditional surrender.  On the



other hand, I fear that a protracted battle will shed a lot of 





blood on both sides.





DEWEY



General, on that I am of the same mind.  I too want to avoid



bloodshed.  I therefore have a very private proposal to make.



I suggest we commence a limited and prescribed attack on your



fortifications, and after a few hours, you can signal acceptance



of our superior and call for an end to hostilities.  This will 



preserve Spanish honor, and we can arrange it so that there



will be only a minimum of casualties.





MERRITT



Once you give the signal, I can give the order for my men to



march peacefully into the city for an orderly transition.





JAUDENES





(after a long pause)



I will consider your plan, gentlemen, but it must be clear we



never held this meeting.  And there is one other thing involving



Spanish honor that I must bring up--the involvement of the



Filipino ladrones.  Spain might accept surrender, I mean, a turn



over, to a rising world power like America, but never never to 



the rebel upstarts of their own colony.  It would be totally



unacceptable for me to negotiate with them.





MERRITT



Very well, General.  They are not with us today, and they will not



be with us when we march into the city and conduct the terms of



formal takeover with you.

CU on TOM's unbelieving expression.





TOM





(in spite of himself)



But, sir, it is Aguinaldo's forces that have surrounded the 



city and control most of the countryside beyond.  Surely he 



will feel betrayed if he…





MERRITT





(cutting him off)



No one is asking for your opinion, Wilcox.  We are trying



to come to a conclusion on negotiations here.





(to Jaudenes)



Have on fear, General, it is the Stars and Stripes, and not 



any other flag what will replace yours in front of this capital.

EXT - AYUNTAMIENTO - DAY

They are boarding their carriages to go back.  Before boarding MERRRITT turns to LEN.





MERRITT

You and Wilcox ride back in my carriage.  I will ride with



the Admiral to coordinate the strategy for our attack.

He rides with DEWEY and the two friends board the second carriage.

INT - CARRIAGE - DAY





TOM





(still fuming)

How can Merritt promise to cut out the Filipinos?  It is their



country, after all.  And it is their war, isn't it?





LEN



It's ours too, now, buddy.  You surprised me there, the way



you blurted out like that.





TOM



I couldn't help it.  Surely, Aguinaldo will feel betrayed.  He 

Was given the impression we were here just to liberate them 

from Spain, like we did in Cuba.  Now we are taking over as



colonial masters.







LEN



That is not definite is it? Even Admiral Dewey is anxious to 



go home.  We don't know what happens next.





TOM



I don't know, Len.  I have a bad feeling about this one.  

Filipinos do not like being betrayed; nobody does.  And we 

cannot 
even warn Aguinaldo ahead of time.





LEN



Easy there.  You heard what was said.  It is a secret 

agreement and we cannot even tell our boys about the 

surrender plan.  The attack must look real.

EXT - TRENCHES OUTSIDE WALLED CITY - EARLY MORNING

It is pouring rain.  C.U. on COL. STOTSENBERG, crouched in a foxhole, the commander of the 18th Infantry to which Len and Tom are attached.  He is short but stocky, with a deadpan manner that shows no emotion and many wartime years of experience.  He is briefing the squads of TOM and LEN about the impending attack. 

EXT - TRENCHES NEAR FORT ABAD - DAY - CONTINUOUS

There is sporadic firing from the Spanish soldiers in the small concrete outpost, Fort Abad, just outside the city walls. American soldiers hunker down, look at their watches, and wait.

Soon deafening explosions rock the air.  The battleship Olympia has started bombarding the small fort.  All firing from the Spanish soldiers stops.  At Stotsenberg's signal, the men scamper out of their trenches and storm the Fort Abad.

EXT- CLOSE on FORT ABAD - DAY

With guns ready and back up men, the soldiers cautiously enter the Fort as soon as the shelling from the Olympia stops.  They find the place largely deserted.

INT - FORT ABAD - DAY

TOM and LEN, pistols out, break done the door leading to the parapet from which

Spanish firing was emanating.  They see two men dead, directly hit by the Olympia's mortar, and a third soldier lying on the floor, grimacing in pain, a large piece of shrapnel sticking out of his stomach.  He groans and pleads in Spanish incoherently.

TOM shoulders his pistol and gets to him, tries to pull out the shrapnel, but cannot, causing only more pain.





TOM



We have to get him to a medic, Len.  Give me a hand.

LEN, pistol still in hand. comes close and looks him over.





LEN



It is useless, tom.  No way this man can live.  Let's go.



We have to be out of here in fifteen minutes (looking at 



his watch) before artillery re-starts its bombardment.



Stotsenberg won't wait for us.





TOM



We can't just leave him here.  This man is in pain, and no



one else can help him.





LEN





(looking at soldier intently)



You are right, Tom.  Only we can help him, by putting



him out of his misery.

LEN calmly aims his pistol pint blank between the started eyes of the soldier and pulls the trigger.

TOM looks on in shock, but eventually follows LEN out the door to join their squads.

EXT. - OUTSIDE THE CITY WALLS, NORTH SIDE OF THE CITY

GREGORIO and his band are in prone positions, engaged in an active shooting battle with the Spanish soldiers on the parapets of the wall.  More and more reinforcement some to

Their aid, and GREGORIO dispatches one group, led by Palito, to skirt the firing and penetrate the Spanish defenses.

EXT. - LONG SHOT OF OUTSIDE THE CITY WALLS - DAY

The U.S. artillery are now focusing their guns on the fortified parapet of the city's main walls.  Spanish shooting has stopped.  Below the walls, thousands of U.S. soldiers, guns blazing at any suspicious movement, are storming towards the city gate.





SOLDIER



Look, guys!

Soldier's POV. Several white flags are being raised along the city wall fortifications.

EXT- CARRIAGE - DAY

General MERRITT is standing by the conductor of his carriage. With field glasses, he also sees the white flags, and orders his carriage to speed towards the city gates.  As they approach the gates, firing becomes sporadic and less frequent.

EXT - MONTAGE - FALL OF MANILA - DAY

    * Joyfully shouting AMERICAN SOLDIERS are entering the city gates.

* SPANISH SOLDIERS are lined up dejectedly on the top patrol walkway of the city 

   walls, arms laid down at their feet.

 * MERRITT and entourage are entering the AYUNTAMIENTO.

 * Filipino soldiers,  with GREGORIO and PALITO still outside the city walls, explode  

    with joy as they see the white flags.  They assemble and move towards the city gates.  A   

    messenger on a horse hands GREGORIO a note, and he whispers to PALITO and 

    leaves the group.

 * MERRITT and JAUDENES in the  latter's office, are signing the formal documents of 

    surrender.

 * STOTSENBERG assigns TOM squad to accompany him to guard the city gates.

EXT - PUERTO ALMACENES - DAY

This is the city's southern gate, from the inside.  A swelling stream of jubilant Filipino civilians has started to stream in, but STOTSENBERG's men quickly sets up a barricade and a checkpoint.  They let only civilians in, mostly women and children, and turn away any men with arms.


TOM is some distance behind the checkpoint, but spots the band of tired but jubilant FILIPINO SOLDIERS approaching the gate..  From his distance, he sees a bitter argument developing between the U.S. guards and the Filipino soldiers, who have been refused entry.  STOTSENBERG, on a horse, comes up to him.





STOTSENBERG



Get over there, Wilcox.  We cannot figure out what they



are saying and the speak no English.  Tell them we have



orders that armed Filipinos cannot enter.  They can leave





their guns if they want.





TOM



They will never do that sir.  Besides, they have fought 



alongside of us and…





STOTSENBERG



An order is an order, Lieutenant! We cannot jeopardize



the surrender.   They can come back in a few days if 

they want.

TOM reluctantly moves to the head f the checkpoint line, and serves as interpreter.  Out of the corner of his eye, he spots Palito's head above that of his comrades.  They look at each other, but neither greets the other or gives away any sign of recognition.  The American soldiers do not give in, and the Filipinos turn away angrily.

CU on Tom's pained expression.

INT - DEL PILAR LIVING ROOM - DAY

It is a few days later.  CORING and SEPA are removing the cloth covers over the furniture.  Outside, the boards protecting the windows are being removed.  SEPA continues dusting as CORING entertains her visitor, SOLEDAD





SOLEDAD



Ay, Coring, are we a free nation, or not?





CORING



Yes, we are free.  Or at least free from Spain.  Your 



brother Pepe would have been proud that he did not



die in vain.





