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!

OWN PATRON
SAINT?Z

SARGE,
WHY'VE THESE LADS
GOT ROSES IN THEIR

CAPS...7
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=/ BLOODY HELL,

ISN'T! JESUS,
BUT AH MISS

MAH TANK!
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B-B-BLEEDIN'
RIGHT I WILL!

SHORT
O’ SHELLS.

DIVEN'T FORGET
THE GOONERS'RE COVERIN'
AL THE BATTALIONS, NOT
JUST THE GLOSTERS.

HERE,
START RELOADIN'
SOME O’ THEM
MAGAZINES THERE.

WE MAY AS WELL

MAKE THE MOST
O THE TIME.

SARGE, WHEN
CAN WE GET
OouUT O’ THIS
HELLHOLE...?

WHY DON'T
THEY KEEP IT UP?
JUST KNOCK HELL
OUT OF ‘EM ALL

DAY LONG?

WELL, NOT DURIN
DAYLIGHT. WE'LL SEE
IF WE CAN SLIP OOT
AFTER DARK, WE MIGHT
MAKE IT WI' JUST
THE TWO OF US.

BUT THIS

IS GITTIN' BEYOND
A JOKE, MAN. AH THINK
THEY'LL BE TIGHTENIN
{ THE PERIMETER, PULLIN'
EVERYONE BACK ONTO
HILL TWO-THREE-FIVE
ITSELF..

THAT MEANS
WE'RE STUCK,
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GET THAT
DOWN YOU, QUICK
AS YOU CAN. THEY'LL
BE AT US AGAIN
IN NO TIME.

THIS IS EVERYTHING
WEVE GOT FOR NOW, THERE'S
SUPPOSED TO BE A SUPPLY
DROP IN THE MORNIN'...

YEAH,
CHEERS, MATE!
WHAT'S YER
NAME?

BLOODY HELL, HAVE YE
BILL SARGE, HOW OLD LOOKED IN THE
DAWSON, FROM D'YOU THINK HE FOOKIN’ MIRROR

WINCHCOMBE. WAS? RECENTLY?

FRANKIE
ROBINSON,
SHOREDITCH.
PLEASED
TO MEET
YOU, BILL.

ALL RIGHT,
FRANKIE!

LISTEN, THE
BOSS SAYS HE PUT
A CALL THROUGH TO
THE HUSSARS ABOUT
YOU TWO, BUT SO FAR
HE’S HAD NO WORD
BACK. HE SAYS IF
YOU WANNA GET OUT WE'VE NO WIRE
TONIGHT YOURE FREE OOT IN FRONT OF Us.
NO MINES. THEY MUST'VE
THOUGHT THEY'D BE
MOVIN’ AGAIN SOON,
'CAUSE THEY'VE NOT
EVEN DOOG ANY
BOONKERS...

AYE, WE'LL

DID
STAY PUT FOR .,
NOO. KEEP YER I HEAR WE'VE

A GEORDIE
HEAD DOON,
SON, WITH Us—-7
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When the storm broke along the Imjin River that Spring of 1951, the battalions
of 29th Brigade were dug in between Republic of Korea units to their west
and an American division to their east. Seoul - the Communist objective - lay
barely thirty miles behind them. The weight of the attack would fall on the
British line.

Undermanned and ill-supplied, it was a front of too few teeth and far too
many gaps. On the left flank, encircled almost straightaway, the men of 1st
Battalion, the Gloucester Regiment - the Glosters - began to pay the price.
They were farmer’s boys from the west of England, eleven thousand miles
from home. Their battle honors covered centuries, but one was unique within
the British Army: in 1801, at Alexandria in Egypt, French infantry and cavalry
hit the Glosters’ lines from all directions. Rear rank, came the order, About face,
and back-to-back with bayonets fixed they stood and held. Forever after, their
caps bore badges on both back and front.

Now the order came to hold again, and together with their comrades on the
right - the Fusiliers, the Belgians, the Ulster Rifles in support - the Glosters
did just that. With artillery to call on and mortars of their own they carved
great gaps in the Chinese ranks. USAF air support, stretched thin, did what
it could. Yet the final burden fell across the shoulders of an individual already
weighed down with weapon, pack and ammunition, whose predicament has
borne him much dismay but few surprises down the years: the Infantryman.

To do the job on the Imjin front he had the .303 Lee-Enfield rifle, much
respected - but bolt-action, half a century old in a time when the enemy carried
submachine guns. The Bren gun was excellent, for as long as its thirty-round
magazine might last. The Sten was dreadful. In support was another First
World War antique, the Vickers heavy machine gun - ponderous, water-cooled
and utterly reliable. Best for close-in killing, according to the experts, was the
humble hand-grenade.

On and around a barren hill soon to bear their name the Glosters made their
stand. They were seven hundred men against thousands. Unless the order
for a breakout came, they were going absolutely nowhere.

2: God for Harry, England
and Saint George
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I'M HITTIN' THEM
SQUARE ON--!

AL-BLOODY-MIGHTY,
WAT'RE THEY TEACHIN'
IN SCHOOLS
NOOADAYS...?
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TRUE ENOUGH,
PARKY! FROM THE
LAND WHERE THEY

EAT THEIR OWN

YOUNG'UNS!

THAT'S FOOKIN'
RICH, COOMIN’ FROM YE
LOT! YE LOADA BOSS-
EYED WEST COONTRY

SHEEPSHAGGERS!

JESUS,
HE'S REAL!
LISTEN TO
HIS BLOOD-

CURDLIN'

CRIES!

CREAM
TEAS AN’ ROOTIN'

YE BOOGERS'RE
GOOD FOR!

MIND
THYSELF, BIG
JOHN! HAPPEN
HE'LL EAT ‘EE
TOO, IF HE'S

PECKISH!

BLOODY
YOKELS. DID YE
EVER HEAR ANYTHIN
MORE DAFT THAN
THAT FOOKIN'
RIDICULOUS
ACCENT?

US'LL ALL BE

LIVESTOCK! IT'5 AL DEVOURED IN OUR

SLEEP, WITH THAT
FUCKIN’ THING ON
THE LOOSE!

HMH. D'YE
KNAW WHO USED TO
SAY THAT, ABOOT US
EATIN’ BAIRNS? YER

BROOTHER.

KEEP OOT
O’ SIGHT IF
YE WANNA
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FALL BACK/
FALL BACK/

ON H.Q., THERE'S
A STONK LAIP ON
TO COVER Us/

WH-WHAT'S HARD TO SAY, FRANKIE.
THE SCORE, THERE'S TALK OF A RELIEF FORCE, BUT
BILL? NOTHIN’ FOR SURE JUST YET.

BOSS SAYS THE YANKS'RE
PULLIN’ OUT FURTHER ALONG TO
THE EAST. WE'RE STILL ORDERED

TO HOLD, THOUGH.

ANY IDEA
WAT WE'RE OOP
AGAINST?

TOLD YE. GET
THE SPARE MAGS
AN’ GRENADES AN

COOM ON.

I HEARD A
WHOLE CHINK DIVISION.
THAT’S AGAINST OUR
BATTALION ALONE, GOD
KNOWS HOW MANY
ALTOGETHER.

WE SHOULD'VE
BIN PULLED BACK AS
SOON AS THEY SAW
THE NOOMBERS, IT'S
FOOKIN' DAFT LEAVIN'

Us--

HERE IT
COOMS.../
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AH TOLD
YE, THE BIG |8
HILL. TWO-
THREE-FIVE.

BUT
WE'RE BLEEDIN'
SURROUNDED,
WHERE'S THERE
TO GO AFTER

THAT?

JESUS,
THEY'RE UP ABOVE
US! THEY MUST'VE

GOT ROUND
BEHIND!

GRENADES,
BOTH O’ YE. MAKE
SURE THEY'RE WHITE

PHOSPHOROUS.

BUT IT'S
TOO DARK,
I DUNNO

JUST PULL
THE FOOKIN' PIN
AN’ HOY IT/
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AL REET.
AL REET.

WE'LL GRAB THE
LITTLE BASTAD AN’
TAKE HIM BACK FOR

INTERROGATION.

COONT/
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THOUGHT You
WAS GONNA DROI AH-- AH THOUGHT
GUHH!  HE WAS A MIDGET
STANDIN' OOP, NOT
A GIANT SITTIN'
DOON! JESUS/

AH DIDN'T
EVEN KNAW THEY HAD
GIANTS IN CHINA, ALL THE
ONES WE'VE SEEN'VE BIN
SHORTARSES--

WAAAH! AW
SARGE, THEY'RE
PP\ GONNA GET Us!

\! ARSEHOLE,
vvvvgsézgﬁ AH DIVEN'T ! ARSEHOLE, FOOKIN'
SARGE? E‘ﬁg"ﬁw 1 | ARSEHOLE...!

J WHERE THE
FOOK WE
ARE--
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YOU MEN/
DOWN/!

DEAR ME.
LOST IN THE
Woops.
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JESUS, SARGE,
A NIGHT PATROL? HE'S
ONLY JUST BLOODY
GOT HERE!

WELL THEN YEAH, SARGE, YOU
THE SOONER HE BUT FUCKIN' KNOWAWHA'I: IT'S LIKE
GETS THE LIE O HELL...! OUT THERE. WHAT'RE

THEB;?‘:";IZTHE YOU TRYNNA DO, PUT
- THE FEAR O’ GOD IN
THE POOR KID?

AH DIVEN'T
WANT ANYONE
WANDERIN' INTO THE
CHINKS ‘CAUSE
THEY CANNAT FIND
THEIR WAY HOME

N IN THE DARK.

ALL RIGHT,
SARGE!

PIPE DOON,
WILL YE? START YELLIN
LIKE THAT OOT THERE
AN’ GOD KNOWS WHO
YE'LL BRING DOON
ON Us.

STICK TO ME
LIKE GLUE, DO WAT
AH DO, AN’ KEEP YER
MOOTH SHUT AT AL

TIMES. WE'RE OFF.






OEBPS/images/i021.jpg
WHY THE FOOK IT'S JUST WE'VE
WOULD WE BE LOST? BEEN GOIN' FOR HOURS
D'YE THINK AH DIVEN'T AN’ HOURS, AN’ YOU
KNAW WAT I'M DEEIN’, KEEP LOOKIN" AT

OR SOMETHIN'? THE MAP.

DID AH NOT
TELL YE TO
SHUT 0OP?

SARGE, ARE
WE LOST?

AH'M JusT GOD,
CHECKIN', IT'S BLEEDIN'
AH, SPOOKY OUT
YE FOOKIN' HERE, INNIT?
COONT--!

AYE, THAT'LL 'COS THIS IS
BE THE SOULS O NOTHIN' COMPARED TO
THE DAMNED, THAT THE RETREAT. IT GOT
WILL. SO COLD YER SKIN
FROZE TO THE SIDE
O THE TURRET.

AH'M TELLIN YE,
ANYONE WANTIN'
TO GAN THROUGH
ANOTHER WINTER
IN THIS FOOKIN'
PLACE, THEY'D
HAVE TO BE--

THAT'S WAT
{7 THEY BELIEVE AROOND
/] HERE, MAN. AL THE REALLY
BAD BASTADS, THEY'RE
CONDEMNED TO HAUNT EVIL ARE YE
PLACES FOR AL ETORNITY--  SHIVERIN',
PLACES LIKE THESE ?
HERE WOODS.
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Y WAT THE
HELL'S GANNIN"
ON, IS IT A CHINK

P\ ATTACK?

