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ADE | N:

EXT. PRI PYAT - DAY

Pripyat, Ukraine
3.5 kilonmeters fromthe Chernobyl Nuclear Power Pl ant

Fromthe roof of a building in Pripyat, we see the remains of
t he Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant in the distance. The
reactor tower stands tall and stark against the sky. The
entire city is silent.

Leaves bl ow down enpty streets between crunbling tenenent

bl ocks. Grass and trees sprout up through cracks in the
pavenent. In the distance bark wild dogs. The daylight is a
nmut ed gray beneath an oppressive ceiling of cloud.

A Ukrainian SOLD ER wal ks through the forest that has

engul fed the dead city. H s Kal ashnikov is at the ready,

al t hough by his manner he does not seemto expect an anbush.
Voi ces speaking in UWkrainian can be heard and the outlines of
nore SOLDI ERS are visible through the woods. Sonmewhere is the
sound of a helicopter.

He wears an intimdating GP-5 gas nmask. He | ooks towards the
sky, the wan daylight casting the shadow of the barren tree

branches across his huge, round goggles. H's Ceiger counter

crackl es nmenaci ngly.

MACM LLAN
(whi sper)
O, Suzy!

The soldier turns to see a man, Captain MACM LLAN, hurtling
towards himdressed in a ghillie suit, a type of canoufl age
clothing designed to resenble heavy foliage. It |ooks |like

the man is wearing a hooded robe of noss.

MacM | I an slans into him knocking the Ukrainian soldier into
a tree as he buries a knife in the man’s neck. The man’s cry
is muffled by his gas mask. MacM Il an twi sts the knife and
eases the dead soldier to the ground before pulling out the
weapon. MacM |l an speaks in the thick brogue of the Scottish
Hi ghl ands.

MACM LLAN
Beautiful. Al clear.

He wi pes the blade off on the man’s clothing before returning
it to his shoul der sheath and unslinging his suppressed
carbine. Another ghillie-suited figure, PRI CE, energes from

t he underbrush, carrying a sniper rifle. Coils of rope are
draped across his chest.



They sneak through the trees, two gray-green figures in a
gray-green forest, until they reach a road where a |ine of
trucks and jeeps are parked, surrounded by a score of

SCLDI ERS tal king or patrolling. Behind themthe white, Soviet-
era apartnment buildings of Pripyat |oomover the forest |ike
prehistoric nmonoliths. A Havoc attack HELI COPTER flies by
overhead. Price’s accent is East London, although not the
stereotypi cal Cockney.

PRI CE
Looks li ke they’ve bought out the
entire Ukrainian army. It’'s a
bl oody convention out there.

He | ooks to his superior for instruction.

MACM LLAN
Get ready to nove on ny signal
We're goin deep, and we’'re goin
har d.

PRI CE
Surely you can’t be serious.

It is a statenent, not a question, as if it is part of a
ritual between them

MACM LLAN
Stay right behind ne. Hold...
kay. .. Go!

When the soldiers aren’t |ooking, the two nen make a nad dash
forward in a | ow crouch frombehind the trees to hide between
two jeeps. They glance around, but they tinmed their run just
right and avoi ded being seen. MacM Il an gets down on his
belly and starts to crawl underneath the line of trucks,
Price hot on his heels.

The two Britons keep glancing to the side as they craw

al ong, but the chattering soldiers do not see them they are
bei ng good sentries and | ooki ng outwards. One SOLDI ER pauses
next to PRICE, who freezes, staring at the man's feet. The
man drops his cigarette and crushes it beneath his boot,
before noving off. Price lets out the breath he has been
hol di ng, and keeps craw i ng.

They reach the forenost truck, and pause, waiting for their
opportunity. Wien it comes, they crawl out, spring to their
feet, and race into the cover of a stand of trees on the
opposite side of the road. Mraculously, the alarmis not
rai sed. They | ook back when they are hidden, to see if they
have been foll owed. They haven’t.



MACM LLAN
That’s how it’s done, | ad.

They stick to the thin strip of woodl and to avoid bei ng seen.
After a jog between dil api dated buil dings, they reach the
back entrance of the Pripyat Palace of Culture, the city’s
sports and comunity center. The door hangs w de open on its
rusting hinges, but in front of it a WLD DOG ghaws on the
corpse of a DEER. MacM Il an rai ses his hand.

MACM LLAN
St op.

Price draws up behind him

MACM LLAN
Leave it alone. It’s a wild dog.

They begin to nove around it towards the ranp up to the door,
rifles trained on the ani mal.

MACM LLAN
Pooch doesn’t | ook too friendly.
Keep your distance. No need to
attract unnecessary attention.

The dog notices them and begins to grow, but it does not
attack as they slip inside, MACMLLAN in the |ead.

I NT. PALACE OF CULTURE - DAY

The two nmen nove through a cafeteria where grass and saplings
sprout up between the tiles, and dust hangs thick in the air.
They head up a flight of stairs, and we can hear the ghostly
shouts and | aughter of children froma quarter century ago.
They emerge on a bal cony overl ooki ng the entrance hall, and

t hrough the glass front they see the om nous shape of the
power plant.

MACM LLAN stops, staring at it. PRICE joins hima few nonents
| ater.

MACM LLAN

Look at this place, Leftenant.
Fifty thousand people used to live
inthis city. Nowit’s a ghost
town. |’ve never seen anything like
it.

(turns to PRICE)
... This is what we're trying to
prevent.



The sweep of his armtakes in all of Pripyat.

MACM LLAN

Can you inmagine this happening to
London or d asgow or, Cod,
| nver ness?

(horrified silence)
W have to stop it from happeni ng.
And for once, the politicians
realized that. This is Britain's
first black ops assassination since
the Second Wrld War. W're the
best, you realize that, right?
Better than the Spetsnaz or the
G een Berets. That’'s why they sent
us, because failure is not an
option. W have to stop this dea
from goi ng through. Cash for spent
fuel rods?

(shakes head)
That’ s one hell of a recipe for
di saster.

They start to head down to the ground floor, past galleries
of flaking Soviet nmurals, their footfalls raising snal

cl ouds of dust on a floor strewn with rubble, books, papers,
and ot her debris. They are constantly | ooking around, wary of
possi bl e ambush sites, choke points, the angle of the |ight.

PRI CE
One shot, one kill, and it’Il all
be over.

MACM LLAN
One? When the arns deal starts,
it’s open season. | want you

nailing every last sod you can |ay
your sights on

PRI CE
How many can we expect?

As they reach the ground floor, they pause and crouch at the
sound of an approaching helicopter. The Havoc flies over the
town square outside the center

MACM LLAN
The arns dealer will have all the
soldiers he's bribed with him as
wel |l as sone of his own nen.
Twenty, maybe? Thirty? As for the
Russi ans... sone bigwig fromthe
U tranationalist Party, | inmagine.



MACM LLAN( cont ' d)

It’d be Makarov, if the Russian
government hadn’t nurdered himl ast
nonth. Sorry, plane accident.
(bitter chuckle)
Whoever they send, snipe himfirst.
Maybe you can kick off a power
struggle. He'll have a netric tonne
of paramlitary with him ex-
Russian arnmy and a few foreign
mercenari es.

They step out through the front entrance onto the pal ace’s
porti co.

EXT. PRI PYAT - DAY

They hop down one end of the portico to a covered wal kway
that runs along part of the square. In front of themis a
crunbling, seven-story hotel, with a covered view ng area on
the roof. Huge red Cyrillic letters proclaimit to be the
Hot el Pol i ssya.

MACM LLAN
Leftenant Price, there's the hotel.
We shoul d be able to observe the
exchange fromthe top floor. Let’s

go.

I/ E. POLI SSYA HOTEL - DAY

Leaves and dirt are scattered across the floor of the rooftop
observation area, overlooking the main plaza. A sapling has
taken root in the gap between the tiles. Part of the rooftop
col | apsed at sone point in the past.

The door creaks open and MACM LLAN and PRI CE slide in, quiet
as ghosts, still on the alert. Wen it becones obvious the
area is clear, they | ook out across the benighted city. The
power plant dom nates the horizon. They lean their rifles
agai nst the parapet, and Price tosses the coils of rope he
has been carrying into the corner. Both nmen pull off their
hel mets and bal acl avas.

PRI CE reveals hinself to be an intense, hard-faced man in his
30s with a short bl ond-brown beard and a heavy handl ebar
nmust ache. Hi s buzz cut provides a sharp contrast.

MACM LLAN is a few years older, with a buzz cut and a ful
red beard and nustache shot with gray. He wears a radio
headset .

Price pulls back his sleeve and | ooks at his watch.



PRI CE
They should be here in a few hours.

They | ook out across the square. Price points as he speaks.

PRI CE
This is a killing field. At this
angl e, they can’t hide behind the
steps. The trees mght’ve provided
sone cover, but w thout their
| eaves. . .

He trails off, analyzing angles and | anes of fire. MacM I I an
wat ches him wth a teacher’s pride in his eyes.

PRI CE
Any Tomin the British Arny could
make the shot fromup here.

MACM LLAN
Aye, but could any Tom have gotten
up here?

That causes Price to stop and refl ect.

MACM LLAN
The shot is easy. It’s what cones
before and after that's hard. ..
Come on, let’s set up our exfil
bef ore that Havoc comes back.

EXT. PRI PYAT - DAY

PRICE is setting up a booby trap at the stairwell. If anyone
opens the door, it’ll trigger a claynore m ne. He hustles
back i nsi de.

I/ E. POLI SSYA HOTEL - DAY

In the corner of the observation area opposite to where they
have set up, MACM LLAN attaches two grappling hooks to the
parapet not facing the square, and |l ets down the ropes, which
reach all the way to the bottom PRICE joins him

MACM LLAN
Vel |, we have sone tinme on our
hands.
They | ean against an interior wall, out of sight of the

pl aza.