SOLEDAD



But what about those Americanos?  How much has 

your Tom told you about their plans? Surely you know 

more than us.

CORING does not answer, knowing Tom has not visited, and  slowly starts to cry.





SOLEDAD (CONTD)



Siya, do not cry. It was not Tom who planned this way.  

He could not have changed things.  He seems to be a 

good person, truly.



CORING

But now I have to give him up, yes?  How can I trust him

again?  How can my brothers accept him?  Palito saw him 

at the gates turning away our men.  Now they want to be 

our masters.



SOLEDAD

Maybe after their war with Spain they will leave us alone.  

This might be temporary.  Surely your love will outlast this.



CORING



(smiling faintly)

I thought you were not on his side, Soledad.  I thought you 

were warning me against getting too involved.  I should have 

listened.  Now it is too late to take back my heart.

EXT - STREETS OF INTRAMUROS - NIGHT

It is a few days later.  Gas lamps illumine the freshly cleaned streets.  It is as TOM remembered the city before the siege.  TOM, in smart military uniform, walks up to the del Pilar front door.

EXT/INT - DOOR OF DEL PILAR HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Tom knocks confidently on the door.  He has flowers in hand.

No answer.  He knocks again.  Across the street, he sees the arrival of his landlady Consuelo, at the head of three large carriages with her belongings.  She is moving back into her house.  TOM smiles at the thought that things are returning to normal.  They wave at each other.

At last, the heavy door creaks open, and CORING stands blocking the doorway.

TOM smiles in greeting, offering the flowers.  Behind her, within earshot, stand GREGORIO and PIO.

CORING, eyes on fire, does not take the flowers and lashes out.





CORING



Tom, how could you Americans betray us like this?  The



blood of our martyrs and the sacrifices of our people have 



given us the right to govern the city.  But you Americanos



just push us aside..  We can never, never forgive you.

CORING looks back at her brothers who are watching intently.





CORING (CONTD)



And Tom, you are now the enemy, I can never see you or



talk to you instead.

With that, CORING shuts the door in Tom's face, before he can respond.

Stunned, TOM stands outside door for a moment, paces briefly, and then knocks on the door again.  This time it is PIO who opens the door.  He sees Coring in the background, sobbing on the shoulders of her brother GREGORIO.

PIO just stands there, and closes the door again without either one saying a word.

TOM walks away in a daze, dropping the flowers into the gutter.

INT - MILITARY BARRACKS - NIGHT

TOM is sitting on his bunk, with paper on lap and a pen in his hand.  He starts writing.

C. U. of his hand beginning to write.





TOM (V.O.)



My dear Coring, I know I deserve everything you said to me.



I respect your decision.  I know we Americans have done a 



terrible thing, and I was not able to stop it.

EXT/INT -VARIOUS SHOTS - DAY

[While V.O. of Tom's letter continues, we see:]

 *  TOM absent-mindedly staring into space as LEN tries to get his attention while they   

     are cleaning their guns.

 *  TOM mechanically unpacking his things as he, LEN and the US ARMY move into 

     their new barracks across the Ayuntamiento.

 *  TOM, at the gate of the new barracks compound, sees MENGGAY, Coring's cook

     They exchange waves.





TOM (V.O. CONTD)



And yet, I cannot endure this punishment or stop thinking



you.  My life is now empty without you. I don't know what



to do with myself. I do not even know if you will receive

this letter.  I will try to pass it on through your cook Menggay.

She knows where my barracks are, so she can leave your

reply to me there.










CUT TO:

INT - DEL PILAR HOUSE - DAY

C.U. on CORING, who is seated by the window.  She is now reading the letter.





TOM (V.O.. CONTD)



My sweet, I miss you so much, and I don't even know



when I can see you again.  I cannot believe our love was



never real. Please tell me you still love me.  It will make my 

pain bearable.  Please please write.  Yours forever no matter 

what. Tom

Tears form in CORING's eyes as she reads.  Then she neatly folds the letter and gives it a kiss.  After a moment of decision-making,  she opens the drawer of her desk to keep the letter take out pen and paper.  She sees the Orosman and Zafira program that Tom gave her.  She takes it out too and puts it above the desk, as she starts her reply.





CORING (V.O.)



My dear Tom, I told you I would not speak to you again,



But I cannot stand it.  Menggay gave me your note and I



was so happy to hear from you.

EXT - VARIOUS SHOTS - DAY

[While V.O. of Coring's letter continues, we see:]

  *  CORING's P.O.V.:  She is looking at the American soldiers walking on the street  

      below, hoping to catch a glimpse of Tom.


 *  CORING is pining away at her desk beside the window, absently fingering the 

Orosman  and Zafira program

 *  Filipino SOLDIERS marching in formation walking by American soldiers walking in 

     opposite directions.  No words or salutes are exchanged, save for dirty looks.  They try 

     to ignore each other.  A few children in the street hurl insults at the American soldiers 

     in Filipino, or throw stones at them and scamper away.  The Americans endure this.

 *  CORING's P.O.V. through window:  She sees MERRITT outside TOM's old house, 

     paying off CONSUELO as she prepared to mount one of three carriages loaded with 

     her furniture, to move away again.  MERRITT enters house he has just taken over.

 *  MENGGAY walks up to the barracks gate, looking for Tom.  TOM sees her, comes 

     over, and she hands him a letter.





CORING (V.O. CONTD)



I was so happy to hear from you. The last weeks have been

 

so empty for me too. I thought I was going to spend the 



rest of my life with a memory, not a person.  But your 



letter is a lifeline. It has changed my world. Yes, yes, mi amor, 

I still feel the same for you.  I have tried to stop loving you, 

to pretend you are not central to my life.  But I cannot, amor. 

I can see the tension in the streets and the Americans are taking 

over everything.  But hopefully, our leaders can find a 



solution to our problems and we will not be enemies forever.









CIT TO:

INT - TOM's BARRACKS - NIGHT 

TOM is reading the letter, which is now in his hand.





CORING (V.O. CONTD)



My brothers must not know we are writing each other.  

They are very troubled.  I hope Menggay finds you and 

delivers this safely…

C.U. on TOM, in tears by now, in the darkness of his barracks. He lies back thinking.

EXT - SAN JUAN BRIDGE - NIGHT

It is several weeks later.  LEN and his squad are patrolling the near side of the bridge.  They can hear the Filipino soldiers on the other side of the bridge talking loudly and sometimes laughing.

LEN is seated at a makeshift table by the side of the road, going over some papers.  Four of his men , including Private GRAYSON, are actively patrolling the bridge.  The rest are sitting around idly.

From GRAYSON's POV, we see an armed Filipino SOLDIER starting to cross the bridge.





GRAYSON



Who goes there?

No reply.





GRAYSON (CONTD)



Stop and turn back!

No reply.  The soldier keeps walking towards him.  GRAYSON raises his rifle and aims.





GRAYSON (CONTD)



Halt!  Halt or I will shoot.

LEN looks up and moves towards Grayson when he hears this.  But the soldier keeps

on walking, and GRAYSON fires and hits him before Len can get to him.

Shouts are heard on the other side of the bridge, and the Filipino SOLDIERS pour out of their outpost, take up positions and start shooting.  The American soldiers sitting around, take up their rifles and assume fighting positions.  They return fire.

LEN quickly ducks behind a tree.





LEN



Dammit, this shouldn't happen.  Smith!

Smith comes running up.





LEN



Run back and inform Col. Stotsenberg.  Ask him to send



Wilcox and his squad here; we may need reinforcements.

EXT - SAME BRIDGE - NIGHT

It is an hour later. LEN's men are still holding their firing positions, but the shots are less frequent and more sporadic now.

TOM crawls up to LEN, prone on the ground and rifle ready.  





TOM



What the hell is happening here, Len?





LEN



Accident, old boy.  One of my men shot one of theirs and



the shooting started. Now we have casualties on both sides.



This looks very bad.

TOM takes his position beside LEN and brings up his rifle.  He is so conflicted he does not shoot.  LEN looks at him quizzically.

INT - CORING'S ROOM - DAY

MENGGAY enters room.





MENGGAY



You called for me, Senora?





CORING



Yes, please take this to the barracks, but do it secretly,.

CORIING hands her a letter for Tom.





MENGGAY



Has the senora not heard?  There was fighting last night at



San Juan Bridge.  The Americanos, they now shoot at us. 



Hard for me now to go like before.





CORING





(very alarmed)



Why, what happened?





