The Deer Hunter

Mike: Hey, Nick. Are you all right? Nick, it's me. Nick. Hey, hey. (Nick tries to walk pass Mike, Mike holds Nick.) What are you doing? Nick. What are you doing… oh. (They keep pushing each other.)  Nick, what are you doing? Nicolas. What's the matter? Come on. Come on. You know it's me? It's Mike. Tell me it's Mike. Tell me it's Mike. 
Nick: It's Mike.

Mike: Tell me it's Mike.

Nick: It's Mike.

Mike: Mike. Mike who? Mike who?
Nick: Hey.

Mike: Mike who? 

Nick: Mike who? I don't know.

Mike: Nicolas, I came 12,000 miles back here to get you. (Nick struggles with Mike.) Don't do that to me. I'll fucking… Don't do it. Don't do it. Don't do it. What's the matter with you? Don't you recognize me? Huh? (Mike slaps Nick.) Don't you recognize me? Huh? Nicky, I love you. You're my friend. What are you doing? (Nick spits Mike in the face. Mike doesn’t know how to react.) How could you fucking do this to me? You fucking… Did you hear what I said? 
Nick seats in the table ready to play Russian roulette against a Vietnamese man, Mike forces the Vietnamese off the table and takes his place. People yell and make bets around them, the referee examines the gun. Mike talks while the referee loads the gun. 

Mike: We don't have much time. We don't have much time, Nick. (The referee speaks in Vietnamese, the room becomes silent and the referee hands the gun to Nick.)  Don't do it. (After a second Nick shoots, the barrel was empty. Clamor in the room. The referee takes the gun, asks for silence in the room and hands the gun to Mike.) Is this what you want? Is this what you want? (Mike puts the gun to his head. Considers it.) I love you, Nick. (Mike shoots, the barrel was empty. General clamor. The referee takes the gun again.) Nicholas… (The referee checks the gun once more and asks for silence.) Come on, Nicky. Come home. Just come home. Home. Talk to me. (Nick tries to speak but doesn’t.) Nicolas, talk to me. (The referee hands Nick the gun.) Nicky. Nicky. (Nick move the gun to his head. Mike stops him and lowers his arm.) Wait a minute, Nick. What did you do to your arms? Nicky, do you remember the trees? Remember all the different ways in the trees? Remember that? Remember? Huh? The mountains. You remember all that? Yeah.

Nick: One shot. 

Mike: One shot. One shot. (Nick laughs.) Hey.
Nick: Yeah. 

Nick takes his arm quickly from Mike’s grip, puts the gun to his head and shoots. The barrel is loaded. Mike tries to stop Nick but fails. Nick shoots himself and falls to the ground. The crowd roars. Mike holds Nick trying to stop the blood spilling from the head wound. 
Mike: Nicky! Nick! Nick! Oh! Nicky! Nick! Nicky! Nick! Nicky! Nicky! No! Nick! No! No! No! Nicky, you can't die!