MACM LLAN
So, did you pack sonme newspapers?

Price’s face is stony.

MACM LLAN
Oh relax, Leftenant. It was a joke.

MacM I lan pulls out a cigar case froma pocket and |lights up.
He offers it to Price.

PRI CE
| don’t snoke. Those things' Il kil
you.

MacM | | an chuckl es and stares at the snoke of his exhal ati on
as it drifts to the ceiling. The Havoc thunders by overhead
agai n.

MACM LLAN
Oh bugger ne, give it a rest. Al
he’'s doin” is wastin’ fuel. And
besi des, we're in the nmiddle of the
Excl usi on Zone. There's not anot her
human being for mles. Wio do they

expect ?
PRI CE
A sniper teamfromthe Special Air
Servi ce?
MACM LLAN
If they' ' re expecting us, I'ma
Dut chman.

MacM | | an wal ks over to the southern bal ustrade and stares
towards the power plant for a | ong nonent.

MACM LLAN
They say they want to take Russia
back to the days of the USSR, and
peopl e take them seriously! People
even vote for them Can you believe
t hat ?

Price strolls over to join himand | ooks towards the power
plant, straight into the dead face of Reactor 4. He gestures
toward it with his chin.

PRI CE
Not with that there.



MACM LLAN
Aye. By Christ, if the Soviet Union
has a tonmbstone, that's it there.

Both nen stare in nelancholic silence.

MACM LLAN
This has to be stopped, and that’s
why they sent us. It doesn’'t matter
if we live or die. So | have to ask

you, Leftenant Price... Wien it’'s
down to the wire, do you have the
will to give your all?

Price thinks for a nonent.

PRI CE
My grandfather died trying to sink
the German battleship Tirpitz,
during Wrld War Two.

MACM LLAN
Oh, aye?

PRI CE
My grandnot her says | | ook just
like him She was still pregnant

with ny father when he died. And
whenever she spoke of him she’ d
guote the Bible, John 15:13.

MacM | | an shakes his head, not understanding the reference.

PRI CE
“Greater |love hath no man than
this, that a man lay down his life
for his friends.” ...l realize that
we have to be willing to commt
everyt hing, absolutely
everything... I'mall in.

EXT. PRI PYAT - DAY

The sun’s progress is invisible above the | eaden clouds. Wnd
rustles through the trees. Fromthe square bel ow, the canera
slowy zoons in on the top story of the Polissya Hotel

I/ E. POLI SSYA HOTEL - DAY

PRI CE has set up the sniper rifle, an enornous MB2Al, on the
par apet. MACM LLAN wat ches with a nonocul ar



PRI CE | ooks down the scope at the intersection in front of

t he square. An ARMS DEALER and a dozen SOLDI ERS have set up
tables on the road. Nearby are a few parked jeeps. The Havoc
hel i copter slowy circles the plaza on patrol

MACM LLAN
The wind s getting a bit choppy.
You can conpensate for it, or you
can wait it out, but they m ght
| eave before it dies down. It’s
your call.

Several nore jeeps pull up, and several armed GUARDS begin to
get out. Through Price’s scope, we see | MRAN ZAKHAEV (70)
exit one of the vehicles, |lugging an enornous bl ack suitcase.
He is an old and evil-looking man, bald, but with a gray
goatee. He wears military fatigues and a | eather jacket. He
sets the case down on the hood of one of the dealer’s jeeps.

PRI CE
Right, I think I see him Christ,
that’s Inran Zakhaev. He’'s the
chairman of the entire
U tranationalist Party. The man’s
supposed to be a ghost.

ZAKHAEV opens up the suitcase, turning to the ARMS DEALER as
the man cones over to | ook

MACM LLAN
W' re still going through with
this. Wait for ny mark.

The DEALER takes out a gold bar from Zakhaev’'s bri efcase,
appraising it as Zakhaev watches. He tosses it to his #2 MAN
who inspects it, then tosses it back.

MACM LLAN
Target acquired. | have a positive
ID on Inran Zakhaev. Range 172
meters. Wnd... Push to left. Fire
when ready.

The DEALER puts the bar back in and shuts the case. At this
di stance, none of their dial ogue can be heard.

There is the sound of the approachi ng Havoc, and then the
helicopter flies in front of the hotel and stops, bl ocking
their view

MACM LLAN
Ach, where did he cone fronf
Pati ence, |laddie. Wait for a clear
shot .
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The helicopter hovers for a few nonents, before continuing on
its patrol. Zakhaev now seens to be arguing with the deal er
and his #2. Tine slows, and the anbient sound fades. He is
paci ng about, shouting, and just as he throws his arns up in
the air in frustration..

PRI CE FI RES, the gunshot thunderous, and the recoil raising
dust fromthe floor. The bullet errs. The target was
Zakhaev’'s heart, but it shears off his left arminstead and
passes through to nail a hapless GUARD in the | eg behind him
and blow out the jeep tire behind him Both nmen coll apse

i medi ately.

MACM LLAN
Target’s down. | think I saw his
armfly off. Shock and bl ood
loss'l| take care o' the rest.

Naturally, the others panic and begin racing to their
vehicles. PRICE is angling in on the DEALER PRI CE FI RES,
conpensating correctly for the wind. The bullet swerves to
nail the DEALER as he races to his vehicle. The man falls to
the ground spinning like a top. PRICE | ooks up fromhis scope
to see the Havoc homng in on them

MACM LLAN
Shite, they’'re onto us! W got the
mai n guys. Let’s go.

They rise, PRICE snatching up the sniper rifle. They race
across to the grappling hooks. The helicopter drifts al nost
| azily al ongside them its autocannon roaring, each round

| arge enough to cut a man in twain. The two SAS crouch as
they run, and are pelted by expl oding masonry. Dust and
plaster fills the observation area.

The two nmen begin to rappel down the other side of the hotel.

EXT. PARK - DAY

As they descend, the helicopter fires its rockets, sending
the entire top floor of the hotel up in a nmassive expl osion
t hat resounds across the dead city. Rubble and one of the
enormous red letters rain past the two snipers. They reach
t he ground.

MACM LLAN
Leftenant Price, foll ow nel

They flee through the overgrown parkland, away fromthe
pl aza. MacM Il an shouts into his headset.
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MACM LLAN
Big Bird, this is Al pha Six. W
have been conprom sed. | repeat, we

have been conprom sed, now headi ng
to Extraction Point Four!

An Anerican voice crackles on the radio.

Bl G BI RD
Al pha Six, Big Bird is en route,
ETA three mnutes. Don’'t be |ate.
We're stretching our fuel as it is.
Qut .

The helicopter rises over the hotel, its autocannon
chattering. Dirt flies up around the two nen.

MACM LLAN
Price, take it down!

PRI CE
It’s too high! The recoil--

MACM LLAN
Just do it!

PRI CE crouches and ains. He takes a deep breath and freezes.
Once nore sound fades and tine seens to slow He is still as
a statue as shots kick up around him MACM LLAN is al ready
shooting, twitching away fromthe tracers flashing past.
Price stares down his scope, the barrel unnoving.

PRI CE FIRES, the recoil knocking himover, but he strikes the
Havoc’s main rotor, and the bullet smashes through to take
out the tail rotor as well. Snoke begins to billow fromthe
rotors and the Havoc careens wildly in the air. Price lets
out his breath, and gets back on his feet. One shot, one
Kill.

MACM LLAN
(1 aughi ng)
That's the style, Price! That's the
style! Good night, ya bastard.

They turn and begin to wal k away, |ike heroes in a Holl ywood
bl ockbuster. They fail to notice the helicopter suddenly
surge forward in its death throes. It clips the hotel, and
the crash causes themto turn and see the gunshi p BARRELI NG
down on them The helicopter fires, but the shot goes w de
and a fusillade of rockets whoosh over head.

MACM LLAN
Aw bol | ocks! Run!
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PRI CE runs off, but MACM LLAN trips over hinself as he tries
to escape. He rolls and is back on his feet again. The
hel i copter SMASHES into the ground and rai ses a nmassive cl oud
of dust. It slides forward, plowing up soil and trees, its

bl ades snapping off like twi gs, and the earth shaking inpact
knocks MacM I | an down again. He falls heavily, twisting his

| eg and smashing his knee agai nst a stone.

Price races back to help him but he is too late. MacMI 1| an
scranbles to get away, and is envel oped in a huge cloud of
dust as the helicopter grinds to a halt, seemingly right on
top of him

PRI CE
Capt ai n!

Price rushes to his captain and sees the helicopter has
stopped just short of him MacMIlan, still on his belly,
stops one of the slowy turning rotor blades with a hand.

PRI CE
You | ead a charned life, Captain
MacM | | an.

MACM LLAN

Shut up and give nme a hand.

Price does, and MacMIlan tries to get to his feet, using his
carbine as a crutch

MACM LLAN
Jesus!
He falls down.
MACM LLAN
Aw crap, | think I blew out ny knee
when | fell.
PRI CE

You nust be j oking.

Wt hout pronpting, Price pulls himover his shoulders in a
fireman' s lift.

MACM LLAN
The extraction point is at the
Ferris wheel. W can still nake it
if we hurry.

They race through the park and reach the extraction point, in
t he shadow of Pripyat’s fanobus Ferris wheel
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The rusting iron nonstrosity rears above the treetops. Price
carefully sets MacM |l an down behind cover, and takes cover
hi nsel f.

Long nmoments pass by. Inky black snoke rises fromthe burning
hotel. Wnd bl ows through the grass and | eaves drift across

t he pavenent in front of the Ferris wheel. A dog barks in the
di st ance.

Beneath the oppressive clouds, the world is still, the
silence total. It can al nost be described as peaceful. The
two nmen wait, surveying their surroundings, their rifles at
the ready for the slightest novenent. MACM LLAN scans the
ski es unbl i nki ng.