MENGGAY

I don't know, senora.  At the marketplace they say one



of our soldiers was shot at the San Juan bridge--I don't 

know why--and then the shooting started on both sides.

CORING instinctively takes back the letter she handed over, and tears it in pieces.





CORING



Never mind this, then. You may go now, Menggay.  

Thank you.

CORING slowly throws the pieces into the wastebasket beside her desk, slouches

over the desk, burying her sobbing face in her folded arms on the desk.  She the pounds the desk a few times in frustration as tears flow.  Finally, she takes out paper and pen

and starts a new letter.





CORING (V,O,)



Tom, were you there at San Juan shooting at us? 

How could you?  Your duty, yes?  I know I must accept 

hat part of you if I love you.  I will never understand 

that.    I still love you but hate what you did.  We should 

never have loved each other. We were warned, but we 

went ahead and now we pay the price.  Now this.  No matter 

how strong our love, destiny puts up greater obstacles.  It 

may be God's way of telling us we are not meant to be. We 

must accept.

INT - BARRACKS, MESS HALL - DAY

Tom is reading the letter at a table in the mess hall, gritting his teeth in frustration.





CORING (V.O. CONTD)



I have cried until have no more tears left.  My anger has been



replaced by a deep sadness.  My brothers have again left the 

house to take up military duty again.  I have given up, and you

must too. Let me go. Stop loving me, stop writing me. Do not 

make this more painful for me…  

LEN enters the mess hall and snaps Tom out of his miserable state.  TOM quickly hides the letter.






LEN



Let's go, man.  Stotsenberg has called for us at the Merritt house.



They want to know what happened.

They leave the mess hall, go into the waiting carriage, and head for the meeting.

INT - CONSUELO'S OLD HOUSE - DAY

TON and LEN are ushered in.  On the way upstairs Tom passes his old room at the entresuelo level and looks in with nostalgia. It is now filled with junior men smoking and playing cards.  They continue upstairs to the ornate living room, and on to Consuelo's former bedroom, where the bed has been replaced by a large desk, and the paintings by maps.  They salute the officers there.

MERRITT is sitting at the desk, and looks up when they enter.  STOTSENBERG is standing beside him.






STOTSENBERG



So you are the boys who started all that trouble.






LEN



It was an honest mistake, sir.  Grayson ordered the man



to stop and he didn't.






STOTSENBERG



Don't get me wrong, Lieutenant.  Things were bound to start



up sooner or later.  I am not displeased with what happened.






TOM



You are not, sir?






MERRITT



Look at it from our point of view, son.  Here I am, in charge



of a whole army sitting on its ass, doing nothing, waiting to do



what they joined for, waiting to fight.  In the meantime, they 



walk the streets and are jeered and taunted, and they can do 



nothing about it.  

MERRITT gestures to a pile of letters on his desk.






MERRITT (CONTD)



You see all this?  Complaints from our men about how they 

cannot retaliate.  Well, gentlemen, the time to retaliate has

come.  We will whip their ass, and show them the might of

Uncle Sam's army.  




TOM

I hear, sir, that Aguinaldo has apologized and asked for an 

investigation.  But he has an army too and the support of the 

countryside.  He is prepared to… 




STOTSENBERG

Don't worry, Lieutenant.  The General here has already called



for reinforcements. And the offensive starts tomorrow. You and



your men will join me and lead the drive to Malolos where that



crafty Aguinaldo is holed out.   






LEN



Will that be all, sirs?






MERRITT



Yes, boys. Now I can even send word to Aguinaldo that I have



done my damn investigation. 


TOM and LEN salute and leave the room.

EXT - CITY STREETS - DAY

TOM and LEN are walking back to their nearby barracks facing the Ayuntamiento. Along the way they too are subject to hostile stares from adults, and the occasional taunts from children.





TOM



Boy, those men are really hungry for war, aren't they?





LEN



That's how generals are, Tom.  And it looks like you're 



going to face your friend Aguinaldo in battle.







TOM



Len, I am not sure I have the stomach for all this.  I don't



see why we have to go to war and stay around as colonizers.





LEN



Don't be naïve, buddy.  There are commercial interests here.



Think of all the raw materials here.  And there are strategic



interests too.  Our military needs a strategic lookout in this



region.





TOM



Still, there has to be a way for us to get out of shooting

Filipinos.  Surely there must be other 
ways to serve our 

national interest.





LEN



Well, you tell me how, and I'll listen.  We're in the Army 

now and a war is on, remember?

INT - BARRACKS MESS HALL - DAY

Tables have been cleared in an area, and soldiers on chairs are gathered around a crude standing blackboard.  GENERAL LAWTON, field General who has just come in with his reinforcements, is briefing the men on the strategy of the Malolos attack, using the blackboard.  HE his tall and angular, walking with a slight limp from an old war wound, and bald.  Not a kind bone in his body. STOTSENBERG is standing beside him.  MERRITT is at the desk beside the blackboard scrutinizing the men as he listens.

TOM and Len are sitting at the back, taking it in.






LEN (low voice)



Well, Tom, looks like we are going to give your little brown



brothers a beating.  And you will be right with us.  






TOM (low voice)



I told you I have no stomach for this.  But I have been thinking



about our talk and think I found another way we could be 



of help.  Do your remember the first time we were assigned 

here three years ago?  We had a military mission, but a 

reconnaissance
 mission, not a combat mission.  Maybe we can 

get a similar assignment to survey the countryside now.  And 

I have the experience to pull if off.






LEN



Sounds interesting.  Frankly, I am getting tired of all the 

shooting.  Had a lot of it in Cuba.  And now here. But how 


do you pitch it to the officers?






TOM



Listen to me a minute.  So far Merritt has focused on conventional



warfare in and around Manila and Bulacan.  But he will sooner 

or later have to occupy the entire country.  We can scout the 

northern countryside, where Aguinaldo will eventually move.






LEN



What kind of a report do you have in mind?






TOM



It will include detailed information on the terrain, but also



the character and political inclinations of the settlements,



possible resistance areas, and so on.  Of course, we have to



go disguised as civilian traders or something, so they open 

up to us.






LEN



Sounds good to me.  Hope you can convince Merritt.






TOM



Me? We're both in this. We both speak Spanish, and I can



handle the local language, know the people well, and already

have some contacts. 



The briefing breaks up just then, and everyone gets up and leaves the mess hall.

TOM and LEN hesitatingly approach STOTSENBERG and MERRITT, who 

stayed behind to go over one of the maps on the main table.  We see a discussion

from a distance.

EXT - TREE GROVE OUTSIDE MALOLOS - LATE AFTERNOON

The 18th INFANTRY are camped behind the grove protecting them from the sight of Malolos.  Malolos itself is unwalled and quite unprotected, save for an expanse of open rice fields all around it.  LAWTON is moving from squad to squad, giving last minute instructions.

TOM and LEN, rifles alongside them, are a bit away, sitting under a tree and talking.





TOM



Well, what are we waiting for?  



LEN

Cover of darkness, old boy.  And we have to wait word that 

Stotsenberg's forces have cut off the escape road at the back 

of Malolos, so we have Aguinaldo trapped.



TOM



Oh, yes, I forgot.





LEN



Forgot!  You just weren't listening during the briefing, cooking 



up your plan to get away from this fighting.





TOM



Oh, Stotsenberg gave me the good news just before he

went off.  Merritt approved our plan!  Says we could



use such information in the future.  Also, I don't think Stots



likes us to stay with this Lawton character.





LEN



That's great, Tom. But why are we still here, with these rifles?





TOM



This our last battle for a while, Tom.  Tomorrow, we start our



new training.  Merritt as asked a few American traders in town 



to give us a crash course on rice, coconuts, prices, and transport

of goods so we can don civilian clothes and act like traders



looking for goods in the northern provinces

Commotion breaks out in the camp as two badly wounded soldiers are carried into their midst by soldiers who spotted them.  They are from STOTSENBERG'S unit.  LAWTON rushes over.





LAWTON 



What happened, men?





FIRST SOLDIER





(barely able to talk)



We were attacked sir.  Before we could set up.



They came at us with bolos and pistols from short



range.  We shot a few, but lost all our men… and



Colonel Stotsenberg, too.

FIRST SOLDIER, gasping, finally loses consciousness.  TOM and LEN are seen approaching the small circle of onlookers





SECOND SOLDIER



They were fierce, sir.  That young general of their



was taking no prisoners. (TOM looks at LEN.)  