NOT QUITE
SURE. THEY'VE BEEN
PROBING OUR LINES ALL
NIGHT, WE'VE HAD ALL -
SORTS OF CONFUSED Uﬁg@;é-,—iﬁg T;
REPORTS FROM THE , How YOU MANAGED
OTHER UNITS. TO COME SUCH A
COLOSSAL DISTANCE
IN THE DARK...

WE WASN'T LOST! } /., IT LOOKS AS IF YOU'LL
| THE SARGE HAD [\ o1 Noo,| HAVE TO STAND THE MEN TO

THE MAP, HE-- STRAIGHT AWAY, CORPORAL.
JUST MAKE SURE THEY GET
A BREW AND A BITE TO

EAT, OKAY?

RIGHT You

| ARE, SR

AS FOR YOU
CHAPS, I'M NOT SURE IF
WE'LL EVEN BE ABLE TO
GET YOU OUT OF HERE
TODAY. I'LL TAKE YOU TO
SEE THE C.O., MAYBE
HE’LL KNOW WHAT TO
DO WITH YOU.
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MORNING,
RONNIE. CATCH
ANYTHING
INTERESTING?

HALF A DOZEN A
UNPLEASANT PEASANTS
AND COUPLE OF STRAY
TANKIES. THE OLD MAN

UP TO HIS
EYEBALLS.

YOU'RE A TAD
FAR FROM HOME, DON'T YoU | \
THINK? I DON'T SUPPOSE YOU PICKED A

YOU BROUGHT ANY TANKS Sfé:"r/suﬁo"' HELL OF A DAY
WITH yYou? b UH... FOR IT.

BETTER
REPORT.

1 SUPPOSE HAVEN'T A CLUE,
I'D BETTER FILL YOU SIR. WE WERE HOPIN'
CHAPS IN. D'YOU AT TO GET BACK TO OOR
LEAST KNOW WHERE SQUADRON AS SOON 4
YOU ARE? AS WE CAN.

GOOD GOD, NOT
A HOPE. YOU'RE ON HILL
TWO-THREE-FIVE, ON
THE LEFT END OF THE,

QUITE RIGHT, FIRST
BATTALION. WE'VE BEEN UNDER ATTACK
SINCE JUST BEFORE MIDNIGHT, WE'RE ALMOST
COMPLETELY SURROUNDED. NEXT BIT OF

BOTHER'S JUST DEVELOPING NOW.

J STILL NOT
QUITE CERTAIN
OF NUMBERS:
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“BUT 1 SUPPOSE
THE PHRASE RAMPAGING
HORDES MIGHT COVER IT"

ANY
QUESTIONS?

GOOD. WELL, YOUD
BETTER GO AND MAKE
YOURSELVES USEFUL,

HADN'T YOU?
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Between the Imjin hills lay the Valley of the Water Dragon, through
which Route 11 wandered over paddy fields and farmland. That was to
be the British escape route- whereby the Hussars’ tanks could fight their
way to the infantry battalions on the hills and then extract them. Though
an early attempt to reach the Glosters had already failed, it was felt that
the Northumbrian Fusiliers and the Ulster Rifles might yet be spared
annihilation.

The 8th King’s Royal Irish Hussars were a cavalry regiment, formed
long ago in 1693. They charged on battlegrounds in Holland, France
and Spain, and even on the Empire’s North-West Frontier; exchanging
horses for tanks they rallied, and charged again at Alamein and in
Normandy. In 1945 they entered Hell itself, rolling through the Gates
of Bergen-Belsen.

In Korea they had what they’d needed all along: a decent tank. The
Centurion would have proved most useful on the bloody fields of France,
where the Tiger it was built to kill defeated Cromwell, Sherman, Churchill,
everything. The Meteor engine drove its fifty tons at 20 mph. The twenty
pounder gun was lethal; each gunner learned to put a shell inside a
three-foot square at a range of a thousand yards.

Into the Valley of the Water Dragon charged the Centurions of the
Hussars, riding to the rescue, as cavalry are bound to do. Yet perhaps
in some men’s minds there lurked a certain other destiny, one bound
up with the regiment’s own past. In 1854 they’d entered a different valley
altogether, charging with the Light Brigade at Balaclava. One man in
every two had not come back.

3: Death Ride
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St ey : THEYRE AL J— LIKE THE LOOK O

SIGHTED AHEAD. AROOND Us. FOUR ABLE) THIS, OVER.

CAN YOU
IDENTIFYZ

FOUR BAKER,
AH CANNAT
TELL YET.

CHRIST/
CHARLIE FOUR
ABLE, CLOSE

HATCHES!

REMEMBER,
AT ALL COSTS PROTECT
THE CARRIERS, OR OUR

INFANTRY ARE GOING
NOWHERE...

DOON YE GAN,
BONNY LAD--
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FOUR ABLE,
I AM SEEING POLE
CHARGES. WATCH
YOURSELVES.

SHE'S RUNNIN
FINE, I THINK HE JUST
BLEW OFF PART O'
THE SKIRT OVER THE
TRACK...

FOOK, THAT
BASTAD'S
Gor us--/

Goop ACTION/
MAN! * TWENTY POONDER
TRAVERSE REET,
THAT FARMHOOSE
15 CRAWLIN® W/
THE BOOGERS/
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SERGEANT
STILES AN’ TROOPER
ROBINSON REPORTIN'
AS ORDERED, SIR.

1 HONESTLY NEVER
EXPECTED TO SEE THE TWO
OF YOU AGAIN. BLOODY WELL

DONE, GETTING OUT OF
THAT HORNET'S NEST.

ALL RIGHT, WELL, WE'RE
SLST ABOUT TO eTART MOV, TH
J BRIGADE'S BEEN ORDERED TO WITHDRAW
ARB You G AT LAST, GET THE INFANTRY DOWN ﬁ

SURE YOU'RE UP
TO IT2 YOU MUST OFF THOSE BLOODY HILLS.

BE ABSOLUTELY THE FUSILIERS AND THE
EXHAUSTED... RIFLES ARE FALLING BACK ALONG ROUTE

ELEVEN--THE BELGIANS TOO. I EXPECT
WE'LL BE GOING IN TO COVER THEM.

YOU'VE FIVE
MINUTES FOR A BREW WAT
AND A BITE, THEN ABOOT THE
WE'RE OFF.. GLOSTERS,
SIR?
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OH-SIX-OH-FIVE,
FROM BRIGADE H.Q:
GLOSTERS GIVEN
PERMISSION TO OH-SIX-TWENTY,
FROM THE GLOSTERS:
SURROONDED,
IMPOSSIBLE TO
WITHDRAW.

OH-SIX-FORTY-FIVE,
FROM FIELD TACTICAL:
AIR DROP NOT GOIN'
IN AS GLOSTERS HAVE
ASKED FOR CONTINUOUS
ARTILLERY FIRE.

THEY'VE
CALLED IN A
STONK ON THEIR
OWN POSITION.
CHINKS ARE REET
ON TOP
O’ THEM.

OH-SEVEN-FIFTY-FIVE,
FROM THE GLOSTERS: NO ONE
THIRTY MINUTES RADIO BUT GLOSTERS
BATTERY LEFT. COULD HAVE
DONE IT.

IMMEDIATE
REPLY, FROM
BRIGADE H.Q:
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COME ON,
YOU LITTLE
BASTARDS -~

A

wiLL 3
SARGE...?
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BLOODY
SURE WE
WILL.

WE'VE STILL
GOT WORK TO DEE,
AN’ WE'RE GONNA DEE

IT WI' A FOOKIN'
TANK.
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THERE'S SOME
ARSEHOLE HERE
WITH A STICKY
BOMB--/
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THERE WAS

A COCK-OOP LAST
SUMMER WHEN THE
YANKS DROPPED IT ON
ONE OF OOR HIGHLAND
OOTFITS--FOOK ME,
THE SCREAMS O’ THEM

POOR BLOODY

THE C.O. SENT ME
TO GET YOU! HE WANTS
TO SEE YOU, I THINK
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I'LL NEVER
BE NINETEEN.
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I UNDERSTAND
[E POSITION
QUITE CLEARLY...

WHAT I MUST MAKE IFIT IS THANK YOU, GIBSON.
CLEAR TO YOU IS THAT MY = REQUIRED THAT WE TONY, YOU KNOW THAT
COMMAND IS NO LONGER  SHALL STAY HERE, IN ARMOR-INFANTRY COLUMN

AN EFFECTIVE FIGHTING SPITE OF THIS, WE SHALL THAT'S COMING TO
FORCI CONTINUE TO HOLD. RELIEVE US?
BUT I WISH TO MAKE
CLEAR THE NATURE
OF MY POSITION.

RIGHT,
IR. SAR'NT
STILES, SIR.

OH YES, THE
TANKIES. WE FINALLY
HEARD BACK FROM YOUR
H.Q; THERE'S A CAPTAIN
O'CONNOR WHO'D LIKE
YOU BACK FORTHWITH. A
ALL RIGHT?
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FIRST YE

LIGHT THE
BOOGERS
ooP--

CANNY STOOF
THAT WHITE PHOS,
WE USED TO MARK

TARGETS WITH IT

AL THE TIME...
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THE IDEA?

YE SHOULD LOOK AT
GIT SOME SHUT-
EYE, BONNY LAD.
YE'LL BE GLAD
OF IT WHEN THEY
COME BACK
THE NEET.
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COMMIE WAY O WAR,
FRANKIE. THE ROOSSIANS
DID THE SAME THING LAST
TIME; THEY PUT MACHINE-
GOONS BEHIND THEIR LADS
BEFORE AN ATTACK. YE
COULD PROBABLY GIT KILT
CHARGIN' THE JORMANS,
OR DEFINITELY IF YE
TORNED AROOND.

AH DIVEN'T KNAW
WAT THE TIDDLYWINK
VERSION O THAT IS.

BUT IT WORKS.

IT'S TOOF
LUCK ON AL THE
CHINKY MUMS AN’
DADS BACK HOME.

BUT IT DOES

THE JOB.

ALL THE SAME, JUST
BE THANKFUL WE GOT
AL THAT FOOKIN’ INSANITY
OOT OF OOR SYSTEM
IN NINETEEN FOURTEEN-

EIGHTEEN.

AN’ IT DOES \
WORK, MAN. EVERY
TIME THEY COOM AT Us
THEY LOSE FOOK KNAWS
HOO MANY LADS--BUT
THEY KNOCK OOT A
VICKERS TEAM HERE,
GIT A GRENADE INTO
A MORTAR PIT
THERE...

LOOK AT THE
GAPS WE'VE GOT IN
OOR LINE. D'YE KNAW
B COMPANY'S DOON
TO A SIXTH OF ITS
STRENGTH?

YEAH, IT GETS
‘EM ALL BLEEDIN'
SLAUGHTERED--!

D'YE THINK
CHORMAN MOO AN’
THE BOYS IN PEKING
GIVE A SHITE ABOOT
THAT?Z THEY DIVEN'T
CARE [F WE'VE GOT A
MILLION BULLETS--
THEY'VE GOT TWO
MILLION MEN.
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ALL RIGHT,
THAT'S ENOUGH/

YEAH, IT, UH...
YOU SORTA
START TO...

WAS T
ALL RIGHT
ZP\ WiTH IT?
/>

/
TRY MOVIN’
IT AROOND A BIT
WHEN YE'RE
SHOOTIN'.

THAT’S THE ONLY
TROUBLE WI' THE BREN, IT'S
TOO BLOODY ACCURATE. YE CAN
PUT THE WHOLE THIRTY ROONDS
THROUGH THE SAME BLOKE IF
YE'RE NOT CAREFUL.

‘TELL YOU THE
TRUTH, I DUNNO IF AL " THAT'S NOT THE

I COULD REALLY 7/ FO\N'IA'. WE'VE GOTTA
TELL WHAT I WAS

KEEP THE BASTADS'
FIRIN AT... e HEADS DOON, LET 'EM
‘ KNAW WE'VE STILL
GOT TEETH.

