1.

MAMA SQUAD

FADE IN:

EXT. TRAFFIC MOVING ALONG A CITY STREET - DAY


OFFICE WINDOW

On which is painted  “U.S. Army Recruiting Office”

INT. ARMY RECRUITING OFFICE – DAY

A row of chairs and end tables containing magazines is by the window.  Posters describing various military jobs and opportunities decorate all of the walls, except the one behind the sergeant’s desk.  That wall holds citations for awards and diplomas from service schools, and photographs of younger days, including his family.  A partition conceals the desk of the recruiting officer 

SERGEANT WALDO is sitting at his desk.  

A longhaired, unshaven, SHABBILY DRESSED YOUNG MAN is sitting in the side chair by the desk.

The young man says something that irritates the sergeant.  

The sergeant motions for the young man to stand up.

Both stand up and walk towards the door.

The sergeant opens the door, motions for the young man to leave, and the young man walks out.

SERGEANT




(yelling after the young man)

Get a haircut.  And for your information, my name is not dude.

Mama Squad (published novel) (2001 by Clarence Wall 

Mama Squad (unpublished screenplay) (1990 by Clarence Wall 

SAME SCENE - LATER

A CLEANCUT LOOKING YOUNG MAN is sitting in the side chair.

The sergeant sits at his desk.  He hands a pen to the young man, who signs some papers on the desk.

The sergeant and young man stand and shake hands.

The sergeant escorts the young man to the door.

SERGEANT

It’ll take a few days to run a local check.  I’ll call 

you.

The sergeant opens the door for the young man.





YOUNG MAN

Thanks, sergeant.

The young man exits.

The sergeant closes the door, turns his back to it, and leans against it, smiles, and raises his fist in the air in triumph, having successfully recruited another warm body for the Army.

The tune “Be All That You Can Be” plays in the background.

INT.  DAYROOM OF THE HOME – DAY

The dayroom, a combination living/dining room, is furnished with couches, upholstered chairs, stand up lamps, tables and chairs, and a television set mounted on a shelf high on the wall (so that elderly residents can not change channels).

Some women are playing cards and board games.  Others are seated on couches watching TV.  Others are reading.  A few are just lost in space.

BULLETIN BOARD

Sign that reads “Sunnyside Home for Retired Ladies”

MISS MORGAN, who is in charge of the home’s staff, enters.  WANDA is sitting on one the couches.





MORGAN



Lunchtime, girls.





WANDA




(glaring up at Miss Morgan)



Bug off, sister.





MORGAN



Now, don’t be difficult, Wanda.

Miss Morgan exits.

Some of the more together women begin to clear tables and to store items on the shelves.

FRED, a staff person, wheels in HILDA in her wheelchair to one of the tables.

When Fred turns to go, Hilda pinches him on the rear.





FRED



Hey, watch it, Hilda.

Hilda winks at Fred.





FRED



Forget it, lady.  You’re too old for me.



HILDA

Why don’t you try to me on for size?  You’ll never know what you’re missing ‘til you give it a shot.



FRED

I guess it’s my loss then.

Miss Morgan wheels in a cart containing trays of food and sets a tray in front of JUANITA.

JUANITA

What is this?  I can’t eat this crap.



MORGAN

It’s stew, mmm good.  Eat it.



JUANITA

It still looks like crap.  Put it back where you got it from.  Need directions?

Miss Morgan shrugs and then delivers trays to other women.  Fred assists in distributing trays and leaves when all the trays have been distributed.  Juanita begins to eat her food.  Miss Morgan returns to Juanita.





MORGAN

You know, I eat here too.



JUANITA

Yeah, but you don’t live here.



MORGAN

And what’s that supposed to mean?



JUANITA

It means you can have your stomach pumped after you eat. We have to tough it out.

PAULINE farts loudly.





RUBY

P-U.  I can’t eat with that smell.  Why’d you have to go and let the skunk in?

Everyone stops eating and looks at Pauline.





PAULINE

Sorry.  Excuse me.

Pauline picks up her tray and exits.





MORGAN

All right, girls, she’s gone.  Dig in.  Enjoy.

Miss Morgan removes the TV remote control from her jacket pocket and switches the TV channel to a news channel.

MORGAN

Got to keep up with the news.  Some of you don’t even know where you are.

GLADYS

(snickering)

Wanna bet?  I know where I’m at, and it’s a dump.

ESTHER

I wanna watch “All My Brats.”

GLADYS

Bastards, they’re all bastards.


           SHIRLEY

Let’s watch “People’s Court.”

Miss Morgan ignores their pleas.

BETT enters, staggering, obviously drunk.


WANDA

Looks like Bett’s been hitting the sauce again.

Miss Morgan turns to Bett and grabs her hand.



BETT

I wanna watch “Wheel of Fortune.”



MORGAN

You’re going to bed.

Miss Morgan exits, pulling Bett by the hand.



MORGAN O.S.

Fred.  Fred.  Get in here—now.



MAUDE

Fred must have left the medicine cabinet unlocked again.

Fred reenters and picks up empty trays and places them on the cart.

NOTE: The TV is positioned so that the screen is not visible.

TELEVISION

A commercial about the Army comes on, and we hear part of the jingle being sung (“Be all that you can be...You can do it in the Army.”) at the end.  



MARTHA


(talking to no one in particular)

My husband was in the Army.  

Several of the women perk up at her comment, notably Flo, Shirley, Gladys, Ruby, Hilda, Martha, Pauline, and Maude, and congregate around Martha.



MARTHA

He always said “I’ve been screwed by the Army so many times I’m surprised that I’m not pregnant.” 



FLO

That’s what we should do--join the Army. 



SHIRLEY

Well, I don’t know.  Would they even take us?



GLADYS

Hell, no, we’re too old.  They’d just laugh 

at us?




RUBY

There must be something for us to do in the Army.




GLADYS

Yeah, like what?



HILDA

Oh, I don’t know, but what harm can it do to ask?



GLADYS

Ask?  Ask who?



MARTHA

There must be someone.



FLO

Being in the Army, that would sure beat vegetating in this hole?



PAULINE

I sure would like to join up.



SHIRLEY

Sure.  Why didn’t I think of that?



ESTHER

What?



SHIRLEY

There’s a recruiting office a few blocks from here.



MAUDE

There is?  Great.  And right under our noses.  Okay, girls, here’s what we do.

INT.  ARMY RECRUITING OFFICE – DAY

The sergeant is standing by the door, leafing through a magazine.

LIEUTENANT ROBERT P. JONES, the recruiting officer, comes out from behind the partition.



JONES

Sarge, would you bring in the mail as soon  as it arrives?  I’m expecting something important.



SERGEANT

Sure thing, lieutenant.  Should be here in a few minutes.

Jones returns to his desk behind the partition.

The door opens, and the POSTMAN enters and hands the mail to the sergeant.



POSTMAN

Anything to go out?



SERGEANT

Not, today.  Thanks.

The postman exists.  The sergeant puts the magazine down on one of the end tables.  He begins to walk over to his desk; then, remembering about the mail, stops and walks behind the partition and comes back without the mail.

Maude, Martha, Ruby, and Gladys come in the front door.  They stand in front of the sergeant’s desk, impatiently waiting to be recognized.


 
SERGEANT


(hesitating)

Yes, ‘er, ladies.  May I help you?



GLADYS

Is this the place?



SERGEANT

Beg your pardon, ma’am, the place for what?



GLADYS

...to sign up, to enlist, unless you’ve got anything better to offer.



SERGEANT

That’s right.  This is where you enlist in 

the United States Army—the best 

organization in the world.  I’m a little bit 

partial, naturally.  Is this for a relative?  

If you’ll have him or her stop by or phone.



MARTHA

It’s for us; we want to join up.

The sergeant smiles and suppresses a laugh, but when the ladies keep staring at him, his smile fades.



SERGEANT

Did you say you wanted to enlist?  Is that  what you said?



GLADYS

The old goat hears pretty good.



RUBY

You heard correctly.



MAUDE

All of us.



RUBY

As a group, if possible.

The sergeant laughs.



SERGEANT

Who sent you?  Come on.



MAUDE

We saw it on TV.



SERGEANT

What?



WOMEN (ALL)


(clear their throats and sing)

Be all that you can be....



SERGEANT

Oh, that shi-



GLADYS

Well?



SERGEANT

Well, what?



GLADYS

Where do we sign?



SERGEANT

Fun’s fun, ladies, but this has gone far enough.  If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got work...



GLADYS

See.  I told you.

Open-mouthed in disbelief, the sergeant surveys various women as they make their comments.



MARTHA

He thinks we’re too old.



GLADYS

Why did we come here, anyway?



SERGEANT

Please, let me explain.  The Army makes an effort to be open to all Americans, but, yes, ladies, it does have certain requirements including age limits.  And I’m afraid you’re a little old, ‘er; what  I’m trying to say is that you ladies are a little beyond the acceptable limits.




MARTHA

Oh, really



GLADYS

We may be old, but you’re no spring chicken yourself, buster.



MAUDE

Sir.



SERGEANT

Ma’am, in the Army we only call officers sir.  It’s sergeant, Sergeant Waldo.



MAUDE

Yes, ‘er, sergeant.  There must be something for us to do in the Army.  We’re willing.




SERGEANT

Yes, ma’am, I can see that.  But I’m afraid not.



GLADYS

Misfits, that’s what we are, misfits.



SERGEANT

I don’t make the rules.  Maybe I can call a cab for you, to take you ladies back to...  Where are you ladies from?



MARTHA

The Sunnyside Home for Retired Ladies.



SERGEANT

A fine place, I’m sure.



GLADYS

It’s a dump.



SERGEANT

Please, ladies, let me get you a ride.



GLADYS

Let’s go, girls.  They don’t want us.

Gladys leaves, and the other ladies follow her out the door.

Lieutenant Jones comes out from behind the partition.



SERGEANT

It’s okay, sir.  They’re gone.



JONES

What did they want?



SERGEANT

To enlist.



JONES

In our Army?



SERGEANT

Ain’t that a kick in the pants for you?  Can’t you just see those gals in uniform?



JONES

In straight jackets, maybe, but in Army uniforms?



SERGEANT

It was just a thought, just a thought.



JONES

Can you imagine it: a whole army of old women at war, wracking havoc on the enemy?



SERGEANT

By the time the enemy figured out what was  coming at ‘em, those poor suckers would be totally wiped out.  So you see it too, lieutenant.  It’s beautiful, simply beautiful—a sight to behold—like being caught in an after-Christmas sale at a mall.  Mall, yeah.  That’s what happens, all right; if you get in the way—they maul ya.  Truly a sight to behold.



JONES

Now wait just one minute, sarge.  What are you talking about?  I was only joking, but you, I think you’re serious.  You really mean it.



SERGEANT

Those old gals made me think of my dear old mama, God rest her soul.



JONES

I’m sure she was very sweet?



SERGEANT

Sweet?  Did you say sweet?



JONES

Yeah, what’s wrong with that?



SERGEANT

If I’d ever called my mama sweet, she would have KOed me.



JONES

Tough, huh?



SERGEANT

Oh, she was that, all right.  It takes me back to a time—a long, long time ago.  My ma had a hands-on approach, you might say, and she often let me have it—at the least  provocation.  You didn’t clean your room, whack; you’re late, whack; you didn’t do your homework, whack.

Jones laughs.



SERGEANT

I know it seems funny now, but it sure hurt then.  She was little, but she could dish it out.  She’d beat the tar outta me if I ever gave her any lip.  She had a mean right hand.



JONES

I had no idea, sarge.  You must’ve hated her.



SERGEANT

Con-trair, lieutenant, con-trair.  She made me get tough—or die.  I got tough real fast.  And since then I’ve dedicated my life to her—to make others tough or to kill them in the process.  The Army’s already got too many wimps.  And I’m going to do all that’s in my power to see it don’t get any more.


JONES

I’m all for improving the quality of recruitment, and so is headquarters.



SERGEANT

Headquarters?

 

JONES

I hate to bring this up, sarge, but I’ve been expecting this letter.

JONES holds up an envelope.



SERGEANT

About me?



JONES


(nodding)

It came in this afternoon’s mail.  Several months ago headquarters informed me that it was reviewing your record.  They seemed concerned about your recruiting methods.



SERGEANT

Don’t they realize how hard it is to get young guys to sign up, good ones, I mean?  They come in here wanting all the bennies with none of the responsibilities, and I tell them where they can go.



JONES

I put in a good word for you, sarge, but it...



SERGEANT

So spit it out, lieutenant.



JONES

Your request to reenlist has been turned down.

The sergeant’s mouth drops open in disbelief.



JONES

I’m sorry, sarge.  I did everything I could.



SERGEANT

Then I retire in two weeks.

Jones nods and is silent for a few moments.



JONES

Sarge, enjoy your time off---

Jones pats the sergeant on the shoulder.



JONES

---you’ve earned it.



SERGEANT

I’m a soldier.  I wasn’t made to spend the rest of my life sitting in a rocking chair like some old lady.

The sergeant suddenly smiles, but the lieutenant doesn’t see this.



SERGEANT

Do you have any idea what it’s like to be put away in a home some place?  They call it that, but in some ways it’s worse than a prison.  It makes you feel like a sack of garbage someone wants to get rid of.



JONES

Take it easy, sarge.  No one’s talking about putting you away in a home somewhere.  Find something else to do.



SERGEANT


(to himself)

Maybe, yeah.  That’s it.  Why not?


(to lieutenant)

You’re absolutely right.

The sergeant starts to walk out the door, then hesitates.



SERGEANT

Excuse me, sir.



JONES

If you need a little time to arrange, you know, things, I understand.  It’s okay. I’ll cover for you.



SERGEANT

I do, lieutenant, ‘deed I do.  And thanks.  Got to plan for my re-tire-ment.  Got a date with some little old ladies.



