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TEASER

FADE IN:

INT. SUBMARINE CABIN - 1942

Sleeping eyes flicker.

INT. SUBMARINE CONTROL ROOM

A dream-like torrent of water cascades into the compartment 
from above. 

Water sprays from the walls in every direction. 

Panicked crew scramble to react.

INT. DICK’S SUBMARINE CABIN

DICK O’KANE, lies sleeping on his bed in the small two bunk 
cabin. His body is tense beneath the course navy-issue 
blanket. The sounds of distant shouts grow from beyond the 
cabin’s closed door.

INT. SUBMARINE CONTROL ROOM

SLOW MOTION:

Smoke and sparks fill the control room.

An impact.  

Scorched pieces of cork padding and shards of glass from 
shattered dials rain down on the flooded decking. 

Every man fights the onrushing water but it already looks 
hopeless.

INT. DICK’S CABIN

Dick wakes with a start. Wearing his uniform already, he 
bolts straight from his bunk into the fray.

INT. OFFICERS CORRIDOR

Dick barges from his cabin into the chaos. Everywhere is 
soaked in red light. The crew scramble around each other but 
no-one appears to know what to do. A small group of crewmen 
struggle to force closed a gushing hatch.



2.

INT. SUBMARINE CONTROL ROOM

More crewmen desperately claw at the closing hatch to escape 
from the rapidly rising waters. Their expressions are pure 
horror.

INT. OFFICERS CORRIDOR

Through the small porthole Dick watches the crewmen’s 
terrified faces overcome by the water. He turns the lever to 
close and dog shut the hatch. 

Crewmen on this dry side of the door gulp down air.

Suddenly the sound of metal on metal screeching rings out as 
the hatch lever lifts itself from Dick’s hand. The hatch 
explodes open. A body is launched past him by the force of 
the water. Dick is stunned, frozen in time at the moment of 
impact.

CUT TO:

BLACK
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ACT ONE

INT. DICK’S CABIN - NIGHT

Dick wakes! Impact! 

Shouts erupt from outside the cabin.

INT. WAHOO OFFICERS CORRIDOR

Dick emerges to see PAPPY RAU barreling his way through 
panicked crewmen like a bowling ball through pins along the 
corridor.

DICK
Pappy! What’s happening?!

PAPPY
(over his shoulder)

Forward misfire! He’s done it now!

DICK
Who?!

Pappy disappears through the next hatch.

PAPPY (O.S.)
Dog that hatch!

The hatch swings shut instantly.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Dick scrambles up the ladder into the conning tower, the 
‘brain’ of the submarine. A pale and sleepy CAPTAIN KENNEDY 
hoists himself from a metal sleeping cot attached to the 
wall.

KENNEDY
What’s going on?!?

MUSH MORTON, a man cut for the uniform, smoulders like a 
bottle-rocket, ready to explode.

MUSH
You ordered a fire drill on a 
loaded tube?!

KENNEDY
(dazed)

Who did?
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MUSH
You did!

KENNEDY
Don’t be an idiot!

Kennedy blanches at Mush’s impertinence.

KENNEDY (CONT'D)
Where the hell is the X-O?

DICK (O.S.)
Here sir!

KENNEDY
(to Dick)

Get this P-C-O bum off my bridge!

Kennedy is taken aback at the sight of Dick in his underwear 
saluting him. 

KENNEDY (CONT'D)
Sorry, did we wake you, Dick? Does 
anyone know what the hell is going 
on?

PAPPY
The torpedo drill was run on a 
loaded tube sir.

DICK
(aghast)

What drill? I didn’t order a drill.

PAPPY
The captain ordered it sir.

KENNEDY
Well I authorised a drill but I 
didn’t order it!

Mush turns to leave as Kennedy takes command.

MUSH
For the love of God!

KENNEDY
You’re dismissed P-C-O Morton.

MUSH
(over his shoulder)

You’ll kiss ma ass.

Dick steps in before the situation escalates further.
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DICK
Captain, what are your orders sir?

Kennedy reaches for the intercom above his head.

KENNEDY
(to intercom)

Torpedo room, status report.

Kennedy turns to a stunned crew still standing at their 
stations.

KENNEDY (CONT'D)
You’ll have us all on the bottom!

The intercom crackles a response.

KEETER (V.O.)
Torpedo room, Conn..

KENNEDY
Report.

KEETER (V.O.)
The hatch held. There is a torpedo 
in the tube, it’s shot but it's 
being held by the outer doors.

Kennedy stands stunned silent.

DICK
(to intercom)

How bad, Keeter?

KEETER (V.O.)
The outer doors are crushed, and it 
could be armed. It could be worse.

PAPPY
(aside)

Not much.

EXT. USS WAHOO - LATER

Under clear star-filled skies the USS WAHOO lolls on a calm 
sea. Pappy and the young JIMMIE BERG hang in makeshift rope 
harnesses from the bow, suspended above the calm water.

JIMMIE
What am I looking for?

Pappy turns to him and gestures at the misfired torpedo 
warhead wedged in its tube just an arms-length from their 
faces.
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PAPPY
I don’t know kid, what do you see?

Pappy shouts to an unseen crewman up top.

PAPPY (CONT'D)
(shouting)

It launched, or at least tried. The 
doors are breached and buckled, the 
tube flooded, but the motor’s out 
of steam!

JIMMIE
(to Pappy)

That was my first firing.

PAPPY
Well we hit somethin’.