IF THEY THINK
WE'RE OOT O’ AMMO
THEY'LL JUST GAN ROOND
THE WHOLE HILL, AN’ THEN
THE LADS BEHIND US'LL y |
BE...WAIT A MINUTE...
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OH, AT EASE. I'M TOLD
YOU'VE DONE STERLING GO0D AND TO
SEE\P/ICE (FJ:VDEAR THE LAST LUCK TO YOU, SAR'NT.
COUPLE O \YS--T'LL BE ) 3 RR: .
SURE AND WRITE A NOTE s SARRYON
TO YOUR C.O. WHEN THE
DUST SETTLES.

DIVEN'T
WORRY ABOOT
THAT, SIR.

HMH. WELL,
1'D WAIT FOR
DARK BEFORE

TRYING ANY

SORT OF A

BREAKOUT.

SARGE, ARE--
ARE WE JUST GONNA

LEAVE THESE LADS
TO IT?

WE'VE
ORDERS TO
REJOIN OOR
UNIT.
BUT WHY
DON'T THEY
GET OUT OF
IT TOO--2

THEY'VE
ORDERS TO
HOLD.

WELL--
I MEAN--WHAT'S
HE TALKIN’ ABOUT
WRZITIN’HNOTEG
FOR, IF THEY AIN'T
GONNA BE...? 4 SARGE?
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WELL, TA, GEORDIE.
THANKS FOR GIVE ‘EE MUCH
THE LOAN TROUBLE?

MEANT TO TELL YE
BEFORE WE GAN: L

AL REET,
FRANKIE.
ARE YE

LISTENIN'Z

WHEN WE HEAR THE NEXT ATTACK

GAN IN ON THE GLOSTERS, THAT'S
GAN AN’ NOT MUCH WHEN WE'LL GIT STARTED. STAY LOW.
TIME TO DEE IT IN,

A LONG WAY TO

KEEP QUIET. DIVEN'T LOSE SIGHT

AN’ WE'VE GOTTA O’ ME WATEVER YE DEE.

GIT THROUGH THE
LINES IN THE

DARK. 0: AN IF AH

COP IT, FOOK OFF AS
FAST AS YE CAN AN’ GAN
SOOTH, AN’ DIVEN'T STOP

‘TIL YE ROON INTO

FRIENDLIES--REET?
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THE GREEN FIELDS BEYOND #2
SCRIPT BY GARTH ENNIS

PAGE ONE
1
Black page, white text.

Text:  When the storm broke along the Imjin River that Spring of 1951, the battalions of 29t brigade were dug
in between Republic of Korea units to their west and an American division to their east. Seoul- the
Communists objective- lay barely thirty miles behind them. The weight of the attack would fall on the
British line.

Undermanned and ill-supplied, it was a front of too few teeth and far too many gaps. On the left flank,
encircled almost straightaway, the men of 15t Battalion, the Gloucester Regiment- the Glosters- began to
pay the price. They were farmer’s boys from the west of England, eleven thousand miles from home. Their
battle honors covered centuries, but one was unique within the British Army: in 1801, at Alexandria in
Egypt, French infantry and cavalry hit the Glosters’ lines from all directions. Rear rank, came the order,
About face, and the back-to-back with bayonets fixed they stood and held. Forever after, their caps bore
badges on both back and front.

Now the order came to hold again, and together with their comrades on the right- the Fusiliers, the
Belgians, the Ulster Rifles in support- the Glosters did just that. With artillery to call on and mortars of
their own they carved great gaps in the Chinese ranks. USAF air support, stretched thin, did what it could.
Yet the final burden fell across the shoulders of an individual already weighed down with weapon, kit and
ammunition, whose predicament has borne him much dismay but few surprises down the years: the
Infantryman.

To do the job on the Imjin front he had the .303 Lee-Enfield rifle, much respected- but boltaction, half a
century old in a time when the enemy carried submachine guns. The Bren gun was excellent, for as long as
its thirty-round magazine might last. The Sten was dreadful. In support was another First World War
antique, the Vickers heavy machine gun-ponderous, water-cooled and utterly reliable. Best for close-in
killing, according to the experts, was the humble hand grenade.

On and around a barren hill soon to bear their name the Glosters made their stand. They were seven hun
dred men against thousands. Unless the order for a breakout came, they were going absolutely nowhere.

Title: 2: God for Harry, England and Saint George

PAGES TWO AND THREE

13

Day. View down a ragged line of British troops in dugouts and slit trenches, blazing away offshot with Lee-Enfields
and the occasional Bren. Some throw grenades, but don’t stand up to do it- the incoming fire over their heads is very
fierce. They’re on the rocky, scrub-lined slope of one of the Imjin hills, air full of gunsmoke, explosions in the dis-
tance. One man is shot in the head but his pals don’t even notice. Note that some of the soldiers have small red roses
stuck in their cap badges.

Bln: LOW AN’ LEFT, PARKY...

Bln2: GRENADE-—!

Bln3: WATCH THEM BASTARDS THERE, THAT’S IT—

Bln4: LOW AN’ LEFT, YOU'RE SHOOTIN’ LOW AN’ LEFT...

2

Now moving further along the line for a view past a blazing Bren gun muzzle at the action, the soldiers keeping up
the steady rate of fire.

Bln: GET FUCKED, I'M HITTIN’ THEM SQUARE ON—!

Bln2:  THAT LOT COMIN’ UP, WATCH IT—

Off: MAGAZINE.
3.
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Stiles and Frankie are manning the Bren, Stiles firing- except he’s stopped- and the nervous Frankie pulling off the
magazine with a spare one to hand. Both lie stretched out, Stiles grim and businesslike behind the gun with the bipod
extended, one hand on the handgrip, the other braced on the top of the butt.

Frankie: SARGE—

Stiles:  GET THE OTHER ONE ON. QUICK NOO.

Frankie: SARGE?

4.
Close up on Frankie’s hand banging the fresh mag into place on top of the gun.

Off: MAKE SURE YE’VE ANOTHER READY.
Off2:  SARGE, WHY’VE THESE LADS GOT ROSES IN THEIR CAPS...?

S:
Stiles frowns as he cocks the Bren. Frankie looks thrown.

Stiles:  IT’S APRIL THE TWENTY-THIRD, MAN! SAINT GEORGE’S DAY!
“ “ D’YE NOT EVEN KNAW YER OWN PATRON SAINT?

6.

Big across the spread. View past them as Stiles opens up again, pouring fire into the onrushing ranks of Chinese sol-
diers. It’s like a human wall, hundreds of Chinese charging at us, blotting out the entire background- we can barely
even see daylight between them, they’re so tightly packed. Stiles” fire cuts down several at once, plenty more are
shot down by the other soldiers, grenades kill even more, but the rest come on. The range is almost nothing, the
British can’t miss. Shellbursts further back in the ranks throw tiny figures into the air. The Chinese open up with
their SMGs as they advance, but most of their fire goes high.

Stiles:  CHRIST AL-BLOODY-MIGHTY, WAT'RE THEY TEACHIN’ IN SCHOOLS NOWDAYS...?

PAGE FOUR

1.

Big. View past the hordes of Chinese charging up the hill. We can see the British higher up the slope, and- behind
this smaller hill- the higher peak of Hill 235 from last ep.

British: BLOODY HELL, IT’S LIKE THERE’S NO END TO THE BUGGERS...!

25
Stiles blazes away offshot with the Bren, Frankie staring nervously in the same direction.

Stiles:  THERE ISN’T! JESUS, BUT AH MISS MAH TANK!
Off: HEADS DOWN! STONK!

30
Stiles ducks down with his hands over his head, one eye peering out between the fingers to see Frankie peering off-
shot nearest, bewildered.

Frankie: STONK?

4.
Close up as Stiles” hand jams the amazed Frankie face first into the dust.

Off: ARTILLERY.

5.
Long shot. A line of explosions marches across the front of the British line, flinging dozens of tiny bodies out of the
massed Chinese ranks.

PAGE FIVE

1%

Big. Stiles and Frankie lie curled up in the dust behind their Bren, solid wall of explosions obscuring the Chinese
from sight beyond them- apart from vague outlines of bodies being flung through the air or torn apart within the
blasts.
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THEY'VE GIVEN ME AS A MATTER OF
FOUR TROOF, AT LEAST ' FACT IT SEEMS TO HAVE
FOR THE TIME BEING.  BEEN RATHER AN EXPENSIVE
BLOODY AWFUL WAY MORNING, WE'VE LOST
TO GET IT. ALMOST HALF THE
SQUADRON.

“...WHAT ARE WE DOING IN
THIS GHASTLY PLACE, WHEN WE
COULD JUST AS EASILY BE NICE
AND SAFE IN CIVVIE STREET?"

UNFINISHED
BUSINESS, SIR.

UNFINISHED
BUSINESS.

WELL, WE
GIT MEN KILT,
DIVEN'T WE,
SIR?

BUT WE
GIT THEM
00T, TOO.
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PAYIN' LADS
TO SLEEP NOO,
ARE WE?

’!Eﬂiu'ﬂ’é ,

Ad

HE'S
ALL IN, SARGE.
SURE WASN'T HE
ON THAT BLEEDIN'
HILL WITH YOU THE
WHOLE TIME?

AL REET,
START
HER OOP.
DREEVER:
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PULLIN" OUT
THE GUNS...

PULLIN
OOT EVERYTHIN'.
THEY'LL MAKE A
STAND FURTHER
SOUTH, THEY'D BE
DAFT TRYNNA STOP
THE BOOGERS

HERE.

D'YOU HEAR

WERE DONE  ABOUT THE

WITH IT, THANK \ GLOSTERS?
&op.
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YE'RE IN THE
HOOSSARS, LAD, WE
TAKE A BIT O' PRIDE IN |
WOR HORSES! SET TO
IT WI' SOME O' THAT
FAMOUS BRUMMIE
OPTIMISM!

AH'VE TO REPORT
IN. YE LOT SEE IF YE
CAN CLEAN HER OOP
A BIT, SHE LOOKS LIKE

A FOOKIN’ MOBILE

CHARNEL HOOSE.
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SAR'NT STILES,
GOO0D TO SEE YOU.
THANKS AWFULLY FOR
THAT TIP-OFF ABOUT
THE HOUSE.

DIVEN'T

THANKS
A FUCKIN'
BUNDLE!

DEE OWT
FOR YE.

YE'RE WELCOOM,

SIR. WE NEED FUEL AN’

AMMO FOR THE BESA--
OTHERWISE WE'RE
GRAND.

saY 1 NEVER [

SPLENDID.
THERE'S A CATCHMENT
AREA ABOUT TEN MILES
DOWN THE ROAD, YOU
SHOULD FIND WHAT YOU

NEED THERE.

CHIN OOP, SIR.
THERE'S NO SAYIN' THEY
DIVEN'T TAKE PRISONERS,

JUST LIKE EVERYBODY A

7 AH
WAS HOPIN'
FOR A WORD
WI' MISTER
O’'CONNOR,

TOLD You--7 /.

OF THE INFANTRY CAME OUT WIT
US; I IMAGINE A FAIR NUMBER
SIMPLY HAD TO FIGHT TO
THE LAST ROUND.

LEFT TO THE
TENDER MERCIES OF
THE CHINESE, JUST
LIKE THE POOR OLD

GLOSTERS.

I'M SORRY,
SARNT, I'M AFRAID HE
BOUGHT IT. SNIPED IN

HIS TURRET.
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THIS IS LIKE
A FOOKIN’ YANKEE
WESTERN, THEY'RE
LIKE BLOODY RED

INDIANS ON THEM /

HILLS!