JONES

Little old---?  Your mother?  But I thought you said—



SERGEANT

Yes.  Yes, she could have very well been one of them.



SERGEANT


(staring upwards and holding his 


hands together as if praying)

Thanks, ma.  I got the message.

The sergeant walks out the door, leaving Jones with a puzzled expression on his face.

INT.  RECRUITING OFFICE – DAY

Sergeant Waldo removes items from the wall behind his desk.  He looks over some of them and then places them in a cardboard box resting on the top of his desk.

He removes a certificate from the wall.  For a few seconds he holds it in his hand and stares at it.

NOTE: Various items handled by the sergeant trigger memories, which are expressed in montages of images with related themes from his past.

FLASHBACK/MONTAGE – BASIC TRAINING

Young soldiers fire rifles on a rifle range.

Young soldiers march in formation.

Soldiers put on gas masks.

Soldiers crawl through an infiltration course.

END OF FLASHBACK/MONTAGE

INSERT – CERTIFICATE (THAT SERGEANT IS HOLDING)

which reads “Completion of Training Certificate

Private Raymond Arnold Waldo

Basic Combat Training”

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

The sergeant places the certificate in the cardboard box.

He removes a citation from the wall.  Again he holds it and looks at it.

INSERT –CITATION

which reads “Army Commendation Medal

Sergeant Raymond A. Waldo”

FLASHBACK/MONTAGE - VIETNAM

American soldiers, Vietnamese women, and children stand about talking and drinking beer and sodas outside the snack shop, which is constructed of flattened aluminum cans and scraps of cardboard.

A soldier holds a baby and talks to a Vietnamese woman.  Another soldier talks with a woman.  The woman motions to the soldier, and he follows her into one of the nearby shacks.

A naked young man, lying on his back on a massage table, is massaged by a young Vietnamese girl.  Then he is shown only above the waist, and his face expresses the enjoyment he feels. 

END OF FLASHBACK/MONTAGE

The sergeant places the citation in the cardboard box.

The sergeant sits down at his desk.  He pulls out a drawer, removes some items, and places them on his desk.  He picks up items, looks at them, and then places them in the cardboard box.  He picks up a photograph and looks at it.

INSERT – PHOTOGRAPH

The photo is in black and white.  A young man is standing beside an Oriental women.  In the background is a bridge and a river.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

He places the photograph in the cardboard box.

SAME SCENE – LATER

A folded table is set up by the door.  On it is a punchbowl and a decorated cake.

COLONEL PARKER, the recruiting supervisor of the area, and a CAPTAIN are standing in the office.

The sergeant enters, glancing around cautiously.



PARKER

Sergeant Waldo, the man of the hour.

The sergeant shakes hands with Parker and the captain.



PARKER

Let’s get started, shall we?  I’ll try to keep this as informal as possible.  Please stand over here, sergeant.

The sergeant walks over to Colonel Parker.



PARKER

Yes, I know this may not seem like much after all these years.  But it’s just the Army’s way of saying thanks.



SERGEANT

I thought it was the Army’s way of saying  “get out.”



PARKER

What was that?



SERGEANT


(holding his throat and then 


pretending to clear his throat)

Just trying to clear my throat.



PARKER

Captain, will you please do the honors?



CAPTAIN

Yes sir.  Attention to orders. 

He looks down at the citation and begins to read.



CAPTAIN

Raymond A. Waldo, Sergeant First Class, United States Army—

The captain continues to read the citation,  without sound, until he reaches the conclusion.



CAPTAIN

Sergeant Waldo’s outstanding performance is a credit to himself, to his country, and to the United States Army.  

The captain opens the award case and holds it out to Parker.  Parker pins the medal on the sergeant’s jacket.



PARKER

Please accept my thanks and congratulations as well as the appreciation of your country.



SERGEANT

Thank you, sir.

The sergeant shakes hands with everyone there.

Jones cuts the cake and places the pieces on the table.  He then fills cups with punch.  Everyone gathers around the table and helps themselves to refreshments.



PARKER

Now that you’re a civilian, what are you going to do with all your free time?



SERGEANT

I’m looking into something now, possibly volunteer work.



PARKER

That’s the spirit.  Keep in there.  Don’t let yourself get soft.  I’ll be moving on soon myself.



JONES

Retirement?



PARKER

No, not yet.  Got a few more years to go, lieutenant.  But it’ll probably be my last assignment in the Army.  The brass in Washington, D.C. think I might be useful there.  I’m going to have a liaison position in the Strike Force Office.



SERGEANT

Liaison, did you say?  And I bet you’ll really lay it on.



PARKER

Believe me; I’ll try.



JONES

I’ve heard about the Strike Force.  But I don’t know much about it.



PARKER

That’s the way it’s supposed to be.  The office handles a lot of unconventional missions, like targeting terrorists, rescuing hostages, that kind of thing.  I guess you could call what they do trouble-shooting.



SERGEANT

Don’t tell me, sir.  Anybody gives them any trouble, and they shoot them.

Parker smiles faintly, drains his cup, and hurriedly glances at his watch.



PARKER

I’ve really enjoyed this little reception, and  I wish I could stay longer, but duty calls.  The best of luck to you, sergeant.


The sergeant nods.



PARKER


(to lieutenant)

I’ll be calling you next week.



JONES

Yes, sir.  Have a safe trip back.

The sergeant and the lieutenant watch Parker and the captain leave.



JONES

I think your scheme worked.



SERGEANT

What’s that supposed to mean?



JONES

Your jokes.



SERGEANT


(chuckles)

They do have a way of driving people off, especially senior officers.



JONES

All kidding aside, sarge, what are you going to do now that you’re retired?  If there’s anything I can do to help---



SERGEANT

That’s mighty decent of you, sir.  But I meant what I told the colonel, about doing volunteer work.



JONES

That’s great.



SERGEANT

There are some senior folks, and well, I think I may be able to help them, and myself too.  At least, I’m going to try.



JONES

I’m glad for you.  You will keep in touch?



SERGEANT

Yes, sir, and thanks.

They shake hands.

INT.  DAYROOM OF THE HOME – WEEKS LATER – NIGHT

Straight-backed chairs are arranged in several rows.  A podium is in front of the chairs.  There is an American flag on the wall behind the podium.

Women walk in and are wheeled in and sit down.  The chairs are soon filled up.

The sergeant and Maude stand near the podium.



MAUDE

What made you change your mind, sarge.



SERGEANT

I guess everyone deserves a second chance, even old broads like you. 



MAUDE

Watch it, sarge.  You may need us.



SERGEANT

Oh, I do.  What would it be without you ladies?



MAUDE

What will you say when you get up there?



SERGEANT

Oh, you’ll see.



MAUDE


(points at the podium)

Well,  it’s all yours.

Maude sits down and the sergeant moves up to the podium.



SERGEANT

They call me Sergeant RAW, Raymond Arnold Waldo, Sergeant First Class, United States Army, and proud of it too.  First of all, I’d like to thank you ladies for inviting me here, to the Sunnyside Home for Retired Ladies—and fine ladies you are.

The audience smiles and cheers.



SERGEANT

I’ve served my country----

NOTE: The words of the sergeant’s speech trigger reveries in members of the audience.  These appear as scenes within the current scene.

RUBY

thinking

RUBY’S POV – EXT. BATTLEFIELD -- NIGHT

Shells explode all around.



SERGEANT V.O.

---in times of war and peace, in foreign lands and on these great shores.

The sergeant, dressed in combat gear, fires his rifle, then uses the stock of the weapon to butt-stroke an enemy who charges at him.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

FLO

thinking

FLO’S POV – EXT. PARADE FIELD – NIGHT


SERGEANT V.O.

I’ve had my day of glory.  I’ve won my medals.

The sergeant, in his dress uniform, stands in front of a formation.  An officer steps in front of him and pins a medal on his chest.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

Some of you came here expecting to hear war stories---

Many members of the audience perk up.



SERGEANT

--and I could tell you some that would curl your hair---

ESTHER AND MAUDE

They look at each other and then stroke their curly hair.



BETT

Amen.



SERGEANT

---but I’m not gonna.

Bett slams down her fist.  Wanda stamps her cane loudly on the floor.



SERGEANT

Me—I’m not important when you look at the big picture.  I’m just an old soldier who tried to do his job—who served his country.  Some of you fine ladies are still wondering why I’m here—asking yourself what I have to do with you.

Many members of the audience have impatient expressions on their faces.



SERGEANT

Well, I’ll tell you.

GLADYS

Thinking



GLADYS

Spit it out, you old windbag.



SERGEANT


(smiling)

We’re at war--

Many members of the audience appear interested.



SERGEANT

--only a dang fool couldn’t see that.  We’ve been at war for a long, long time.  I don’t need to tell you who we’re fighting.  It’s those dirty commies and their pinko supporters.

WANDA

thinking

WANDA’S POV – EXT. BATTLEFIELD -- DAY

There are damaged buildings.



SERGEANT V.O.

They’re everywhere---

Communist soldiers charge with rifles and fixed bayonets.



SERGEANT V.O.

--crawling outta the woodwork—like a bunch of rats.

Communist soldiers crawl out of the walls of a damaged building.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

I’m a peaceful man---and I’ll kill anybody who says different.  But those creeps are out to waste us—unless we get them first.  Sure, now it’s only propaganda—but do you think they’ll stop there?

MAUDE

thinking

MAUDE’S POV – EXT. BATTLEFIELD -- DAY



SERGEANT V.O.

Now they’re dropping leaflets--

Leaflets fall from the sky.



SERGEANT V.O.

--but soon it’ll be bombs—dropped on us.

Bombs drop, whiz by, and explode.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE 



SERGEANT

Are we going to let a bunch of dirty reds blow us to kingdom come?—no way.  We’ve gotta stop ‘em now, and stop ‘em we shall.  Ladies, that’s where you can help.  Your country needs you.  Tonight I’m going to unveil our secret weapon—right in front of your eyes.  It’s going to dazzle you---

SHIRLEY

thinking

SHIRLEY’S POV – INT. AIRPLANE HANGER -- DAY



SERGEANT V.O.

--just like it does those commies---

Communist soldiers stare intently at a large, covered object. 



SERGEANT V.O.

--when they see it coming at ‘em.

The cover is suddenly and quickly lifted off.

The communist soldiers turn and run away.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

Our secret weapon is you.

The sergeant abruptly and forcefully points his finger at Martha.



MARTHA

Me?



SERGEANT

Yes, you.

MARTHA

smiling



SERGEANT

You can be part of the new Mama Squad.  Hey mama.  You think you’re too old to fight those commies, mommy?   The Mama Squad wants you.  When it comes to fighting dirty, ain’t nobody can do it like a feisty old broad.

Some members of the audience have angry expressions on their faces.



SERGEANT

We need ‘em.

Members of the audience cheer loudly.



SERGEANT

You’ll get the best training in the world-----under my supervision, but most of the things you’ll use, you already know.

ESTHER

thinking

ESTHER’S POV -  INT. KITCHEN -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

After years of fighting off screaming brats---

Screaming kids are reaching out their hands, grasping for attention.

Bett places a glass of water in one of the eager hands, a cookie in another of the hands, and shoves a bottle into a baby’s open mouth—all in rapid order.

ESTHER’S POV – EXT. HOUSE -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

--nosey neighbors---

AN OPEN WINDOW

A neighbor has her ear pressed against the window.

Viewed through the outside of the window, Bett snickers and suddenly slams the window shut.  The neighbor moves away slowly, holding her ear, mouthing words of pain. 

ESTHER’S POV – INT. HOUSE -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

--and drunken husbands---

The door opens, and a man enters, carrying his shoes.  

A ROLLING PIN

A rolling pin, held by a hand, appears, and begins to beat the man.

The man holds up his hands to try to protect himself.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

---those commies will be a piece of cake.

JUANITA

thinking



JUANITA


(drowsily)

Did someone say cake?



SERGEANT

We’ll parachute you in behind the commie lines.

HILDA

thinking

HILDA’S POV – EXT.  SKY -- DAY


Parachutes fall from the sky.

HILDA’S POV – EXT. ENEMY CHECKPOINT -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

They wouldn’t dare search the purse or shopping bag of a little old lady. 

In a jeep, Hilda and other women, carrying purses and shopping bags, drive up.

The communist soldier on guard waves them through.  The vehicle drives through.

HILDA’S POV – EXT.  BATTLEFIELD -- NIGHT




SERGEANT V.O.

You’ll wear sneakers, so you can creep up on ‘em and let ‘em have it with everything you’ve got---

COMMUNIST SOLDIERS IN BATTLE POSITION IN A TRENCH

Behind them, women creep up, carrying various “mama-squad” weapons.

 

SERGEANT V.O.

Hit ‘em with your purses upside the head---

Women pelt the soldiers with their handbags.

 

SERGEANT V.O.

---kick ‘em in the shin---

 Women kick the soldiers in the shins.

 

SERGEANT V.O.

---run ‘em down with shopping carts---

 Women, pushing shopping carts, charge at the soldiers.  The soldiers flee, pursued by the ladies.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

 

SERGEANT

---just git ‘em.  Hit ‘em, hit ‘em hard, so 

hard they’ll know they’ve been hit.

BETT

thinking



BETT


(rubbing her hands together)

Yeah.

BETT’S POV – EXT.  BATTLEFIELD -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

Do you know what a hat pin---

Snickering, Bett  holds up a hat pin.  She then sneaks up from behind a Communist soldier and sticks him in the butt with the pin.  He screams loudly.

BETT’S POV – EXT.  ANOTHER BATTLEFIELD -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

---or an umbrella--- 

Several women poke and jab communist soldiers with umbrellas.