MACM LLAN
I can’t believe they' |l let us go,
just like that. Stay on your guard.

PRI CE | ooks across the grass, contenplative, until...

PRI CE
Movenent . Sout heast.

A squad of SOLDI ERS closes in on them darting between the
trees.

MACM LLAN
| see "em Let 'emget closer.
(radi o)
Big Bird, where are you? W are
heavi |l y out nunber ed.

Bl G BI RD
Copy that, Al pha. W’ Il be there
ASAP. Hold tight.

Deathly silence as the SOLDI ERS advance, a thin line of nen,

| ooking for the two snipers. PRICE stares down his scope,
waiting for the perfect shot. One soldier gets slightly ahead
of the rest, so he is lined up in PRICE s sights wi th another
man behi nd hi m

PRI CE FI RES. The shot rip through the chests of both nen and
they fall scream ng. The soldiers start shooting, spraying
fire indiscrimnately. MACM LLAN shoots, his M4AL' s
suppressed report uni npressive next to the MB2' s thundercl ap.
Still, another man falls.

A second thundercl ap, and a soldier reels back, soaked in
bl ood. Some nmen are dashing forward, racing for the paltry
cover offered by trees and stands of high grass. Qhers are
on their bellies, firing.
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A light machine gun opens up, pouring automatic fire on the
Britons. Shots are pinging off the Ferris wheel, occasionally
rai sing sparks.

PRI CE
They’'re noving in on the right!

MacM Il an tracks two nen trying to flank themand fires a
burst. The first is struck in the hip and staggers, but keeps
runni ng. The second is hit in the chest and goes down, but is
still very much alive, judging by his screans.

The first man takes cover behind a thin tree and starts
firing, but with a third thunderclap, the tree is split in
two and falls with a crash. Needl ess to say, the soldier
falls slain. The second, nortally wounded and on the ground,
is still shooting with his pistol.

A SOLDI ER rises up out of the high grass, about to Iob a
grenade. A fourth thunderclap, and he falls. A nonent |ater
his body is torn apart by the grenade blast. W see the
battle fromover head, tracers |ancing back and forth, nen
withing on the ground in agony. PRICE is snapping his rifle
back and forth, firing as quickly as he can. He flinches as a
bul l et ricochets off the gondola he is hiding next to.

MACM LLAN
Do ya hear that?

Suddenly BI G BIRD, a Super Stallion helicopter, flies into
view. The SOLDI ERS | ook up, but when the copter’s .50 cal
machi ne gun starts raking them those still standing flee.

PRI CE rises, picks up MACM LLAN and hustles toward the Super
Stal lion.

Bl G BI RD
Al pha Team this is Big Bird. W're
at bingo fuel. You ve got thirty
seconds. Cet your ass on board,
over.

The Super Stallion touches down on the pavenent in front of
the Ferris wheel, and four SAS commandos pile out, guns

bl azi ng. Those UKRAI NI ANS that can still run are in full
retreat. Those that can’t are brutally put down. PRICE gets
aboard, setting MACM LLAN down gently before collapsing in
the seat opposite him The SAS pile in behind.

BIGBIRD Iifts off and flies over the city, shots gl ancing
off it. The Ferris wheel fades into the distance, and the
hel i copter swi ngs by the burning hotel. The square is now
devoi d of nen.
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MACM LLAN rubs his knee, and gasps quietly.

MACM LLAN
God, this is bad. | think I'Il have
toretire 'cos of this. I"'mtoo old
for this shite anyway... At | east
me wife and bairns’ || be happy.
Think they' Il give nme a pension for
this?

He taps his leg, and | aughs.

PRI CE
So you can go back to Inverness
while | continue getting shot to
hel | for Queen and country?

MACM LLAN
Aye, | like the sound of that.
That’ || mean you're in charge of

t he nen, though. God ha nercy.

The two of themsmle, and PRI CE | ooks across the Ukraini an
| andscape, the wind blow ng across his face.

FADE QUT.
ONE YEAR LATER

FADE | N:
22nd SAS Regi nent HQ
Credenhil |, Engl and

I NT. HANGAR - DAY

The hangar day slides open, and PRICE strides into the dark
hangar, dramatically backlit, wearing a boonie hat, and
puffing on a cigar. There are a few nore |ines about his eyes
since we |ast saw him A SQUAD of SAS COWANDCS st and at
attention, sone blinking in the sudden sunlight, all in their
early 20s. Cose on PRICE' s heels is his right hand man, GAZ
a Cockney with a closely-trimmed beard and nustache and a
basebal | cap sporting the Union Jack.

GAZ
These are the nmen, Captain Price.

Price paces slowy back and forth along the line while Gaz
waits, his easy posture at odds with the other nen.

PRI CE
I know who you are, but do you know
who | anf?
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SOLDI ERS
Sir, no, sir!

PRI CE
| am Captain Price, and | amthe
commandi ng of ficer of Bravo Team

He pauses for dramatic effect, but the SOLD ERS do not react:
t hey have never heard of it.

PRI CE
You do not know who | am because
everything | have ever done for
Britain is classified. Wen Her
Maj esty wants sonet hi ng done
qui ckly, quietly, and with absolute
certainty of success, she calls
Bravo. | have good news and bad
news. Good news first: The world' s
in great shape. W’ ve got a civil
war in Russia, government |oyalists
agai nst U tranationalist rebels,
and si x thousand nukes at stake.

GAZ
Just another day at the office.

PRI CE

Second, Code Nanme Ni kol ai has been
captured in Russia. N kolai is our
informant in the Utranationalist
canp. We believe he is being
transported aboard an Estoni an
freighter. There is a small crew
and security detail on board.
Ni kolai's in hell right now W're
gonna wal k himout. W take care of
our friends.

(pause)
The bad news is that HQ has deened
this m ssion of such inportance
that | nust take one of you nuppets
with me. What | need to know today
is which of you has the mnerals to
serve with me. WLL!

A few nen tw tch.
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PRI CE
That is what | am | ooking for! |
will not take a man who is
unwi Il ling to commt absolutely
everything, to be notivated by
everyt hing he encounters, to do
what ever is asked of himto the
absol ute best of his abilities
wi t hout fear or hesitation! W are
on the verge of Wrld War Three.
Her Maj esty’s government knows
this, and they have called on us,
the SAS to step into the shit
and start nopping up. W are
goddamed supernen, and what you
will be asked to do in Bravo Team
will be nothing I ess than
super human. The cargo ship op w |
be only the first of our m ssions
in Russia. | will choose one of
you, and you will obey ny orders
wi t hout question. Woever that man
may be, for the next few days I
will not be his captain, | will be
his God! And Gaz will be Jesus
Christ, ny son and prophet.

He gestures towards his second in command. GAZ grins, rolls
back and forth on the balls of his feet, and flexes the
fingers clutching his G36 rifle.

PRI CE
And you will be an unstoppabl e hel
god titan king of death, praying
with every breath for the chance to
tear out a Russian’s heart with
your bare hands! If you are not,
then you will die on the end of
t hat Russian’s bayonet, your scream
frozen in your throat by the cold.

He stops in the mddle of the line, and takes a drag on his
ci gar.

PRI CE
So which of you | adi es thinks
you’' re the one?
Si | ence.

PRI CE steps in front of one young sol dier.
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PRI CE
What’ s your nane, soldier?
GRI FFEN
Sir, Giffen, sir!
PRI CE
How ol d are you, Giffen?
GRI FFEN
Twenty, sol dier!
PRI CE
Li ke hell you are. If you're
dropped into Russia, you'll be

tripping over your goddammed
unmbi | i cal cord.

He noves to the next soldier in line, one of the ol dest
there, ‘old being defined as about 24.

PRI CE
And who are you? Basil Fawty?

In all honesty, there is a resenbl ance.

WALLCROFT
Sir, no, sir! Trooper Wallcroft,
sirl

PRI CE
And why did you join the SAS,
Trooper Wallcroft?

Price takes a long drag on his cigar and exhal es.
WALLCROFT

Sir, because | want to kill
Russi ans, sir!

GAZ
And 1'd like to sleep with Keel ey
Hazel | . Doesn’t mean it’s gonna

happen, nate!

Price gives a twitch of his whiskers in response, and is
about to nove al ong when Wallcroft starts to cough on the
ci gar snoke shrouding Price’ s head.

PRI CE
Do you want a gas mask, Wallcroft?
Good God, nman, have you ever even
been in conbat?



19.

GRI FFEN
Sir, Iraq and Afghanistan, sir! |
was nentioned in dispatches at
Fal | uj ah.

PRI CE
You were at Fallujah? We nearly
burned that entire godforsaken
shithole down with white
phosphorus, and you’'re bothered by
ci gar snoke?

He noves al ong and stops in front of a SOLDIER with a high
and tight crew cut and a G asgow half-smle: a scar on his
| eft cheek extending fromthe edge of his nouth to his ear.

PRI CE
And where are you from soldier?

SOAP
A asgow, sir!

PRI CE
A Scotsman, eh? So will you be
running in front of nmy teamin woad
pai nt and scream ng your head off,
trying to decapitate the first
Russi an you see with a claynore?

CU - SCAP' S STONY FACE

SQAP
Sir, no, sir! I was a sniper before
| entered Selection, sir!

PRI CE
What ' s your name?

SOAP
Soap, sir!

PRI CE
And what brings you here, Soap?

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A smal |l congregati on of MOURNERS stand besi de an open grave
and a casket draped with the Union Jack. The day is grim and
over cast.
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At a respectable distance is a single bagpiper, and the sound
of his sonber playing is joined by a woman singing a dirge in
Scottish Gaelic.