FOOK!
FOUR CHARLIE, WE
CANNAT TRAVERSE,
NOT WI' AL THESE
LADS ABOARD!

WAIT A MINUTE--
FOUR CHARLIE,
THERE'S A HOOSE
OOP AHEAD ON THE
LEFT, IS THAT ANY
SO0D TO YE?

FOUR BAKER
FROM FOUR
CHARLIE, CAN
YOU DELOUSE
Us, OVER?

ANY ASSISTANCE N
MOST GRATEFULLY
RECEIVED, FOUR BAKER,

WE'VE SEEN SOME
CARRYING MAGNETIC
MINES... 5

VERY MUCH

APPRECIATED.
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: 3 CHARLIE FOUR |
- < ABLE, KEEP ‘EM
e BACK. NOT FAR

)

¢ =2

/ A 8
e ]

FOUR BAKER,
SOMETHIN' ON THE
ROAD AHEAD...

A VE FOUR ABLE,
TR e | M B e oF \/

ROAD, THEY'VE TWO TROOP'S,
KNOCKED OOT A CAN YoU GET
CENTURION! PAST, OVER?

FOUR BAKER,
AH SUPPOSE
AHLL KNAW

SOON ENOOF--

ALL STATIONS
CHARLIE FOUR ABLE, GO . .

THROUGH OR AROUND A | 2o _
BUT DO NOT STOP- > HEVég%%%/Ms ;;af;ysz
1 REPEAT DO NO: FINGERS,

STOF, OVE! 3 e s,
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CLEAR
THE WAY, YE
BLOODY
BASTADS//
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FOUR BAKER
FROM FOUR
ABLE, BLOODY

Goop--

FOUR BAKER,

AH CAN SEE H.Q.
TROOP'S TANKS.
THE GOONS AS
WELL, THEY'RE

STILL FIRIN'.

IS THAT IT,
SARGE...7

NOT ‘TIL THE
FAT LASS SINGS, SON.
THERE'S NOWT BEHIND US
IN THIS FOOKIN’ VALLEY
BUT TEN MILLION
CHINAMEN--

SOOD MAN,
WOODSY! WERE |
ON THE HOME
STRAIGHT NOO! 4

FOUR CHARLIE,
YES, THERE'S A
STONK LAID ON
TO COVER Us.
ANY MOMENT
NOW, OVER.

AN’ THEY'RE
FOOKIN’ WELL
WELCOME TO IT,
THAT'S AL AH
CAN SAY.
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SARGE, ) ,;_&P
CAN WE GET > NOT JusT YET,
GOIN' AGAIN 1 BONNY LAD. THERE'S
Now? p STILL ONE PLATOON
PLAYIN' REARGUARD,
WE'VE GOT TO WAIT
FOR THEM.

FRANKIEZ WAS TRYNNA PUT THE WIND LP YE. |
AH JUST DIDN'T KNAW AHD GET

BECAUSE
O' WAT HAPPENED
TO YER BROOTHER,
AN’ ALL THE OTHER
LADS. AH FELT
LIKE AH WAS
"\ RESPONSIBLE.

AH THOUGHT
IF AH COULD SCARE THE
SHITE OUTTA YE, YED
QUIT. AH WOULDN'T HAVE
TO WORRY ABOOT YE
GITTIN KILT.

AH TRIED TO
GIT YE OOT...
AN’ INSTEAD AH
DROPPED YE
REET IN IT.

1 KNEW 1D BE
AL SEHT © EE S0 LoNG S
YOU WERE THERE
TO LOOK OUT
FOR ME.
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REARGUARD? GOOD
SHOW. YOUD BETTER GET
YOUR CHAPS ABOARD THE

ALREADY FULL.

WE HAVE
WOUNDED...

OOP YE
COME, BONNY
LAD. LOADS
O’ ROOM.

THERE'S HALF
THE FUCKIN' CHINESE
ARMY AFTER US, MATE,
I HOPE THESE THINGS J*
CAN BLOODY WELL
SHIFT!

DIVEN'T YE
WORRY ABOOT THAT,
SON--AW, JUST HOY
HIM OFF THE BACK
THERE, THE BOOGER

NEVER BOUGHT

A TICKET!

BLOODY
HELL, DOES
THAT HURT?
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ALL STATIONS
CHARLIE FOUR
ABLE, WITHORAW

IMMEDIATELY-~
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STAND BY TO
FOOKIN' REPEL
BOARDERS/!

WHAT BLOODY
G00D DO THEY
THINK THAT'LL
- = I

NOT SO FOONY.
IF THEY GET A WHITE
PHOS INTO THE ENGINE
OR A STICKY BOMB ONTO
THE TORRET ROOF, THE
ARMOR'S NOT THAT THICK
OOP THERE...
FOUR BAKER
FROM FOUR ABLE,
L STAND By O B2
DELOUSED,
(<) OVER-

7
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ALL STATIONS
CHARLIE FOUR ABLE,
KEEP MOVING. PUSH ANY
DISABLED VEHICLES OFF
THE ROAD, WE MUST
REACH THE FUSILIERS.
OVER.

BESA
TRAVERSE V)
REAR! FIRE [ 4
AT WILL!

FOUR BAKER,
ROGER. AH MAKE IT
ABOOT A QUARTER

MILE TO GAN.

FOUR ABLE FROM
FOUR BAKER, THAT'S
CHAMPION. HANG ON
AN’ WE'LL DEE THE

SAME FOR YE.

KEEP YER
EYES PEELED, THE
LITTLE BASTADS'RE |2g8
EVERYWHERE... /.






OEBPS/images/i011.jpg
WAT, UH,
WAT'D ROBBO
THINK ABOOT
YE JOININ' OOP
IN THE FIRST

OH, WELL I DIDN'T'VE
NO SAY IN IT OR NOTHIN'. SEE,
1 JOINED THE HUSSARS ‘COS
1 WANTED TO BE IN TANKS, AN
THE CAVALRY LOOKED LIKE THEY
HAD A BIT O’ CLASS. I DIDN'T
REALLY FINK I'D EVER RUN
INTO YOU.

BUT I COME IN WITH
THE REST O' THE REPLACEMENTS,
AN’ SOMEONE SAYS SUMMINK ABOUT
STILES IN C SQUADRON NEEDS
A LOADER--AN’ I SAYS BLOODY
HELL, IT CAN'T BE, AN’ I STICK
ME HAND UP..!

WELL, HE
LOST THE LEG, DIDN'T
HE? HE WASN'T EXACTLY
OVER THE MOON ABOUT IT.
BUT HE’S ME BIG BROTHER,
1 WAS ALWAYS DEAD PROUD
OF HIM BEIN’ A TANKIE AN’
FIGHTIN' THE JERRIES
AN’ THAT..

HAPPENED...?

“COURSE HE DID,
SARGE. HE SAID YOU
SAVED HIS LIFE."”

WANDER OFF; I'LL BE
BACK IN COOPLE OF

MINUTES.
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ARRIGHT,
WACK? GONNA
GIVE US A HAND

UP HERE?

OH YEAH,
THE SARGE HAS HIS
HEAD SCREWED ON,
ALL RIGHT. ALWAYS
KNOWS WHAT HE'S
DOIN'".

QUIET
LITTLE BLOKE,
MIND YOU.

THAT'S THE
LOCALS. THEY
USE SHITE FOR

FERTILIZER.

WAY, WHAT'S THAT
BLEEDIN’ AWFUL
SMELL?

'FRAID NOT. IT'S
A FUCKIN' SAVAGE
PLACE, THIS.

THE SARGE WAS RIGHT
ABOUT THE RETREAT. FUCK, THEY
GOT UP TO ALL SORTS--SHOOTIN'
PRISONERS, SHOOTIN' WOMEN,
SHOOTIN' KIDS...

YEAH, AN
THAT WAS BOTH
SIDES. LIFE'S
BLOODY CHEAP
AROUND HERE,
BELIEVE ME.

WE SAW SOME
THINGS I KNOW I'LL TAKE
TO ME GRAVE. I DUNNO HOW

FROZE TO DEATH ON THE THE SARGE GOT
ROADS, ONCE THE WINTER YOU THROUGH IN
REALLY GOT GOIN'. ONE PIECE?

FOR SOMEONE AS
SMART AS HE IS, HIS MIND g~
ALWAYS SEEMS TO BE A
SOMEWHERE ELSE.

&_ﬂ

T ——

=
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WELL, IT’S, IT'S ABOOT

'SCUSE ME, MAH CREW, SIR. AH'VE JUST

Z A VERY BEEN SENT A YOUNG LAD AS |
s":’ E.Zﬁf’éﬁ‘* BRIEF ONE, A REPLACEMENT, A FELLA /A
i SERGEANT. CALLED ROBINSON.

AH CAN'T '\
USE HM, SIR. (
AH WANT HM |

OOT, SENT
SOMEWHERE

ELSE.

PERSONAL
REASONS--7

( AVE, SIR.

SERGEANT...A MAN OF YOUR
EXPERIENCE REALLY SHOULD KNOW
| THAT THIS IS NEITHER THE TIME
- NOR THE PLACE TO PLAY
SILLY BUGGERS.

I AM EXTREMELY BUSY,
SERGEANT. MY DUTIES AS TWO I/C
OF FOUR TROOP ARE MANY AND
y VARIED; THEY DO NOT INCLUDE CREW
\ \ REORGANIZATION RESULTING FROM
> YOUR PERSONAL REASONS.

SO SHALL
WE SAY NO MORE ABOUT
IT, CONSIDER THE MATTER
CLOSED, AND BE ABOUT
OUR RESPECTIVE DAYS?

YES, SIR.[ VERY GOOD,
SERGEANT. DO
)\ CARRY ON.
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OH, I WILL. Gy,

THANK YOU. HAVE YOU HAD A AH, NO;
CHANCE TO LOOK 4 I HAVEN' T,l
OVER ANY OF THE ACTUALLY...I'VE
MEN'S RECORDS 4 SORT OF BEEN

SINCE YOU OTHERWISE
JOINED US? OCCUPIED...

OF COURSE,
OF COURSE.
HAVEN'T
WE ALL.

GOO0D THING TO
DO, THOUGH, WHEN YOU
GET THE CHANCE. OLD
STILES THERE, DID YOU

KNOW HE WAS GIVEN

THE M.M? TWICE? i

4 FOURTH R.TR. IN THE LAST
LOT. SPENT QUITE A WHILE IN THE
DESERT, THEN ON TO TUNISIA AND

ITALY. THEN NORMANDY, AND
THE LOW COUNTRIES.

WOUNDED A COUPLE
OF TIMES, INCLUDING A NASTY
ONE IN THE RHINELAND IN
‘FORTY-FIVE. AFTER THAT HE
HAD TO SIT THE REST OF

CHRIST. HE SEEMS

LIKE THE SORT WHO AND THAT

WOULDN'T SAY BOO 3 ONE, I'D BE THE
TO A GOOSE. - FIRST TO ADMIT, IS

SOMETHING OF

AND, OF COURSE, C’SiUNDRUM.A

THIS IS AROUND THE TIME

I WAS PLAYING FOR THE
FIRST FIFTEEN AT

SHERBORNE...

&

NO, NO, NOT AT
ALL. I WOULDN'T DREAM
OF SAYING A THING LIKE

THAT TO ANYONE WITH
WHOM I WENT THROUGH
THE LAST WINTER.

PAYS TO KNOW
THE CHAPS UNDER
YOUR COMMAND,
THAT’S ALL.
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DID DURIN' THE
RETREAT OWER THE
WINTER THERE. THAT
WAS A BAD BLOODY

{

= Lucky ve | /B
| o
S J

MISSED...