Scott here and I just lay there  bleeding and pretended 

to be dead till they left. Otherwise they would have 

killed us too.





LAWTON





(furiously exploding)



Those damn bastards.!  They will pay dearly for this.



Take care of these men.

Just then another group rushes into the grove, this time from the direction of Malolos.

Two US scouts, are seen dragging an elderly woman and a teenage boy along with them.  





FIRST SCOUT



General, we caught these two leaving Malolos town, possibly to



take a look at our strength.  They might be spies.

LAWTON looks at the trembling pair, practically paralyzed with fright, and asking 

in broken Spanish that their lives be spared.





LAWTON



For God's sake, they're not spies!





SECOND SCOUT



And they say Aguinaldo and his army have already left 



Malolos over an hour ago.  Seems they took the back road as 



soon as they heard that their General Pilar had cleared the 

escape route for them.





LAWTON



Goddammit! They are ruining my plan!  But they will not



get away with this.  It is already dark enough.  Men,



assume our arranged positions and tell artillery to start 



bombarding immediately.  Once they are set back, the



rest of us will charge the town, shooting at anything…



anything that moves.  Now it is our turn to take no 



prisoners.

EXT - OUTSIDE MALOLOS TOWN - DUSK

The bombardment soon starts, and hearing no return fire, LAWTON shouts

"Attack!" and leads the charge toward the town.  We see a line of people, some men, but also women and children, march single file out of the town's main street. Their heads are bowed and ears covered against the din, and they are all holding aloft white cloths of surrender.





LAWTON





(to men around him)



Fire at will when you are close enough!





SOLDIER



But, sir, they are surrendering…





LAWTON



I don't care. I don't want to see a single person alive.



Remember Stotsenberg.  Fire at will!

The massacre starts.  Quick C.U. shots of women and children hit by bullets and collapsing on the ground.  The targets scamper wildly, but eventually everyone is down.

TOM and LEN, in the second line of attack, look on in horror.

EXT - STREET OUTSIDE DEL PILAR HOUSE - DAY

CORING and her SEPA are crossing the street to the Consuelo house, now office and residence of GENERAL MERRITT.  An American corporal lets them into the house and leads them to the office of MERRITT.





MERRITT



Madame del Pilar, please be seated. It is kind of you to 



respond to my request so quickly.  





CORING (SITTING)



Thank you, General.





MERRITT



You may be wondering why I wanted to see you.





CORING




(leaning forward anxiously)



My brothers, are they…





MERRITT



Don't worry, Madame, this is not about them.  I have not



Seen their names in enemy casualty lists or prisoner reports.



But they are foolish men, your brothers.  Don't they see we 



are not like the Spaniards.  We are here to bring development



and civilization.  Besides, they have not chance against our



superior forces.  They are only risking their lives for a lost cause.


CORING bristles and shifts position, but controls her temper and says nothing.





MERRITT (CONTD)



Well, the reason I wanted to see you was because I will have to



borrow your house very soon.  Our army is sending further 



reinforcements and General Payton March is arriving next 

week.
I have to find him accommodations suitable for his rank, 

and close to me.  Your house is ideal; I have already sequestered 

the other houses near yours.. 





CORING



I… I have no choice in the matter, sir, is that so?





MERRITT


You can take your personal belongings with you, but you must



leave the furniture and household things in place… And we will 

give you some compensation,  of course.





CORING



How soon do I have to leave, sir?





MERRITT



The sooner the better.  Is there a place you can move to 



quickly?  It may be better out of the city.  My men know who

your brothers are, and it is best they do not see you around.





CORING



Well, General, I do have a friend, Dona Consuelo, the owner



Of this very house.  She has been inviting me to her province 

in Pampanga to take a vacation there..  But can I ask for three 

days to prepare and gather my things?





MERRITT


Yes, madam, you may stay for another three days.

CORING gets up to leave.  SEPA standing in a corner the whole time, pulls her chair back.  Just then the door bursts open after an urgent peremptory knock. A SARGEANT

comes breathlessly in, holding a crumpled communiqué.





SERGEANT.



Sorry to interrupt, General, but you are expected at



Headquarters immediately.  We have just received this report.

General Lawton has overrun and destroyed Malolos, but 
the Aguinaldo chap had escaped earlier.  The plan to seal off 

the back road was thwarted by an attack led by one of the del 

Pilar generals.  And, sir, Stotsenberg was killed in that encounter.

MERRITT stares in disbelief for a moment, reading the report, then bangs his fist on his desk in fury as he rises.  He looks menacingly at CORING who, herself terrified, is already at the door with Sepa. 





MERRITT



Your brother is a fool! You are all fools!  I want you out of



your house by tomorrow morning.  I don't ever want to see



you again.  And pray I never see your brother, or I will kill



him myself.  Now, get out of here.

CCORING and SEPA, without a word, fly out of the room.  

INT – CORING’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

CORING and SEPA are hurriedly taking Coring’s clothes and other belongings out of the closets and putting them into large bags and boxes.  COR?ING is very distraught.





SEPA



Do not worry, Senorita.  Don Gregorio is still alive, and



he beat those bad Americanos.  I do not like them





CORING



But do you not see?  Now that he has killed a senior officer,



we will be hunted down and killed himself!





SEPA



Not to worry, senora, they have gone far away to the north 

already.  Our people will protect them.  And they will kill those

Americanos.

CORING stops her packing suddenly, and although already in tears, realizes a shocking possibility that freezes her a moment. She casts herself face down on the bed, sobbing.





SEPA 



Senorita, what is the matter?





CORING



    

(between sobs)



Tom… my Tom…He must have been there fighting



also.  He might be already dead… Por Dios..



It must not be…   And my brother could have done it 

himself.  How can I go on living?  What should I do?

SEPA tries to comfort her to no avail.  Her wailing continues, until from sheer exhaustion he moans taper off.  CORING falls into a fitful sleep right on the bed covers.

EXT- STREET OUTSIDE DEL PILAR HOUSE - DAY

CORING, hunched over, disheveled, and with deep eye bags from a night of sobbing and little sleep,  is supervising SEPA and MENGGAY as the load their crates and bags onto two large carriages.

A SOLDIER whom we recognize as one from Tom’s squad sidles up surreptitiously to MENGGAY on the other side of the carriages, hidden from Coring’s view.  He secretly hands Menggay a piece of crumpled paper.





SOLDIER



This is for your mistress.  It is very important.  But 



I must go now.

SOLDIER disappears quickly.  MENGGAY, slips the paper into her blouse inconspicuously and goes on working.

INT – IN THE CARRAGE - DAY

CORING sits morosely between SEPA and MENGGAY.  MENGGAY is excitedly looking out the window, waiting until they are far enough out of Manila to give Coring the letter.  Finally,





MENGGAY





(rousing Coring from her stupor)



Senora, senora.  I have something very important to give you.

MENGGAY hands CORING the letter.  Coring grabs the envelope, tears it open, and recognizes Tom’s handwriting.  She glares as Menggay.





CORING



Why give this only now?





MENGGAY



Someone gave it to me only as we were about to leave.



And I was not sure if it was dangerous, senora.

C. U. on Coring, she has started reading.





TOM (V.O.)



Sweet Heart, I know that I am not supposed to write you,



but I must let you know what happened to me.  My partner



Len Sargent and I have just returned from Bulacan, our



last battle we hope, as we have been given a new assignment.



We are to leave our regiment and go out as civilian scouts



into the countryside to learn about the situation in various



provinces.

Camera still on CORING, as her despair turns to hope.





CORING 

.



(over Tom’s continuous reading)




He is alive, he is alive!  Salamat sa Dios!

EXT-INT  - VARIOUS SCENES – DAY

[While Tom's V.O. continues, we see:]

 *  TOM and LEN are trying on their new civilian outfits.

 *  TOM and LEN are in front of various types of rice grain and vegetables, being briefed 

     by traders on quality of product, and nature of the goods.  TOM is taking notes.

 *  TOM and LEN are riding a carabao amidst coconut and rice fields, led by a father and 

     his three daughters.  Everyone is smiling or laughing..

 *  TOM and LEN are in negotiations at a village council meeting.  Before them are 

     spread the produce from the town on the floor.  Between Tom and Len, there is 

     displayed a small sample of American goods (small stoves, chocolate boxes, jeans

     and other clothing, etc.)

 *  TOM looking at a young girl who reminds him of Coring.