Pappy eases up a touch.

PAPPY (CONT'D)
It’s OK kid, we all have to start 
somewhere. At least he didn’t sink 
us.

INT. FORWARD TORPEDO ROOM

DALTON KEETER, a cute Californian beach boy, stands with Dick 
and Mush in the red lit torpedo compartment.

KEETER
You want us to intentionally pull a 
live torpedo back into the boat?

MUSH
Potentially live.

DICK
Well if anyone has a better idea 
I’m all ears...

Dick flicks a switch on the wall and the ambient light 
switches from red to regular.

CREWMAN 2
Hey! We’re sleeping here.

A head peaks down from an overhead bunk.

MUSH
He’s one hell of a captain, can’t 
even sink his own boat!
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From the torpedo tube comes a hollow knocking.

DICK
(gestures to the tube)

Let’s get this over with before 
Pappy sets this thing off and we’re 
all swimming home.

CREWMAN 3 (O.S.)
What’s going on?

CREWMAN 2
They’re trying to sink us.

CREWMAN 3
Promises, promises.

The men step back as Keeter spins the wheel to release the 
hatch. It is thrown open by a powerful but short-lived blast 
of water which drains away. 

Snores ring from overhead.

INT. WAHOO WARDROOM - LATER

Cigarettes smoulder in ashtrays, hazing the room. Under red 
lights Dick, Mush, and FOREST STERLING, a cocksure Midwestern 
with a devious glint in his eye, sit playing cards at the 
wardroom table. The cards are outlined in black to be visible 
under red light.

MUSH
All due respect, he’s not cut out 
to be a wartime captain. All the 
drills in the world won’t win you 
the war.

DICK
If he hears you...

MUSH
What? Can he hear us through the 
bulkheads?

DICK
Yes.

FOREST
Yes.

FOREST (CONT'D)
Doesn’t matter.

DICK
What do you mean?
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FOREST
(impersonating Kennedy)

Captain Marvin Granville Kennedy is 
turning in his suit.

MUSH
Very good Sterling.

DICK
He said that?

FOREST
Yes.

DICK
He’s turning in his suit?

FOREST
(regretting speaking up)

Yes...

MUSH
Well, there you have it Dick, from 
the horse’s mouth. That old pony  
won’t hurt a fly.

Mush stretches his arms out ‘sensing’ the submarine’s turn.

MUSH (CONT'D)
You feel that Dick? That’s us 
tucking tail back to the barn.

Pappy sticks his head into the compartment.

PAPPY
We’re heading for the barn.

Mush lays a winning hand on the table.

MUSH
That’s my game gentlemen. And not a 
shot fired in anger.

EXT. PEARL HARBOR - DAY

The USS Wahoo glides silently past burnt-out ships. It is a 
desaturated scene, but for the torches of the salvage teams.  

The Wahoo crew stand in line from bow to stern. They appear 
shabby, dishevelled, and dispirited.

The salvage crews resolve into crews of women - The W.A.V.E.S
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EXT. PIER

The Navy Brass Band strikes up ‘From The Halls Of Montezuma’ 
as Wahoo comes into view. 

But the performance is halted when Wahoo’s exposed warhead is 
seen by the assembled dignitaries. Everyone reconvenes at a 
safer distance and the band restart the song.

EXT. PIER - LATER

The Wahoo is tied up, all hatches open, men swarming off the 
boat. Covered trucks arrive on the pier and from the lead 
vehicle more women of the W.A.V.E.S (Women Accepted for 
Volunteer Emergency Service) jump out.

Crewmen on the gangway and pier yelp and whistle like wolves, 
idiotic wolves.

MILDRED MCAFEE - a bubbly, no frills officer - cuts a line 
through the men with surprising ease, leading a line of 
W.A.V.E.S women. These are the refit crew for the Wahoo,  
ready to work.

Mildred reaches Pappy Rau at the foot of the gangway, and the 
two salute each other. This instantly quiets boisterous the 
men.

She cranes her neck as if peering at the bow tube of the sub.

MILDRED
I’d rather you’d bring them back in 
the sub, if you have to keep 
bringing them back every time. 
Looks like you were lucky to come 
back at all.

PAPPY
First dud I've been happy to have 
Mildred.

MILDRED
Fuck you Pappy. I doubt it’s the 
first blank you’ve shot.

PAPPY
It’s not happening. I keep telling 
you.

MILDRED
Sure you do.

She addresses her relief crew of WAVES.
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MILDRED (CONT'D)
OK waves, lets try clean up these 
boys’s mess.

Mildred and Pappy work together. The have the heads of 
compartment hand off departments to the women of the WAVES.

INT. ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD’S OUTER OFFICE

Dick and Mush sit uncomfortably in their dress white 
uniforms. A telephone buzzes on a desk, and is answered by a 
young uniformed man.

SECRETARY
(to phone)

Yes sir. I’ll send them in now. Yes 
both Admiral.

The pair rise together.

DICK
We’re for it now.

MUSH
It’s on me Dick.

Dick can’t suppress a laugh.

DICK
Have you ever worried in your life?

MUSH
No, why? Does it help?

DICK
You can stop talking now. Thanks.

MUSH
Don’t worry, I’ve got this.

The secretary impatiently holds open the door for them.