HE WAS

W
IN YOUR CREW
KNAW YE FROM AFTER D-DAY. 4

SOMEWHERE?

“HE SAID YOU WAS A BRILLIANT BLOKE.

HE SAID TO ME, HE SAID FRANKIE, IF YOU

EVER RUN INTO A GEORDIE CORPORAL

CALLED STILES, YOU DO WHATEVER YOU
CAN TO GET IN HIS CREW.

“HE'LL LOOK AFTER R
YOU, HE SAID. IF
YOU'RE GONNA BE
IN TANKS, HE'S THE
BLOKE YOU WANNA
HAVE WITH YOU.”
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DON'T MISS THESE GREAT COLLECTIONS FROM NEW YORK TIMES BEST-SELLING AUTHOR

THE BOYS DEFINITIVE EDITION VOL. 1 HARDCOVER........... (SOLD OUT!).... 1933305800
- Collects issues 1-14 of the hit series by Ennis and Robertson

THE BOYS DEFINITIVE EDITION VOL. 2 HARDCOVE!
- Collects issues 15-30 of the hit series by Ennis

THE BOYS DEFINITIVE EDITION VOL. 3 HARDCOVER.
- Collects issues 31-38 plus the 6-issue Herogasm mini-series

THE BOYS DEFINITIVE EDITION VOL. 4 HARDCOVER.

- Collects issues 39-47 plus the 6-issue Highland Laddie mini-series

THE BOYS VOL. 1: THE NAME OF THE GAME....
- Collects issues 1-6 by Ennis & Robertson

606900730
1606901656

1606903403

1933305738

THE BOYS VOL. 2: GET SOME.. 933305681
- Collects issues 7-14 by En

THE BOYS VOL. 3: GOOD FOR THE SOUL. 1933305924
- Collects issues 15-22 by Ennis & Robertson

THE BOYS VOL. 4: WE GOTTA GO NOW. ...1606900358
- Collects issues 23-30 by Ennis, Robertson and Higgins

THE BOYS VOL. 5: HEROGASM.. 160690082X

- Collects issues 1-6 of the hit mini-series by Ennis and McCrea
THE BOYS VOL. 6: THE SELF-PRESERVATION SOCIETY.
- Collects issues 31-38 by Ennis, Robertson and Ezq
THE BOYS VOL. 7: THE INNOCENTS..
- Collects issues 39-47 by Ennis, Robertson, Braun & McCrea
THE BOYS VOL. 8: HIGHLAND LADDIE....
- Collects issues 1-6 by Ennis & McCrea
THE BOYS VOL. 9: THE BIG RIDE.....
- Collects issues 48-59 by Ennis, Braun & McCrea

606901257

1606901508

1606902075

1606902202

THE BOYS VOL. 10: BUTCHER, BAKER, CANDLESTICKMAKER.. 606902644
- Collects issues 1-6 of the hit mini series by Ennis and Robertso!

THE BOYS VOL. 11: OVER THE HILL WITH THE SWORDS OF A THOUSAND MEN... 1606903411
- Collects issues 60-65 by Ennis, Braun & McCrea

THE BOYS VOL. 12: THE BLOODY DOORS OFF 160690373X
- Collects issues 66-72 by Ennis, Braun & Robertson

THE COMPLETE BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 1 TRADE PAPERBACK 1606902555

- Collects the first 3 Battlefields mini-series by Ennis, Braun, Snejbjerg and Ezquerra
THE COMPLETE BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 2 HARDCOVER
- Collects the final 3 Battlefields mini-series by Ennis,
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 1: THE NIGHT WITCHES.
- Collects issues 1-3 by Ennis and Braun
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 2: DEAR BILLY....
- Collects issues 1-3 by Ennis and Snejbjerg
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 3: THE TANKIES....
- Collects issues 1-3 by Ennis and Ezquerra
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 4: HAPPY VALLEY.....
- Collects issues 1-3 by Ennis and Holden
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 5: THE FIREFLY AND HIS MAJESTY.
- Collects issues 4-6 by Ennis and Ezquerra
BATTLEFIELDS VOL. 6: MOTHERLAND.
- Collects issues 7-9 by Ennis and Braun
DAN DARE OMNIBUS TRADE PAPERBACK.
- Collects issues 1-7 by Ennis and Erskine
JENNIFER BLOOD VOL. 1: A WOMAN'S WORK IS NEVER DONE.
- Collecting issues 1-6 by Ennis, Batista, Marz and Baal
THE COMPLETE JUST A PILGRIM TRADE PAPERBACK.....
- Collects both mini-series by Ennis and Ezquerra together for the first time
SEVEN BROTHERS OMNIBUS VOL. 1....
- Collects both mini series by Ennis, Raab, Kang and more
THE SHADOW VOL. 1: THE FIRE OF CREATIOI
- Collects issues 1-6 by Ennis and Campb:

606902229

1606900285

1606900579

1606900757

1606901281

1606901451

1606902210

1606900404

16069026 1X

1606900072

160690258X

606903616
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HAD TO COME
BACK IN AS A CAPTAIN,
BUT BY GOD IT WAS

WORTH IT.

I'VE GIVEN THIS A LOT
OF THOUGHT, AND THE WAY I SEE
IT IS, IT'S WAR. WE'RE SUPPOSED
TO ENGAGE THE ENEMY. WE GET
MEN KILLED, YES: BUT WE
GET MEN OUT; TOO.

THIS JERRY YE
MENTIONED, THE
BOOGER THAT
WAVED TO YE?

YOU SAID HE

LORD.  SURVIVED, DID

YOU TAKE HIM
PRISONER?

LOOK...I KNOW HE'S
BROUGHT BACK ALL SORTS
OF NASTY MEMORIES, BUT
TAKE THIS YOUNG CHAP AND
SEE WHAT YOU CAN MAKE

OF HIM, WILL You?

MISTER
O'CONNOR?

WELL, AH TOLD YE
ABOOT THE KING TIGER
THERE...AH RAN INTO A
BUNCH O’ YANKS IT'D CARVED
OOP A DAY OR SO EARLIER,
AN’ ONE O’ THEM TOLD ME
THE JERRY IN CHARGE
WAVED TO THEM.

NO SIR. 1
SMASHED HIS
FOOKIN' BRAINS

OOT WI' A

ROCK.

CARRY ON,
SAR'NT.
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THE DREAMS
I'VE HAD OF HAVING
A CRACK AT A
TIGER IN ONE OF
THESE...

ALL OF A SUDDEN
THERE IS NO JOB. OR THERE
WOULD BE, BUT THE YANKS

ARE HOGGING ALL THE
COMMUNIST ARMOR.

OH, CAPTAIN
O'CONNOR,
SIR. EVENIN'. J

EVENING,
SAR'NT. WHAT D'YOU
THINK, WOULD THE

CENTURION HAVE
BEEN EQUAL TO
THE TASK?

UH, I THINK IT
WOULD'VE BEEN, AYE,
SIR. IT'S THE TANK WE
SHOULD'VE HAD TEN

YEAR AGO.

AHD STILL
PUT IT OOP AGAINST
OWT THERE IS, SIR.
IT'S THAT CANNY IT'LL
EVEN MAKE YE A
CUP O’ TEA. AND I WAS
RATHER HOPING
TO HAVE A CHAT
ABOUT YOUNG
ROBINSON...

BUT..JUST
WHEN THEY GIVE
US SOMETHIN' CAN

DEE THE JOB...
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HIS... THE LAD ROBINSON,

MISTER WELL,
CARTER'S REET, SIR. GIVEN THAT
IT'S BLOODY DAFT, YOU DID.
AH SHOULD NEVER

HAVE SAID OWT
ABOOT IT.

AN’ THEN ONE DAY
WE CAME FACE-TO-FACE
WI' A TIGER, AN’ ROBBO
PUT A SHOT REET DOON

THE BARREL O' THE
EIGHTY-EIGHT.

CHRIST, HE WAS A CONTRARY
BASTAD, THIS FELLA. THE OLDER ONE,
AH'M TALKIN’ ABOOT--AL HE DID WAS
TAKE THE PISS, AH WAS SURE AH WAS

GONNA END OOP LATHERIN' HIM.

. “IT WAS A BLOODY |
ACCIDENT, BUT NAEBODY |
CARED. WE'D KNOCKED
OOT A FOOKIN' TIGER.

HIS BROTHER WAS MAH

IN NORMANDY. NOW HE THINKS

AH'M SOME SORT O’ MIRACLE-
WORKER, AHM GONNA KEEP

GOONER

HIM SAFE.

“YE KNOW WAT IT WAS LIKE YERSELF,
SIR: IF YE SURVIVED ONE O’ THEM
THINGS IT WAS LIKE GOD'D SMILED ON
YE. IF YE GOT ONE YE WERE IMMORTAL.

“THEN, ABOOT TWO
DAYS LATER, WE RAN
INTO ANOTHE!
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“THIS WAS DURIN’ AN ATTACK, MIND,
NOT ONE-TO-ONE LIKE IT WAS BEFORE.
THIS BASTAD DRIVES OOT OF A WOOD
AN’ BREWS OOP THE WHOLE TROOP
IN THE TIME IT TAKES TO DRAW BREATH.

WE GOT T REET IN THE
FUEL TANKS, AN’ THE AMMO
STARTED GANNIN' OOP. AH
GOT ROBBO OOT--HE GOT f
KNOCKED UNCONSCIOUS AN’
HE WAS REET UNDER ME, SO
AH JUST GRABBED HIM AN’

PULLED LIKE MAD.

“HE GOT BORNED,
THE POOR BOOGER.
LOST HiS LEG."

AND YOU'RE
WORRIED YOU MIGHT
CONCEIVABLY HAVE
TO DO THE SAME FOR
THE BROTHER...?

AH DIVEN'T KNAW, SIR, BUT AH CANNAT
HAVE LADS THINKIN’ AHM GONNA BE ABLE TO SAVE
THEM. THE REST O’ THE CREW AL BORNED ALIVE,
CHRIST, THE SCREAMS O’ THEM...

THE LOADER,
YOUNG KEN--
AH, FOOK.

WE GOT
A TIGER. WE
REALLY THOUGHT
WE'D DONE
SOMETHIN'".

IT WAS AS IF
WED KILLED THE
DRAGON IN SOME

STORY FOR BAIRNS--
AN’ WE NEEDN'T
EVEN'VE BLOODY

BOTHERED.

D'YE KNAW
THEY GAVE ME A
FIREFLY AFTER THAT?
BY GOD, AH'LL TELL
YE, AH WENT FOOKIN'
HUNTIN'.

MUCH 600D IT
DID ME: EVENTUALLY WE
TOOK ON A KING TIGER,
AN’ THE TWO OF US GOT
EACH OTHER. ONLY ME AN’
THE JERRY COMMANDER
GOT OOT ALIVE.

SO THAT'S \
TWO CREWS, e < CONTRIVED TO
SIR. AL DOON ngEAggNA
TO ME. 5 .
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THAT WAS NORMANDY
COOM TOO. TIGER ONE POPPED
AN 2 AROUND A CORNER AND
— GOT THE LOT OF Us--WE
BLAZED AWAY AND DIDN'T
EVEN SCRATCH HIM.

EVEN WAVED AT
ME FROM THE
TURRET HATCH.

TH‘;HEY WEREN;I’H
THAT'S EIGHT 3 AH WASN'T \T KEEN ON THE
CRE’:\?S. BUT THAT MUCH COP IN CIWIE ACCENT, MIND, BUT
ISN'T THE POINT. STREET, SIR. IT WAS ONCE THEY HAD A
AS IF AL THE FIRE DEKKO AT ME
WENT OOT O’ ME. FILE...