A CHAPLAI N stands hol ding an open Bible, reading. As he
finishes, two SOLDI ERS and a SERGEANT in the dress uniform of
t he Royal Regi ment of Scotland begin to fold the flag. SEVEN
MORE stand at attention nearby.

As the soldiers lift the flag off the casket, we see the nane
on it: CSGI W NACTAVI SH.

SOAP stands in the front rowwth his famly in a dark
civilian suit. He | ooks al nost reputable, but nothing can
hi de the scar on his cheek. The soldiers fold the flag and
t he SERGEANT hands it to Soap’s MOTHER

He marches over to the HONOR GUARD. When he reaches the end
of the line, he whirls to face the crowd.

SERGEANT
Present ar ns!

The HONOR GUARD does so, while the remaining two soldiers
sal ute. The SERGEANT gl ances at SOAP.

CU - SOAP' S FACE
Back to the sergeant.

SERGEANT
Firel!

CU - SOAP' S FACE
He twitches as the guns fire.

CUT TGO

I NT. M LI TARY BASE

The sanme close up as SOAP's head is shaved by an Arny barber
W hear the guns’ second voll ey.

CUT TGO

I NT. TRAI NI NG COURSE - N GHT

A filthy SOAP ducks his head down as he and ot her RECRU TS
craw through a foot of nuddy water beneath |ines of barbed
wire. The canera is night vision green
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Qui ck cuts of other SOLDIERS scream ng down at him As the
men craw, others fire off rifles above their heads.

DRI LL SERGEANT
Go, go, nove ya nmaggots!

Soap reaches the end and springs up for the next obstacle. W
hear the guns’ third volley.

CUT TGO

EXT. AFGHAN VALLEY - DAY

SOAP in full conbat gear leaping to his feet. He is firing
fromthe m naret of a bonbed-out rural nosque. He is
oblivious to the shots whizzing past all around him as he
sni pes at | NSURGENTS running across the streets bel ow. Three
men die in as many seconds beneath his tranquil fury.

H's SPOTTER is next to him crouching down as he fires with
his assault rifle. The two nen are ankl e-deep in spent

casi ngs. An open box of ammunition sits next to them Dust
rains down on them as the edges of the m naret are chipped
away by bullets.

The village they are in lies in the center of a yell ow gray
nmountain vall ey where a massive pitched battle is being
waged. Streans of tracers and RPGs | ance across from
entrenched positions on both sides of the valley. O ange
fireballs bl ossomover its entire | ength.

As SQOAP fires, an RPG screans past, missing himby |ess than
a neter.

SPOTTER
We have to bug out of here now
Where' s the bl oody chopper!?

A Lynx helicopter spins past the nosque, black snoke
streaming fromits tail rotor. SOAP stares as it passes.

CUT TGO

I NT. OFFI CE - DAY

SOAP stands at attention before Captain MACM LLAN s desk in
dress uniform a respectably large ribbon bar on his chest
and the three chevrons of a sergeant on his shoulder. His
eyes stare straight ahead as Captain MACM LLAN | eafs through
a report and tal ks. A cane |eans against his desk.
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He rises with a smle, leaning heavily on his desk, and
of fers Soap his hand, but all we can hear is the woman
singi ng and the pul sing of a drum

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. ARWMY BASE - DAY
CU - SOAP' S FACE
W' re back in Credenhill

SOAP
To serve ny country, sir!

PRI CE
Oh sod ne. An idealist. Wen a
Russi an rebel |unges out of the
snow reeking of vodka and trying to
| odge an RPG up your backside, wll
your |ove for Queen and country
stop hinf

SOAP
Sir, no, sir!

PRI CE
VWhat then! ?

SOAP
Five rounds rapid, sir!

PRI CE nods, and | ooks down the line, assessing the rest of
t hem

PRI CE
You' re all dism ssed. Soap, get
your gear, wheels up at 1400.

The nen di sperse save PRI CE and GAZ.

GAZ
I know Soap personally, sir. He's a
good man, and Captain MacM I | an had
reconmended hi m

Price gives an assenting grunt and thinks for a nonent.

PRI CE
I haven't been back to the old USSR
in over a year. It was hell then,
and that was before the bonbi ngs
and reprisals started...
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PRI CE(cont ' d)

It was daft of us to think that
killing Zakhaev woul d stop the
fighting.

(1 ooks away)
Hm Soap better be up for it. He
| ooks I'ike a shaved gorilla, |1
give himthat, but | wouldn't be
surprised if he craps hinself the
first time he sees a Russian.

GAZ
I think you re too hard on him
sir.

PRI CE
Maybe.

(shakes head)
I can count on you at |east. You
better nmount up, Gaz. W'll be
going in shortly.

GAZ
Deep and hard, sir?

Price gives a derisive snort.

PRI CE
No. This' Il be a walk in the park
for you and ne.

He drops the cigar and crushes it beneath his heel.

CUT TGO

EXT. THE BLACK SEA - N GHT

Lightning splits the sky, revealing a freighter riding
enormous swells on the stormtossed Bl ack Sea. Bravo Team
flies towards it in a Sea Stallion helicopter, Hanmer 2-4.
The nen are clad in black and khaki, and wear night vision
nonocul ars. PRI CE snokes a fresh cigar with a studied

nonchal ance. He holds an enornous | ength of coiled rope in
his |lap, one end attached to the helicopter. SOAP and GAZ are
with him both pensive. PRICE still has his boonie hat, and
GAZ his Union Jack baseball cap. SOAP has a five o’ cl ock
shadow that will grow throughout the film

Words appear on screen:

Day 1 - 01:23:37
Sonewhere in the Bl ack Sea

The seconds are ticking away.
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HAMMVER 2- 4
Command, this is Hammer 2-4. W
have visual on target. ETA 30
seconds. Goin' dark

COMVAND
COpy; 2' 4

The Sea Stallion sweeps past the ship, and the SAS study the
deck, strewn with cargo contai ners.

HAMVER 2- 4
10 seconds.

SOAP
Rul es of engagenent, sir?

PRICE flings his cigar into the ocean.

PRI CE
Crew expendabl e. Lock and | oad.

HAMVER 2- 4
Radi o check to a secure channel

The Sea Stallion closes to hover over the bridge and PRI CE
throws the rope over the edge.

HAMVER 2- 4
Geen light. Go, go, go!

PRI CE, GAZ, and SOAP slide down the rope to | and outside the
bridge. A nonment |ater the rope falls down behind them Four
CREWVEN i nside | ook up in surprise.

PRI CE
Weapons free!

The hail of fire fromthe silenced carbines shatters the
wi ndows and cuts down the crewnren.

PRI CE
Bri dge secure. Soap, Gaz, we’ve got
to reach the hol d before anything
happens to the informant. Let’s go!

PRI CE and the nmen reach a door. He noves to open it.

PRI CE
On ny mark... Go.

He swings it open and they step inside.
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PRI CE
Check your corners.

I NT. FREI GHTER - N GHT

They are all inside, and PRI CE gestures forward. The deck
sways back and forth as the ship rides the storny sea.

PRI CE
Squad, on ne.

They race down the stairs at the back of the bridge, SOAP
t aki ng point.

PRI CE
Stairs clear!

They enter a corridor. At the far end a DRUNKEN CREWAN

| urches out of the crew quarters, bottle in hand, yelling in
Russian at no one in particular. The squad draws up, and SOAP
drops himwith a short burst.

SOAP
Last call.
GAZ chuckl es.
PRI CE
Hal | way cl ear!
GAZ
Didn't you tell me that you don't
drink, Soap?

GAZ jogs forward and checks the doorway from which he energed
as the other SAS scour the other conpartnents. Two CREWEN
sleep in their bunks. GAZ shoots them both in the head.

GAZ
Sl eep tight.
SOAP joins him
SOAP
No, | don't, 'cos bein the only
sober man in a bar fight is a
| augh.
GAZ
(1 aughi ng)

Sone d aswegi an you are.
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PRI CE
Stow it. Crew quarters clear. Myve

up.

They start noving down the corridor, ready for the slightest
hi nt of danger.

HAMVER 2- 4
Bravo Six, Hammer is at bingo fuel.
W' re buggin’ out. Big Bird will be
on station for evac in five.

PRI CE
Copy, Hammer.
(to his nen)
Check those corners!

They reach a T-intersection, and SOAP gl ances around the
cor ner.

SOAP
Clear left.

GAZ dashes across so SOAP and GAZ are hugging the walls on
bot h sides, and he gl ances in.

GAZ
Clear right.

PRI CE
Hal | way cl ear! Move up

They nove down the corridor and SOAP heads down anot her
flight of stairs, the other two nen lingering at the top.

SOAP
Clear right.

PRI CE
Stairs clear!

They all rush down.

I NT. BRI DGE - N GHT

One CREWMAN, his life' s bl ood seeping across the floor, grabs
onto one of the term nals and hauls hinself up, scrabbling
for the radio.



27.

I NT. FREI GHTER - N GHT

Bravo Team sl owly descends into the bowels of the ship,
until, suddenly, as they turn the corner around sone
machi nery:

SOAP
Movenent right.

He drops to one knee and shoots a GUARD com ng up the
corridor. The bullets cut himdown and strike pipes on the
wal | behind him Steam begins to spray, obscuring the
corridor.

SOAP
Tango down.

PRI CE
Hal | way clear! Bloody hell, let’'s
nove. He may still be alive.

They nove forward and reach the engine room The two
ENG NEERS are nowed down.

PRI CE
Gaz, cut the power.

They all activate their nonocul ars’ night vision as Gaz cuts
the power. The teanis carbines are fitted with infrared | aser
sights, projecting beans visible only with night vision.

They head towards the cargo hold in deadly silence. PRI CE
opens the door, and they all slide through. GAZ is first

t hrough and energes on a catwal k over| ooki ng the cargo hol d.
Three GUARDS bl under through the darkness. One of themcalls
out .