INT. ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD’S OFFICE

The imposing ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD sits at a large desk with 
Captain Kennedy. They are clearly on familiar terms, sharing 
a private joke.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD
Gentlemen, sit.
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The strength, confidence, and power in his voice is certain. 
Dick and Mush approach the desk and salute both men before 
taking their seats.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
Let’s get straight down to it. I 
have read Captain Kennedy’s report, 
and let me tell you it is... 
surprising.

DICK
Sir...

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD
Shut up Dick. I have also read P-C-
O Morton’s report. Have you read 
it?

DICK
I haven’t sir.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD
(to Mush)

Well would you care to summarize 
your report for your X-O?

Dick and Mush exchange a quick glance at each other... ‘your 
X-O?’ Admiral Lockwood passes the single page report to Mush. 
He starts to read -

MUSH
Captain Kennedy is unfit for duty. 
He has neither the command nor 
respect of his crew, and is 
incapable of mounting even the most 
rudimentary attack. The X-O keeps 
Wahoo afloat in spite of his 
captain.

Dick sits in slack-jawed shock. Kennedy remains totally 
unmoved. Mush continues from memory.

MUSH (CONT'D)
He is a yellow-bellied son of a 
bitch and should be relieved of 
duty.

To Kennedy.

MUSH (CONT'D)
Sir.

The silence in the room is all consuming. 
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It is shattered by Admiral Lockwood’s mighty laugh. He is 
joined by a laughing Kennedy.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD
Goddammit, you were right. He takes 
no prisoners!

Kennedy rises and turns to Dick.

KENNEDY
Dick, you’ve certainly got your 
hands full now. Good luck to you 
sir.

Kennedy salutes Dick, then Mush. The Admiral watches him 
leave.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD
I could have you both up on charges 
for that. 

He rises and approaches a large map hung on the wall.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
But instead I’ve to promote you 
clowns; to give you Wahoo.

He points to the map.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
Along with Pearl the Japs hit the 
Philippines, Guam, Wake, Malaya, 
Singapore, and Hong Kong. 
Simultaneously. The bastards are 
everywhere.

He turns back to Dick and Mush.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
They caught us with our pants down 
and spanked us hard. Hell, here in 
Pearl they sank everything but the 
buoys; anything that floated.
They killed two thousand four 
hundred and three men... and women. 
On my watch.

His voice catches in his throat. The three men pause in 
silence.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
But they made one mistake, they 
left out you men of the silent 
service. Wahoo is first up to hit 
back.
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Admiral Lockwood returns to the map.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
We’re sending you to Papua New 
Guinea. The Jap navy have something 
brewing near some godforsaken place 
called Wewak. The Ultra chatter 
says a new destroyer is ready for 
sea trials. And it’s something 
special.

The Admiral turns to his men once again.

ADMIRAL LOCKWOOD (CONT'D)
I want Wahoo to put on a special 
launch party for those yellow 
bastards. Congratulations; on a 
marriage made in hell.

EXT. PEARL HARBOUR NAVY HQ - HAWAII

Dick and Mush pause to put on their aviator sunglasses. Dick 
straightens his white dress uniform.

DICK
What just happened? I feel like I 
was just screwed with my shoes on.

Mush gently pats Dick on the cheek.

MUSH
(deadpan)

You’re one lucky fella Dick.

Mush heads for the steps.

Dick folds the piece of paper he has carried from the office. 
It is Mush’s report on Captain Kennedy.

It may be a trophy; it may be an act of kindness; but Dick 
has it in his pocket.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

EXT. WAHOO BRIDGE - DAY

GEORGE GRIDER, camera hung ever-ready around his neck, stands 
watch on the bridge, the raised open-air deck on top of the 
submarine. The sun is high in a bright blue sky. George may 
be sweating, but young Jimmie Berg is positively melting.

GEORGE
You alright there kid?

JIMMIE
(struggling with an awkward 
uniform)

Isn’t it risky to sail on the 
surface in broad daylight sir?

GEORGE
Sure is Kid.

JIMMIE
It’s Jimmie sir.

GEORGE
It is?

George starts helping Jimmie with his kit, tossing all sorts 
of excess overboard.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Rule one - deep six the excess.

JIMMIE
So how long do we usually stay on 
the surface during the day?

GEORGE
Ask me tonight.

Dick joins them.

DICK
Looking a bit pink there, Lemonade.

JIMMIE
It’s Ji... Never mind.

DICK
Get below and find some shade kid. 
And next time, try wearing a hat.
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INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Literal sparks flyas Captain Kennedy’s sleeping cot is cut 
from the walls.

INT. CREW QUARTERS

Jimmie shakes Forest Sterling awake; Or tries at least.

JIMMIE
Come on Forest, quit hogging the 
bunk.

FOREST
Get lost.

Jimmie starts getting undressed quickly.

JIMMIE
Come on, I got to lie down, I’m on 
fire here.

Forest opens one eye, then both.

FOREST
Jesus, how long were you up there?

Jimmie is bright pink on pale white skin.

FOREST (CONT'D)
Uh uh, no way.

JIMMIE
What?

FOREST
No way! You are not pealing in my 
bunk.

JIMMIE
Our bunk.

FOREST
Get lost before...

PAPPY
Yeoman?

FOREST
Fuck.

Pappy is hovering at the door.
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PAPPY
Is there a problem?

FOREST
No sir. Just teaching Jimmie here 
how things are is all.

Forest gives Jimmie a vicious stare.

FOREST (CONT'D)
Isn’t that right kid?

JIMMIE
It’s... fine.