THE POINT IS, WHAT
ARE WE DOING IN THIS SAME THING FOR
GHASTLY PLACE WHEN WE THEN ONE WEEKEND ME, REALLY. THOUGHT
COULD JUST AS EASILY AH WAS DOON IN LONDON, I NEVER WANTED TO
BE NICE AND SAFE IN SEEIN' SOME O’ THE OLD SEE A TANK AGAIN.
CIVVIE STREET? EIGHT ARMY WALLAHS FOR A INSTEAD--LOOSE END.
FEW PINTS, LIKE. AN’ BEFORE MOST USELESS THREE
AH KNiWRIT /:ZTJ W/LG WFALKIN' YEARS OF MY LIFE.
INTO ECRUITIN' OFFICE
NOW WHY
FOR THE HOOSSARS. SHOULD TH
BE, D'YOU
THINK?

UNFINISHED

UNFINISHED = A
BUSINESS, SIR. / BUSINESS.
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Stiles: ~ WHEN WE HEAR THE NEXT ATTACK GAN IN ON THE GLOSTERS, THAT’S WHEN WE’LL GIT
STARTED. STAY LOW. KEEP QUIET. DIVEN’T LOSE SIGHT O’ ME WATEVER YE DEE.

& AN’ IF AH COP IT, FOOK OFF AS FAST AS YE CAN AN’ GAN SOOTH, AN’ DIVEN'T
STOP ‘TIL YE ROON INTO FRIENDLIES — REET?

Frankie: I... UH...

Stiles:  GOOD MAN.
PAGE TWENTY
1

L;)ng shot. Flares suddenly burst around the top of the hill, illuminating hundreds of Chinese infantry on the slope.
Top: COME ON, YOU LITTLE BASTARDS —

2
Stiles grimly nudges Frankie, who looks up from where he crouches, terrified face lit by the flares above.

Off: COME ON AN’ GET YOUR SUPPER —

Stiles:  REET.

3:

The two hurry towards us, keeping low, Stiles grim- Frankie turns to look back at the horde of Chinese going up the

slope behind them.

4.
Long shot as the two of them move through the trees at the bottom of the hill.

Frankie: WILL WE MAKE IT, SARGE...?

Stiles:  BLOODY SURE WE WILL.

5

Frankie nervously follows the grim Stiles through the trees towards us. Behind them the summit of Hill 235 lights up
with flares, explosions and tracer.

Stiles: ~ WE'VE STILL GOT WORK TO DEE, AN’ WE'RE GONNA DEE IT WI’ A FOOKIN’ TANK.

PAGE TWENTY-ONE

1

Dawn. At the Hussars’ camp the tanks are preparing to move, a couple already taking up formation, crews climbing
aboard the rest. The command tent is further back.

Tent: SERGEANT STILES AN’ TROOPER ROBINSON REPORTIN’ AS ORDERED, SIR.

Tent2:  GOOD GOD...!

2.

O’Connor faces the grim Stiles and the nervous Frankie, both standing at attention. The Lieutenant from #1 looks up

from the radio operator, startled to see our heroes.

O’Connor:  HONESTLY NEVER EXPECTED TO SEE THE TWO OF YOU AGAIN. BLOODY WELL
DONE, GETTING OUT OF THAT HORNET’S NEST.

Stiles:  WAT’S THE JOB, SIR?
O’Connor: ARE YOU QUITE SURE YOU'RE UP TO IT? YOU MUST BE ABSOLUTELY EXHAUSTED...

3.

Stiles is grim, Frankie is obviously wary but manages to look determined enough to continue. They’re both grimy
and unshaven after their ordeal.

Stiles:  CERTAIN, SIR.

Frankie: ME TOO, SIR.

Off: ALL RIGHT, WELL, WE'RE JUST ABOUT TO START MOVING. THE BRIGADE’S BEEN
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ORDERED TO WITHDRAW AT LAST, GET THE INFANTRY DOWN OFF THOSE BLOODY HILLS.
THE FUSILIERS AND THE RIFLES ARE FALLING BACK ALONG ROUTE ELEVEN—
THE BELGIANS TOO. I EXPECT WE'LL BE GOING IN TO COVER THEM.

4.
O’Connor moves to leave. Stiles and Frankie watch him, curious.

O’Connor: YOU'VE FIVE MINUTES FOR A BREW AND A BITE, THEN WE'RE OFF...
Frankie: SIR?
Stiles: ~ WAT ABOOT THE GLOSTERS, SIR?

-F
Little bit grim, O’Connor holds out a folded piece of paper. Bad news.

PAGE TWENTY-TWO
The pair drink tea and eat sandwiches behind a tank- Stiles reads from the paper.

Stiles:  OH-SIX-OH-FIVE, FROM BRIGADE H.Q: GLOSTERS GIVEN PERMISSION TO BREAK
OOT.

Frankie: ABOUT BLEEDIN’ TIME...

Stiles:  OH-SIX-TWENTY, FROM THE GLOSTERS: SURROONDED, IMPOSSIBLE TO WITH
DRAW.

2:
Close in as Stiles studies the paper. Frankie listens, rapt, tea and sandwich forgotten.

Stiles:  OH-SIX-FORTY-FIVE, FROM FIELD TACTICAL: AIR DROP NOT GOIN’ IN AS GLOSTERS HAVE
ASKED FOR CONTINUOUS ARTILLERY FIRE.

Frankie: EH?

Stiles:  THEY’VE CALLED IN A STONK ON THEIR OWN POSITION. CHINKS ARE REET ON TOP O’
THEM.

3.
Frankie only, staring in slowly mounting horror as he realizes what’s coming.

Off: OH-SEVEN-FIFTY-FIVE, FROM THE GLOSTERS: THIRTY MINUTES RADIO BATTERY LEFT.

IMMEDIATE REPLY, FROM BRIGADE H.Q:

Stiles only, reading from the paper, quietly grim. Very solemn, knows they’re doomed.

Stiles:  NO ONE BUT GLOSTERS COULD HAVE DONE IT.
5.

Stiles gazes offshot, miles away- almost emotionless except for a barely perceptible sadness in his eyes. Further back
Frankie lowers his head and weeps like a child, wretched beyond belief.

TO BE CONCLUDED
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DEATH RIDE

Korea, 1951: as massed Chinese armies descend on
the United Nations forces defending South Korea,
a British Infantry Brigade finds itself dug in amidst
the hills and valleys of the Imjin River sector. With
them are the Centurion tanks of the 8th King's
Royal Irish Hussars, including tough Second World
War veteran Sergeant Stiles. But Stiles is a man
haunted by the horrors of his past, and when the
Communist offensive smashes into the tiny British
force, he must battle both his own demons and
the hordes of the enemy. The story of the Tankies
reaches its violent conclusion in The Green Fields
Beyond.

Written by Garth Ennis (The Boys, Red Team) with
art by-Carlos Ezquerré\uydge Dredd).
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Frankie: YEAH, IT GETS ‘EM ALL BLEEDIN’ SLAUGHTERED —!

Stiles:  D’YE THINK CHORMAN MOO AN’ THE BOYS IN PEKING GIVE A SHITE ABOOT THAT? THEY
DIVEN'T CARE IF WE’VE GOT A MILLION BULLETS —THEY’VE GOT TWO MILLION MEN.

3:

Nearest us an exhausted soldier gazes wearily offshot, rifle leant on a sandbag in front of him, grenades to hand. His
head and left arm are tightly bandaged, he’s grimy and unshaven, his uniform is ragged. His mate grabs some sleep
behind him. The next couple of soldiers are a good fifty yards away.

AN’ IT DOES WORK, MAN. EVERY TIME THEY COOM AT US THEY LOSE FOOK KNAWS HOO
MANY LADS—BUT THEY KNOCK OOT A VICKERS TEAM HERE, GIT A GRENADE INTO A
MORTAR PIT THERE...

& LOOK AT THE GAPS WE’VE GOT IN OOR LINE. D’YE KNAW B COMPANY’S DOON TO
A SIXTH OF ITS STRENGTH?

4.
Stiles shrugs, bleak. Frankie turns to look offshot, quite haunted now.

Stiles:  IT’S TOOF LUCK ON AL THE MUMS AN’ DADS BACK HOME. BUT IT DOES THE JOB.

5
View past the Bren barrel at the great piles of Chinese dead further down the slope.

Off: JUST BE THANKFUL WE GOT AL THAT FOOKIN’ INSANITY OOT OF OOR SYSTEM IN NINE
TEEN FOURTEEN-EIGHTEEN.

PAGE THIRTEEN
1

Still day. Nearest us a Vickers crew blaze away offshot down the hill. Beyond them we see another Bren gun team,
and off beyond them Stiles and Frankie in the distance, all doing the same thing.

Off: ALL RIGHT, THAT’S ENOUGH! CEASE FIRING!

2.

Close in. This time Frankie’s manning the Bren, looking up from the sights as Stiles calmly removes the magazine.

Ciggy hangs from his mouth.

Off: CEASE FIRING...!

Stiles: AL REET?

Frankie: YEAH, IT, UH... YOU SORTA START TO...

Stiles:  LIKE IT?

3.

Frankie smiles thoughtfully as he looks over the gun, like there’s something he’s still figuring out. Stiles clips in a

fresh mag.

Frankie: WAS I ALL RIGHT WITH IT?

Stiles:  TRY MOVIN’ IT AROOND A WEE BIT WHEN YE'RE SHOOTIN’.

= = THAT’S THE ONLY TROUBLE WI’ THE BREN, IT’S TOO BLOODY ACCURATE. YE CAN
PUT THE WHOLE THIRTY ROONDS THROUGH THE SAME BLOKE IF YE'RE NOT
CAREFUL.

4.

View past them as Frankie peers down the slope- nothing moving down below. Stiles looks over his shoulder at us,

suspicious.

Frankie: ‘TELL YOU THE TRUTH, I DUNNO IF I COULD REALLY TELL WHAT I WAS FIRIN" AT...

Stiles:  THAT’S NOT THE POINT. WE’VE GOTTA KEEP THE BASTADS’ HEADS DOON, LET ‘EM KNAW
WE’VE STILL GOT TEETH.
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IF THEY THINK WE’RE OOT O’ AMMO THEY’LL JUST GAN ROOND THE WHOLE
HILL, AN’ THEN THE LADS BEHIND US’LL BE... WAIT A MINUTE...

PAGES FOURTEEN AND FIFTEEN
1

Frankie’s eyes bulge from his skull nearest us and Stiles covers his ears and grimaces, two USAF F-80 fighter
bombers screaming dangerously low over their heads. Their wings are slung with napalm canisters and they’re head-
ed for the bottom of the slope. Other British soldiers fling themselves down all around.

2.
View past them, Stiles watching the F-80s pull out at the bottom of the slope and drop their ordnance, Frankie slam-
ming his hands over his ears in agony.

Frankie: AAAAAAAOOOOWW...!
3.
Big. The F-80s climb hard as a massive napalm explosion obliterates everything beneath them, flaring with orange

fire and black smoke.

4.
Frankie slowly takes his hands off his ears, pain forgotten, gaping offshot in shock. Stiles looks grim.

Frankie: WHAT...?
Stiles: THEY CALL IT NAPALM.

5:
View past them at the great black and orange fireball rising at the bottom of the hill.

Stiles:  FOOKIN” HORRIBLE STOOF, IT STICKS TO YE WHEN IT BORNS.
THERE WAS A COCK-OOP LAST SUMMER WHEN THE YANKS DROPPED IT ON ONE
OF OOR HIGHLAND OOTFITS —FOOK ME, THE SCREAMS O’ THEM POOR BLOODY
JOCKS...
OI! TANKIES!