BETT ‘S POV – EXT.  ANOTHER BATTLEFIELD -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

---or a rolling pin--- 

Communist soldiers are standing in a straight line.

Hilda hits the soldier in front with a rolling pin, knocking him backwards, and, one-by-one, they bump into each other and topple over backwards—like a row of dominoes.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT 

---in the hands of a little old lady can do?  It’s totally awesome.  Those commies’ll never know what hit ‘em.

MAUDE

thinking

MAUDE’S POV – EXT.  A PAVED SURFACE -- DAY




SERGEANT V.O.

You’ll flatten ‘em---

Communist soldiers walk across the surface.

A steamroller, with Maude in the driver’s seat, drives in



SERGEANT V.O.

---like a steamroller going through a pile of jello.

The steamroller drives over some of the soldiers, leaving flattened bodies behind.  It continues to drive after the other soldiers, who try to get out of the way.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

If you have to fight dirty, then fight dirty, but win.

Members of the audience applaud and cheer.



SERGEANT

Ladies, you don’t have to feel left out any longer.  The Mama Squad’s got a place for you.  We don’t care if you’re in a wheelchair---

HILDA

Thinking, in her wheelchair. 

HILDA’S POV – EXT.  BATTLEFIELD -- NIGHT




SERGEANT V.O.

---we’ll put you in our mechanized unit.

Communist soldiers move forward. 

Hilda enters in her wheelchair, with machine guns mounted on the arms.  With guns blazing, she charges at the soldiers.  They flee, and she pursues them.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

There are many benefits for joining---

FLO

Thinking 

FLO’S POV – INT.  UNIFORM ISSUE POINT/WAREHOUSE -- DAY




SERGEANT

---free uniforms—

Flo models a baggy uniform, with the sleeves of the shirt way too long.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

---free medical care—

GLADYS

Thinking 

GLADYS’  POV– INT.  A MEDICAL FACILITY -- DAY


A doctor examines Gladys.  He touches her on the chest with his stethoscope.  She knees him in crotch.  He moans, grabs his crotch, and keels over.

 RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

---Bingo on post every Tuesday night—

PAULINE

Thinking 

PAULINE’S POV – INT.  A BINGO GAME IN A LARGE ROOM -- NIGHT


Pauline sits at a table with other elderly people.

She puts her marker on the winning number, raises her hand, and voices the word “bingo.”

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

 

SERGEANT

No more worrying about Meals-on-

Wheels—



JUANITA


(loudly)

When do we eat?

Women in the audience laugh.  The sergeant smiles.


SERGEANT

--all the MREs—that’s Meals-Ready-to-Eat—you can eat.

JUANITA

Thinking

JUANITA’S POV – EXT.  A WOODED AREA -- DAY


Seated on the ground, her back resting against a tree trunk, Juanita eats from an envelope of MREs.  She tosses the empty envelope into a pile of other empty envelopes.  Then she grabs another MRE envelope from a box, rips it open, and digs her plastic spoon in, and begins to eat.

 RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

So why don’t you be the first on your block to sign up for the new Mama Squad—red hot mommies killing commies.  You be the first on your block to sign up, and you’ll get your own personalized bazooka.  Anybody give you any lip, and you just blow ‘em away--- 

WANDA

Thinking

WANDA’S POV – EXT.   BATTLEFIELD -- DAY


A military truck drives along a trail.



SERGEANT V.O.

--yeah, smoke their ass.

Wanda raises a bazooka to her shoulder, aims it, and blows the truck away.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT 

After you finish with the commies---

WANDA’S POV – EXT.  CITY STREET -- NIGHT


Several tough-looking teenage youths approach Wanda.



SERGEANT V.O.

--you can use it on the young punks in your own neighborhood.

Wanda raises her bazooka to her shoulder, and they turn and run.  She fires and blasts the youths.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

So sign up today.  I’ll be proud to lead you.

The audience applauds loudly.

SAME SCENE – A FEW MINUTES LATER

Fred wheels in a cart containing coffee, punch, and cake.



MAUDE

Thanks, Fred.

Fred nods and exits.

Some of the more-able women go to the cart to get refreshments and to serve the less mobile women.

The sergeant still stands by the podium.

Pauline offers some cake to the sergeant.



SERGEANT

Thanks, just coffee.

The sergeant accepts a cup from Pauline, takes a sip, and sets the cup on the podium.



SERGEANT

If you’ll excuse me, ladies.

Maude is sitting behind a small table.  

Women from the home come in front of the table one-by-one and sign up for the Mama Squad.



MAUDE


(calling from her table)

That was some speech, sarge.

The sergeant walks over to the table.



SERGEANT

It was nice of the owner to let me use this 

place.



MAUDE

They do try to have activities for us.  I must say, you gave us quite a show.



SERGEANT


(chuckling) 

Thanks.



MAUDE

That was quite an offer you were making.  Where did you get all of those ideas?




SERGEANT

From my training and experience in the Army I guess.   I’ve picked up quite a few things, 


(laughs)

not all of them I’m proud of, you understand.

I’ve learned to get by in some pretty tight situations, you know, to make the most of what’s available, including people.  Oh, I did embellish it a little.



MAUDE

That’s okay, sarge.  At least, you got us motivated.



SERGEANT

I’m really glad to hear that.  Thanks.  I tried.  Keep up the good work too.  Get ‘em signed up.

Hilda wheels over to the sergeant in her wheel chair.



HILDA

You really knocked ‘em on their ass; I’ll say you did.



SERGEANT

Thanks.

As Hilda turns to leave, she pinches the sergeant on the rear.



SERGEANT

Ouch.  Save it for the enemy.



RUBY

You really drove the point home.



SERGEANT

I appreciate it; thank you.

Bett enters, carrying a coffee cup.



BETT


(slurring her words)

I’ll drink to that.

Bett takes a drink from the cup.



RUBY

Bett, you’d drink to anything.



MAUDE

I’d say she already has.  Bett, where’d you get the stuff.

Bett quickly drains the coffee cup.



MAUDE

She drank the evidence.

Bett exits

Maude gets up from the table and goes over to the sergeant, carrying the sign-up list.



MAUDE

I still don’t understand how you got the Army to go along with your---‘er---our---



SERGEANT

It’s all right.  I don’t mind sharing the credit or blame.



MAUDE

It’s kind of spooky—like a miracle out of thin air.



SERGEANT

Yeah, very thin air.  Let’s just say that everything was ironed out, and leave it at that—for now at least.  How many signed up tonight?

Maude looks at her list.



MAUDE

Including myself, that makes twelve.



SERGEANT

Twelve.  That’s a nice number, a great start.  But what will you tell the staff of this place when you’re away from the home?



MAUDE

We’ll just say you’re taking us on an outting.



SERGEANT

Yeah.  If you tell ‘em the real reason, they’ll lock us up in a padded cell.



MAUDE

They always welcome a chance to get rid of us old farts for a couple hours.

Pauline walks past them.



SERGEANT

Sounds good.  But speaking of old farts, I believe someone just let one go.



MAUDE

Pauline, do you have to stink up the whole place?



PAULINE

Sorry.  I think I’ll leave.

Pauline leaves.



MARTHA

And take that smell with you too.  I’m glad I’m not her roommate.  If you smoke around her, you’re liable to get incinerated in a barrage of farts.



SERGEANT


(to Maude)

Have the ladies assembled early.  I’ll pick you up in the morning.



MAUDE

Yes, sir.



SERGEANT

Don’t call me sir.  I work for a living.



MAUDE

Yes, sergeant.



SERGEANT

That’s better.

The sergeant smiles and picks up his coffee cup.



SERGEANT

This has been a very fine evening, ladies, but it’s getting late.

The sergeant holds up his cup to propose a toast.



SERGEANT

Here’s to the Mama Squad.

The sergeant and ladies click cups and glasses together.



SERGEANT

Now I bid all of you ladies a very good night.

EXT. A WOODED AREA WITH A ROAD GOING THROUGH IT – DAY

A van drives along the road.

THE VAN

The sergeant and the women from the home are riding in it.

The van pulls off of the road and stops in the woods.

The sergeant and Maude get out of it.



SERGEANT

Have everyone fall out and sit down over there.

The sergeant points to a spot of ground.



MAUDE

All right, girls, everyone out.

The women get out of the van, follow Maude, and sit down on the ground.

They lift Hilda and her wheelchair out of the van.

The sergeant stands in front of the women, walking back and forth as he speaks.



SERGEANT

Ladies.  No, excuse me.  You are no longer ladies, no offence intended, but you will be asked to do things no self-respecting lady would ever do.  You are now mamas.  Say it: “I’m a mama.”



WOMEN 


(all except Gladys)

I’m a mama.



SERGEANT

You are the Mama Squad.  Say it.



WOMEN 


(all except Gladys)

We’re the Mama Squad.



SERGEANT

And what is the spirit of the Mama Squad?

All of the women are silent.



SERGEANT

The spirit of the Mama Squad is to kick butt.  Now, what is the spirit of the Mama Squad?



WOMEN 


(all except Gladys)

To kick butt.



SERGEANT

That’s better.



GLADYS

And whose butt are we gonna kick?

Everyone is silent for a few seconds.



SERGEANT

Well, that all depends.  Our country’s enemies can change from day-to-day.  But that’s not for me to say.  I’m a soldier, not a politician.  Does that answer your question?



GLADYS

No, it does not.  I think you’ve been feeding us  line of bull.



MAUDE

Now Gladys, wait just one---



GLADYS

He’s been talking crap.  You all can eat it up if you like, but I’m not buying it.



SERGEANT

What seems to be the problem, Gladys?



GLADYS

I’ve got some questions, sarge.



SERGEANT

Okay.  So ask away.



GLADYS

All right, I will.  Where are all the things you promised us:  the uniforms and the equipment and the ---?



WANDA

---and Bingo on post?



BETT

Where the hell is the post anyway?



JUANITA

And when do we eat?  I’m hungry.

The sergeant turns and steps back a few steps, lost in thought.



MAUDE

What about it, sarge?



SERGEANT


(with his back still turned)

I lied.



MAUDE

Lied?  What do you mean, sarge?



GLADYS

It means he lied.  You know, like not telling it like it is.



MAUDE

Let him finish.

The sergeant turns around and faces the women.



SERGEANT

I never discussed our idea with the Army.  The truth is, I’ve been retired by the Army, or re-tired, as I some times say.   

(MORE)



SERGEANT

(CONTINUED)

Re-tirement means being retreaded, used again, given new life.  Retirement means you’re finished---kaput.  The Army don’t want me any more.  I don’t fit in.  I’m not supposed to be wearing this.

The sergeant grabs his uniform shirt and tugs at it.



SERGEANT

Go ahead and report me.  I’ve got it coming.  At least, you’ve got the Sunnyside---what do you call that place?



ALL OF WOMEN 

The Sunnyside Home for Retired Ladies.



SERGEANT

Yeah, you’ve got that.



MAUDE

Believe me, it’s nothing to brag about.



SERGEANT

Maybe, but at least you’ve got some place where you belong.  I’ve got nothing.



GLADYS

Yep, I’d say he’s finished.  What a phony.

The sergeant turns and walks away, stopping some distance from the women.



MARTHA

Ain’t life a bitch?  It builds you up just to tear you down again.



HILDA

Yeah, we might as well go home



RUBY

Maybe it isn’t hopeless.  Maybe we can still do it, maybe not exactly like the sarge said it would be, but in some other way.



GLADYS

You’re crazier than he is.  He lied to us.



MAUDE

So what?


GLADYS

So what?  What else is there to consider?  Let’s go, girls.

Several women stand up to leave.



MAUDE

Did I hear you say go?  Is that what you said?  Go where?  Back to that place?

The women stop moving.  Everyone is silent for a few moments.



GLADYS

Where else is there?



RUBY


(enthusiastically)

The whole world.



GLADYS

Well, for us the whole world is the Sunnyside Home for Retired Ladies.



MARTHA

It makes you feel like a second-hand tire.



BETT

Yeah, but a retread gets a second chance at least.



MARTHA

...but not us.



RUBY

Well, I’m sick of being retired.  I want to be re-tired, like the sarge says.



MAUDE

Can you believe it?  The sarge actually envied us.  We’re stuck in that hellhole we call home, and he thinks we’ve got a lot going for us.



GLADYS

Serves the old buzzard right.  He rejected us,  then lied to us.  Let him see what it’s like to feel unwanted, left out.



MAUDE

Come on, Gladys.  You going to keep kicking him when he’s down?



GLADYS

If you don’t like it, well, that’s just tough titty.  Why shouldn’t I give a little bit back?



MAUDE

Because that won’t solve anything.  Think about what we’re throwing away.  Didn’t sarge give us something to believe in---at least for a little while?



RUBY

Yes, yes.  I could feel it during that speech.  I wanted to be a part of it so bad.



MAUDE

Isn’t it worth a try at least?



RUBY

Yes, let’s do it.



GLADYS

Do what?



MAUDE

Let’s give the sarge another chance.



GLADYS

Why should we?



MAUDE

Because he gave us a second chance.  We owe him that much.



GLADYS

I don’t owe him diddley.



MAUDE

Then we owe it to ourselves.  If the sarge had presented our plan, do you think the Army would have even listened to him?  Well?



GLADYS

Oh, I don’t know.  Probably not.  It was a pretty screwy idea, I guess.  But where does that leave us?  At the Sunnyside Home for---



ALL OF WOMEN

---Re-tired Ladies.



GLADYS

He could’ve leveled with us at least.



MAUDE

This time we’ll see that he does.  Let’s give sarge another chance, okay?



WANDA


(enthusiastically)

If the Army won’t find a place for us, then we’ll make one for ourselves, and everyone else can kiss where I can’t.



MAUDE

That’s the spirit.  Let’s try it.  Well?



GLADYS

I’ll listen.  But I’m not promising anything.