Forest squeezes Jimmie’s shoulder hard. He winces.

PAPPY
Forest. On deck. Now.

FOREST
(to Jimmie)

Don’t get too comfortable Jimmie 
boy.

INT. CREW QUARTERS

Jimmie wakes with a start. The room is alive with urgent 
activity.

PAPPY (V.O.)
(via intercom)

Fire in the conn!

He leaps from the bunk and races towards the smoke.

INT. CONNING TOWER

As Jimmie enters the compartment Pappy grabs the burning 
mattress from the sleeping cot. It smokes thick black fumes. 
FERTIG KRAUSE lends a hand pushing the mattress toward, and 
up the bridge ladder.

PAPPY
Vent! Vent! All compartments - 
VENT!

EXT. WAHOO BRIDGE - DUSK

The burning mattress is launched overboard by Pappy and 
Krause. In the dusk the mattress flames and smoke bellows 
like a giant ‘submarine here’ smoke signal sign.
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MUSH (O.S.)
Emergency dive!

The two men race for the hatch.

INT. CONNING TOWER

Wahoo dives. All around valves hiss, water gurgles, alarms 
sound as Jimmie pours sand from a bucket onto the burning 
remains of the mattress. Fertig’s arms are badly burned.

EXT. WAHOO BRIDGE

The Wahoo slips beneath the floating mattress.

INT. CONNING TOWER

Everyone surveys the scene of smoky mayhem with shock.

DICK
What happened?

PAPPY
That God damn cot! Kennedy’ll sink 
us without even being here!

MUSH
Not this boat.

Laughter and light cheers release a little of the mounted 
pressure. Mush turns to the crew.

MUSH (CONT'D)
But if we take that long to dive 
again it will be the last dive we 
ever make.

He turns to look at the last of the cot.

MUSH (CONT'D)
Dick, deep-six that piece of shit.

DICK
Yes sir.

MUSH
Pappy?

PAPPY
Aye captain?
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MUSH
I want the crew I deserve. That 
means surface to ‘scope in forty 
seconds.

He turns to the crew again.

MUSH (CONT'D)
We are going to do this till we get 
it right. Otherwise, we die. And I 
don’t die.

MONTAGE

Dick, Pappy and Mush leads the crew on a series of exhaustive 
practice dives, each one shaving seconds off the time kept on 
a stopwatch hung around Mush’s neck. 

Fertig sits the drills  out, while getting his arms bandaged 
by the pharmacists mate. Fertig also gets a mini-brandy 
bottle for his troubles.

INT. WAHOO RADIO ROOM - LATER

BUCK BUCKLEY, a young southern-rooted gent, rolls through the 
radio static in his headphones. He comes across big band 
music. He relaxes back in his chair.

INT. RADIO STUDIO

A vinyl record spins under the gramophone-style needle.

TOKYO ROSE’s sensuous lips whisper to a silver vocal 
microphone.

TOKYO ROSE (O.S.)
Good evening, you wonderful 
American boys.

Her voice is sun-sweet and beautifully toned.

TOKYO ROSE (CONT'D)
This is your Orphan Annie speaking. 
Did you like our nice music?

INT. WAHOO RADIO ROOM

Buck looks around at Dick and flicks a switch to pipe the 
music through the control room. Dick gives him a nod. Buck 
flicks another switch and pipes the radio show through the 
submarine.
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INT. CREW MESS

George Grider lines up Mush dressed as Neptunus Rex and 
Forest dressed as Davy Jones for a photo. 

They stand with the newest recruits - Fertig Krause with his 
bandaged arms, young Jimmie Berg and a couple others. 

Each man proudly holds a laminated card.

SHELLBACK. CERTIFICATE OF EQUATORIAL CROSSING. SIGNED 
NEPTUNUS REX & DAVY JONES. FEBRUARY 13TH 1943.

Tokyo Rose’s voice continues over the intercom - timeless, 
weightless.

TOKYO ROSE (V.O.)
Did it make you homesick? You 
should be home with your loved 
ones.

INT. FORWARD TORPEDO ROOM

Torpedoman Dalton Keeter stares at a photo of his girl pinned 
to the ceiling above his bunk, not three feet from his nose.

TOKYO ROSE (V.O.)
 Your wives and mothers. Your 
sweethearts.

INT. CREW MESS

George still frames up the group with his camera.

GEORGE
(Memphis lilt to his voice)

Steady... Steady...

FOREST
(imitating Kennedy)

We’ll all be on the bottom before 
you get a shot away!

Everyone cracks up laughing just as the photo is taken, 
everyone suddenly frozen in joy.

TOKYO ROSE (V.O.)
It is so sad you must all die while 
your leaders are safe at home and 
the civilians who are making all 
the money are dating your girls.
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INT. WAHOO RADIO ROOM

Dick hangs from an overhead pipe at the periscope.

TOKYO ROSE (V.O.)
We know where every soldier’s 
outfit is and where every ship and 
every submarine is located.

INT. RADIO STUDIO

The rich red lips are almost kissing the microphone.

TOKYO ROSE
We Japanese do not want to kill 
you, but because you are the 
invaders...  We have to.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER - MORNING

Mush flies up the ladder into the compartment taking two 
rungs at a time. He assumes command from Pappy.

MUSH
Morning all! 

PAPPY
Captain has the conn!

MUSH
So where are we, Heir Krause?

The fair-faced Fertig Krause answers with a good natured roll-
of-the-eyes.