6

They turn to see Bill Dawson hurrying over, staying low.

Dawson: THE C.O. SENT ME TO GET YOU! HE WANTS TO SEE YOU, I THINK YOU’VE BEEN ORDERED
OuT!

Frankie: YEAH—?

PAGE SIXTEEN

1.

A shell screams in from nowhere and shreds Dawson instantly. Even his rifle is blown to bits.

Off: BILL!

2.

Dawson lies sprawled in front of the appalled Frankie, who screams at him in horror. Stiles snarls from further back
as more explosions rise behind them. Dawson’s body is still intact, he has all four limbs, but he’s drenched in blood
and his uniform is in tatters- he’s bleeding from countless wounds. He stares at the sky in nothing more than mild
surprise, like he’s slightly puzzled about what’s happened.

Stiles:  THAT’S THEM SAYIN’ THANKS FOR THE NAPALM! GET DOON!

Frankie: BILL! BILL! BILL! BILL!

3.

Dawson only, frowning as he slowly realizes something. Even now he looks more uncertain than anything else.

Don’t play this for sympathy or it won’t work.

Dawson: HUH.
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I'LL NEVER BE NINETEEN.

4.
Frankie only, appalled, over the edge into total horror.

Off: POOR MUM.

5.
Long shot as more explosions tear up the British line. Their perimeter takes in the top of the hill and not much else.

PAGE SEVENTEEN

15

Sundown. View across the top of the hill, with dozens of wounded men on stretchers being tended to by just a few
medics. Command post further back, men coming and going- an officer stands by a radio set, whose operator
crouches next to it. Several other officers, as well as Stiles and Frankie, wait for the guy on the radio- we don’t need
to recognize them yet.

Officer: I UNDERSTAND THE POSITION QUITE CLEARLY....

2

Close in. Stiles and the rather bleak and beaten Frankie wait as Lt. Col. James Carne (ref to follow) speaks into the
radio, headphones held to one ear, mike in his other hand. He’s as grimy and ragged as all the men around him, but
he remains upright and quite calm.

Carne:  WHAT I MUST MAKE CLEAR TO YOU IS THAT MY COMMAND IS NO LONGER AN EFFECTIVE
FIGHTING FORCE.

IF IT IS REQUIRED THAT WE SHALL STAY HERE, IN SPITE OF THIS, WE SHALL CON
TINUE TO HOLD. BUT I WISH TO MAKE CLEAR THE NATURE OF MY POSITION.

3.
Brisk and businesslike, Carne hands the radio gear to the operator and turns to one of the other officers, Tony Farrar-

Hockley (ref to follow), who’s just as cool and collected. Stiles and Frankie listen carefully, Frankie quite startled.

Carne:  THANK YOU, GIBSON. TONY, YOU KNOW THAT ARMOR-INFANTRY COLUMN THAT’S COM
ING TO RELIEVE US?

F-H: YES SIR?
Carne: ~ WELL, IT ISN'T.
F-H: RIGHT, SIR. SAR’NT STILES, SIR.

4.
Carne turns to our two heroes, who snap to attention and salute.

Stiles:  SIR!

Carne:  OH YES, THE TANKIES. WE FINALLY HEARD BACK FROM YOUR H.Q; THERE’S A CAPTAIN
O’CONNOR WHO’D LIKE YOU BACK FORTHWITH. ALL RIGHT?

Stiles:  SIR.
PAGE EIGHTEEN
1

He smiles slightly and now we can see how tired he is, just for a second, even though he does a good job of hiding
it. Stiles and Frankie relax a little, although Frankie’s still nervous in the presence of a senior officer.

Carne:  OH, AT EASE. I'M TOLD YOU’VE DONE STERLING SERVICE OVER THE LAST COUPLE OF
DAYS—T'LL BE SURE AND WRITE A NOTE TO YOUR C.O. WHEN THE DUST SETTLES.

Stiles:  DIVEN'T WORRY ABOOT THAT, SIR.
Carne: HMH. WELL, I'D WAIT FOR DARK BEFORE TRYING ANY SORT OF A BREAKOUT.

2.
Pull back. Stiles salutes again, and this time Carne does likewise. Hurried activity continues all around them.
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Stiles:  GOOD LUCK TO YE, SIR.

Carne:  AND TO YOU, SAR’NT. CARRY ON.

3.

Stiles strides grimly down the slope away from the command post, followed quickly by the nervous Frankie. Nearer
us a mortar team sit and smoke, bombs stacked in the mortar pit next to their weapon.

Frankie: SARGE, ARE—ARE WE JUST GONNA LEAVE THESE LADS TO IT?

Stiles: ~ WE’VE ORDERS TO REJOIN OOR UNIT.

Frankie: BUT WHY DON'T THEY GET OUT OF IT TOO—?

Stiles:  THEY’VE ORDERS TO HOLD.

4.
Frankie turns as he follows Stiles, gazing back at the command post. Stiles is nearest, grim, little bit pissed off.

Frankie: WELL—I MEAN—WHAT’S HE TALKIN” ABOUT WRITIN’ NOTES FOR, IF THEY AIN'T GONNA
BE...?

SARGE?

PAGE NINETEEN

17

Night. Stiles is handing the Bren to Parky and Big John, the two riflemen he was exchanging insults with on page 7.
Their foxhole is pretty close to the summit. Parky has one arm in a sling now, both are grimy, unshaven, tired but
relaxed. The nervous Frankie waits with his Sten gun, ready to go. Other soldiers wait further back,

Stiles:  WELL, THANKS FOR THE LOAN OF IT.

Parky:  TA, GEORDIE. GIVE ‘EE MUCH TROUBLE?

Stiles:  NOT A BIT.

25
Stiles frowns, pretending to remember something. Slight smile, but not cruel or smirking.

Stiles:  OH, AH MEANT TO TELL YE BEFORE WE GAN: AH SMERKED AL YER TABS.
* SORRY ABOOT THAT.

3.
Parky and Big John look puzzled, but they have the same smiles.

Parky: ~ WHAT’S THAT HE’S SAYIN’, BIG JOHN?
John: COULDN'T TELL ‘EE, PARKY. DIDN'T GET A WORD O’ THAT.

4.
Pull back, page width. Stiles and Frankie creep off into the dark, Big John and Parky setting up the Bren nearest us.

5.

The pair crouch low somewhere further down the slope, with the gloomy piles of the Chinese dead nearest. Stiles
has unholstered his Webley revolver.

Stiles: AL REET, FRANKIE. ARE YE LISTENIN?

Frankie: Y-YEAH...!

Stiles: ~ WE’VE A LONG WAY TO GAN AN’ NOT MUCH TIME TO DEE IT IN, AN’ WE’VE GOTTA GIT
THROUGH THE LINES IN THE DARK. SO:

6.
Stiles looks the nervous Frankie in the eye, meaningful but with none of his usual ire.
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Stiles:  STAY DOON!
Frankie: B-B-BLEEDIN’ RIGHT I WILL!
Iz:;ankie slowly lifts his head nearest- view past him at the dead Chinese nearest, with the explosions already dying
away further down the slope.
Frankie: JESUS—!
WHY DON'T THEY KEEP IT UP? JUST KNOCK HELL OUT OF ‘EM ALL DAY LONG?
SHORT O’ SHELLS.

3
Stiles gestures at half a dozen empty Bren magazines next to the gun. Frankie is nervous.

Stiles:  DIVEN'T FORGET THE GOONERS’RE COVERIN’ AL THE BATTALIONS, NOT JUST THE
GLOSTERS.

“ HERE, START RELOADIN’ SOME O’ THEM MAGAZINES THERE. WE MAY AS WELL
MAKE THE MOST O’ THE TIME.

Frankie: SARGE, WHEN CAN WE GET OUT O’ THIS HELLHOLE...?

4.
Stiles turns to look back at Hill 235 behind them. Frankie warily reaches for the mags.

Stiles:  WELL, NOT DURIN’ DAYLIGHT. WE'LL SEE IF WE CAN SLIP OOT AFTER DARK.

“ “ BUT THIS IS GITTIN’ BEYOND A JOKE, MAN. AH THINK THEY'LL BE TIGHTENIN’
THE PERIMETER, PULLIN’ EVERYONE BACK ONTO HILL TWO-THREE-FIVE ITSELF...

Frankie: THAT MEANS WE'RE STUCK, DON'T IT?
- - JESUS...!

PAGE SIX

1

Twilight. A very young-looking soldier about Frankie’s age crouches by Stiles and Frankie’s position, placing a box
of .303 rounds next to the Bren. His shoulders are hung with ammo belts, he carries two bulging satchels as well as a
large can of steaming stew. Stiles and Frankie eat quickly from mess tins.

Soldier: GET THAT DOWN YOU, QUICK AS YOU CAN. THEY’LL BE AT US AGAIN IN NO TIME.

“ “ THIS IS EVERYTHING WE’VE GOT FOR NOW, THERE’S SUPPOSED TO BE A SUPPLY
DROP IN THE MORNIN’...

Stiles: TA, SON. AN’ FOR THE SCRAN AN’ ALL.
Frankie: YEAH, CHEERS, MATE! WHAT’S YER NAME?

2.
The guy grins as he and Frankie shake hands. Stiles peers offshot into the dark.

Soldier: BILL DAWSON, FROM WINCHCOMBE.

Frankie: FRANKIE ROBINSON, SHOREDITCH. PLEASED TO MEET YOU, BILL.

Soldier: ALL RIGHT, FRANKIE!

& * LISTEN, THE BOSS SAYS HE PUT A CALL THROUGH TO THE HUSSARS ABOUT YOU
TWO, BUT SO FAR HE’S HAD NO WORD BACK. HE SAYS IF YOU WANNA GET OUT
TONIGHT YOU’RE FREE TO TRY, BUT HE DON’T ADVISE IT.

Stiles:  AYE, WE’LL STAY PUT FOR NOO. KEEP YER HEAD DOON, SON.

3.
Stiles finishes eating. Frankie watches Bill Dawson dash off into the gloom, staying low.
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Frankie: BLOODY HELL, SARGE, HOW OLD D’YOU THINK HE WAS?
Stiles:  HAVE YE LOOKED IN THE FOOKIN” MIRROR RECENTLY?
& & TONEET’S GONNA BE A REAL BASTAD...

4.
Stiles only, gazing suspiciously offshot.

Stiles:  WE’VE NO WIRE OOT IN FRONT OF US. NO MINES. THEY MUST’VE THOUGHT THEY’D BE
MOVIN’ AGAIN SOON, ‘CAUSE THEY’VE NOT EVEN DOOG ANY BOONKERS...

Off: DID I HEAR WE'VE A GEORDIE WITH US—?
PAGE SEVEN
1

Two soldiers in a slit trench grin happily, one reloading his rifle. Frankie and Stiles are about ten yards further along
the line. Two more soldiers start laughing further back.

Soldier: TRUE ENOUGH, PARKY! FROM THE LAND WHERE THEY EAT THEIR OWN YOUNG’UNS!
Soldier 2: MIND THYSELF, BIG JOHN! HAPPEN HE’LL EAT ‘EE TOO, IF HE’S PECKISH!
Stiles:  AYE, HERE WE GAN...!

2:
Stiles tries not to laugh as he yells abuse offshot. Frankie is bewildered.

Stiles:  THAT’S FOOKIN’ RICH, COOMIN’ FROM YE LOT! YE LOADA BOSS-EYED WEST COONTRY
SHEEPSHAGGERS!

Off: JESUS, HE’S REAL! LISTEN TO HIS BLOOD-CURDLIN’ CRIES!