MAUDE

Fair enough.  I’ll be right back.

Maude walks over to where the sergeant is.  They talk, then, together, walk back to the other women.



SERGEANT

I owe you ladies an apology.



SHIRLEY

That’s not good enough, sarge.



ESTHER

No, it’s not.



MARTHA


(almost crying)

I want to be a ma-ma.



SERGEANT

I’m really sorry it didn’t work out.



HILDA

Says who?



RUBY

Give us a chance.



SERGEANT

Hold it one minute.  You want me to give you a chance?  Look, you gave me  a chance, and I blew it.  I admit it.  So let’s drop it.

All of the women stare at him in silence.



SERGEANT

You ladies deserve something better than me.  All those things I promised you.  Me and my big mouth.  I guess it all went to my head when I made that speech.



MAUDE

Look, sarge, we know you meant well, although you did go a little overboard---in the promises you made to us.



GLADYS

A little.  I’ll say.



SERGEANT

We recruiters do have that reputation.  You know, about telling a recruit anything to get him to sign up, and then he learns the sad truth later.



WANDA

Kinda like a used-car salesman.



MAUDE

Sarge, why can’t we start over.  What would it take to make us into the Mama Squad?



RUBY


(rubbing her hands together)

Yes.  Let’s make it happen.



SERGEANT

I don’t know what you’re driving at, but I’ll try to give you a straight answer.



GLADYS

That’d be a pleasant change.



MAUDE

Let the sergeant speak.



SERGEANT

Let’s see.  There’s uniforms and equipment and a place to train.  A lot will depend on the mission---if we ever have one.



MARTHA

But if we all chipped in, couldn’t we get those things somewhere?



GLADYS

You got money, and you can get about anything nowadays, and I do mean anything.



SERGEANT

True.  Yes, I suppose we could.  Sure.  Well, some of them any way.



RUBY

Then let’s do it.



MAUDE

Look.  I’ve got over twenty thousand dollars in the bank, and it ain’t doing me a damned bit of good there.



FLO

I’ve got more than that.



SHIRLEY

I own some land in the country.  Has an old house on it; it’s vacant.  We could use that for training; couldn’t we?



SERGEANT

You’d do that for me?



GLADY


(looking the sergeant squarely in 


the eye)

For us; it’s for us, and don’t you ever forget it, buster.



SERGEANT

I won’t.  I promise.



MAUDE

Okay.  Then it’s all settled.  Line up, girls.

The women form up into two ranks.



MAUDE

Well, sarge, we’re willing if you are.  When do we start?

The sergeant turns and wipes his eyes.  He then turns back around to face the women.  He walks from woman to woman as he speaks.



SERGEANT

All right, mamas.  You asked for this; remember that when you feel like you’ve taken all you can stand, when you feel like you’re so tired you can’t take another step or even lift a hand.  That’s the time to dig down deep inside yourself and find that little bit extra and use it, and that makes all the difference.  And never forget this:  your soul may belong to God---but your ass is mine.

EXT.  A GRASSY CLEARING IN A WOODED AREA – DAY

The sergeant and the women are resting against trees.

The sergeant rises to his feet.



SERGEANT

At ease.  Don’t get up.  I’d like to thank Shirley for providing this fine site for our training.  Training—that’s the name of the game—not just in the Army, but in life as well.  Most of us have been in training all our lives, since we were born—learning all the time.  That’s all training is—learning and getting better.  We’ve been training even when we didn’t know we were doing it.  But real training means learning with a purpose in mind, with a goal to shoot for, and in a systematic way.  What you don’t know can kill you.  And what you do know can save your life.  First of all, you’ve got to be e-quipped, which means obtaining what you need to do the job.  It’s what you wear and what you use to get the job done.

INT.  CLOTHING STORE – DAY

The ladies are out shopping, modeling various types of clothing.



SERGEANT V.O.

Part of being soldiers---

EXT. CLOTHING STORE – DAY

The ladies come out of the store dressed in matching jogging suits and baseball caps.



SERGEANT V.O.

--is looking like soldiers.

EXT.  BATTLEFIELD – DAY

Soldiers fire their rifles and machine guns, and grenades and mortar and artillery shells explode.



SERGEANT V.O.

You’ll need tools to do your job—e-quipment.    But for you mamas, conventional weapons won’t do; no sir.

INT.  A SHOPPING CENTER – DAY

A ROLLING PIN

A hand holding a rolling pin slaps it into the open palm of the other hand.



SERGEANT V.O.

You’ll use what you already know—those things you’ve been using all your life.

Women examine handbags and umbrellas, to test which is best suited as a mama squad-type of weapon.



SERGEANT V.O

You know how to use them far better than I can ever teach  you.

EXT.  A CLEARING IN THE WOODS – DAY

Women, dressed in pads and catchers masks, are paired off against each other.  They swing handbags at each other, while on the sidelines, the other women cheer for their favorite participant.



SERGEANT V.O.

You know what they’re capable of---

Women practice jabbing at each other with umbrellas.



SERGEANT V.O.

You know their power.

EXT.   A WOODED AREA – DAY

A dummy is suspended by a rope from a tree.



SERGEANT V.O

You’ll have the element of surprise too, and what the other guy don’t know can kill him.

One-by-one, women ram the hanging dummy with shopping carts.



SERGEANT V.O

You’ll have the benefit of my expertise, but most of your training will consist of polishing up those skills you already know.

One-by-one, women bang the hanging dummy with rolling pins.

EXT.   AN ATHLETIC FIELD– DAY

The sergeant is dressed in protective pads and a catchers mask.



SERGEANT V.O

Use what the other guy don’t know to wipe ‘em out.  Creep upon ‘em and let ‘em have it full force.

The women descended on the sergeant from all sides and pelt him with handbags and rolling pins.  He uses his hands and arms to try to ward off the blows.



SERGEANT V.O

Yeah.  Surprise ‘em to death.

EXT.  A CLEARING -- DAY

The women are doing calisthenics in a clearing.  Maude is leading the exercises.  The sergeant observes the women doing sit-ups.  

He walks over to Wanda, who is having difficulty doing the exercise.



SERGEANT V.O

Come on, Wanda.  Remember, no pain—no gain.

Wanda’s face becomes very red.  She performs a sit-up successfully.  Then she slowly rises to her feet.  She picks up her cane.


WANDA


(eyeing the sergeant intently)

I’ll give you pain.

Wanda brings the cane down firmly on the sergeant’s toe.

The sergeant emits a loud cry of pain and hobbles off.

EXT.  A WOODED AREA – EARLY EVENING

There is a small campfire.  Half a dozen small tents are set up in the background.  The sergeant and several women are sitting on the ground eating chow.

The sergeant takes a large bite of food from his tray of food and then sets the tray on the ground.  He picks up his metal coffee cup.

Ruby sits down next to the sergeant.


RUBY

You married, sarge?



SERGEANT

Is that a proposal?



RUBY

Oh, I could do worse.  I probably have.

The sergeant chuckles and sets down his coffee cup.



SERGEANT

You could also do a lot better than hitching up with an old Army re-tire-ee.



RUBY

What about those pictures on the wall of your office.



SERGEANT

What about ‘em?



RUBY

Your family?



SERGEANT


(nods)

It’s some times hard to believe that anyone would want someone like me, but, yeah, it’s true.  I was married once.  My wife’s been dead for a long time.  It wasn’t easy raising Sue--that’s my daughter—uprooting her every few years to go wherever the Army happened to send me.  She’s got kids of her own now.  Haven’t seen her for a while.



RUBY

So you’re a grand pa?

The sergeant nods.



RUBY

I’m a granny too.

Something strikes Martha on the back.



MARTHA

Ow.

Martha turns around to look.



MARTHA

Someone hit me with a rock.

Esther walks in.



ESTHER

That weren’t no rock.  That was one of your biscuits.  I almost broke my jaw when I tried to bite into it.  How’s a body supposed to chaw on something that hard.



FLO


(snickering)

Might come in hardy in a rock fight.  Hee.  Hee.



ESTHER

Sarge, you gotta keep her outta the kitchen.



SERGEANT

I’m sure she means well.



ESTHER

She means to kill us, and she’s gonna succeed with those damned biscuits.



MARTHA

If that’s how you feel, you can make your own biscuits from now on.

Martha picks up her tray and walks away.

SERGEANT

thinking

SERGEANT’S POV – EXT.  GRENADE RANGE – DAY

Soldiers throw hand grenades and quickly duck down on the ground, covering their heads and with their hands.  The grenades explode down range.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

The sergeant smiles.

EXT.  MAMA SQUAD GRENADE RANGE – DAY

The sergeant sets glass bottles on a mound of dirt.  He then stands to the side of the bottles.



SERGEANT

All right, let her have it.

Women stand near a pile of Martha’s rock-hard biscuits.  

Shirley picks up several biscuits and throws them, breaking one of the bottles.



SERGEANT

Nice shot---Next.

Wanda moves to the firing line.  She throws twice and misses the bottles.

The sergeant begins to walk towards the firing line.  Wanda throws again and hits the sergeant in the forehead.  The sergeant is knocked out and falls to the ground.



ESTHER

Martha, look what you’ve done.  I hope you’re satisfied.  Your damned biscuits have killed sarge.

EXT.  A TRAIL THROUGH A WOODED AREA – DAY

The women march in formation.  The sergeant has a bandage wrapped around his head and is by their side.  Hilda is in the rear in her wheelchair. 

The sergeant calls cadence, and the women sing back.



SERGEANT

Mama, Mama, Mama Squad.



WOMEN 


(all)

Mama, Mama, Mama Squad.



SERGEANT

Ain’t so, ain’t so very odd.



WOMEN 


(all)

Ain’t so, ain’t so very odd.



SERGEANT

Not a, not a buncha clods.



WOMEN 


(all)

Not a, not a buncha clods.



SERGEANT

We’re the mamas, Mama Squad.



WOMEN 


(all)

We’re the mamas, Mama Squad.



SERGEANT


(shouting)

Now sing it out, mamas.



WOMEN 


(all)

You may think it’s kinda odd,

But we’re the mamas, Mama Squad.

Not just any buncha clods.

We’re the mamas, Mama Squad.

We may be old, 

But we’ve got guts.

We’re on the move

And kicking butt.

Mama, Mama, Mama Squad.

Ain’t so, ain’t so very odd.

Not a, not a buncha clods.

We’re the mamas, Mama Squad.

NOTE: the Mama Squad march could be used as a theme song for the film.

EXT.  A WOODED AREA – NIGHT

Several women are sitting on the ground eating chow.  Others are going through the chow line.  On the other side of the serving table are Ruby and Wanda, who dish up beans and franks.  Women pick up trays at the beginning of the line and hold them out to be served.  Juanita goes through the line and is served.



JUANITA


(looking down at the food on 


 her tray)

What is this?  I can’t eat this cr—



RUBY

Juanita, you’ll never change.

The sergeant comes up to the chow line.



SERGEANT

What’s the hold up?  Let’s keep the chatter down.  Keep the chow line moving.



JUANITA

I’m worried about keeping this sh-- stuff, down.

Women continue to go through the chow line.  They are served and then sit on the ground.

Pauline, after being served, sits down with the other women.  She farts loudly.

One-by-one, the other women get up, move away, and sit some place else, leaving Pauline sitting on the ground by herself.

The sergeant goes over to Pauline.



PAULINE

Well, what do expect—after eating all of these beans?

The sergeant sits down next to Pauline and pats her on the back.



SERGEANT

Cheer up, Pauline.  You may be our secret weapon.



PAULINE

Me?



SERGEANT


(nodding)

You and those beans.

Pauline farts again.



SERGEANT

Ah, the sound of victory.

SERGEANT

thinking

SERGEANT’S POV --  EXT.  A BATTLEFIELD – DAY

Gas bombs explode on the ground.  Soldiers quickly put on their gas masks.  Others do not get their masks on in time and fall to the ground—gasping, coughing, choking.

INT.  A TENT -- DAY

Women are standing around the sergeant, who is already wearing a gas mask.



SERGEANT

All right.  You have nine second to put on your mask.  You ready, Pauline.



PAULINE

Ready, sarge.



SERGEANT

All right, let it go.

Pauline farts loudly.

Women hurry to put on their gas masks.  Several women pass out and fall on the ground before they can put on their masks.

EXT.  A CLEARING IN THE WOODS – DAY

The sergeant stands in front of the women, who are seated on the ground.



SERGEANT

This is how you salute in the Army.

Standing at a position of attention, with the lower part of his right arm stiff and level with his shoulder, the sergeant raises his hand to the right side of his forehead, below his cap.  With his fingers held rigidly together, he maintains the position for a few seconds.



SERGEANT

Any questions?



GLADYS

I don’t like it.



RUBY

It looks like something a sheepherder would do, you know, when he’s looking for his sheep.



BETT

Yeah.  Didn’t Indians do something like that?  I think I saw it in some John Wayne western.



WANDA

It could hurt if you do it too hard, you know, like giving yourself a karate chop upside the head.



MABEL

Yeah, and some of us aren’t so agile.  We might hit someone else or accidently poke out their eye.



BETT

How about if we just waved?



SERGEANT

I don’t think so.  That sounds a little, shall I say wimpy?



ESTHER

Hey, what if we just slap palms together, like this?

Esther slaps the palm her hand against Maude’s.



MAUDE

I like that.  Let’s do it.

The other women practice the technique, as the sergeant watches them, shaking his head in disapproval.



GLADYS

Do we have to have saluting?  I mean, what’s it for?



SERGEANT

Well, it’s tradition, a way of showing respect, a kind of greeting.



GLADYS

What’s wrong with just saying “hi” and leaving it at that?



SERGEANT

That’s not very military, I’m afraid.



MAUDE

Do you say anything when you salute?