TOM  (V.O. – CONTD)  



I am so glad to be away from all the fighting.  I cannot 



bear to be shooting at Filipinos any more.  Soon we will



be on the road, doing our surveys.  But I will be far away, 



my dear, and it will be impossible for us to contact each



other for the eight months of our assignment.  I do not know 

what will happen next, but please do not give up on us.  This 

war will not last forever.  And I now live for 
you.  I  do not 

want you to be just a memory, a bright comet that lit up my 

sky and then disappeared; I want you to be my North Star, not 

always right, sometimes hidden by clouds of war and separation, 

but always the guide by which I live my life….

EXT/INT – CARRIAGE – DAY

L.S. of the carriage, which is way out in the countryside by now.  

ZOOM IN on CORING in the carriage, as she folds the letter and puts it in the envelope gently, kisses it longingly, and puts it in her bodice next to her heart.

EXT – LONG VIEW OF TIRAD PASS – DAY

Aerial shot of the Tirad  Mountain Pass, flanked on one side by a deep and inaccessible ravine and on the other by a high ridge of about 1200 feet.  The pass itself is exceedingly narrow, only for single file passage.  It is the only nearby gateway to the plains of the far north.  

ZOOM IN to LEN and TOM, sketchbook in hand, who are surveying the entrance to the pass.





LEN



Isn’t this something, Tom.  A natural gateway to the North



so easily sealed off.  If Aguinaldo’s men get here before ours 

do, they could just pick off our men as they try to get through 

and seal themselves off for good.





TOM



No way we can get here ahead.  Aguinaldo is only a few days 

away, and we are still busy fighting off guerillas in Pampanga.





LEN



Well, maybe we can outflank them when we get here.

LEN looks up at the steep ridge, and tries his footing on it.  Just then two native tribal IGOROTES, who live in the trees outside the settlements, clad only in their g-strings and heavily tattooed, come up jabbering and pointing upward.

TOM approaches them.  With much gesturing and mixed Tagalog and Spanish, Tom seems to finally comprehend what they are saying.  He goes back to LEN.





TOM



They say that if you wan to go up that ridge, there is a



way to do it.





LEN



This ridge?  Impossible, from the looks of it. But if only

we got
our men and their Krag rifles up there it would be 

a great
vantage point.





TOM



But they say it is a narrow, winding, and very secret way that



even the lowlanders do not know about.  And if you want them



to guide you, you have to pay them a lot of money and give 

them some guns.





LEN



Well, we won’t do that, will we?  But put it in your report anyway,

 along with your sketches of this place.  That might come in handy.



LEN and TOM turn away from the Igorotes with a few last words and smiles.  They walk

back to town.

EXT - ROAD BACK TO VILLAGE - DAY - CONTINUOUS



LEN

Do you think they are reading these reports out there, Tom?



TOM 

Oh yes they are.  Their strategy is slowly moving from combat 

to pacification, offering some towns schools and water wells in 

exchange for stopping hostilities.  And they need our reports to

pick those sites. 



LEN

If they read those parts of the report you added about the Filipinos

not being grateful to us, they would not be so happy.



TOM

Well, I had to report that Filipinos told us--that whatever we did



to help them throw out Spain does not give us the right to annex 

them.  This thirst in them for independence, it is so strong, don’t



you think?





LEN



Well, that is none of my business.  All I can see is that we are so



far north up here, these folks may not even see Americans for a

while.  Best, I think, to just leave this peaceful place alone.





TOM



You know, Len, headquarters may be starting to see it

your way.  Just got word that this is as far as we go.  We are



to return next week and report to our old regiment.  They are

out in Pampanga now, you know, trying to clean out the 

sporadic nighttime guerrilla attacks that keep happening.





LEN

We will be back to the rifles and the shooing again, huh?

TOM shrugs resignedly as they keep walking.

EXT. – SMALL U.S. MILITARY OUTPOST, PAMPANGA – DAY

TOM and LEN are back in their military uniforms now, with Krag rifles slung over their shoulders.  They are walking outside the shaded terrace the surrounds the main large square thatched-roof hut of the outpost.  They enter the main door.  Just before entering, TOM’s eye catches a notice on the outside bulletin board on the wall.  LEN continues inside.

TOM’s P.O.V. OF THE  BULLETIN BOARD – DAY

He reads.  The notice is framed in read and headlined: “Important announcement.”





GENERAL MARCH (V.O.)



We are proud to report a victorious outcome at Tirad



Mountain Pass, a position held by the rebels to cut off 



our pursuit of Aguinaldo.  The enemy, led by General



Gregorio del Pilar, was well entrenched before our arrival



We could not penetrate the narrow pass without being



fired upon. 

EXT- VARIOUS SHORT, TIRAD PASS – DAY

[While V.O. of March report continues, we see:]

 *  GREGORIO is resplendent white uniform and mounted on a horse, goading his 

     riflemen on.

 *  GREGORIO's  P.O. V.:  American SOLDIERS being picked off one after the other by 

     accurate fire as they try to traverse the pass.

 *  Around the bend, on the near side of the pass, IGOROTES leading a large band of 

     armed U.S. SOLDIERS up along a narrow, winding, well concealed path to the ridge      

     above.

 *  Back at the pass, AMERICANS start to retreat.  FILIPINOS yell in  jubilation.

 *  Suddenly, rifle shots flare from the ridge above and behind them, instantly killing a 

     handful of FILIPINOS.

 *  GREGORIO gets back on his horse and redirects his men to focus on the riflemen 

     above on the ridge, well hidden by the thick foliage.

 *  The US SOLDIERS soon start to come up the main pass again, protected by cover fire 

     from above the ridge.

 *  Another round of bullets comes from ridge above.  A bullet catches GREGORIO in the 

     neck, and he falls off his horse.  The few remaining men still alive come to him, see him 

     already dead, and drop their guns and scatter.





GENERAL MARCH (V.0. – CONTD)



Fortunately, we had the foresight to prepare an alternative



plan. On the advice of the Wilcox-Sargent report, we made



serious attempts to contact the local Igorotes here, and 



convinced them with a considerable amount of money to



lead a division of my troops to the top of the ridge, where



the rebels were easy targets below.  Gregorio del Pilar fought



to the end, but was felled by a bullet wound and died on 



the spot.   We have just traversed the Pass and are now in



pursuit of Aguinaldo himself.










CUT BACK TO:

EXT- MILITARY BARRACKS - DAY

C.U. on TOM during this last part of the message.  He is devastated and sinks into one of the long benches on the terrace.  LEN comes out of the main door and sees TOM





LEN



Where were you, man? We just got our new orders.  There



is a band of guerrillas out by Arayat and we are supposed



to neutralize them pronto.  (He sees Tom in pieces)  What is



the matter, man?  You look like you have seen a ghost.

TOM does not react.  Just stares at the announcement across the hall and drops his head again.  Len follows his line of sight, gets closer to read the announcement, and turns back to Tom.





LEN 



Really sorry, old buddy.  But just sitting there will  change



nothing.  Let’s get going man, they are waiting for us.  Maybe



some action and excitement will snap you out of this.

LEN practically drags and lifts TOM off the bench, and Tom reluctantly allows 

himself to be dragged along.

EXT – IN THE TROUGHS OF A PROVINCIAL DIRT ROAD – NIGHT

TOM and LEN, along with about ten others, are prone along the ridge, guns ready and pointing at a low embankment on the far side of the winding road.  Occasional shots 

ring out, with no damage on either side.

CU. on TOM, taking aim at embankment.  But through his P.O.V. rifle sights, we see him raise his gun and shoot above the trees instead.



LEN



(not noticing)

Seems like a pretty small band out there.  We can

just wait it out here and hit them  when they scamper 

out of that clamp of trees.

TOM lowers his gun.  He has a sudden idea.





TOM



I have a better plan, Len.  Cover me, Len, I will 



go around the bend here and shoot at them from that

side, driving them to you guys.  Just pray they don’t



capture me instead.  

TOM immediately scoots out in a crouching position, and dashes madly

around the bend along the road.



LEN



(quizzically)

Capture you???

LEN then opens rapid cover fire, and gets the other men to do so.

EXT – THE SAME PROVINCIAL ROAD – NIGHT

Aerial long shot of the US SOLDIERS firing away at the embankment.  But we see the silhouette of TOM, not running towards the embankment from the far flank, but running

in the opposite direction toward the thick Arayat jungle behind.  He has made his escape.

EXT – DEEP IN THE ARAYAT JUNGLE – DAY

TOM is sitting on the trunk of a dead tree studying crude hand drawn maps he had made.