KRAUSE
We should be on the money captain.

Krause mans the plotting table covered with measuring tools, 
and a large map with the Wahoo’s course plotted. Jimmie looks 
on, a trainee hoping to earn his ‘silver dolphins’.

MUSH
Glad to hear it. Dick, let’s have a 
look-see.

Dick flicks the ‘thumbs up’ to JIMMY CARTER who mans the 
periscope controls. Dick rides the periscope up, flicking out 
the two handles and crouching to get his eye to the lens 
while as low as possible.

DICK
Clear skies overhead.

As soon as he stands up Dick walks a tight circle while 
turning the periscope to scan their surroundings.

DICK (CONT'D)
All clear.

Buckley listens intently to his headphones.

MUSH
Talk to me Dick, what do you see?

Dick’s pupil is illuminated by the beam of light projected 
from the periscope.
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DICK
I see a river.

PERISCOPE POV -- THE SHORELINE IS MAGNIFIED AND PANNED

The crew hold their breath as Dick stares intently.

Something flashes, suddenly catching the sun in the tree 
line. 

DICK
Stand by.

He holds perfectly still, eye wide, till... 
FLASH.

DICK (CONT'D)
Contact.

PERISCOPE POV --

a barely visible rope reaches from the tree line down to a 
camouflaged MOTORBOAT lolling in the breaking surf.

DICK
Mark. A motorboat.

Carter takes the reading from the back of the ‘scope.

CARTER
Baring two-three-eight.

BUCKLEY
Got it.

DICK
Range, six thousand yards.

Krause marks the contact on the map. There is no river 
illustrated on the map.

DICK (CONT'D)
It’s an observation post.

MUSH
Hot dog! They must have something 
worth observing! Let’s pitch our 
tent here.

EXT. WEWAK COAST - LATER

The sun has climbed in the sky. 
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INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Dick remains glued to his periscope, Buckley to his 
headphones. Everyone is sweating, shirts untucked, 
unbuttoned, or bare-chested.

BUCKLEY
I hear something.

All eyes on Dick.

DICK
There is movement in the boat.

MUSH
Let’s hear the sunza bitches.

Buckley flicks a switch and the sounds of waves breaking on 
the distant shore fill the compartment.  An outboard engine’s 
ignition is pulled, spluttering to life.

PERISCOPE POV --

The small motorboat pulls from its hide and heads to sea.

DICK
They’re on their way.

MUSH
On their way where?

DICK
Here.

The tension in the compartment in anticipation of the first 
engagement of the patrol is electric.

DICK (CONT'D)
Wait. They are turning, towards the 
river.

PERISCOPE POV --

The top of a sail emerges from the river.

DICK
Second contact! A Sampan.

CARTER
Baring One-five-six.

KRAUSE (O.S.)
One-five-six, aye.
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DICK
Speeds about 8 knots. Range, six 
and a half thousand yards.

MUSH
Pappy, this is it. Check battle 
stations.

Pappy exits the conning tower.

MUSH (CONT'D)
Carter, give me the “One MC”.

Carter selects “One MC” on the intercom.

MUSH (CONT'D)
(via intercom)

Gentlemen, this is your captain.

INT. USS WAHOO

Pappy walks the entire length of the submarine.

-FORWARD TORPEDO ROOM

Pappy checks on each compartment’s readiness.

MUSH (V.O.)
What I have to say can be stated 
simply. 

-OFFICERS CORRIDOR

MUSH (V.O.)
Wahoo is expendable.

-CONTROL ROOM

MUSH (V.O.)
We will take every reasonable 
precaution. 

-RADIO ROOM

MUSH (V.O.)
But our mission is to sink enemy 
shipping. 

-ENGINE ROOM

MUSH (V.O.)
We are out here on this war patrol 
to sink enemy shipping. Not boats, 
not tugs, not Sampans. Killers.
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EXT. RIVER MOUTH

The Sampan and motorboat slowly sail away along the coast.

MUSH (V.O.)
Every smoke trace on the horizon, 
every contact will be investigated. 

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Through the periscope Dick spots smoke rising from inland.

MUSH (V.O.)
If it turns out to be the enemy, we 
are going to hunt him down.

-CREW QUARTERS

MUSH (V.O.)
We are going to kill him.

-AFT TORPEDO ROOM

MUSH (V.O.)
And we’re going to start right 
here, right now. Who’s with me?!

The crew of the submarine shout their reply.

CREW
Aye captain!!

INT. CONNING TOWER - MOMENTS LATER

Mush has a quiet word in Dick’s ear.

MUSH
Dick, I want you to guide us up 
that river.

Dick steps back from the periscope.

DICK
Up the river?

JIMMIE (O.S.)
What if there is someone up there?

The crew’s breath catches at the out-of-turn voice from 
navigation. Mush turns and gives a gentle but firm reply.
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MUSH
That’s what I’m hoping for kid. Our 
orders are to reconnoitre Wewak and 
that’s what I intend to do. Don’t 
worry kid, we’ve got this.

Jimmie looks red with embarrassment. 

DICK
Mush, we don’t even have a map of 
the river. We don’t know if it’s 
deep enough. We could end up 
beached inland!

Mush gently slaps Dick on the cheek just as before.

MUSH
Don’t worry Dick, I’ve no doubt 
you’ll work it out. And I’ll have 
you man the periscope so I’m free 
to conn the boat and sink ships.