SERGEANT

Some times, but it’s usually not required.



RUBY

What if we say “hey mama” when we slap our hands together.  Let that be our salute.

The women practice the proposed mama squad salute with each other.



SERGEANT

Now wait just one minute.  This is getting out of hand.



BETT

I like it too.



HILDA

Me too.


Other women voice their approval.  The sergeant holds out his open palms in submission to the adoption of their saluting technique.

EXT.  A WOODED AREA – DAY

The sergeant is standing in front of the formation of the women.



SERGEANT

Tomorrow, your training will be completed.  You can now call yourself mamas.  But the real battle is still to be fought.  What that task may be, no one knows, but I’ll be proud to serve with you.  Tomorrow you graduate as full-fledged mamas.  It has been a pleasure and an honor to train you.  Mama Squad, dismissed.

EXT.  A PARK-LIKE SETTING – DAY

The sergeant is standing in front of the formation of women, which consists of two ranks.  A small table containing the diplomas is next to the sergeant.  The mama squad flag rests in a stand next to the table.

The sergeant calls each name, and the recepient walks/wheels herself up and takes her diploma from the sergeant.  Then they exchange the mama squad salute.  The woman returns to her place in the formation.



SERGEANT

Private Bett.



SERGEANT/BETT


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Gladys.



SERGEANT/GLADYS


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Hilda.



SERGEANT/HILDA


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Juanita



SERGEANT/JUANITA


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Martha.



SERGEANT/MARTHA


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Pauline.



SERGEANT/PAULINE


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Private Ruby.



SERGEANT/RUBY


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Wanda.



SERGEANT/WANDA


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Corporal Esther.



SERGEANT/ESTHER


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Corporal Flo.



SERGEANT/FLO


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

Sergeant Shirley.



SERGEANT/SHIRLEY


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SERGEANT

And your leader, Captain Maude.



SERGEANT/MAUDE


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.

Maude remains standing by the sergeant’s side.  The sergeant turns and removes the mama squad flag from its stand and faces Maude.



SERGEANT

I hereby commission this unit as the

Mama Squad.

The sergeant hands the flag to Maude and steps to the side.



MAUDE

Sergeant Shirley.

Shirley comes forward.



MAUDE/SHIRLEY


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



MAUDE

Sergeant Shirley, take charge of the Mama Squad flag.



SHIRLEY


(taking the flag)

Yes, ma’am.



SHIRLEY

Private Ruby.

Ruby comes forward.



SHIRLEY/RUBY


(exchange salute)

Hey, mama.



SHIRLEY

Private Ruby, take charge of the Mama Squad flag.



RUBY


(taking the flag)

Yes, sergeant.

Ruby moves to the side with the flag and stands there holding the staff of the flag, the bottom of its staff resting on the ground and the flag itself angled outward.

The sergeant gives a thumbs up to indicate approval for the way the ceremony has been conducted.



MAUDE


(to sergeant)

I would like to express the gratitude we all feel towards you for all that you have done for us.  And I’m speaking for all of us.  You will always be our special advisor and hold a special place in the hearts of the Mama Squad.  Without you, none of this would have been possible.  Thanks, sarge.

The sergeant nods in acknowledgement.



MAUDE


(to other women)

Until there is a mission for us, at which time we will form up again, Mama Squad, dismissed.

INT.  A BAR IN WASHINGTON, D.C. – LATE AT NIGHT

There is a TV mounted above the bar so that the screen is visible.

PHIL, the bartender, is behind the bar.  The sergeant sits on a stool at the bar.  He picks up a shot glass and drains its contents.



SERGEANT

Hey, Phil.  Let me have it again.

Phil, shaking his head, picks up a bottle from behind the bar and fills the sergeant’s glass.



SERGEANT

You know what I am?  I’m a dinosaur.  Yeah, just like the dinosaurs, I’m finished.

Phil turns up the sound on the TV.



PHIL

Hey, sarge.  Don’t take it so hard.  We won the war, didn’t we?



SERGEANT

Did we?  Well, some of us maybe.  Those bastards gave up just like that---without even a fight.

TV SCREEN

Demonstrators demolish the Berlin Wall.



ANNOUNCER V.O.

Yes, ladies and gentlemen.  We are witnessing a scene many of us thought we’d never live to see—the dismantling of the Berlin Wall.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



PHIL

Ain’t that something?

TV SCREEN



ANNOUNCER V.O.

Many of the demonstrators are grabbing pieces of the wall as souvenirs.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT


(lifting his glass and toasting the TV)

Hey, mamas, here’s to us—the last of a breed.

The sergeant downs his drink and sets the glass on the bar.



SERGEANT

They had such high hopes.  What am I going to tell those old broads?

INT.  DAYROOM  -- SAME TIME

Women are watching television, from which are heard sounds of demonstrators demolishing the Berlin Wall.



MAUDE

Well, I guess that about does it.  There goes our mission.



GLADYS

What mission?  When was there ever a mission?  Screw that old windbag.



RUBY

Poor sarge.



GLADYS

Poor sarge?  What about us?

EXT.  U.S. MILITARY AIRCRAFT IN FLIGHT – DAY

INT.  SAME AIRCRAFT – DAY



JONES

How much longer?

The crewman glances at his watch.

There is a loud sound, and the plane is shaken.



VOICE (OVER INTERCOM)

We’ve been hit.  Mayday.  Mayday.  Hold on back there.  We’re going down.

INT.  BAR – DAY

Phil is behind the bar and is taking care of a customer sitting at the bar.



PHIL


(returning change)

Thanks.  Come again.

The customer gets up from his stool and leaves.



PHIL

Hi Sarge.


(holding up a bottle)

A little hair of the dog?

The sergeant sits down on a stool at the bar.



SERGEANT

Maybe one for the road.  No.  Better make it a ginger ale.  Haven’t hit it that hard in a long, long time.

Phil places the bottle under the bar.  He then fills a glass with ice and ginger ale and places it in front of the sergeant.  The sergeant picks up the glass, takes a drink, and sets it bar down on the bar.



PHIL

So you’re leaving D.C., sarge?



SERGEANT


(nodding)

Catching a plane in about an hour.  My mission here is finished.



PHIL

Mission, sarge?



SERGEANT

‘er, former mission.  It’s finished.  I’m finished.



PHIL

Come on, sarge.  They’re always going to need guys like you.



SERGEANT


(shaking his head)

Yeah, sure.



PHIL

The commies may be gone, but there’s always going to be some tinhorn dictator trying to throw his weigh around.



SERGEANT


(shrugs, then lifts his glass)

Well, here’s how.

The sergeant drinks.

TV SCREEN

Which reads “News Update”



ANNOUNCER V.O.

We interrupt our regularly scheduled programming to bring you an update of an earlier report.

RETURN TO SCENE



PHIL

‘cuse me, sarge.

Phil turns up the TV sound.

 

PHIL

I want to hear this.

TV SCREEN

Which shows ANNOUNCER



ANNOUNCER

Earlier today, about ten-thirty A.M., Eastern Standard Time, a United States military transport on a routine training flight was reported to have been down over the Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo.  At this time there is no information on what caused the plane to go down or the condition and location of the plane’s crew and passengers.  Excuse me, please.  

The announcer taps his earpiece.



ANNOUNCER

I have been informed that we have videotape from a yet undetermined source.  It is believed to be a statement from Lieutenant Ficado, the leader of the Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo.  We now bring you that tape.

LIEUTENANT FICADO comes on the TV screen.  He is dressed in an elaborate uniform with many military decorations mounted on his chest.



FICADO

Today, the sovereign territory of the peace-loving people of the Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo was attacked by the imperialistic forces  of the United States.


(MORE)



FICADO


(CONTINUED)

But I am happy to report that they have been repulsed.   And now the perpetuators of the American intrusion are in our safe keeping.

The Americans are shown as a group.  Then there is an individual shot of each hostage, one being Lieutenant Robert Jones.

RETURN TO SCENE



SERGEANT

I used to serve with that man in a recruiting office.  That’s Lieutenant Bob Jones.

TV SCREEN

Lieutenant Ficado



FICADO


(smiling broadly and artificially)

These American war criminals will be in the safe keeping of the Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo until our demands have been met.  Out demands, they are just.  America, your war criminals will be set free when you unfreeze the five billion dollars of Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo assets now being held illegally in the United States.  We ask only for what is rightfully ours.  Give us what is ours and no more.  We the people of the Peoples’ Republic of  Bimbombo are a reasonable people, but our reason has its limits.  Release our assets by six P.M., Eastern Standard Time, tomorrow.  If this is not done, the first hostage will be executed for his crimes.  Thereafter, one hostage will be executed every hour until our demands have been met.  America, these criminals have already been tried and found guilty in our courts of law---

RETURN TO SCENE 

Phil turns down the sound on the TV.



PHIL

Holy sh--, sorry, sarge.  I forgot that you don’t swear anymore.



SERGEANT

Some old broads made me give it up.  

(deliriously, to himself)

Less than 30 hours before that idiot starts shooting.  Gotta do something fast---yeah, real fast.

The sergeant reaches into his pocket for money to pay for his drink.



SERGEANT

Better put it on my tab.

The sergeant rushes out the door.  

Phil removes the sergeant’s glass from the bar and looks towards the exit.

INT.  OFFICE DOOR – DAY

DOOR

which reads “STRIKE FORCE LIAISON COORDINATOR”

INT.  COORDINATOR’S OFFICE – DAY

The sergeant sits in a chair next to Colonel Parker’s desk.  They are both drinking coffee.

The sergeant talks (WITHOUT SOUND) and Colonel Parker listens, his face reflecting his astonished reaction.



PARKER


(interrrupting)

I know you mean well, sarge, but we can’t allow a bunch of civilians to do something like that. Have you any idea what would happen if they were captured.  

(MORE)



PARKER


(CONTINUED)

The press would have a field day.  Those liberal pinkos would just love to crucify me.  I can see the headlines now: “SENIOR CITIZENS CAPTURED WHILE DOING GOD KNOWS WHAT.” 



SERGEANT

You got some other plan in mind to get them outta there?



PARKER

That’s right.  It’s already underway.   We’ll have the lieutenant and all the others back here real soon, and I do  mean soon.


SERGEANT

If there’s anything I can do---



PARKER

Thanks, sarge, but everything’s taken care of.  I’ll call you later.

Colonel Parker hurriedly shakes the sergeant’s hand.


PARKER

Real nice seeing you, sarge.  

The sergeant leaves.

The phone rings, and the colonel picks up the receiver.



PARKER

Yes.  What time does the plane take off?  That’s gives us about twelve hours to get ready.  I’ll have the men at the airfield before then---

INT.  RECEPTION ROOM OF COORDINATOR’S OFFICE – DAY

The sergeant is holding the phone receiver to his ear.  He hangs up the phone carefully and smiles.

INT.  DAYROOM – DAY

Fred picks up the ringing telephone.



FRED

Hello.  Yes, one moment, please. 


FRED

(calling into another part of the room)

Maude, phone call for you.

Maude and Shirley enter



SHIRLEY

I hope it’s sarge.

Maude takes the phone from Fred.



MAUDE

Thanks.  


(speaking into the phone receiver)

This is Maude.  You have?  You can?  We are?  That’s great.  Yes, I can get everyone together.  What time?  Don’t worry about that; we’ll be there.

Maude hangs up the phone.



SHIRLEY

Bad news?  Someone die?



MAUDE

Sarge---



SHIRLEY

Sarge died?



MAUDE

No.  That was sarge.

Gladys walked in.




GLADYS

Spit it out.  What did the old buzzard want?



MAUDE

We’re going on a mission.



SHIRLEY

Yes.



GLADYS

Well, it’s about time.  So the old coot finally came through.



MAUDE


(to Shirley)

Get the girls together.

Bett walks by, staggering, trying to avoid Maude.



MAUDE

Get some coffee and sober her up.   We’ve got a plane to catch.



SHIRLEY

Is it wise taking her with us?



MAUDE

Maybe not, but there’s no better person to have around—when she’s sober.



SHIRLEY

You’re the boss.

Gladys and Shirley escort Bett out of the room.

Maude picks up the phone receiver and dials a number.



MAUDE


(speaking into the receiver)

When’s your next flight to Washington, D.C.?  One hour?  I’d like to make a reservation.  Do you have group discounts?  You do?  Great.  Party of twelve.

EXT.  AIRFIELD – NIGHT

Colonel Parker confers with one of the FLIGHT SCHEDULER.



FLIGHT SCHEDULER

He had orders signed by you, sir.  He said that the time of the mission had been moved up.



PARKER

The bastard stole my plane.  He stole...



FLIGHT  SCHEDULER

Sir?



PARKER

Nothing.  Just thinking out loud.  How long will it take to get another plane ready?



FLIGHT SCHEDULER

About an hour.



PARKER

Get it ready---and don’t release it to anyone but myself.



FLIGHT SCHEDULER

Yes, sir.

The flight scheduler salutes Colonel Parker and walks towards the terminal.



PARKER


(to himself)

Sergeant Waldo, you’ve really gone and done it this time.  Wait until I get my hands on you.

EXT.  AN AIRCRAFT IN FLIGHT – DAY

INT.  SAME AIRCRAFT – DAY

The sergeant and the women sit on both sides of the aircraft.



SERGEANT


(to Hilda in her wheelchair)

I’m sorry, Hilda, but you’ll have to stay behind when we jump.

The sergeant pats Hilda on the back.



HILDA

That’s okay, sarge.  I’ve enjoyed the ride.  Wouldn’t have missed it for the world.  Thanks for bringing me along.  Maybe I can be there when you’re picked up.



SERGEANT

Yeah, maybe.  Let’s hope they don’t forget.



GLADYS

Sarge, did you pull another fast one?



SERGEANT

Let’s just say I did have to rearrange things a bit to get this plane and leave it at that.