He is dirty, and has a three-day-old stubble of beard.  He looks exhausted and somewhat sick.  He has his shirt off, leaving only the olive tank top on.  His rifle is by his side and he is using his long knife tracing a route on the map.

A rustling in the nearby cogon grass catches his attention.  A famed Philippine cobra raised its menacing head, hood fully flattened, within three feet of Tom.  Tom slowly

puts map down, and snake and man stare at each other waiting for first move.  The cobra finally lunges, but Tom is prepared.  He arcs back, at the same time swinging his knife and cleanly severing the snake’s head from the body in mid-air, both parts now spewing blood.

EXT – JUNGLE LATER – EVENING

TOM  has just been barbecuing the snake on a skewer and is enjoying the last of it.  He finds the hollow of a dead tree, and puts his gun into it, and covers it up with leaves and branches.  He moves on into the night, filled with evening jungle noises. led by a small flashlight.

EXT – JUNGLE STILL LATER – EVENING

TOM hears noises, and dives into the bush and away from the small path.  From his vantage point, we see a small band of Filipino GUERILLAS, apparently on their way home from an ambush, talking pointedly.  No one sees Tom, or suspects any one is around, as the freely make their way through the underbrush.

TOM’s POV  through the bushes:  He sees the leader of the group as he orders his men about.  It is PALITO.  The group passes by without incident.

EXT – ROAD LEADING INTO  VILLAGE – DAY

Children playing in the streets in the outskirts of the village of Mejico stop and point to a strange looking figure down the road, walking directly into their village.  It is TOM, muddied and sun burnt, barefoot and unarmed, still in his olive undershirt.  His demeanor

shows his five-day  ordeal trekking through the jungle to Mejico.

Children scatter about and shout, and soon a group of adults gather to inspect the strange  newcomer.

TOM walks boldly up to the most senior looking adult, and speaks directly.





TOM



I have come to talk to Commander Palito.

TOWNSPEOPLE meet this with blank but frightened stares.





TOM (CONTD)



El Comandante Palito.  Si Palito, gusto ko



siyang makita.

The men look at each other, whisper to one another.  Then they wordlessly motion Tom to follow them.  With a sigh of relief he does.


INT  - SMALL POLICE STATION- DAY

A surprised TOM is forcibly ushered through the door, and comes face to face with a portly, balding UNIFORMED MAN sitting at the only desk in the room.  To one side there is a tiny jail cell, with the town drunk snoring loudly inside. The leaders of the crowd huddle with the uniformed man, speaking simultaneously, and occasionally pointing at Tom.  The uniformed man listens, nodding, and then majestically signals for them to calm down, and walks toward Tom.





UNIFORMED MAN



There is no Commander Palito here.  And since you 

must be an Americano soldier, I must put you in jail.

INT  - JAIL CELL  - NIGHT

The town drunk is sprawled on the floor, snoring loudly.  TOM sits at the edge of the bunk, face buried in his hands, bemoaning his fate.  A tall silhouette blocks the light from the jail door.  It is PALITO.  Tom looks up, startled.





PALITO



Hello, ser, they say you want to see me.





TOM



Yes, I did.  So glad to see you.  This war is so crazy,



Palito.  But now I am your prisoner.  But no worry, I will 



not try to escape.





PALITO



Naku, ser, I do not keep prisoners. I take them only to



trade them with Americanos in exchange for ours.  Also,



I do not keep prisoners in town jail.  Too dangerous…for



them…for me…and especially for you.

TOM understands.  After a pause, Palito continues.





PALITO  (CONTD)



But there are some huts I know in the remote farm of



the Casimiro family.  You remember Dona Consuelo and 

her sister?  It is theirs, and Dona Consuelo now lives there 

after the Americanos took away her Manila house.  They 

have big lands, and I know a farmer on it, with a few huts.  

Very remote, ser, guerillas do not go there, and Americanos 

will not find it.





TOM



So, Consuelo will be my landlady again… how is she?



…And tell me Palito, have you heard about Coring?





PALITO



Ay, the two of you again… You are meant to be 



together, maybe.  Her brother was killed in battle



you know.

TOM grimaces, but hides his reaction.





PALITO (CONTD)



And her other kuya, Pio, was captured and sent to 

exile in Guam.  But Coring, ah, Senorita Coring is



nearby!  Their house was also taken by the Americanos



and Consuelo invited her to stay with them.

TOM stands excitedly.





TOM



Then I must see her!





PALITO



Sorry, sir.  Too dangerous.  But first we must get



you out of here. Maybe your time with her will come,



but you  must wait.

LEN calls over his shoulder, and a the sleepy UNIFORMED MAN, recognizing superior authority, takes out his keys and unlocks the jail cell door.

EXT -  REMOTE HUTS IN MIDST OF RICE FIELDS - DAY

PALITO leads TOM across the rice fields, balancing on the paddies, on the way to three small thatch huts right in the midst of the fields.  An elderly stooped man, CONG SEBYO, is respectfully standing outside the largest hut, waiting to welcome them.





PALITO



This is Cong Sebyo, ser.  He will share his hut with you



while you are here.  He will guard you.

But it is MANG SEBYO who bows respectfully, in awe of his new ward.  TOM smiles at him and tries to make him comfortable with a few Tagalog words.

TOM looks briefly into the small hut, and at the expanse of rice fields around him. He smiles, he will like this place.

INT- TOM'S HUT -  DAY

 It is several days later.  TOM, in undershirt and shorts, is half asleep on the small cot, siesta time.  The sun shining on his face from the doorway is suddenly darkened by a silhouette, half rousing him from his sleep.  It is CORING.





CORING



Tom, mi amor, it is so good to see you again!  You do



not know how much I have suffered.  Without you I have 



been so…

She does not finish, as TOM, realizing it was not a dream, lunges out of his cot to give her a long tight embrace.





TOM



My sweet! My sweet! My sweet!





CORING



Tom, you are holding me too tightly, I cannot breathe.

TOM loosens his grip, and plants a long kiss on her lips.  Less resistance, and finally..





CORING



The more I cannot breathe…(finally breaking apart and 

looking at him), pero Tom, you look awful!  And yet there

is no one I would rather see.. I missed you so very much.

TOM leads her to cot, and they sit together.





CORING (CONTD)



So tell me, amor, what are you doing here, in Mejico?





TOM



I am a prisoner here.  I am your prisoner, sweet…



I have given our situation a lot of thought, and I have



gone through horrible times.  But they have forced me



to think about what I want and who I am.  I now know



that duty without conscience is not me.  And that love



without the loved one is no life at all.  Remember how



you asked me in Kawit to give up being a soldier for you?

CORING nods tenderly.





TOM (CONTD) 






Well, I have finally done that.  It took a long time, but



now I know that it is right.  I know that you and Elening



can only live here, so I have deserted and resolved to give



my life to you and build a life together in this country.





CORING



That would be wonderful, Tom… But they will find you, and…





TOM



This war is coming to an end, amor.  Maybe we can wait it out.



But tell me, how is Elening?





CORING



Ay, Tom, you should see her now.  She is growing up to be a 



beautiful girl.  She talks about you, and the chocolates you 



give her, and our visit to America.  I myself have not felt as 

good.  Not knowing where you were, I could not bear that.  



Getting your letters saved me from going crazy.  You are part



of me, and when you are not around, I am only partially alive..



and so irritable and short-tempered.

TOM draws her towards him.  She pulls out from her bodice the Orosman and Zafira program.





CORING



Remember this?  I look at this all the time.  "Tom" and



"Coring" are never separated here and I have never seen 




them apart.





TOM



Well, we are together again now, at last.  You will be visiting



me here often I hope?  And bring Elening if you can.





CORING



I am not sure I can, amor.  It took several days after I 



found out we had a secret American prisoner before I could 



come.  I had to convince Consuelo to let me take long afternoon 

walks in the rice fields with Cong Dadong, who is waiting outside.



Besides it may be dangerous.





TOM



I will get word to Palito.  Maybe he can determine the



times when it will be safe for you to visit.

EXT/INT - MONTAGE - LIFE IN THE RICE FIELDS - DAY/NIGHT

 *  DAY - MANG SEBYO demonstrating rice planting to TOM in field outside hut.

 *  DAY - TOM joyously welcoming another CORING visit, who comes to him as her

     escort CONG DADONG lingers respectfully behind.



 *  NIGHT -It is a visit from PALITO; they are huddled in his hut in earnest conversation; 

     intense but warm.