Dick is rendered speechless. Mush continues regardless.

MUSH (CONT'D)
It’s what we’re out here for Dick! 
We’ll set off at sixteen-hundred, 
with the sun at our backs. Till 
then you have the conn!

Mush leaves the conning tower, sliding down the ladder. Dick 
motions the returning Pappy to command in his stead.

DICK
Take over Pappy. Rig for silent 
running.

PAPPY
Aye sir. One MC Carter.

Carter gives Pappy the intercom.

PAPPY (CONT'D)
(via intercom)

All compartments rig for silent 
running.

A hush immediately descends. Wahoo’s gently droning electric 
motors are suddenly noticeable in the pregnant calm.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Dick joins Krause and Jimmie at the plotting table, which is 
piled with various rolled and unrolled maps.
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DICK
Come on Krause, it’s got to be on a 
map somewhere. 

KRAUSE
(flustered)

I’m sorry sir, the river’s just not 
here.

DICK
I assure you it is, Krause.

Krause points to the map.

KRAUSE

All I can say is this is Wewak.

Dick reaches for the intercom.

DICK
(to intercom)

X-O. Captain.

MUSH (V.O.)
(sleepily)

Captain.

DICK
There is no chart for the river 
sir.

MUSH (V.O.)
Are you seriously telling me they 
sent us all this way without a map?

DICK
That appears to be the size of it 
captain.

MUSH (V.O.)
Well I guess we’ll have to wing it.

The intercom clicks dead. 

JIMMIE
This is crazy.

Krause gives Jimmie a withering stare but is interrupted as 
the intercom sounds.

GEORGE (V.O.)
X-O to the wardroom.
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DICK
What is it George? We’re pretty 
busy here right now.

GEORGE (V.O.)
I think I can help with that sir.

DICK
Unless you have a chart in your 
pocket I sincerely doubt it.

INT. WAHOO WARDROOM

Dalton Keeter, Dick, and George Grider with his camera stand 
over the wardroom table, heads bowed. 

On the table in front of them is a large foldout map labelled 
‘North Australia and Eastern New Guinea’.

DICK
Seriously?

KEETER
I got it for the kids in Brisbane.

Keeter flashes the cover to the assembled men - Australia is 
the center of the world.

KEETER (CONT'D)
Neat, huh?

DICK
It’s tiny.

PAPPY
It does have the detail, the 
depths.

DICK
Yes... But it’s tiny.

GEORGE
That’s where I come in sir.

George turns on a very bright hanging light above the table 
as Keeter turns off the room lights. The four cabin walls are 
thrown in deep shadow.

George slides his camera over the map, and a greatly 
magnified image of the map is projected on the darkened wall.
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MUSH
(appears at door)

By George! Can we project that in 
the conn?

Dick takes the microphone of the wardroom intercom.

DICK
X-O, navigation.

KRAUSE (V.O.)
Krause here sir.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Krause stands at his scrambled plotting table listening to 
Dick’s instructions over the intercom.

DICK (V.O.)
Oh, and Krause, bring Jimmie and 
lots of pencils.

INT. WAHOO WARDROOM

Jimmie and Krause, drawing tools in hand, take in the 
impromptu light-show. To the wall they pin and unfurl a wide 
roll of tracing paper from ceiling to floor, catching the 
projected image of the river.

DICK
Everyone, grab a pencil.

The men start tracing the projected map onto the huge piece 
of paper.

JIMMIE
Wow. This is crazy.

KRAUSE
Yep.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER - LATER

Dick, peering through the periscope, guides the submarine as 
it cuts a path between the banks of the river.

MUSH
What have you got, Dick?

Dick motions to answer but lost for words. He steps back from 
the eye-piece and gestures for Mush to look for himself.
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Mush steps to the periscope. After a moment Dick 
surreptitiously turns the right handle, zooming in. Mush 
instinctively recoils from the periscope.

PERISCOPE POV --

A soldier dozes in the shade of a palm tree, helmet hung atop 
the gun stock of a rifle driven by its bayonet into the dirt.

MUSH
Jesus! Keep it up Dick.

Dick looks puzzled.

MUSH (CONT’D) (CONT'D)
Stone cold Dick O’Kane.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER

The barely exposed periscope of the Wahoo glides around the 
river bend into a lake.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

DICK
(whispers)

All stop!

The submarine falls silent as the humming propulsion is cut. 
All words are now whispered under-the-breath.

Through the periscope Dick sees the Japanese destroyer 
SHIGURE. It is tied up at a wooden quay on the opposite bank 
of a small natural harbor.

DICK (CONT'D)
(hushed)

Mark. Two thousand yards.

CARTER
Baring one-six-zero.

Pappy squeezes Forest’s shoulders as he sits at the depth 
controls.

PAPPY
Keep us level Forest.

The crew is silent; the sudden and overwhelming tension 
etched on their faces. 
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The bespectacled ROGER PAINE mans the Torpedo Data Computer 
(TDC), a clockwork control panel which is used to set the 
target for the torpedoes.

RODGER
Well sir, we’ve reconnoitred Wewak. 
Let’s get out of here and report 
there’s a ship in there.

MUSH
No, we’re going to go in and 
torpedo him.

Dick turns to Mush with a smile, thinking he is sharing the 
joke.

MUSH (CONT'D)
We’ll take him by surprise Dick. 

That wipes the smile off Dick’s face.