SASHA
Vi ktor, electrik--

GAZ shoots him and he col |l apses uncerenoniously to the
floor. They head down to the ground floor. A GUARD slinks
along the side of a cargo container, his rifle at the ready,
his eyes desperately trying to penetrate the gloom He hears
the soft sound of PRICE s boots.

VI KTOR
(whi sper)
Sasha?

PRI CE shoots him The SAS nethodically nove between the
shi ppi ng cont ai ners.
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As GAZ noves up, his |l eather boots can be heard faintly

agai nst the netal. A GUARD whi ps around a corner, pistol in

one hand, flashlight in the other. He flips it on,

illum nating and nonentarily blinding GAZ. A burst from SOAP
across the hold drops the guard. He lurches back, his pistol
shot going into the ceiling.

The flashlight rolls across the floor and illum nates a badly
brui sed Nl KOLAI, a young man in army fatigues, slunped

agai nst a container. He raises his hand against the |ight,
crying out in dismay. SOAP and PRI CE run over, still wary.

PRI CE
Report - all clear?

SOAP
Roger that. No tangos in sight.

GAZ
Ni ce shot, mate.

SOAP gives a perfunctory nod. Nothing nore need be said about
it. PRICE cones up to grab NI KOLAI by the shoulder, and the
Russi an realizes the voices are in English

PRI CE
It’s him
PRICE puts a finger to his ear
PRI CE

Big Bird, this is Bravo Six. W
have t he package.

Bl G BI RD
Bravo Six, this is Big Bird. Wre
on our way. Qut.

GAZ
Ni kol ai, are you alright? Can you
wal k?
They hel p hi m up.
NI KOLAI

About tinme you English showed up
What kept you?

He grins, and SOAP t he Scotsman grunbl es under his breath.

SOAP
Engl i sh?
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NI KOLAI
Thank you for getting ne out of
her e.

NI KOLAI takes up the flashlight to find his way.

Bl G BI RD
Bravo Six, |1’ve got two bogies
headi ng your way fast. Get the hel
outta there.

SOAP
Fast novers. Probably M Gs.
We' d better go.

GAZ
When did the Utranationalists get
M Gs?

PRI CE
Al right, everyone topside. Double
time!

They rush for the exit.

Bl G BI RD
Eneny aircraft inbound. Shit!
They’ ve- -

An enornous EXPLCSION rips open the cargo hold, knocking the
entire teamto the floor. Orange flanmes |ight up the
interior.

Bl G BI RD
Bravo Si x! Cone in! Bravo Six,
what’ s your status?

Water is rushing in, flooding the hold with frightening
speed. PRICE staggers to his feet and switches off his

nonocul ar; the firelight is nore than enough illumnation
GAZ
Shit! What the hell happened!?
SOAP
The ship’s sinking! W’'ve got to

go. Nowl
GAZ and SQAP scranbl e up

Bl G Bl RD
Bravo Six, cone in, dam it!
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PRI CE
Big Bird, this is Bravo Six. W're
on our way out.

PRI CE yanks the still-dazed NI KOLAI to his feet.
PRI CE
On your feet, soldier! W are
| eavi ng!
They fl ee.
PRI CE
Get to the catwal ks! Mve, nove,
nove!
GAZ

Move your arses! Cone on! Let’s go!

They sprint up the stairs to the catwal k. The ship is
beginning to pitch sideways. Metal sheeting starts to fal
away fromthe walls. Ahead of thema fresh breach opens, and
an icy torrent pours in. SOAP slips

PRI CE
Back on your feet! Let’s go!
They race through the waterfall. Mre sheeting falls away.
SOAP

Wat ch your head!

The catwal k begins to buckl e beneath them

GAZ
Go, go! Keep noving! It’s breakin
away!

PRI CE

Cone on, cone on!

As they reach the exit, the catwal k breaks apart, and SCAP,
the last, must make a flying |l eap through the door. In the
corridor, pipes along the wall begin to fall off.

SOAP
Wat ch t he pi pes!

Steamis spraying fromthe pipes, rivets are popping, the
entire ship is falling apart.
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Bl G Bl RD
Talk to ne, Bravo Six! Were the
hel | are you?

PRI CE
Stand by! We're al nost topside!

They race up stairways, fighting through the water cascadi ng
down them They reach the deck | evel, and slide down the
corridor. It is now at nearly a 45 degree angle; trash and
debris fall al ongside them

NI KOLAI
VWi ch way!? Which way to the
hel i copter?

PRI CE
To the right! To the right!
GAZ
We're runnin’ outta tine! Cone on!

Let’ s go!

They get outside, and see the |last of the containers rolling
off the side of the ship. They run up the enpty, rain-slicked
deck.

PRI CE
Keep novi ng!
GAZ
VWhere the hell is he?

Ri sing over the gunwale is BIG BIRD, backlit by |ightning.
They all |eap aboard. SOAP is | ast.

GAZ
Soap! Junp for it!

SOAP | ands heavily on the edge, legs flailing in the air, and

begins to slide off. He scrabbles desperately, but at the
| ast nonment PRI CE grabs him

PRI CE
Got cha

He hauls himin.
PRI CE
How d a nuppet |ike you get past
Sel ection?

He sl aps himon the back.



32.

PRI CE
We're all aboard! ol

Bl G BI RD
Roger that, we’'re outta here.
Command, this is Big Bird. Package
secured, returning to base, out.

The nmen watch as the ship sinks beneath the waves. N KOLAI,
t he informant, speaks up

NI KOLAI
Have the Americans already attacked
Al - Asad?

PRI CE
No, their invasion begins in a few
hours. Wy?

NI KOLAI
The Anericans are nmaki ng a m st ake.
They will never take the man alive.

DI SSOLVE TGO
Ankara Air Station, Turkey

I NT. CONCRETE BUNKER

An unsettlingly nondescript room with a single desk and two
chairs facing each other. A single |anp hangs fromthe
ceiling. A door swings wde and PRI CE and NI KOLAl enter and
cone to attention towards the business-suited | NTELLI GENCE
OFFICER in the center of the room

| - MAN
At ease. Have a seat, N kol ai

He notions for NIKCLAI to sit in the chair. He does so, and
PRI CE | eans agai nst a wall.

I - MAN
Casual ties, Captain Price?

PRI CE
None, sir. | dismssed them they
shoul d be at the ness.

I - MAN
Very wel | .
(turning to Ni kol ai)
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| - MAN(cont ' d)
Sorry it took us so long, N kolai,
but the Utranationalists are a
sl i ppery bunch.

He pulls a photo out of the manila folder on the table and
shoves it towards Ni kolai. The picture is of a goateed Arab
in a khaki-and-olive mlitary uniformand red beret.

| - MAN
Khal ed al -Asad. Currently the
second nost powerful man in the
M ddl e East. He recently staged a
coup in his hone country and the US
is gearing up for an invasion.

NI KOLAI
Way should the US care?

I - MAN
Because the previous president,
Yasir Al -Ful ani, was one of our
closest allies in the Mddl e East
and, to put it bluntly, he exported
450, 000 barrels of oil a day to the
US. No one knows where Al-Fulani is
now, but Al -Asad has shut down al
shipnments to the United States. The
oi I must flow

NI KCLAI
Al -Asad is not stupid, nor is he an
i dealist. He knows he cannot stand
up against a full-on Anerican
i nvasi on.

Ni kol ai pushes the photo back towards the intelligence
of ficer.

I - MAN

Then why stage the coup? It can’t
be for power; he knows we’ve been
wat ching him and we’d be com ng
for himthe nmoment he nmakes his
nove. Money? It’s certainly
possi bl e, but he is currently one
of the nost wanted nen in the
world. H's face is on every news
channel. If he seeks asylumin sone
country, chances are he'll die in a
tragi c plane acci dent.

(nods to Price)
And chances are it’ Il be this bl oke
who’ s hol ding the rocket |auncher.
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Price does not smile; he nerely gives the slightest tilt of
his head in acknow edgnent.

I - MAN
And if he spends the rest of his
years hiding in nountain caves
buggering goats, what use is his
noney? What you say is true: the
man has not an ounce of ideology in
him and therefore Al -Asad has no
notivation. Hs closest friends are
the Russian U tranationalist Party,

of which you, until |ast week, were
a nenber. So tell nme... Wiy is he
doing this?

Ni kol ai thinks as we hear a jet |and overhead. Price gl ances
up. Dust falls fromcracks in the ceiling.

NI KOLAI
The coup is - | believe you English
have an expression - a red herring.
PRI CE
To what ?
I - MAN

The Yanks will only be there for a
short tinme, enough to see Al -Asad
on trial and Al -Ful ani president
again. They have no intention of an
occupation, nor do they need one.

It was a coup d' etat. The man on
the street hates Khal ed al - Asad;

t hey want their president back.
That’s a dammed smal | w ndow of
opportunity. Do they think they can
toppl e Moscow in that tinme?

NI KOLAI
No, it has to be sonething they can
do in a small tine span. The
U tranationalists nust be planning
sonet hi ng specific, sonething
big...

PRI CE
How bi g? 10 negatons bi g?

| - MAN
Do you seriously think they |l get
their hands on a nuke? Jesus...



NI KOLAI
To fire a single mssile you need
t he unl ock codes, and only the top
conmanders know those. It’s all but
i mpossi ble to execute a rogue

| aunch.

PRI CE
No need to | aunch, they could just
ni ck one.

I - MAN

The Russians don’t even know where
hal f their nukes are. |If one goes

m ssing, there’s a damm fine chance
no one will notice. Wiere will they
detonate it? London? New York? They
could snmuggle themin on cargo
ships. God, and what’s to stop them
stealing nore than one? Wy not
five? Ten? Fifteen?

The officer trails off, horrified.