 *  DAY - Interior of hut: CORING is visiting again, this time with ELENING, who is 

     munching on a chocolate bar and sitting on TOM's lap listening intently to Tom's 

     stories.

 *  DAY - TOM is in the rice fields with the farmers, gamely but unsuccessfully trying to      

     plant seedlings along them in a straight line.  There is much merriment.










CUT TO:

EXT - RICE FIELDS - DAY

CONG DADONG and CONG SEBYO  are squatting along a rice paddy a distance from Tom's hut, talking idly as the sun is setting. 

INT - TOM'S HUT - DAY

Camera tracks along paddy, to interior of hut, where TOM and CORING are lying beside each other.  TOM has dozed off in her arms.





CORING



Ay, you have fallen asleep on me again, amor.  Are you



getting bored with me?  Maybe we have been seeing each



other too often… and doing this too much.





TOM



That is silly, my sweet.  Even if you could come everyday, it 



would not be enough.





CORING



I am not sure I can endure it every day.  You know,



Tom, maybe we are visiting too much.  What if I told



you I was pregnant?

TOM bolts upright in bed; looking at her in wonderment.  He kisses her

Tenderly, mumbling only, "My Coring…"

CORING return kiss, but draws back.





CORING (CONTD)



Don’t' be alarmed, Tom, I only said, "what if."  I am



sorry.  I should not have said anything until I was sure.







TOM



No, no, Coring, you did right to tell me.  We must keep

no secrets from each other.  I myself  have long wanted 

to ask you if you wanted a child.





CORING



I already have one, amor.





TOM



You know what I mean.  A new life from me; a new



life for me--for us.  In fact, even if you are not pregnant



we must start finalizing our plans together.

CORING draws back, pensive.





CORING



Tom, there is a secret I need to share with you before



we get married.  Please prepare yourself, amor.  Please 



believe me when I say that I love you more than I have 



ever loved anyone before.  And because I know you



love me as much, I am believing that nothing I say, 

nothing that happened in the past, can shake that love.





TOM



Nothing, my sweet, can shake that.





CORING



The full story about Elening, I have not yet told you…

C.U. on TOM, who draws to an obvious conclusion in his head.





CORING (CONTD)



No, Elening is 
really the daughter of my housemaid.



But there was a compelling reason which made me take



her. At
the time, I needed her more than she needed me. 



I had watched Elening grow in her mother's stomach every



day, with a special tenderness and affection.  You see, at



that time, I too was pregnant.

TOM lets go of CORING and lets his arms fall limply by his side.





CORING (CONTD)



I was young then, amor, and even more impetuous than



I am now.  But it was not a love for the ages.  It was a



crazy thing, but ended as quickly as it started.





TOM



But who was it?  Did he not love you?  Is he still around?





CORING



No, he is back in Spain somewhere.  He was from a rich



family in Asturias. His father was a good friend of the Governor



General who had invited them over for the summer.  Ay,



he was so good looking, Tom, fair and broad shouldered, like





he had stepped out of the paintings of royalty I saw in books.



I could not believe he was attracted to a simple girl like me.



He was a perfect gentleman… so refined and experienced.



I was so unprepared to resist.. ay, sorry, amor, my feelings



were confused… horrible and wonderful at once.

CORING shakes her head to dispel the image. Her mood changes





CORING (CONTD)



But I discovered that I was just a pleasant diversion for his



summer.  How I regretted it.  After that fateful night, his attitude



changed and he quickly lost interest, and he was back in Spain 



soon after.  At that time I did not yet know I was pregnant.





CORING (CONTD)



Ay, you can imagine how painful and stressful were the next



few months.  My family was horrified and tried to keep it a secret



but soon everyone found out.  The stress was too much. I could



not sleep, and had no appetite. I got very sick and lost the baby



after three months.  I saw no reason to live.  That was how 



Elening came into my life.  When her mother ran off, I saw it as



a sign from God, and resolved to raise Elening as my own and



serve as the purpose for my life. My family objected, but I 



persisted and she has been my daughter ever since.

TOM listens, numbly.  He takes her mechanically in his arms





TOM



You will always be my love.

But his actions belie his emotions.  CORING sees his pain.  She gently lays him back down in bed, trying to relax him, and starts kissing him sensuously and caressing him all over.

TOM is reluctant, but eventually responds, tears in his eyes, the passion of sadness and an urge to possess completely combining in his conflicted face.

CORING takes the initiative her passionate lovemaking intensifies, as if wishing her ardor would melt away Tom's pain.  Slowly she brings TOM to a more accepting frame of mind.  His breathing finally slows and he slips into a fitful sleep.  CORING looks tearfully at him, and lies beside him.

EXT - OUTSIDE CASIMIRO FARMHOUSE - DAY

CORING and CONG DADONG  are walking through main gate of garden, as they see three AMERICAN SOLDIERS in uniform, coming out of the front door, bidding goodbye to Consuelo.  Coring's eyes widen in fright, but manages to acknowledge the respectful good-byes of the soldiers as they walk past them, mount their horses and ride away.

INT- CASIMIRO LIVING ROOM - DAY -  CONTINUOUS

CONSUELO is still by the door.  They walk into the spacious but austere sala of the hacienda farmhouse.  CONG DADONG retreats to the kitchen.





CORING



What did they want, Consuelo?  Were they looking for



someone?





CONSUELO



Ay ,those Americanos, I cannot understand them.  They



came to say they were friends, offering water wells and 



schools for children like Elening, as long as we don't help



the ladrones.  They say..





CORING



But they are the ladrones! Not our men fighting for our 



freedom!  They are the ones who stole our freedom.





CONSUELO



Silencio, hija! Don't let them hear you talk like that, they are



our masters now.  For me they are just as bad as the



Spaniards.  But at least I could understand the Spaniards.



The sooner they go the better. I would be happy if we never



saw another Spaniard or Americano again.

CONSUELO casts a sharp look at CORING.





CONSUELO (CONTD)



And you, Coring, would you be happy if all the Americanos



went back?

 



CORING

Aling Consuelo, were the soldiers looking for anything?  Or



asking about anyone… our freedom fighters, I mean?





CONSUELO



Ay, hija, lucky for you, they did not seem suspicious at all.



At least not yet.





CORING



Anyway, we have nothing to hide, si?  We know only 



about the families of our farmers.





CONSUELO



Yes, if we are asked, that is all we must say--even if we 

know more than that.  So we must all be careful so that 

we have nothing to report.

INT - HEADQUARTERS AT AYUNTAMIENTO - DAY

LEN SARGENT is ushered into the familiar cavernous main office of the Ayuntamiento, but this time an unfamiliar face sits at its desk, GENERAL ARTHUR MACARTHUR, tall, authoritative, but with a civilized demeanor.





MACARTHUR



Come in, Captain Sargent. And congratulations on your 



latest promotion.  





LEN



Thank you, General.  And my congratulations to you too, 

sir. Welcome to your new command in the Philippines.





MACARTHUR



Well, Captain, I wanted you to know that your report was



well received in Washington.  In fact, Congress has 

reviewed your assessment of the readiness of the natives for 

self-governance and is sending a commission here headed by 

William Howard Taft himself.





LEN



Thank you, sir, I am glad our report served a useful



purpose.





MACARTHUR



I am glad you say "our report," Captain.  Frankly, I wish



Lieutenant Wilcox were also around to hear the good news.



But it seems as if he has disappeared into thin air.





LEN



He was, er, captured by guerillas during one of our last



sorties in Arayat, sir.  And so far we have not been able



to trade prisoners for him, or even locate him.





MACARTHUR



Don't you find that strange, Captain?  These rebels dislike



holding prisoners, especially for long periods.





LEN



Seems, sir, this band was not part of the Aguinaldo network…



some sort of lost command… It is possible they have



disbanded, and Tom is no longer…





MACARTHUR



Well, Captain, Wilcox was your partner, and I am sure you are 



as interested in I am to get to the bottom of this.  Find him.



I am assigning you a special unit to do so.  You know the area



where he was last seen, any you can start from there. 

EXT - FOREST CLEARING - DAY

TOM and CORING, with a perceptible slight paunch, are seated on a mat in the middle of a small clearing surrounded by thick forest, enjoying a picnic lunch.  Not too far away are Palito and three of his men, also enjoying their picnic lunches.





TOM



Why didn't Elening join us today?