MUSH (CONT'D)
He won’t be expecting an enemy 
submarine in here.

DICK
Why would he...

Dick returns to looking through the periscope eye-piece.

DICK (CONT'D)
Only a madman would attack here; 
with a submarine; in the shallows; 
with no chance for escape.

MUSH
Exactly!

DICK
(Mimicking Mush under his 
breath)

Exactly.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER - AFTERNOON

The Wahoo periscope rises from the still water, not far from 
the Shigure. On deck Japanese sailors go about their standard 
duties.

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

CAPTAIN TAMEICHI HARA sits sipping tea. He drinks from fine 
china, a tea set at his elbow, his posture perfect.
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INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Dick is sweating, tie askew, shirt buttons pulled apart. He 
uses a hand to wipe the sweat from the periscope eye-piece.

PERISCOPE POV --

A fogged view of the target.

DICK
(whispered)

Mark. Midships.

He snaps closed the handles of the periscope as it slides 
down into its well.

DICK (CONT'D)
Range one thousand yards.

Rodger Payne constantly works the dials on the Torpedo Data 
Computer. 

Dick flips through a ship identifier book, an album of ship 
silhouettes.

DICK (CONT'D)
It’s a destroyer alright.

Mush rubs his hands in glee while the rest of the crew pale 
at the news. Jimmie and Krause at the plot listen on 
anxiously.

JIMMIE
(whispered)

Destroyer? That’s bad, right?

KRAUSE
(whispered)

Yeah, bad is one word.

MUSH
(to Pappy)

Torpedo room ready?

Word is whispered by a human chain down the submarine to the 
torpedo room and the answer from Keeter returns.

Thumbs up, passed finally by Pappy.

Mush looks around the conning tower, finally landing on a 
nervous Dick.

MUSH (CONT'D)
When you’re ready Dick.
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Dick raises his thumb and Carter raises the periscope.

DICK
(to Sterling)

A hair left...

The wait is excruciating.

DICK (CONT'D)
(seconds apart)

Fire one! Fire two! Fire three!

Mush’s palm hits the firing plungers. The submarine dips 
forward as the three torpedoes launch from the tubes in the 
forward torpedo room. 

Each launch raises the pressure in the boat. Pappy holds his 
nose and puffs his cheeks to equalize the increased pressure.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER

Yards ahead of the submerged submarine three bubble wakes 
rise from behind the torpedoes racing beneath the surface.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

BUCKLEY
(whispered)

All fish hot, straight and true.

MUSH 
It’s OK Buck, I’m pretty sure they 
know we’re here now.

BUCKLEY
Oh, right.

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Like a fox spotted in the open, Captain Hara suddenly senses 
danger. He turns to face the river.

Three torpedoes beeline towards his ship. He straightens his 
uniform.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER

The first torpedo starts to deviate left. It hits the mud 
astern of the ship, and fails to detonate.
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INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

The submarine crew wait for news with baited breath.

DICK
First missed astern. No detonation.

MUSH
Goddammit!

EXT. WEWAK RIVER

The second torpedo detonates on the riverbank closer to the 
Shigure’s stern where fuel barrels have been stacked.

BUCKLEY (V.O.)
Detonation!

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Captain Hara doesn’t flinch as a fireball rises from behind 
his ship.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

DICK
Second missed astern.

Mush shakes his head.

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Captain Hara watches the remaining torpedo, whose course has 
remained truest. He follows it all the way in. 

A direct hit is certain.

EXT. SHIGURE DECK

Two JAPANESE SAILORS practically hang over the deck rail to 
watch as the final torpedo hits the hull with a hollow and 
echoing thunk.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

BUCKLEY
Direct hit. No detonation.

DICK
Third’s another dud.
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MUSH
Come on! No damage at all?

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

TAMEICHI HARA
(subtitle: Alarm!)

Keiho!

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Mush slams around the conning tower battering panels with his 
club-like fists.

MUSH
Goddammit! Goddamn duds!

BUCKLEY
Screws turning!

DICK
He’s getting underway.

MUSH
Quick! Before we lose our angle! 
Give me something to shoot at Dick.

DICK
Speeds about four knots and 
increasing rapidly. He’s coming 
around.

Mush hammers the firing plungers.

MUSH
Snapshots four and five!

The submarine lurches forward.

DICK
‘Scope under, bring me up!

BUCKLEY
Torpedoes away!

PERISCOPE POV --

The view resolves as water runs off the lens. The torpedoes 
glance off either side of the destroyer’s bow.
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DICK
Goddammit, both skipped off his 
hull, the angle was too shallow. 
Still coming!

The unravelling situation visibly unnerves the crew.

MUSH
Well shit, we’ll just have to shoot 
him down the throat.

DICK
(shocked)

But dead ahead gives us nothing to 
aim at, his draft is too narrow!

MUSH
He’ll turn Dick, he has to.

DICK
And if he doesn’t? He’ll ram us! No 
one has landed a ‘down the throat’ 
shot.

MUSH
Not yet. But there is always a 
first. It just takes one good 
torpedo.

DICK
Great, ‘cause we’ve only got one 
left.

Krause and Jimmie turn and see five out of six tube lights 
are red, just one green.

KRAUSE
Jesus. He killed us. First patrol 
and he killed us.

Jimmie is too shocked to respond.

MUSH
Dick. Anytime.

DICK
Steady... Steady...

MUSH
Anytime Dick!