GLADYS

What did you do this time?



MAUDE

We’re here; aren’t we?  Isn’t that enough?



SERGEANT

Lets just say that I’m not that anxious about getting back.



GLADYS

If—we get back.



SERGEANT

Yes, a very big if.  And if we do, you all will probably be heroes.  Someone will be waiting for me too, and I don’t mean a welcoming committee.  They’ll probably lock me up and throw away the key.



HILDA

Are you sorry for what you did—whatever that was?



SERGEANT

Heck, no.  I had to give it one last shot.



HILDA

Well, it’s just tough titty if they don’t appreciate what you’re trying to do.  We sure do.



WOMEN 


(all)

Yeah.



SERGEANT

Thanks for your support.

Pauline farts.



WANDA

You’re stinking up the whole plane, Pauline.



PAULINE

I can’t help it if I have gas.  I get excited.  It’s just a problem I’ve got.



GLADYS

You’ve got a problem, but we’re the ones who have to suffer.



WANDA


(indicating Pauline)

Make her jump first, sarge.



SERGEANT


(laughing)

Nothing for us to do but hold our noses, put on our chutes, and jump. 

The sergeant passes out parachutes.



SERGEANT

Let’s get ready; there isn’t much time.

The sergeant instructs the women on putting on their parachutes.



PAULINE

This is gonna be fun.



GLADYS

What?  Stinking up the place?



PAULINE

No.  Jumping out of an airplane.



BETT

I’m a little scared.  I could use a drink.



MAUDE

Later, Bett.  This isn’t the time to get smashed.  Wait ‘til this is over, and we’ll all have a drink—and I mean a few really stiff ones.



SERGEANT

Nothing to be scared about.  The chute either opens or it doesn’t.  Either way, it’s a piece of cake.



JUANITA

Cake?  When do we eat?

The jump indicator light came on.



SERGEANT

Sorry, but chow will have to wait.


(standing up)

Let’s go.

The door of the plane opened.  The sergeant and the women line up.

EXT.  SKY OVER BIMBOMBO – DAY

Parachutes drop out of the aircraft.  Two wheeled-vehicles also drop out of the aircraft.

EXT.  A CLEARING IN BIMBOMBO – DAY

The terrain is barren except for a few small bushes.

The sergeant and women bury their parachutes and load their gear into the two wheeled-vehicles.

The sergeant removes a map from his pocket, unfolds it, and kneels on the ground.  The women gather around the map.



SERGEANT


(indicating a point on the map)

There’s a town near here.  Maybe if we snoop around a bit, we can find out where they’re holding our guys.  Captain Maude, what if we break up into two groups?  You take one, and I’ll take the other.  We’ll meet back here in a couple of hours.



MAUDE

Sounds like a plan.

The sergeant taps Esther, Pauline, Martha, Ruby, and Bett on the shoulder.



GLADYS


(indicating Pauline)

Why does she have to come with us?  She never stops farting.



SERGEANT

Relax.  It’s an open vehicle.  What harm can she do?



GLADYS

She can asphyxiate us all with that smell; that’s what?



MAUDE

All right, let’s mount up.  We’ll meet back here in three hours.



SERGEANT

Check.

The sergeant and women get into their vehicles.



WOMEN 


(all)

Hey, mama.  


(singing)

We’re on the move and kicking butt.

The vehicles drive off.

MONTAGE - BIMBOMBO

The sergeant and women ride through the narrow, dusty streets of a village.

The sergeant asks a native questions.  The native shakes his head.  Some of the women are in the background.

The sergeant talks to several native merchants at their sidewalk businesses.  One of the merchants shakes his head.  The other merchant nods and points.  The sergeant smiles and pats the merchant on the back.  The merchant holds up a basket, offering it for sale.  The sergeant takes out his wallet and gives the merchant some money.  The sergeant points to some native attire, and the merchant begins to place the indicated items in the basket.

END OF MONTAGE

EXT.  AN ALLEY IN BIMBOMBO VILLAGE – DAY

Ruby sits in the vehicle.  Enter Esther, Martha, Pauline, Bett, and the sergeant, who is carrying the basket of clothes.  The sergeant hands the basket to Ruby in the vehicle.



RUBY

What’s that?


SERGEANT

Clothes---in case we have to go native.

The sergeant looks across the street where there is a bar.



SERGEANT

I’ve got an idea.  I’ll be right back.  Wait here.

The sergeant walks towards the bar and goes in.



BETT

I better keep a look out.



ESTHER

Okay, but don’t try to follow him.



BETT

Why can’t you trust me just once?



MARTHA

It’s okay.  Just stand guard.



RUBY

I’ll park somewhere else.  Someone may spot us.

Rruby drives off and parks deeper in the ally, where she can still see the bar.

INT.  BAR – DAY

The sergeant sits at a table.  A waitress comes over to the sergeant



SERGEANT

Bring me a beer.  No.  Better make it a coke.  I’m trying to cut down.

The waitress leaves and returns shortly with a glass of dark liquid and sets it down on the table in front of the sergeant.  She sits down at the sergeant’s table.



WAITRESS

You are American, yes?



SERGEANT

‘er, no.  Canadian.



WAITRESS

Since the Americans go, not many come here. 



SERGEANT

That a fact?  I work for an oil company.  Got the day off.



WAITRESS

You not drink.



SERGEANT

Gladys you reminded me.  Won’t you join me?



WAITRESS


(winking at the sergeant)

Later, maybe.

The sergeant makes a toast, takes a drink, and passes out.

EXT.  AN ALLEY IN BIMBOMBO VILLAGE – DAY

Esther, Bett, Martha, and Pauline observe the sergeant being carried out of the bar by some Bimbombo soldiers.  A native points towards the alley.  The soldiers rapidly approach the women.



ESTHER

Let’s get the hell outta here.

One of the soldiers raises his automatic rifle in the air and fires.  The women freeze, turn, face the soldiers, and raise their hands in the air to surrender.  The soldiers march the women away.

Ruby, in the vehicle, watches, and then drives off.

INT.  INTERROGATION ROOM OF FORT – NIGHT

The sergeant is stretched out in a chair.


SERGEANT


(waking up)

Who---?

SERGEANT PUKIDO, dressed in uniform with large buck sergeant stripes of the sleeves, is standing by his desk.



PUKIDO

Allow me to introduce myself.  I am Sergeant Pukido of the Peoples’ Republic of Bimbombo Army.



SERGEANT

How---?



PUKIDO

You are wondering how you got here, perhaps?  We spotted your group before you reached the village.  It was not difficult to find you, driving all over our country, asking about the captured Americans.



WALDO


(stammering)

‘er.

The sergeant sits up straight.



PUKIDO

Oh, yes, we know all about you.

Pukido sits down at his desk and reads from a paper.



PUKIDO

Sergeant Waldo, we know all about your mission.


(chuckles)

Pretty clever of you Americans to send a bunch of old ladies as decoys.



SERGEANT

Mission?  What mission?  I work for an oil company.



PUKIDO

Our information says otherwise.  We have our sources, even in Washington, D.C.  Did you know you were fingered for a reward?



SERGEANT

That bitch.  She put something in my drink.



PUKIDO

A bitch, perhaps, but also a true patriot.  But you know women, they can never be trusted.  Sergeant, how shall I address you?



SERGEANT

My friends call me Waldo.  You may call me Mister Waldo.



PUKIDO

I’ll call you sergeant.  I hope that I may be considered a friend.  There is still one thing I would like to know, ‘er, confirm.  Those women with you:  who are those broads?

The sergeant doesn’t answer.  Pukido claps his hands, and a guard brings in Esther, Bett, Pauline, and Martha.



PUKIDO

Who are these broads?



SERGEANT

Oh, those bro---ladies.



PUKIDO

You have other perhaps?



PAULINE

Don’t get feisty with me, buster.



MARTHA

Let’s cold-cock the sucker.

The guard holds Gladys back.



SERGEANT

It’s okay.  These ladies are my aunts.



PUKIDO

Your aunts?  All of them?



SERGEANT

I come from a very large family.



PUKIDO

Families are nice.  It would truly be ashamed if something unfortunate were to happen to some of your family.

Pukido goes over to his desk and glances at some papers.



PUKIDO

Sergeant, how many ‘er aunts did you say were traveling with you?



SERGEANT

I didn’t say.  


(pointing to the women)

Count them yourself.



PUKIDO


(angrily)

Stop jerking me around.  I haven’t got time to play games with you.


(laughing)

Jerk around, I heard that in an American movie.



MARTHA

Jerk around, that suits him, all right.

A SOLDIER enters.



SOLDIER

Lieutenant Ficado wants to see you immediately.



PUKIDO

Interruptions, constant interruptions.  How am I supposed to get any work done?



SERGEANT

Officer, ain’t they a pain in the ass, especially lieutenants.



PUKIDO

Silence.  I do not need your impertinence.



PUKIDO


(to guard)

Take the ladies to the kitchen---and put them to work.



WOMEN


(in unison)

Oh.



BETT

I didn’t come all this way to pull KP.



ESTHER

Shut up, Bett.



PUKIDO

Allow her to speak.


(to Bett)

Now, tell me, exactly why did you come here, all this way, as you put it?



BETT

To kick Lieutenant Ficado’s butt, and I’m going to do it the first chance I get.

Pukido laughs loudly.



SERGEANT

Don’t laugh.  She kicks very hard.



PUKIDO

Sergeant, your aunts are very charming.

Bye, ladies.



SERGEANT

Yeah, they’re a riot.



PUKIDO

Bye, ladies.

Pukido motions to the guard, who escorts the women out of the room.



PUKIDO

I fear that all of your aunts have not been located yet.



SERGEANT

Must be out shopping.  Got some real bargains in town. 



PUKIDO

You will tell us what we want to know; I can assure you of that.  Tonight there will be a great victory banquet to celebrate our triumph over the American imperialists.



SERGEANT

I guess I’m not invited.



PUKIDO

No, sergeant, we have another place for you, one not as pleasant as the banquet room.


(to soldier)

Lock up the sergeant.  I will finish the questioning later.

The soldier escorts the sergeant out of the room.  Pukido leaves after them.

EXT.  A CLEARING IN BIMBOMBO – DAY

Maude and her group of women are standing and sitting by their vehicle.

Ruby drives up, stops, and quickly gets out, carrying the basket of clothes, and rushes over to the others.



MAUDE

Where are the others?



RUBY


(out of breath, excited, still holding 


the basket of clothes)

They’ve been caught—the sarge and all the others—everyone but me—caught.  

Everyone is silent.



RUBY

It was such a stupid thing to do.  Why’d sarge have to go in that bar?  I should‘ve stopped him.



MAUDE

Ruby, slow down.



RUBY

The soldiers, it was as if they were waiting for us.  They started firing off guns.  I thought they were going to kill them.



MAUDE

At least you made it back here.  What did

you find out---anything?



RUBY

Sarge said there’s an old fort a few miles from the town.  He thinks the hostages are there.  He gave me this.

Ruby sets the basket of clothes on the ground.



RUBY

They’re clothes the sarge bought.  He said we might have to “go native.”  Oh, yes, Lieutenant Ficado is having a victory banquet tonight.



SHIRLEY

Victory banquet?



RUBY

Yeah.  Sarge said it was “to celebrate the victory over us American imperialists.”



WANDA

What a crock.



FLO

That tinhorn dictator, he’s got a lot of nerve.



WANDA

Yeah, maybe so, but he’s also got our hostages.



SHIRLEY

Maybe we oughta crash the party, like invite ourselves.



GLADYS
Yeah, I was thinking the same thing.



RUBY

Sarge was too.  He said there would be a lot of traffic going in and out of the fort tonight and  that should make it easy for us to sneak in and out, hopefully.



GLADYS

Well, it was easy enough for sarge; he got caught.


MAUDE

We got to get them out and fast before they make it on that hit list.  We know what sarge would do; so let’s do it.  Add one sergeant and a few old broads to the to-be-rescued list.



WANDA

So let’s spring them.



MAUDE

All right, mamas, let’s go.

The women get in the vehicle and drive off.

EXT.  A DIRT ROAD NEAR THE FORT – DAY

A van, with “Bebo’s Caterers” painted on its side, slowly drives by.

Wanda, dressed in a native robe and head covering, moves out in front of the van, and it stops.  When the driver sticks his head out of the window, Flo lets him have it on the head with a rolling pin.  Maude opens the rear doors of the van.



MAUDE

All right, everyone—out.

The caterers get out of the van slowly and cautiously.



MAUDE

All right over there. 

Maude points to a spot of ground beyond a sand dune.  The caterers move to the spot, followed by Wanda and GLADYS, carrying rolling pins.



MAUDE

Now, strip,



FLO

You heard her—strip.  And don’t try anything funny.



GLADYS


(glancing over the sand dune)

Don’t be shy, boys.  You haven’t got anything we haven’t seen before.

The caterers mumble and throw out their clothes.



MAUDE

All right, girls, get dressed.  And tie those guys up.

Several of women, carrying rope, go to the other side of the sand dune.  The others begin to change clothes.  Maude and Flo get into the front of the van; the others get into the back.  It drives off.

EXT.  GATE OF THE FORT – DAY

The van comes to the front gate and stops.  The guard points and the driver nods.  The guard waves the van through, and it drives through the gate.

INT.  BANQUET ROOM OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Officers and civilians, dressed in suits, sit at tables.  Lieutenant Ficado is standing behind a podium, making a speech.



FICADO

...We have brought the American imperialists to their knees.  Any minute now we expect to receive word that our demands have been met.

The audience cheers.  Ficado basks in the attention for a few seconds.  Finally, he raises his hand to quiet the audience.

INTERIOR KITCHEN OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Esther, Bett, Pauline, and Martha prepare food: slicing, stirring, and arranging items on trays.