PRI CE
I think soneone needs to nmake a
phone call to US Central Conmand.

I - MAN
Even if we tell the Anericans, they
won't call it off. They' |l say
what’ s the word of one undercover
agent, who had his cover bl own,
agai nst the suffering of an entire
nation.

PRI CE
And 450, 000 barrels of oil a day.

The officer taps his fingers on the table for a mnute.

I - MVAN
Hell, the US will believe us,
they' Il wing their hands and say
they' || keep their eyes peel ed, but
they will not stop the | andings.

People will die, but this will be a
short, victorious war for the
Anericans. There'll be crowd-

pl easing fireworks, they' Il put a

| egitimately good man back in the
office, and the lads will be back
hone for Christnms.

35.
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| - MAN( cont ' d)

(1 aughs)
The White House woul d be an idi ot
to pass it up! The bonbs are
probably already falling. ...That
still leaves us with the question
of who’s going to stop the
U tranationalists..

He stops, and turns very deliberately to |look at Price. Price
is not surprised in the |east.

PRI CE
Where do you want us?

CUT TGO

EXT. ARAB CITY - DAY

Dar kness, and then a pair of doors swi ngs open. W are
briefly blinded by light. The scene resolves itself, and we
see a courtyard full of Arab SOLDI ERS arnmed with a wild
variety of weapons. A few GUARD DOGS stand at attention

A man is dragged out of the doorway by two SOLDI ERS. He is
YASI R AL- FULANI, a man in his 30s with a thin black goatee
and wearing a nodest suit. He would be handsone, if he
weren’'t badly beaten. One eye is swollen shut, his clothes
are spattered in blood, and by the way the nen carry him it
| ooks Iike his |egs have been broken.

An old, beat-up car is waiting in the street, one door open.
Above the buildings on the other side of the street are the
spires of a nobsque. A Hi nd helicopter hovers over it, and
SCLDI ERS are rappel I ing down.

The soldiers throw Al -Fulani in the backseat. As he struggles
upright, one SOLDIER in a red beret slans himin the face
with the butt of his AK, knocking himdown again. The SOLDI ER
sl ans the door shut and hamrers the roof of the car: the
signal to go. Wen Al -Fulani sits up, blood is stream ng from
hi s nose.

In the driver’s seat is a SCLDIER in a bal acl ava that hides
his face. A pistol is shoved into the closed shade flap on
t he passenger side. Hanging fromthe rearview mrror on a
string is a nushroonmed .50 caliber round, the same kind of
amuni tion used by an MB2 sniper rifle..

The passenger turns to look at Al -Fulani with faint contenpt,
and it is none other than U tranationalist chairman | MRAN
ZAKHAEV. The sl eeve of his jacket has been pinned up; he is
short an arm but still very much alive.
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He turns away, and the vehicle starts forward through the
narrow, nedieval streets. For every car they pass, they see

t he wrecked renai ns of another, sone still on fire, or an
army truck. The driver snakes his car through the packed
streets. A SQUAD of SOLDI ERS dashes past them ZAKHAEV speaks
in untransl ated Arabic.

ZAKHAEV
Turn left up here.

He points, and they fall in behind a BMP-2 infantry fighting
vehicle, essentially a small tank. They ride through dusty

| anes, past burning barrels and palmtrees wilting in the

m dday heat. Zakhaev's cell phone rings, and he answers it.

ZAKHAEV
...\ have him W’ re bringing him
ri ght now. ..

He turns to appraise Al -Fulani. They drive through a slum
where two SOLDI ERS are hamering on the door of a house. As
t he car passes, one soldier kicks in the door and rushes

i nsi de.

ZAKHAEV
...He looks terrible. Wiat did you
expect ?

Further along, two SOLDI ERS have a ClIVILIAN on the ground, by
the curbside. One is binding the man’s hand whil e the other
covers himwith his rifle.

Zakhaev hangs up. More CIVILIANS are fleeing through the
streets, and another arrest is being carried out at a
mar ket pl ace. The BMP turns right, the car left.

Al -Ful ani, who has finally staunched his nosebl eed, speaks in
subtitled Arabic.

AL- FULANI
Pl ease, where are you taking ne?

He is ignored.

AL- FULANI
Are you Al -Asad’s nmen? Please, |1
make it worth your while. I'mthe
president! | have noney, in an
account, in Switzerland! 1'I1 give

you all of it, please, just get ne
out of here. And the Anericans! If
you help ne, the Americans wl|
reward you both. They’' ||l be here
soon enough anyway.
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The car slows as a CIVILIAN runs across the street in front
of them bullets whizzing past him He slanms into a garbage
can, falls, rolls, and is back on his feet, running down a
side alley. The car keeps going and falls in behind a fl atbed
truck with a squad of SOLDI ERS.

They part ways with the truck and drive down anot her street,
where a dozen PRI SONERS have been pl aced agai nst the wall.
SCLDI ERS are throwi ng themto the ground and tying their
hands one by one. Overhead nore SOLDI ERS rappel down from a
hel i copter onto the roof of a tenement block. Al-Fulani is
staring at Zakhaev.

AL- FULANI
Wait, | recognize you... You're
I nran Zakhaev! 1 thought they had
killed you. You - what are you
doing in nmy country?

Ahead, sone ClIVILIANS are putting up resistance, hiding
behi nd cover and firing with AKs, but they are quickly
overrun by a SQUAD of SOLDI ERS.

AL- FULANI
This is insanity! I amAnerica’'s
greatest friend in the Mddl e East;
they will intervene. Does Al -Asad

want to bring the entire US arny
down on his head?

A BMP-2 di sgorging SOLDI ERS bl ocks the road up ahead. Zakhaev
points, still w thout subtitles.

ZAKHAEV
Left up here. Take the alley.

The DRI VER obeys. They head down an alley. A MAN who has been
spray-painting Al -Fulani’s nane on the wall sees them and
sprints away.

AL- FULANI
Did you hear ne? The Anmericans wll
be here before the week is out!

Zakhaev speaks, finally subtitled.
ZAKHAEV
I ndeed they will. Thousands of
t hem

They pass a yard with a snarling DOG Ahead, another
hel i copter flies by.
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AL- FULANI
Tens of thousands! What nakes you
think you' Il beat then?

A MAN peeks out froma dunpster, then hastily drops the lid
agai n when he sees the approaching car.

ZAKHAEV
Because we have the will to do what
they would not. It is not through
force of arnms, but through the
sovereign will that we shal
destroy the West. W will deal them
a blow they shall renenber forever

AL- FULANI
You' re nmad!

They turn out onto a seaside road. Waves crash agai nst the
shore, spraying the street. Jet fighters whoosh overhead.
There are even nore SOLDI ERS here.

AL- FULANI
But, but what does ny country have
to do with yours?

ZAKHAEV
Your country is where | will unvei
nmy... supreme act of will... Yes,

that is what it truly is. Wuld
that | could reveal it to you. Only
Al - Asad knows, and even he is
staggered by it. He is a liar and a
hypocrite, but he has his uses.

AL- FULANI
Way are you doing this?

Zakhaev legitimately ponders the question.

ZAKHAEV
I was raised by ny uncle. He was at
Stalingrad, and fought all the way
across Europe to drive the Gernmans
out, and I am glad he died before
he saw our Mot herl and betrayed to
the West, saw her turned into a
| and of corruption, degeneracy, and
poverty. | will not be judged by
you, you col |l aborationist pig, not
when you have lived the life you
have.
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He turns to | ook at him

ZAKHAEV
Let me tell you of betrayal:
Betrayal is cowardice. Betrayal is
refusing to | ead by exanple.
Betrayal is your |eaders letting
the West rape your country while
they drink and whore in their
yachts and pent houses! That is why
| do this.

As he speaks, they drive past a wall where an EXECUTI ON SQUAD
nmows down a dozen Cl VILIANS. Al-Fulani stares in horror.
ZAKHAEV settles back in his seat.

ZAKHAEV
The West tried to kill ne, and as |
| ay dying on the pavenent, |
realized: They are afraid of ne.
They know | have the will to carry

out nmy mssion... Revenge is like a
ghost... It takes over every man it
touches... Its thirst cannot be

guenched until the | ast man
standi ng has fallen.

The car swings towards an ol d seaside fortress, built in sone
di stant century, but still tall and magnificent. A tank is
parked outside it, and a helicopter is |anding nearby. The
nation’s flag, a tricolor like France's, save for a pair of
crossed red scimtars in its center, flaps in the sea breeze.

The car reaches the nmain gate, and stops. A dozen SOLD ERS
are exalting, ululating, and firing their rifles into the
air. One SOLDI ER, a red-and-white keffiyeh obscuring all of
his face save his eyes, wal ks over to open the door. Zakhaev
and Al -Ful ani | ook at each other in the rearview mrror.

ZAKHAEV
The world’'s nen of action will | ook
in wonder, and ask how it cane to

this.

The SOLDI ER opens the door and drags AL- FULANI out. W can
hear AL-ASAD s voi ce bellowi ng over a speaker in subtitled
Ar abi c.

AL- ASAD
Today we rise again as one nation,
in the face of betrayal and
corruption!
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AL- ASAD( cont ' d)
We all trusted this man to deliver
our great nation into a new era of
prosperity, but |ike our nonarchy
before the Revol uti on, he has been
colluding with the West with only
self interest at heart! Coll usion
breeds slavery, and we shall not be
ensl aved! The tine has cone to show
our true strength. They
underesti mate our resol ve.

The SOLDI ER brings his boot down HARD on Al -Fulani’s face. He
bl acks out.

EXT. FORTRESS - DAY

As two SCOLDI ERS drag a sem -conscious Al -Fulani by the arns
t hrough the fortress’s enpty outer ward, we can still hear Al -
Asad’ s boom ng voice, and cheering crowds.