DICK
Mark! He’s coming on fast!
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BUCKLEY
Range one thousand yards.

CARTER
Constant baring.

MUSH
Disable safeties.

DICK
Fire.

Mush slams the last plunger as Rodger Payne scrambles to keep 
up with the orders, his glasses flying right off his nose. 

The submarine rocks forward a final time.

DICK (CONT'D)
Down ‘scope.

MUSH
Put us in the mud!

DICK
Dive! Hard down angle!

MUSH
All back full!

PAPPY
(immediately)

Belay that angle! Angle up!

Dick turns to face Pappy.

DICK
Pappy!

PAPPY
Reverse Dick! Reverse!

DICK
Jesus, we’ll breach!

Forest and Pappy wrestle the dive control wheel.

PAPPY
Come on Forest, give it all you’ve 
got!
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EXT. WEWAK RIVER

The propellers strain to pull Wahoo back through her own wake 
in a desperate attempt to avoid colliding with the Shigure or 
break the surface of the river.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

MUSH
Sound the collision alarm!

Carter reaches up to a red handle to sound the alarm. 

MONTAGE

Bells ring out in every compartment as the crew brace 
themselves for impact with any purchase they can find. 

INT. CONNING TOWER

Mush stands resolute in the centre of the conning tower.

EXT. SHIGURE BOW

Captain Hara looks out through the windshield of the bridge 
as his ship bares down on the submarines last location where 
the water appears to bulge.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Buckley counts down the final torpedo’s run.

BUCKLEY
Ten. Nine...

MONTAGE:

The crew are in muted shock, tension etched deep in their 
faces.

BUCKLEY (V.O.)
Eight. Seven...

Mush stands tall, his chest out proud.

MUSH
Well let’s all have a listen then 
Buck!

Buckley flicks a switch on his intercom and the submarine is 
filled with sound - roaring destroyer propellers; 
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crashing breaking bow-waves; increasingly rapid sonar pings; 
Buckley’s tense countdown.

BUCKLEY (V.O.)
Six. Five...

EXT. WAHOO - UNDERWATER

The submarine comes within inches of breaching the surface, 
but manages to pull back just short of catastrophe.

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Through the forward windshield the last torpedo’s wake can be 
seen zipping directly for the destroyer’s bow.

JAPANESE VOICE
(subtitle: Four.)

Tsu no.

EXT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Captain Hara stands calmly at the ship’s wheel, looking 
resolutely ahead, staring down the torpedo.

JAPANESE VOICE (V.O.)
(subtitle: Three)

San.

INT. SHIGURE BRIDGE

Captain Hara closes his eyes.

JAPANESE VOICE (O.S.)
Ni.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER

The torpedo races directly under the destroyer’s bow.

JAPANESE VOICE (V.O.)
Ichi.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Mush stares ahead. He closes his eyes.

CUT TO:

39.



40.

BLACK -

BUCKLEY (O.S.)
Zero.
Minus one.

An underwater explosion!

CUT TO:

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

BUCKLEY
DIRECT HIT!!

FOREST
Who?!

MUSH
(smiling)

Those sunza bitches.

EXT. SHIGURE BOW

A cloud of water explodes over the bow of the Shigure, 
obscuring it from view.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

The crew erupt into wild celebrations. Jimmie is last to open 
his eyes. He and Krause embrace.

MONTAGE

The Wahoo crew celebrate the hit throughout the submarine - 

Dalton Keeter in the forward torpedo room; 
Crewmen in the engine room; 
Crew sat in bunks in the crew mess.

MUSH
Dick, chalk us up a kill. Pappy get 
us out of here - fast. 

Mush turns to Krause and Jimmie at the plotting table.

MUSH (CONT'D)
Krause, Jimmie, Get us out of here.  
Safe.

Jimmie grins at hearing his name.
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JIMMIE
Yes sir!

The celebrating crew instantly regain their composure and set 
about their tasks.

EXT. WEWAK RIVER - LATER

The Wahoo slips beneath the waves and fades beneath the 
water.

MUSH (V.O.)
Make your depth forty fathoms COB.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

A beaming Pappy rocks Forest by the shoulder at the dive 
controls.

PAPPY
Life begins at forty, Forest! Make 
depth forty fathoms.

FOREST
With pleasure!

The sweat drenched crew exchange handshakes with each other. 
Dick and Mush shake hands, then embrace.

MUSH
I never had a doubt.

DICK
That’s OK. I did.

FADE TO:

EXT. WAHOO BRIDGE - DUSK

Mush and the lookout crew stand watch on the Wahoo’s bridge 
as the submarine runs on the surface. There is calm.

INT. WAHOO CONNING TOWER

Dick checks the chart on which Wahoo is a lone blue dot.

PULL OUT FROM DOT TO:

-- Wahoo from above visible below the surface of the sea. 
-- Wahoo beneath the equator line like a toy in a pond. 
-- Wahoo, just a spec in the ocean. 
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-- Enemy boats appear.
-- Enemy ships.
-- Enemy territory painted on in bold red strokes.
-- Enemy supremacy.

The USS Wahoo is an grain of sand, drowning in the Japanese 
empire.

TOKYO ROSE (V.O.)
(an echo of earlier)

We Japanese don’t want to kill you, 
but because you are invaders...

INT. RADIO STUDIO

ECU Tokyo Rose’s lips.

TOKYO ROSE
We have to.

CUT TO:

BLACK.

THE END
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