ESTHER

But you’ve got to---



MARTHA

I won’t do it.

Betts points to some ingredients.



BETT

Everything you need is here.



PAULINE

Please, Martha, we’ve got to do something.



MARTHA

You laughed at my biscuits.  If you want ‘em so bad, you can make ‘em yourself.



ESTHER

But Martha, no one can make them the way you do.


BETT

We don’t want ‘em to eat.  We want ‘em to throw.



ESTHER

You remember when you made ‘em back in training?  We were proud of you, all of us, including sarge.  



BETT


(snickering)

Hee.  Hee.  One of ‘em knocked sarge out cold.



MARTHA

My kids used to be afraid to bring friends over to dinner, afraid that I’d embarrass them with those God-awful biscuits of mine.  But sarge made me feel like I wasn’t a total failure.  


(she wipes away a tear)

All right, I’ll do it, if you think it’ll help get us out of this place.

Martha starts mixing ingredients together in a bowl.



MARTHA

Give me some room to work—and no snide remarks about my biscuits.

Martha picks up a rolling pin and holds it in the air.

Sergeant Pukido enters.



PUKIDO

Surely you ladies can work faster than that.



WANDA

If you’re in such a god-awful hurry, fix it yourself.



ESTHER

There must be enough here to feed an Army.



PUKIDO

Fighting American imperialists does make one hungry.  What is left will be given to the poor.



MARTHA

Yeah, sure, after you’ve stuffed your face.



PUKIDO

Consider yourself lucky, ladies, that Lieutenant Ficado has spared your lives.  Your comrades in the basement may not be so fortunate. 


(glancing at his wrist watch)

 I shall return in five minutes.  I want everything arranged on trays and ready to be carried in.  His Excellency does not like to be kept waiting.

Pukido leaves.



PAULINE

His Excellency, my butt.



MARTHA

Yeah, an excellent screw-up, I bet.  The nerve of some people.



BETT

Yeah, celebrating while our guys are about to get shot.



ESTHER

Talk won’t get the job done.  Load up the trays.

The women continue their food preparations.  



MARTHA

I better finish up these biscuits.

Martha lays the dough out and rolls it out, takes handfuls of dough and forms them into balls, and places the balls of dough on cookie sheets.



BETT

Do they expect us to serve them and just let them blow our men away, and not even lift a finger?



PAULINE

What are we supposed to do?  Sarge didn’t say anything about times like this.



BETT

But we’re mamas.  There must be something we can do.

Martha opens the oven, places the cookie sheets inside, and bangs the oven door shut.



MARTHA

Maybe these biscuits will knock some sense into them.



ESTHER

Maybe, but we’ve got to wait for the right moment—and then act quickly.



BETT

And when is that going to be?



ESTHER

I wish I knew.  I only know it isn’t now.



BETT

They think we’re helpless, but we’ll show them, won’t we?

Pukido enters.



PUKIDO

Load up, ladies.  And follow me.

Each woman picks up a tray of food.  Pukido exits followed by the women.

INT.  HALLWAY OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Hiding in another doorway, Maude watches Pukido and the women go down the hallway.  She goes into the kitchen.

INT.  BANQUET ROOM OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Lieutenant Ficado is still standing behind the podium.  There is applause and cheering; he has just completed his speech.  Ficado sits down.

An OFFICER rises and holds up his glass.



OFFICER

I would like to propose a toast.

Everyone rises and holds up glasses.



OFFICER

To his Excellency and his great victory over the American dogs.

Everyone toasts Pukido and sits down.  

Pukido enters followed by the women carrying trays of food.



PUKIDO


(to women)

Set the food over there.

Pukido points to a serving table.



PUKIDO

Now go back and get more.

The women place the dishes of food on the serving table and then exit, carrying the empty trays.  Pukido sits down next to Ficado.



FICADO

Is the firing squad ready?



PUKIDO

Standing by, your Excellency.



FICADO

And have the reporters been alerted.



PUKIDO

They are on the way, your Excellency.

Soldiers pick up dishes from the serving table and distribute them to dining tables.



FICADO

Good.  Very good.  I want the whole world to see this—in prime time. 



PUKIDO

As you commanded, your Excellency, everything has been taken care of.



FICADO

The food is here.  Good.  All of this talk has made me hungry.

A soldier enters and addresses Pukido.



SOLDIER

The reporters are here.  They are waiting at the front gate.



PUKIDO


(standing up)

Please excuse me, your Excellency.

The soldier exits followed by Pukido.

INT.  CELLS – NIGHT

There is the sound of rattling keys.  Guards enter.  All, except the LEADER, are carrying rifles, which they point towards the cell door.  A guard leader unlocks the cell.



LEADER

All right.  Stand up.  Everyone—out.

Another guard motions with his rifle towards the door of the cell.  Holding their hands up in the air, one-by-one, the American hostages come out of the cell. A guard closes and locks the cell.  



SERGEANT


(calling from another cell)

Where are you taking them?



LEADER

Silence, or you will die with the others.


(to prisoners)

Move.


JONES

It’s been nice knowing you, sarge.


SERGEANT

It ain’t over yet.

The guards use their rifles to nudge the prisoners forward.



SERGEANT

I’ll see you bastards burn in hell.  Where are those damned broads when you need them?

EXT.  COURTYARD OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Enter Pukido, REPORTERS and CAMERA OPERATORS.



PUKIDO


(pointing to the tables and chairs)

Please make yourself comfortable, gentlemen.

The reporters and camera operators sit down.  A soldier brings in a tray containing a pitcher of drink, glasses, and a platter of sandwiches and sets it on the table.

The guard leader enters, followed by the hostages and the guards.  The reporters and camera operators watch in silence as the guards tie the hostages to some posts.  The guards then position themselves in front of the reporters with their rifles aimed at the prisoners.



FIRST REPORTER

What is this?



PUKIDO

Why, a firing squad.  What does it look like?



SECOND REPORTER

Are you going to shoot all of them?



PUKDIO

That remains to be seen.  We hope it will not be necessary to shoot any of them.  We expect our demands to be met shortly.  What you see here is a mere, shall we call it, formality.



FIRST REPORTER

Do those guys you just tied up know that?  Those are real guns?



PUKIDO

Oh, quite real.



SECOND REPORTER

And what if your demands aren’t met?



PUKIDO

Then we will select one of the prisoners and shoot him.


FIRST CAMERA OPERATOR

You mind if I take some pictures?



PUKIDO

I will let you know when you make, pardon the expression, shoot the prisoners.  Please refrain until then.  People might get the wrong idea if they were to see the prisoners tied up.  Excuse me, but I have some other matters to attend to.  Please wait here.  Enjoy the refreshments.

Pukido leaves.



SECOND REPORTER

You know what?  I think we’ve been had.

The first reporter nods.

INT.  KITCHEN OF THE FORT – NIGHT

Esther enters, carrying an empty tray.



ESTHER


(seeing Maude)

Maude.



MAUDE/ESTHER


(exchange Mama Squad salute)

Hey, mama.



MAUDE

The rest of the girls are outside.  Where are they keeping sarge and the others?



ESTHER

In the basement, I think.

Bett, Pauline, and Martha enter.



BETT/ /PAULINE/MARTHA

Maude.



MAUDE

Hi, girls.  The usual formalities will have to wait.  There isn’t much time.



ESTHER

Yeah.  If we don’t get back to the banquet room soon, someone’s gonna come looking for us.



MARTHA

Better check on the biscuits.

Martha opens the oven and removes the cookie sheets.  She tilts the sheets and dumps the biscuits on to a platter.



MAUDE

Biscuits, at a time like this?



MARTHA

Not to eat; understand?



MAUDE

Great.  I’ve got another idea.  Sure, why not?  A last meal for the prisoners.

Maude starts to load up a tray with food.




MAUDE

Can you girls create a diversion while we spring the prisoners?



ESTHER

Like what?



MAUDE

Anything to give us a little time to get our guys out, something to take the heat off of us.



ESTHER

Got you.



MAUDE

We’ll meet by the caterers van near the gate.  Wish me luck.

Maude exits carrying the tray of food.

Esther spots a can of beans on a shelf and grins.  She takes it down an opens it.  Then she offers the can of beans and a spoon to Pauline.



ESTHER


(to Pauline)

Here.



PAULINE


(eying Esther suspiciously)

You know what they’ll do to me.



ESTHER

That’s what we want.  The louder and smellier—the better.

Pauline begins to eat the can of beans.



PAULINE


(chuckling, with her mouth full


 of beans)

You know what sarge told me?  He called me a secret weapon—me and these beans.



ESTHER

Well, we’ll soon get your chance.  Eat ‘em all.



PAULINE


(showing the empty can)

Finished.

The women continue to load up trays with food.



ESTHER

Hurry, girls; there isn’t much time.

Martha picks up the platter of biscuits and holds it out to the other women.



MARTHA


(indicating the biscuits)

Load up girls.

The women grab biscuits from the platter and stuff them in their pockets.

All of the women exit, carrying trays of food.

INT.  CELLBLOCK GATE – NIGHT

The guard is sitting in a chair, dozing, in front of the gate leading into the cellblock.  Maude enters, carrying a tray of food.  Startled, the guard suddenly stands up.



MAUDE

You are one of the broads from the kitchen?


MAUDE

That’s right.


(indicating the tray of food)

It’s for the prisoners—their last meal, maybe.



GUARD

Let me see.

The guard examines the food on the tray and stuffs some of it in his mouth.



GUARD


(with his mouth full)

Too good for those American dogs.  You are too late.  They took them outside to be shot—all except the fat sergeant.



MAUDE

I have orders to bring this to them.  Let me take it to the sergeant.  You can have what’s left.


GUARD

May it rot in his belly.



MAUDE


(winks at guard)

Maybe one of us can visit with you later.  Some of us are not so old.

The guard smiles and turns and begins to unlock the cellblock.  

Wanda, Flo, and Ruby come out of hiding.  They all let the guard have it with polling pins, umbrellas, and handbags, and knock him out.  Ruby takes the key from the fallen guard and unlocks the cellblock.  Maude sets the tray of food on the floor. 



MAUDE

I’ll go get sarge.  Wait here.

INT.  CELLS – NIGHT

The sergeant sits in his cell, facing the wall.  



SERGEANT


(hearing someone approach)

Son of a---



MAUDE

Is that anyway to address a lady?

The sergeant turns around.



SERGEANT

What the h---?

Maude unlocks and opens the cell.





MAUDE

I’ll explain later.  Let’s go.  And watch your language.

The sergeant comes out of the cell, and they both exit.

INT.  CELLBLOCK GATE – NIGHT

Maude and the sergeant come out of the cell area.  Maude picks up the tray. 



MAUDE

This stuff might still come in handy.

The sergeant grabs some food from Maude’s tray and stuffs it into her mouth.



SERGEANT


(with his mouth full)

All right, mamas, let’s spring ‘em.

The sergeant and women leave.

EXT.  COURTYARD – NIGHT

The guards are still facing the tied-up hostages, their backs turned away from the reporters and camera operators.



REPORTER 1


(to camera operator 1)

Get your camera ready.

Camera operators 1 and 2 aim their cameras at the guards and hostages.  Maude enters carrying a tray of food and holds it out to the guards.



MAUDE

I thought you boys might be a little hungry.

The guards eye the food suspiciously at first; then they look at each other, and finally they lay down their rifles and start eating the food.



MAUDE

That’s right, boys.  Dig in.  Enjoy.

The sergeant, Shirley, Flo, and Ruby rush in.  The women let the guards have it with rolling pins, umbrellas, and handbags.



CAMERA OPERATOR 1

Who are they?



REPORTER 1

Who knows?  Just keep shooting.

The women pick up the guards’ rifles and aim them at the guards, who lie on the ground.  The sergeant removes a bayonet from one of the guard’s pistol belt.



JONES

Boy, am I glad to see you.

The women untie the Americans.  The sergeant cuts Jones loose.


SERGEANT

Lieutenant, these are the gals I’ve been telling you about.



JONES

Real pleased to meet you ladies.

Several of the women giggle in response.



SERGEANT

Tie the guards up.

The women begin to tie the guards to the posts, using the rope they removed from the Americans.



SHIRLEY

All this practice tying people up. Maybe I’ll join a rodeo when I get home.



SERGEANT

Now let’s get the hell outta here.



REPORTER 1


(to other reporter and camera operators)

It may not be such a hot idea to stick around here.  Let’s go with ‘em.


(to sergeant and women)

Hey, wait, we’re coming with you.



SERGEANT

It’s gonna be a little crowded, but come on.

Everyone leaves.

INT.  HALLWAY OUTSIDE BANQUET ROOM – NIGHT



ESTHER

All right, girls, you know what you’ve

got to do.  What’s the spirit of the

Mama Squad?



BETT/PAULINE/MARTHA

To kick butt.



ESTHER

All right.  Let’s go kick some butt.

The women go into the banquet room carrying trays.

INT.  BANQUET ROOM – NIGHT

Esther, Bett, Martha, and Pauline enter.  They remove dishes of food from their trays and place them on the serving table.



PUKIDO

More food—good.  We are starving.

Four soldiers go to the serving table and pick up dishes of food.  Then they walk towards the dining table of Ficado and Pukido.  Martha kneels down and tosses several biscuits at the legs of the first soldier, who falls down.  The other three soldiers trip over him.  They spill food on the table



PUKIDO


(to soldiers)

Clumsy idiots.  I’ll have all of you shot.  Clean up this mess at once.

The soldiers mumble apologies and begin to clean up the mess.



PUKIDO

I’m sorry, your Excellency.  I regret that these fools have spoiled your banquet.



FICADO

My banquet—perhaps.  But my victory—

never.  Clumsy, very clumsy.