CORING



She is busy reading a book about America.  She said she was



going to report on it in school tomorrow.  I am glad she is 



taking her studies seriously, amor.  I want her to be prepared 




when this war is over, to brow up to be a fine young woman…



and a good elder sister.

TOM pats her pregnant belly affectionately.





TOM

I am sure she will be a fine sister to be our dear 

baby.  It will be such a nice family, my sweet.





CORING



Yes, it will be.  And we are so close… I spoke to Father



Mariano, and he has agreed to marry us as soon as things



normalize.  But when will that be, amor?

They look at PALITO, who shows no sign of listening.





TOM



I don't know my dear, perhaps we should not wait.  



Anyway, pacification continues.  Looks like our democratic



principles of freedom and equality are catching.





CORING



Wait a minute, Tom, you ought to know… We learned



freedom from Bonifacio and democracy from Rizal before



you Americans came, with your own brand of it… I am not



even sure your brand is the best suited for us.

PALITO suddenly approaches them as rustling is heard in the forest beyond them.

Alertly, the three other revolutionaries take defensive positions behind a mound of high rocks in the clearing.  PALITO quietly and efficiently leads CORING and TOM to a clump of large trees at the far side of the clearing.  He hands TOM a pistol.

EXT - FOREST CLEARING - DAY

TOM'S POV. - As he looks around, Tom sees the glint of American rifles behind several trees around the clearing. They are surrounded.  CORING, wide eyed, clings to Tom desperately, who is now holding the pistol at the ready.





LEN (O.S.)

Okay, Tom, drop your guns and come on out, one by one.

TOM is stupefied, but holds his fire, and holds his position.

LEN sees Tom's position clearly, and takes careful aim through his rifle sights.  He sees CORING is on TOM's far side

EXT - LEN'S P.O.V. THROUGH RIFLE SIGHTS - DAY - CONTINUOUS

LEN  focuses and takes careful aim at TOM's exposed right shoulder.  He fires accurately.

EXT - FOREST CLEARING - SAME

Len's bullet finds its mark, penetrates TOM's shoulder, throwing him forward into the open clearing. His pistol spilling out in front of him.

CORING screams and reacts instinctively, running into the open clearing to Tom.  She picks up the pistol and starts firing wildly at the area Len fired the shot from.

Instantly, the rest of the forest blazes in gunfire, as Len's soldiers defend their leader. 

CORING falls instantly, riddled with five bullets.





LEN (shouting)



No! Hold your fire!

It is too late.  TOM looks up from his prone position and forces himself to crawl to nearby CORING.  He tries to revive her, and sees her blouse spattered with blood.  As he starts to wipe it off, he sees the Orosman and Zafira program pinned to her bodice. He takes it out and sees that it is pierced through with a bullet.

EXT - FOREST CLEARING - SAME - CONTINUOUS

L.S. of the clearing.  Slowly the Americans led by LEN and the Filipinos led by PALITO come out into the clearing to form a circle of grief around the lovers.





TOM



Don't die now, my sweet, don't die. You have to



live for me.  You cannot give up your life for me.





CORING



You gave up your life for me, amor.  Now it is my turn.





TOM



But not like this!





CORING



Remember, Tom…. I will love you more in the next life than 



I have loved you in this.

CORING dies in TOM's arms.  He sobs, bent over her lifeless body.





TOM



What will I do?  What will I do?

LEN comes forward to console him.  TOM looks at him in bewilderment.





LEN



It is just a flesh wound, my friend, it will heal perfectly in time.





TOM



Why, Len?  Why in God's name did you shoot me?





LEN



There was no other way.  First of all, I did not shoot you.



Official records will show, and my men will testify, that you 



were shot by Filipino rebels while you were trying to escape.



You will be awarded a Purple Heart for valor, and will be



shipped out of here as no longer fit for combat.





TOM



But, Len…





LEN



Face it, buddy, you cannot fight your Filipino friends, and you 



cannot appear to turn your back on your country… But I am 



really sorry about your women.  I had no idea she would be



here with you, or that she would break out like that.  I am 



really sorry, I had no chance to stop it.

TOM is losing consciousness from loss of blood himself.  At LEN's signal, the American soldiers put together a makeshift sling, and put Tom in it.  PALITO and his three companions tenderly pick up Coring and likewise carry her away.  With respectful nods, the two parties separate and make their respective ways out of the clearing.

EXT - MANILA HARBOR - DUSK

The pier is dominated by a large U.S. Military ship, carrying cargo and returning soldiers back to the U.S.  It is a beehive of activity as bundles are boarded and soldiers, many of them with conspicuous bandages, are saying goodbye to their comrades at the pier.  A crowd of Filipino onlookers also watches the scene.

TOM and LEN are already on board the ship, leaning over the railing, watching the last of the cargo to come on.  TOM has his right shoulder heavily bandaged.  His old Navy overcoat that he arrived in Manila with is again draped over his shoulders.

As LEN says his good-byes, TOM is surprised to catch sight of PALITO, discreetly tucked away in the crowd.  They exchange subtle but meaningful looks of appreciation, but make no further attempt at contact.





LEN



So it's over for you here, huh, buddy?  Quite a ride.



At least you are going to have a medal to show for it.

TOM looks at his shoulder and motions to it sarcastically.  





TOM



You mean for this?





LEN



Yeah, for that.  Sorry again buddy, I saw no way to get



you back with us.  But to me, you deserve the medal for 



showing us how to open up Tirad Pass with those Igorotes.



Turned the tide, you know.

TOM



What have you heard, Len?





LEN



Beyond Tirad Pass was open territory, and we now have 



Aguinaldo surrounded.  He will be captured in a few days.  

So I guess that is the end of their dream of independence.  

We've won, Tom, and you deserve that medal for helping.

The ships horn blasts, signaling imminent departure.





LEN (CONTD)



Gotta go, buddy; you take care now.

He moves to give TOM a hug, but Tom winces when he grasps the wounded shoulder. We see Tom's pained face, not just from the shoulder, but from the Aguinaldo news.  He does not respond to LEN who, oblivious to it all, just dashes off to disembark on time.  TOM goes to far side of ship railing to look at silhouette of Manila Bay as boat heads out.

EXT - SHIP'S RAILING ON DECK - DUSK - PLUS PARITAL MONTAGE FLASHBACKS

[As Tom stares mournfully out, part of screen DISSOLVES to show his memories of his contacts with these people:]

 *  TOM talking to AGUINALDO on board the Olympia;

 *  TOM talking to MARCELO DEL PILAR, JUAN LUNA, and ANTONIO LUNA in 

     Madrid;

 *  TOM in discussions with JOSE RIZAL in Dapitan;

[At this point during montage, we start to hear the voice of Jose Rizal from parts of his Last Farewell poem:]





RIZAL (V.O.)



"Upon the field of battle, fighting with hearts aflame,



Wherever death may find us who die in our country's name



Dungeon or field or scaffold--the sacrifice is the same…

INT/EXT - PARTIAL MONTAGE - SAME - CONTD

[While Rizal's V.O. continues, still with Tom's face at railing partially on screen;  we see his recollection of:]

 *  The execution scene of JOSE TIZAL;

 *  The killing of GREGORIO at TIRAD PASS;

 *  His first conversation with PIO DEL PILAR after the teatro;

 *  His late night meetings with PALITO in his rice field hut;





RIZAL (V.O. - CONTD)



O Philippines, hear now my last farewell,



My dreams and all I cherish I now entrust to your care



Give thanks that I am leaving my toilsome day behind.



Goodbye amiable foreigner within my heart enshrined



Goodbye my loved ones.  To die is to rest.

[Montage continues with the last scenes, of  Coring:]

 *  TOM's first meeting with CORING;

 *  The first night of lovemaking on the eve of Rizal execution;

 *  Their rush to each other in Kawit at the Aguinaldo gates beneath the huge Filipino flag;

 *  CORING dying in his arms.








DISSOLVE BACK TO:

EXT - SHIP RAILING - EVENING - CONTINUOUS

TOM takes out from his coat the small version of the Philippine flag Coring had given him.  Looks at it for a while, and then back at the receding Manila skyline.





TOM





(aloud and firmly, but to himself)



You are wrong, Len Sargent.  Their dream will never die.



They will win in the end.

As he looks up into the early evening darkness, he sees the North Star shining unusually brightly. He then turns his back on Manila to face the front of the ship, the winds, the open sea, and his once again uncharted future.

EXT - PACIFIC OCEAN - NIGHT

Camera zooms out to see the military ship's lights head out into the dark, vast Pacific Ocean.