Stiles:  CREAM TEAS AN’ ROOTIN’ LIVESTOCK! IT’S AL YE BOOGERS'RE GOOD FOR!

Off: US’LL ALL BE DEVOURED IN OUR SLEEP, WITH THAT FUCKIN’ THING ON THE LOOSE!

3,

Stiles rolls his eyes, mutters quietly in mild disbelief. Not really annoyed. Behind him Frankie raises an eye, covers

his smile.

Stiles:  BLOODY YOKELS. DID YE EVER HEAR ANYTHIN’ MORE DAFT THAN THAT FOOKIN’ RIDICU
LOUS ACCENT?

Off: HEY! GEORDIE!

4.
Stiles raises an eye as a battered packet of cigarettes lands next to him, several left in it.

5.
Stiles smile slightly, cigarette in his mouth. He offers Frankie one without looking at him.

Stiles:  HMH. D’YE KNAW WHO USED TO SAY THAT, ABOOT US EATIN’ BAIRNS? YER BROOTHER.

% KEEP OOT O’ SIGHT IF YE WANNA SMERK.

PAGE EIGHT

ihs

Night. A full moon has risen above the hills, and in its light and that of several flares we see dozens of little figures
shooting down the slope- the British- and hundreds charging up it into their fire- the Chinese. Tracers fly explosions
rise in the Chinese ranks.

British: FALL BACK! FALL BACK!

2

B‘ill Dawson yells offshot nearest, rifle in hand. A few yards behind him Frankie turns to see him, startled, Sten picks
up the Bren by its carrying handle.
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Dawson: ORDER’S BEEN GIVEN! FALL BACK ON H.Q., THERE’S A STONK LAID ON TO COVER US!
Stiles:  TOLD YE. GET THE SPARE MAGS AN’ GRENADES AN’ COOM ON.

3.

Stiles and the nervous Frankie hurry towards us, Frankie with his arms full of gear, staying low. Others do likewise
further back, Dawson nearest.

Frankie: WH-WHAT’S THE SCORE, BILL?

Dawson: HARD TO SAY, FRANKIE. THERE’S TALK OF A RELIEF FORCE, BUT NOTHIN’ FOR SURE JUST
YET.

* BOSS SAYS THE YANKS’RE PULLIN’ OUT FURTHER ALONG TO THE EAST. WE'RE
STILL ORDERED TO HOLD, THOUGH.

Stiles:  ANY IDEA WAT WE'RE OOP AGAINST?

4.
Close as Dawson replies, Stiles glares suspiciously offshot.

Dawson:  HEARD A WHOLE CHINK DIVISION. THAT’S AGAINST OUR BATTALION ALONE, GOD
KNOWS HOW MANY ALTOGETHER.

Stiles: ~ WE SHOULD’VE BIN PULLED BACK AS SOON AS THEY SAW THE NOOMBERS, IT’S FOOKIN’
DAFT LEAVIN’ US—

N N HERE IT COOMS...!
PAGE NINE
1:

A solid line of shellbursts rips into the Chinese ranks, causing the same havoc as before. The trio continue to retreat
further back.

Frankie: SARGE, WHERE'RE WE GOIN’

2.
They hurry towards us. Nearest us Dawson peers offshot.

Stiles:  AH TOLD YE, THE BIG HILL. TWO-THREE-FIVE.

Frankie: BUT WE’RE BLEEDIN’ SURROUNDED, WHERE’S THERE TO GO AFTER THAT?

Dawson: HERE—

3.

He turns and knocks them both to the ground in the nick of time. Several gunflashes light the night, dangerously
close, and tracers whip past inches over their heads.

Dawson: DOWN!!

4.

They cower in the dust with tracers passing over their heads. Frankie’s terrified, Stiles grimly grabs the Bren,
Dawson squints offshot.

Frankie: JESUS, THEY'RE UP ABOVE US! THEY MUST'VE GOT ROUND BEHIND!

Dawson: CAN'T MAKE ‘EM OUT...

Stiles:  GRENADES, BOTH O’ YE. MAKE SURE THEY'RE WHITE PHOSPHOROUS.

5.

Dawson hurls a grenade. Frankie holds one ready but seems almost paralysed. Stiles snarled without looking up,
cocking the Bren.

Frankie: BUT IT’S TOO DARK, I DUNNO WHERE —

Stiles:  JUST PULL THE FOOKIN’ PIN AN’ HOY IT!
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PAGE TEN
1. Both grenades burst amongst six Chinese soldiers, killing one and spraying the rest with glowing white phospho-
rous. They scream in shock and fear, one dropping his SMG.

Chinese: WAAAAHH!!

2.

Big. View past Stiles as he brings the Bren to his shoulder. Frankie stares at him. About twenty yards away we see
the bizarre effect of five human figures splattered in luminous white phos: the glowing patches are all that’s visible,
50 we get a face and arm, then a leg, then most of a body, then just a bunch of moving white dots and shapes.

Stiles:  FIRST YE LIGHT THE BOOGERS OOP—

3.

He opens fire and the weirdly lit-up Chinese are blown away nearest us, completely shredded as Stiles empties the
mag. We don’t see much more of him than the gunflash of his Bren.

Stiles:  THEN YE SHOOT AT THE LIGHTS.

4.
Stiles and Dawson hurry on up the slope. Frankie turns to look back at us as he follows, amazed and shaken.

Stiles:  CANNY STOOF THAT WHITE PHOS, WE USED TO MARK TARGETS WITH IT AL THE TIME...
PAGE ELEVEN
1

Day. Back on the main hill now, 235. A lull in the battle as the Glosters occupy new positions. Long shot here- try
and make it as different as possible to the earlier position, a much steeper hill, the troops in a tighter perimeter nearer
the summit.

Summit: ] DUNNO HOW THEY CAN DO THAT...

2.

They’ve set up the Bren behind a little wall of sandbags this time, bipod clipped up, stack of magazines to hand.
Stiles is dozing with his wool cap pulled down over his eyes. Frankie gazes offshot, quietly but deeply troubled.

Stiles:  YE SHOULD GIT SOME SHUT-EYE, BONNY LAD. YE'LL BE GLAD OF IT WHEN THEY COME
BACK THE NEET.

Frankie: LOOK AT ‘EM DOWN THERE.

“ “ HOW CAN THEY DO IT?

3.

Big. The Chinese dead lie sprawled on the lower slopes, hundreds of bodies riddled with bullet or blast wounds. In
some places they’re stacked up three or four corpses high.

Off: HOW CAN THEY JUST... RUN INTO OUR GUNS?

4.
Close. Stiles pulls the cap off his eyes, glances meaningfully at us, smiles without any humour in it.

Stiles:  CAN YE NOT GUESS WAT HAPPENS TO ANY O’ THEM DIVEN'T FANCY THE IDEA?

PAGE TWELVE

1.

Frankie turns, frowning, intrigued. Stiles shrugs, sits up, pulls out the cigarettes.

Frankie: YEAH...?

Stiles:  COMMIE WAY O’ WAR, FRANKIE. THE ROOSSIANS DID THE SAME THING LAST TIME; THEY
PUT MACHINE-GOONS BEHIND THEIR LADS BEFORE AN ATTACK. YE COULD PROBABLY
GIT KILT CHARGIN’ THE JORMANS, OR DEFINITELY IF YE TORNED AROOND.
“ AH DIVEN'T KNAW WAT THE TIDDLYWINK VERSION O’ THAT IS. BUT IT WORKS.

2
Stiles lights up, watched by the somewhat appalled Frankie.
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YE'RE OOR NEW
LOADER/OPERATOR, ARE
YE? WHEREABOOTS'RE

YE FROM, LONDON?

TROOPER
ROBINSON, SERGEANT!
I'M ASSIGNED TO YER
CREW, I'M REPORTIN'

FOR DUTY!

AYE, AL REET,
SON. RELAX.

Y,
CHAMPION.

WEEL, THEM Yy YER KIT AN’
TWO OOP THERE'RE I'LL FINISH
MIKE WOODS, HE'S ~ ME SCRAN AN
THE DREEVER, AN’ | TELL YE THE

COL MCARDLE, INS AN’ 00TS
GOONER. OF IT.
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EAGER WELL, MAYBE
BE{WEZ_; NOT A MISERABLE
AIN'T HE? STREAK O' BRUMMIE HERE'S THE
PISS LIKE YOU, BUT RIVER. LEFT TO RIGHT
THE REST OF US . YE'VE GOT THE HILLS
HELD BY THE GLOSTERS,
THE FUSILIERS AN’ THE
BELGIANS, AN’ THAT'S
THE OOLSTER RIFLES
DOON THERE IN

RESERVE.
REET:

WE'RE HERE.
X MARKS THE
SPOT.

WE'VE JUST
COOM OOP TO RELIEVE
B SQUADRON. USUALLY
WAT WE DO IS GAN OOT
ON PATROL WI' ONE O' THE
BATTALIONS--COOPLE O'
TANKS AN’ A COOPLE
O SECTIONS O
THEIR LADS.

DYou
FINK THERE'S
MUCH CHANCE

OF ACTION,
SARGE?

THERE’S PLENTY O’ RUMORS

GANNIN' AROOND. THE TIDDLYWINKS'RE HA HA, TIDDLYWINKS!

JUST OWER THE RIVER THERE, SO THAT'S BRILLIANT, SARGE!
YE NIVER KNAW, THEY MIGHT

TRY SOMETHIN'.
OVER ON OOR
FLANK HERE YE'VE GOT

SOME YANKS AN’ SOOTH
KOREAN OOTFITS, BUT
WE HARDLY EVER SEE

OWT O THEM.

THE YANKS'RE
THE YANKS. THE
SOOTH KOREANS'RE
FOOKIN' ROOBISH, THE
ONLY TIME YE SEE THEM
COONTS IS WHEN
THEY COOM OOT TO
START EXECUTIN'
PRISONERS.
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The Korean War sits forever in the shadow of the global conflagration that
preceded it. That this should be so is not surprising; six years and sixty million
dead eclipse a century of lesser conflicts. Further, the two wars shared many
combatants and many weapons. Even the photographs are mostly that same grainy
black & white, banishing all concerned to ancient history.

Yet, somehow ignorant of future judgments, the North Korean People’s Army
crossed the 38th Parallel on 25 June 1950. Smashing south at Blitzkrieg pace
they drove all before them, sending American and Republic of Korea forces
reeling back in disarray. The United Nations - facing its first real test - backed
the South. The invaders were held and then repulsed, and U.N. forces pushing
north might very well have ended the matter, had it not been for half a million
Chinese soldiers.

Communist China came to the aid of her North Korean ally in the nick of
time. Another great retreat began; by December the international armies
were back across the Parallel. Savage fighting lasted through a wretched
winter, then a bitter spring. As ever, the people were the losers: the tally of
civilians slain in massacres is anybody’s guess.

By April 1951 U.N. soldiers had advanced again, re-establishing the Parallel,
then stopping to regain their strength. In the west of the country, in the Imjin
River sector, the British 29th Brigade took up positions on a line of hills that
overlooked the river and the land beyond. Strung out across more of the
harsh country than they could ever hope to cover, the Brigade sat and waited: one
battalion each of the Royal Ulster Rifles, the Royal Northumberland Fusiliers,
and - soon to be immortal - the Gloucester Regiment. Even with a Belgian
unit loaned to bolster numbers, they were still but a few thousand strong.

Also with 29th Brigade were the Sabre Squadrons of 8th King’s Royal Irish
Hussars: some forty of the latest Centurion tanks, each with its four-man
crew. To no one’s surprise - least of all their own - the Tankies were back up
the sharp end.

1: Now Thrive The Armourers