PUKIDO

It is difficult to find good help these days.



ESTHER


(whispers to other women)

Everyone out--except Pauline.  Go to the pick-up point—the van by the gate.

Bett and Martha leave.



ESTHER

All right, Pauline.  Do your stuff.

Pauline bends over, her rear pointing towards the tables.

Esther watches a soldier using a vacuum cleaner and goes over to the soldier



ESTHER

No. No.  Like this.

Esther grabs the wand of the vacuum cleaner and begins to clean the floor.  The soldier nods.



ESTHER

It also does this.

She lifts the wand from the floor, removes the brush attachment, and thrusts the wand into the crotch of the soldier, who cries out in pain as the suction of the wand adheres to him.


A civilian guest strikes a match and places it to his cigar.



ESTHER


(to Pauline)

Now—do it.

Pauline continues to strain and finally farts loudly.  

The cigar-lighting civilian is blown out of his chair and knocks over several other guests as he falls.  

Candles on tables cause the hanging curtains of the wall to ignite.  The room fills up with smoke.  

Many of the guests duck under their tables for cover. 

Open-mouthed in disbelief, Pauline marvels at the damage she has caused.



ESTHER

Let’s get outta here.

Esther grabs Pauline by the hand, and they leave.

Ficado and Pukido peek out from under their table.  They crawl out and stand up.



FICADO


(sniffing the air)

My God, who let the skunk in?



PUKIDO

Your Excellency, I believe that one of the old broads farted.



FICADO

Incredible.  Who would have believed that the farting of one senior citizen could cause all of this?  Thank God.  I thought it was a bomb.  I’ve been on the C.I.A.’s hit list for years.



PUKIDO


(to soldiers)

Clean up this mess.  Put out the fire.

The soldiers remove wine bottles from ice buckets and throw the water on the burning curtains.  Another soldier notices the soldier with the vacuum cleaner adhering to him.   He pulls the electrical plug, and the soldier collapses on the floor.



PUKIDO

Where did those broads go?  I want to have a word with them.

A soldier enters.



SOLDIER

The prisoners have escaped.

Ficado coldly stares at the doorway.

EXT.  FRONT OF VAN – DAY

The van drives along a dirt road.  In the driver’s compartment of the caterers’ van, Maude is driving, and the sergeant sits in the passenger’s seat, a partially unfolded map in his lap.

EXT.  REAR OF VAN – DAY

The rear of the van is packed with women, hostages, reporters, and camera operators.



ESTHER

You should’ve seen what Pauline did to their banquet.  Demolished the whole room—with just one blast.



RUBY

Call her ol’ faithful.  She’s never failed us yet.


(to Pauline)

You old fart.

Pauline blushes with pride.

EXT.  GATE OF THE FORT – DAY

Inside the gate, Ficado is standing by two Bimbombo military vehicles, both loaded with soldiers.  Pukido is in the first one.



FICADO

Get them.  Bring them back.



PUKIDO

Yes, your Excellency.



FICADO

Alive—if possible—but bring them back.

The two vehicles drive out of the gate.

EXT.  A DIRT ROAD – DAY

The caterers’ van still moves along the road at a high rate of speed.  The two Bimbombo military vehicles are gaining on the van.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY

The sergeant glances in his side-view mirror and sees that the pursuing vehicles are following.



SERGEANT

We’ve got company.

EXT.  A DIRT ROAD– DAY

From the two Bimbombo military vehicles, soldiers aim automatic weapons from the windows and begin to fire.

EXT.  REAR OF THE VAN – DAY

The passengers duck down.  Several women cautiously peek out of the windows.



RUBY

They’re coming after us.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY

Maude looks in her side-view mirror and sees that the first Bimbombo military vehicle is pulling way ahead of the first.



MAUDE

Here they come.

EXT.  DIRT ROAD – DAY

The first Bimbombo military vehicle pulls up even with the van on the sergeant’s side.  Pukido, in the passenger’s seat of the vehicle, motions for the van to pull over.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY



SERGEANT


(to Maude)

Keep going.

EXT.  DIRT ROAD – DAY

Pukido says something to a soldier in back of his vehicle.  The soldier lifts his rifle and fires.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY

The passengers duck down.  Several women cautiously peek out of the windows.



SERGEANT


(to Maude)

Get down.

The sergeant pushes Maude towards the front of the van and covers her body with his.  The sergeant is hit by a bullet.



MAUDE

You’re hit, sarge.  Oh, my, God, you’re hit.

EXT.  REAR OF THE VAN – DAY

From the back of the van, women throw Martha’s rock-hard biscuits and pelt the closest Bimbombo vehicle.

Gladys pulls her bra out of her blouse.



RUBY

I don’t need this anymore.

She places a biscuit in the cup of the bra and, using it as slingshot, fires a biscuit from the window.

EXT.  CLOSEST BIMBOMBO VEHICLE – DAY

The driver is hit in the head by Gladys’ shot.

The vehicle swerves out of control and turns over, stirring up a big cloud of dust.

EXT.  REAR OF THE VAN – DAY

The women let out a loud cheer.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY



SERGEANT


(to Maude)

Let’s get the hell outta here.  It isn’t over yet.

EXT.  DIRT ROAD – DAY

The second Bimbombo vehicle continues to pursue the van.

EXT.  FRONT OF THE VAN – DAY



MAUDE


(to sergeant)

There’s something up ahead.

EXT.  HELICOPTER– DAY

Colonel Parker, MAJOR FINN, and other personnel are standing around the helicopter, waiting. 



PARKER

Something’s coming.  It’s them.  



FINN

All right, men.  Take your positions.

One soldier gets behind the helicopter door’s machine gun.  Others kneel and lay down on the ground, automatic weapons ready.

The van pulls up on the other side of the helicopter.

The Bimbombo vehicle approaches, firing automatic weapons from its windows.



PARKER

Here they come.  Let’s give them a warm reception.

Soldiers in the helicopter and on the ground start firing.  

Soldiers in the Bimbombo vehicle begin shouting, and the vehicle turns and drives off.  Everyone near the helicopter lets out a loud cheer.



MAUDE


(hurriedly gets out of the van)

Sarge is hurt.

Several soldiers lift the sergeant out of the van.



FINN


(to soldiers in the helicopter)

Get a stretcher down here.

Women, hostages, camera operators, and reporters get out of the van.  Soldiers in the helicopter hand down a stretcher, and others place the sergeant on it.  Soldiers get up from the ground and brush themselves off.  Colonel Parker begins to shake hands with the women and hostages.



MAUDE

Sarge saved my life.  Those bullets were meant for me.

A MEDIC comes over carrying a medical kit.



MEDIC


(to Maude)

It’s gonna be all right, ma’am.

The medic begins to bandage up the sergeant.  

Colonel Parker kneels down to confront the sergeant.



PARKER

Don’t you die on me, you son of a bitch---not until I can hang your ass, and I mean high.  Of all the hair-brained schemes to pull, this one beats them all.



REPORTER 2

What a story.



CAMERA OPERATOR 2


(patting his camera)

And all on tape too.



PARKER


(to no one in particular)

Who are those guys?



WOMEN 


(in unison)

Reporters.

Colonel Parker stands up.



PARKER


(suddenly lightening his tone)

Ha. Ha.  Sarge and me were just sharing an old joke.  We go way back.



SERGEANT

Is that what that was?

The camera operators start filming.  Reporter 1 holds a microphone up to Colonel Parker.



REPORTER 1

Colonel, we have just witnessed a most incredible rescue of United States military personnel by elderly women, led by this sergeant.  Whose idea was it to use these ladies to rescue the hostages?



PARKER

I’m sorry, but I’m not at liberty to divulge that information.  Military secrecy, you understand.  To discuss the extensive planning that occurred prior to this operation might jeopardize future operations.

The faces of the sergeant and women reveal puzzled expressions.



SERGEANT

Well, that’s politics for you.



BETT

Don’t that beat all?



GLADYS

Yeah.  The old windbag, trying to take all of the credit.



CAMERA OPERATOR 2

Wait ‘til they see this on the evening news.



PARKER


(whispering to the news personnel)

We’ll talk more about releasing this story---later.



PARKER


(playing to the camera)

First of all, I’d like to congratulate each of you on the successful completion of this mission.

Colonel Parker shakes the hand of each woman.  He stands over the sergeant and hesitatingly stares at him for a few seconds and finally bends down and shakes his hand.



PARKER

Good work, sarge.  I’m gonna find a special place for you.


(forcing a big smile)

Yes, a very special place—where I can keep an eye on you.  Yes, sir, you are indeed a person to be watched.


Colonel Parker shakes the hand of each hostage.



PARKER

Welcome back.


(addressing everyone)

All right, everybody.  Get aboard.  Let’s get out of here before the whole Bimbombo army comes after us.



SERGEANT


(snickering)

Oh, no—not all three jeeps.



PARKER

I swore I’d kill you if the Bimbombo army didn’t. but no one can kill you or your bad jokes either.

Soldiers lift the sergeant’s stretcher and Hilda’s wheelchair aboard the helicopter.  Everyone else climbs aboard, and the helicopter takes off.

INT.  STRIKE FORCE CONFERENCE ROOM– DAY

The women are lined up in two rows with Maude in front of the formation.  Colonel Parker is standing near her.  There are reporters and guests on the other side of the room. 



PARKER


(glancing at his wrist watch)

We might as well get started.



BETT


(whispering to Maude)

Looks like sarge isn’t going to make it.

Colonel Parker moved up to the podium.



PARKER

We are here to honor these ladies.  Captain, please assist me.

A captain, carrying a box of military decorations, marches over smartly to the group of women and follows Colonel Parker.  The captain removes a medal from the box and hands it to Maude.  Parker pins it on her chest.  The procedure is repeated for all of the women.  The colonel returns to the podium.



PARKER

Captain Maude, front and center.

Maude moves forward and exchanges salutes with Colonel Parker.



PARKER


(whispers to Maude)

Don’t worry.  Sarge is going to be all right.  He’ll even have an active duty assignment in Washington with me.

Maude nods.  The colonel sits down, leaving Maude alone at the podium.

The sergeant enters, dressed in an Army uniform, his arm in a sling.



SERGEANT

Please don’t let me interrupt.



MAUDE


(smiles and wipes back a tear)

For all of the mamas, I’d like to say thank you the awards.

The audience applauded.



MAUDE

Sergeant Waldo, please come forward.

The sergeant marched up to Maude at the podium.



SERGEANT/MAUDE


(exchange Mama Squad salute)

Hey, mama.



MAUDE

Sergeant Shirley.

Sergeant Shirley comes forward, carrying a plaque, which she hands to Maude.



MAUDE

Sarge, this is from all of us.  It comes from our hearts.  The plaque reads “To Sergeant First Class Raymond Arnold Waldo, founder of the Mama Squad.  For service above and beyond the call of duty, for instilling a sense of dignity and worth in senior citizens, for just making them feel needed.  From those who served with him.”

Maude hands the plaque to the sergeant.  Maude and Shirley rejoin the formation.  The sergeant just stands there silently for a few moments.  Finally, he moves to the podium and lays down the plaque.



SERGEANT


(clears his throat)

Those are very fine words.  I really appreciate it.  I didn’t expect this, but I didn’t expect to be serving with these ladies either.  I remember how this all got started.  A few months back some crazy old broads--- 


(almost choking on his words)

---and I can use those words freely because those gals know I respect and---love them.  

Note: As in the sergeant’s recruitment speech, various women in the audience experience reveries.

JUANITA’S POV -- EXT.  STACKS OF MRES – DAY



SERGEANT V.O.

No more worrying about Meals-on-Wheels—all the MREs you can eat.

Juanita is sitting on a case of MREs and consuming one of the meals.  She is surrounded by high stacks of additional cases of MREs standing like walls on all sides of her.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

Anyway, these fine ladies came into my recruiting office with what I thought was a hair-brained scheme.  I rejected their offer to serve.  Later I was retired myself. That’s when I learned the hard way that the only hope for me would come through helping these gals—whose only desire was to be of service to others. 

MARTHA’S POV -- EXT.  BATTLEFIELD -- DAY

Martha is behind a machine gun. 

MACHINE GUN AMMUNITION

It is a belt of rock-hard biscuits—instead of bullets. 

She fires the machine gun, and bodies drop. 

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

They have thanked me, but I must return this expression of gratitude.  Thank you, mamas.  Thank you for that second chance you gave me—for that second chance we all need.

The audience applauds loudly.

PAULINE’S POV – INT.  AN AUDITORIUM – NIGHT

Pauline is on stage.  The large audience consists of elegantly dressed men and women.  



SERGEANT V.O.

You may be our secret weapon:  You and those beans.

She moons the audience and lets a loud fart.  Moans come from the audience and they rush towards the exit.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE



SERGEANT

That first mission of the newly-formed Mama Squad was something else—far more than I ever imagined, even in my wildest dreams.

Well, I hope it won’t be the last mission.  It only goes to show you what we can do when we all pull together.  I am eagerly looking forward to going with you on another mission.  I’ll go any place with you.

The audience cheers and applauds.  Colonel Parker shakes his head and gives the sergeant a strange look.

HILDA’S POV -- EXT.  A BATTLEFIELD -- DAY

Hilda is in her wheelchair.



SERGEANT V.O.

We don’t care if you’re in a wheelchair.  We’ll put you in our mechanized unit.

Hilda’s hands press the controls on the arms of the wheelchair, and rockets blast from the sides of her chair and blow up tanks and other targets.

RETURN TO MAIN SCENE

The sergeant is basking in the applause.  He turns and points with his uninjured arm.



SERGEANT

There’s only one more thing I’d like to say.  To mamas, everywhere:  You think you’ve too old to fight those commies, mommy.  The Mama Squad needs you—ever last one of you.









FADE OUT.

END