AL- ASAD
Let us show that we do not fear
them As one people we shall free
our brethren fromthe yoke of
foreign oppression! Qur armes are
strong and our cause is just. As |
speak, our forces are nearing their
obj ectives, by which we wll
restore the i ndependence of a once
great nation. Qur noble jihad has
begun.

They go down a corridor, and through Al -Fulani’s blurred
eyes, the courtyard beyond | ooks Iike the proverbial |ight at
the end of the tunnel. ZAKHAEV stands there, waiting for him
and the chanting of the SOLD ERS fromthe bal conies has a

pul sing rhythm |ike a heartbeat. In the center of the
courtyard is a single, bloody stake.

ZAKHAEV yanks up Al -Ful ani’s head, inspecting him before
noddi ng. The soldiers bind himto the stake.

AL- ASAD
Just as they lay waste to our
country, we shall lay waste to

theirs.

We finally see AL- ASAD, who has been delivering his speech to
a television canera set up in the courtyard. He steps away
fromthe canera to ZAKHAEV, who draws a pistol on him Al -
Asad steps back in alarm but the Russian flips the pistol in
his hand, offering himthe grip.
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He takes it and wal ks back into the frane of the canera,
hol ding the pistol up in front of him

AL- ASAD
This is how it begins.

He turns and wal ks up to Al-Fulani. Tine slows, and we hear
t he beating of Al-Fulani’s heart. Al -Asad’ s eyes are hidden
behind a pair of aviator sunglasses, but he smles as he
cocks the gun and FIRES. The flash of the nmuzzle and..

CUT TGO

I NT. NEWS DESK

Fromthe canera’s POV, we see Al-Asad put a bullet in Al -

Ful ani’s head, the entire back of his skull blowi ng out in an
expl osi on of gore. The inmage freezes, and conpresses to fil

a quarter of the screen. An attractive, smartly-dressed NEWS
ANCHOR sits at a desk. A crawl runs across the bottom of the
screen as she speaks, there is a corporate logo in the
corner, and it is as if we are watching any nightly news
channel in Anerica.

FEMALE ANCHOR
In less than a day after the
tel evi sed execution of deposed Arab
| eader Yasir Al -Fulani, US Marines
stationed on high alert in the
Persian Gulf were given the order
to invade the small but oil-rich
nation.

The shocki ng i mage of Al -Fulani’s execution is replaced by a
conmput er graphic showi ng helicopters taking off from ships
and flying towards a shore.

FEMALE ANCHOR
Hi s successor, Khal ed Al -Asad,
conduct ed the shocki ng execution
personally on national television,
accusing Al -Ful ani of placing
foreign interests ahead of those of
hi s countrynen.

The computer graphic expands to fill the entire screen, and
it dissolves into what it is actually depicting.
EXT. PORT CITY - EVEN NG

Dozens of Seahawk and Vi per helicopters fly over the w ne-
dark waters of the Persian Gulf towards the setting sun.
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They pass oil platforns rising fromthe ocean, and a squadron
of F-35 jet fighters thunder by, leaving contrails in the
dar keni ng sky.

FEMALE ANCHOR (V. Q)
Wil e the exact time and | ocation
of the Anmerican invasion have been
wi thhel d for security reasons, the
US Secretary of Defense stated that
the forces depl oyed woul d be
significant and that Al -Asad woul d
not be permtted to further
destabilize the region with his
mlitary expansioni sm

Words appear on screen:

Day 3 - 18:00:04
The Persian Qulf

The seconds are ticking away. The helicopters’ radio

conmuni cati ons can be heard. O chief inportance are TIGER 2-
4, a Seahawk, and DEADLY, a Viper with a female pilot. US
MARI NES | ook down as the helicopters race over the waters,
ready to provide supporting fire.

COVIVAND
Al'l call signs, this is Conmand.
Spotters have a possible fix on Al -
Asad at a TV station at the east
end of the capital city. 1st
Battalion is en route. Force Recon
and WIld Wasel units have taken
out nost of the air defenses but Al-
Asad’ s ground forces still pose a
serious threat.

TI GER 2-4
In formation, approaching
obj ective. 30 seconds. Shoreline
com ng into view.

DEADLY
Copy, Tiger 2-4.

TIGER 2-4
Shoreline in 10 seconds.

DEADLY
Copy.
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They swoop over the port. Massive colums of snoke fromtire
fires rise above the city, and the air is filled with the
snmoke trails of a dozen RPGs shooting up from wharves and
rooftops. We focus in on Tiger 2-4.

I/E. TIGER 2-4 - EVEN NG

Wthin are several MARI NES, a NAVY CORPSMAN, and the platoon
of ficers, LIEUTENANT VASQUEZ and STAFF SERGEANT GRI GGS
Giggs is a black man of 30, one of the oldest in the
chopper, but as fit as any man a decade younger. He has cut-
of f sleeves and carries an M249 nmachi ne gun.

Tiger 2-4 seemto be literally spitting fire fromevery
angl e: the nose, the rocket pods, and the Marines in the
doorways blazing away with their rifles. Two m ni guns, one on
either side of the chapter, are roaring and spewi ng a
constant stream of cartridges.

A chorus of Marines are singing “The Ride of the Val kyries”;
all of them except Vasquez are crow ng, |aughing, and jeering
at the running soldiers beneath them They are, quite sinply,
having the tinme of their Iives.

TIGER 2-4
Taking fire here. RPGs on the
roof t ops.

DEADLY

Roger that, we’ ve got RPGs down
here. Tiger, this is Deadly. W'l
take out the big targets. Mp up
any troubl emakers with the m nigun.

They fly over the dusty yellowgray city. Small arns fire is
com ng up fromthe rooftops and pal m groves.

GRI GGS
Sir, there's a ton of 'em out
t her e!

LT. VASQUEZ

Shut up and keep 'em pi nned down!

GRI GGS
Roger that, suppressing fire!

A TECHNI CAL, a pickup with a machi ne gun nounted in the back
rattles along a street below, the MG chattering, but a salvo
fromTiger 2-4's minigun rips it apart.
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M NI GUNNER
Yeah, get some! Woh!

Tiger 2-4 swerves to avoid getting hit by a rocket.

TI GER 2-4
Shit that was cl ose!

The Marines are not al arned; indeed, the near-mss pronpts
shouts of “Hell yeah!” “Ho-o0-o0-ly shit, did you see that!?”
and simlar renmarks.

The sheer sound of war hammers down on the viewer: the
helicopters’ rotors, the mniguns, the rockets, the
expl osi ons, the shouts and screans of Al -Asad s nen, and the
cries and exultations of the Marines, who are behaving as if
they're starring in their own personal action novie.

It is a reasonable belief: The American air assaults drives
all in arout before them The attack on the TV station is
only part of a massive assault on the capital city. The
skyline is filled with explosions, streans of antiaircraft
fire, and helicopters.

DEADLY
Got a visual on the target.

We see it: a surprisingly nodern television station in the
m ddl e of the sprawling nedieval city. It fronts onto a
square, which has at its center an enornous statue of a nan
in a business suit holding up an AK. Antlike figures are
fleeing to the cover of the buildings. A MN GUNNER slices
the statue in half at the knees for fun, and it snmashes to
pieces as it falls.

TIGER 2-4
Conmmand, this is Tiger 2-4.
Infantry is making a run for it, we
are clear to | and, over.

VASQUEZ shouts over his radio as the Seahawk helicopters take
up positions around the station.

VASQUEZ
It looks Iike we're rolling in with
everything we got. W' re gonna
secure the perineter and grab Al -
Asad. W get this bastard, we end
this war right here, right now
Oor ah? Lock and | oad, Mari nes!
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TIGER 2-4
Fi ve seconds... Standby for green
light...

The Seahawks stop to hover in mdair. In another helicopter
i s SERGEANT JACKSON, tall, dark, and gaunt. H's SQUAD is with
hi m

VASQUEZ
Down the rope! Go, go!
JACKSON
Go, go, go!

EXT. TV STATION - EVEN NG

They rappel into the mddle of the parking |ot behind the
television station. GQunfire imediately erupts in the
surroundi ng nei ghborhood, but Jackson’s squad seemto be in a
relative cal mspot.

JACKSON
Squad, on nme to the target
bui I di ng!
(radi o)

W’ ve got the TV station | ocked
down and surrounded, sir!

VASQUEZ
Good, get in position to breach.

JACKSON
Left side door breach! Stack up!

They all line up on either side of the door. W can hear Al-
Asad’s speech fromearlier in the filmplaying inside.
Jackson attaches a breaching charge to the door, and steps
aside. It explodes the door.

JACKSON
Br eachi ng! Breachi ng!

| NT. LOBBY
He races in and shoots two dazed M LITIAMEN inside. As the
snmoke clears, we see they are in a well-appointed | obby in

the Western style, like any studio in Anerica.

JACKSON
Cl ear! Squad, on ne.
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They push through corridors, exchanging shots with retreating
SOLDI ERS and M LITIAMEN. The halls are soon filled with the
dust of pul verized plaster and wood. The eneny puts up little
resi stance, and are soon hightailing it deeper into the

st udi o.

JACKSON
They’ re pulling back. Stay sharp!
It could be a trap

The Marines jog down enpty hallways until they reach a huge
of fice area. Jackson peeks through the door.

I NT. CUBI CLE FARM

Dozens of |ow cubicles are arranged in the center of an
enornmous roomw th a blue carpet; a typical white-collar

wor kroom Doors lead to the offices of nore inportant
journalists, and on one wall is an enornous screen projecting
a map of the world. There is a second story bal cony.

Tel evi sions are everywhere, playing A -Asad’ s speech.

The nen slide inside warily, keeping to one wall.

MARI NE #1
Cont act! Second fl oor!

Fighting erupts. W see Al -Asad’s MLITIA and SOLDI ERS
plunging fire down on the Americans, caught in the open.

MARI NE #2
Ambush!

The fracas is a confused ness of intersecting tracers,
expl osi ons, screans, and shouted commands in Arabic and
English. Most of the MARINES are able to stick to the walls,
but a few are caught in the mddle of the cubicles and hide
behind what little cover they can find. The conputers at al

t he desks are blown to pieces in the ensuing gunfight. The
bal cony’ s balustrade is made of gl ass which is soon shattered
and cones raining dowm. A two-story battle is in full sw ng.

MARI NE #3
RPG

An RPG sails down to explode in the mddl e of one cubicle
cluster. MARINES sprint across the floor, angling for the
best firing position at the upper stories. Al -Asad s TROOPS
have little cover on the bal conies. They had the advant age of
surprise, but have since lost it, and the battle is swiftly
turni ng agai nst them
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One MARINE fires a rifle grenade onto the upper storey and
sends two HAPLESS M LITIA flying over the balustrade. One was
carrying an RPG and another enterprising MARI NE snatches it
up and | aunches a rocket up into the upper story, collapsing
part of the balcony. Ohers follow suit, blasting apart the
bal cony. Rocket and grenade bl asts deafen the ears, and a
bank of nonitors hanging fromthe ceiling cones crashing down
in an expl osi on of sparks and broken gl ass. Papers are
fluttering down, thrown into the air by the expl osions.

And as quickly as it begins, it ends.

JACKSON
Cease fire, cease fire!

The roomis silent save for the sound of settling debris and
the groans of injured mlitiamen. The floor is littered with
papers and spent casings. A few broken television nonitors
spark.

JACKSON
Room cl ear! Check the bodies. W
need a positive ID on Al -Asad.

MARI NE #1

Negative ID over here, sir.
MARI NE #2

No sign of Al-Asad here, sir.
JACKSON

Then he’s on the upper floors.

Movel!

They nove down a side corridor. JACKSON carefully opens a
door, carbine at the ready, and steps through.

I NT. LOBBY - SUNSET

The glass front of the main entrance hall reveals the sun is
setting outside. The place is quite nice, in fact. The gl ass
front lets the light in, and there are a couple of snal
trees in planters. The squad foll ows JACKSON i n.

An Abrans tank runbl es past outside.

MARI NE #1
There goes our boys.

MARI NE #2
Qor ah.
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MARI NE #3
Qor ah.

They sweep through the | obby.

GRI GGS (RADI O
Hol d your fire!l Friendlies comng
out!

A door opens, and out steps SSgt. GRIGGS and a few ot her nen,
i ncluding a Navy CORPSVAN

JACKSON
No sign of Al-Asad, sir. Were’'s
t he |ieutenant?

GRI GGS
Li eut enant Vasquez was hit. I'min
char ge.

JACKSON

Shit. Alright, fall in, Marines.
Stay frosty.

GRI GGS
(to the nen behind him
Conme on. We're not mssin this

party.

They head up the stairs, and after passing through a small
green room cone out on the roof.

EXT. ROOFTOP - SUNSET

The sol diers nove along the rooftop through a naze of
ventilation ducts and satellite dishes. They head up anot her
flight of stairs.

GRI GGS
Wat ch your six, Devil Dog.

Al -Asad’s voice is growing steadily |ouder. They jog across
anot her rooftop. Two F-35 jets roar past overhead.

Finally they reach an entrance. At the end of the corridor is
a | ocked door. Al-Asad’s voice is comng frominside, stil
speechi fyi ng.

GRI GGS
I think he's in there. | hear him
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The Marines, 25 or so all told, line up along the corridor,
backs agai nst the wall.

JACKSON
Do it.

One MARINE with a shotgun steps forward, shoots out the

hi nges, and ki cks the door open.

I NT. NEWS ROOM

The MARI NES pour inside. There is a brightly it news desk

and a recording station, but no Al -Asad. A television plays
his speech in the mddle of the room

MARI NE #1
Cl ear!

MARI NE #2
Cl ear!

JACKSON
Room cl ear

MARI NE #2
He’ s not here.

JACKSON
It’s on a | oop. The broadcast is a
recordi ng.

GRI GGS

Heh. Yeah. Score one for mlitary
intelligence.

JACKSON pulls out his sidearmand shoots the television in
di sgust. Al -Asad’s voice can still be heard.

JACKSON
Sonmeone turn that shit off.

GRI GGS
Roger that. | got sonmething better
anyway.

GRI GGS saunters into the recording station, and interfaces
his i Pod with the speakers. Two MARI NES smash open a vendi ng
machi ne and start looting it.

Al - Asad’ s voice cuts and the speakers start blasting Edw n
Star’s “War”. Jackson’s squad exchange a few | ooks and roll
their eyes.
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GRI GGS
Yeah. Qor ah.

Giggs returns to the news desk, grinning fromear to ear.

JACKSON
I never liked that song.
GRI GGS
It’s a classic, man!
JACKSON
Bei ng bl ack and all, always seened
to me the answer was “freeing
sl aves”.
GRI GGS

Christ, you nust have a picture of
Lincoln in your footlocker. Dam
Boy Scout.

A MARI NE eating chips fromthe | ooted vendi ng machine calls
over.

MARI NE #1
If we’'re playing 'Nam cl assi cs,
someone put on “Surfin’ Bird”.

GRI GGS
What woul d you know, Private? Al
you listen to is death netal. Good
God, y'all.
(i ndicating the chips)
Jesus, Roycewicz, we're in the
m ddl e of a war zone.

The MARI NE drops the chips, smling, and raises his hands up.
GRIGGES puts a finger to his ear.

GRI GGS
Command, this is Red Dog. TV
station secure. No sign of Al -Asad.
The broadcast is a recording. ...
Roger that, Command. Qut. Mari nes!
Rally up! W’ re evacuating the
wounded, and then we got a new
assi gnment. Get your gear and get
ready to nove out!



52.

EXT. CITY - SUNSET

Qutside in the streets, sporadic fighting is still going on.
Seahawks and tandemrotor Sea Knights have | anded in the
parking lot. Marines are piling on board.

GRI GGS, JACKSON, and the rest of his squad stroll out of the
TV station. Giggs wal ks over to a Seahawk, and turns to
Jackson.

GRI GGS
Your boys did well in there,
Jackson.

JACKSON

They did their job, sir.

GRI GGS
W’ ve got an advance team pi nned
down two klicks north of here.
We're gonna bail "emout. 1'll see
you there.

Griggs boards the Seahawk, and it lifts off.

GRI GGS
(shouting down to him
Senmper fi!

More helicopters |ift off. JACKSON s nen pile aboard the |ast
Sea Knight in the parking lot, OUTLAW2-5, and it takes off,
a mnute or so behind the rest of the group.

COVMAND
Qutl aw, be advi sed, we have a
situati on here, over.

OUTLAW 2-5
Go ahead, Conmmand, over.

Qutlaw lifts off. It is soon joined on its flank by DEADLY.
Streans of antiaircraft fire still shoot up here and there
over the city.

COMVAND
SEAL Team Si x has | ocated a
possi bl e nucl ear device at the
presidential palace to the west.
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COVIVAND MARI NE #1
NEST teans are on the way. Wait, what did he say? ..
Until the device is verified Ch, shit.

safe, all forces are to fall
back to the east, over.

An RPG cones streaking up to strike DEADLY in the tail rotor
just as Command utters ‘over.

DEADLY
We're hit, we're hit! |’'ve |ost the
tail rotor!

It struggles along for a few seconds before going into a tail
spin over a narrow T - intersection.

DEADLY
Mayday, mayday, this is Deadly,
going in hard. W’ re going down.

The Vi per crashes in the mddle of the intersection, clipping
a building on the way down. It’s inpact raises an enornous
cl oud of dust.

QUTLAW 2-5
W have a Viper down. | repeat, we
have a Vi per down.

Qutlaw circles over the crash site.
OUTLAW 2-5
Deadly, this is Qutlaw Two-Fi ve.
Cone in, over!

No response, but we see flashes fromw thin the dust cloud
and the rattle of small arns.

OUTLAW 2-5
Command, | have a visual on the
crash site. | see small arns fire

com ng fromthe cockpit. Request
permssion to initiate search and
rescue, over.

COVIVAND
Copy, 2-5. Be advised you will not
be at a safe distance in the event
t hat nuke goes off. Do you
under st and?

QUTLAW 2-5
Roger that. W know what we're
getting into.
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COMVAND
Alright, 2-5. It’s your call.
Retrieve the pilot if you can. Qut.

QUTLAW 2-5
Deadl y, do you copy? What’s your
status, over?

Qutl aw lands in a square near the intersection.

DEADLY
(coughi ng)
I’m here! Keating is KIA Hostiles
noving in fast! | could sure use

some hel p down here!

EXT. ATY - TWLIGAT

The ranp slans down and JACKSON S SQUAD piles out. The
sergeant’s is the first boot to touch the ground. The CREW
CHI EF waves t hem past.

QUTLAW 2-5
Hold on, we’'re comng to you

JACKSON
In and out in 60 seconds, boys!
Gab the pilot! No one gets left
behi nd!

They race forward, JACKSON at the fore. Two of Al-Asad’'s

SOLDI ERS race out of alleyways in front of him heading for
the crash site. They hardly notice Jackson until he cuts them
down with his carbine.

COVIVAND
Be advi sed, 2-5, hostiles advancing
paral | el sout hwest of your position
towards the crash site.

Jackson’s nmen swarm around the intersection. Down the other
two streets, hordes of MLITIA and SOLD ERS are firing. Shots
are pinging off the weck of the helicopter as JACKSON runs
up to DEADLY, who is firing at the eneny with her submachi ne
gun.

He grabs her and pulls her out of the cockpit.

JACKSON
Back to the LZI o!



