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They fall back by teans, |aying down a heavy suppressing fire
as Jackson carries along Deadly in his arns, |ooking |ike an
absurd parody of a groomcarrying his bride to the weddi ng
bed. Deadly has one arm w apped around his neck while she
fires over his shoulder with the other.

QUTLAW 2-5
Sergeant Jackson, this is Qutlaw 2-
5. Now would be a good time to get
the hell out of here, over.

JACKSON
Roger that, we’ re on our way.

Bull ets are whizzing past them Far away, al nost obscured in
t he dust and snoke, a M LITIAVAN crouches and fires a single
shot. The round SLAMS into Jackson’s back and expl odes out of
his chest. He staggers and falls to knee, then gets right
BACK UP agai n.

He ascends the ranp, passing the CREWCH EF, who is firing
with his pistol, and sets Deadly down in the seat. She yells
and grasps her broken | eg.

COVIVAND
Qutlaw, this is Command. W have a
probabl e nucl ear threat on the
capital. Proceed inmmedi ately to the
m ni nrum saf e di stance until the al
clear is given by the NEST team

JACKSON col | apses into his seat, and slots a grenade into his
carbi ne’ s under-barrel |auncher as his nmen pile back aboard.

JACKSON
Go, go!

He strikes his troopers on the back as they rush past.
Beyond, over a dozen MLITIA race forward, spraying fire.

The helicopter begins to lift off.

Jackson fires his grenade | auncher. Wth a dull foonf the
grenade sails into the mdst of the crowd. The expl osion
sends them (and several severed |inbs) flying.

An RPG screans past Qutlaw 2-5, missing it by a few feet at
nost. A second follows quickly after, mssing as well.

QUTLAW 2-5
Ladi es and gentlenen, this is your
captain speaking. We’re in for sone
chop. Hang on



Qutl aw 2-5 takes of f. Qut the open back, Jackson’s squad sees
several nore helicopters hot on their heels, escaping |like
t hem

COVIVAND
All US forces, be advised, we have
a confirmed nuclear threat in the
city. NEST teans are on site and
attenpting to disarm | repeat -

Suddenly, an explosion brighter than the sun fills the
horizon. It is framed perfectly by the open doorway. Everyone
on board turns away, shielding their eyes, as a titanic
fireball bl ossons over the city. An enornous shock wave
spreads fromit. A ring of dust rolls over the buildings,
knocki ng down t he weaker structures, and the helicopters that
are caught in the shock wave are swatted fromthe sky as if
by an invisibl e hand.

JACKSON
Everyone, hang on!

QUTLAW 2-5 IS HI'T, and goes into a tailspin. An alarm bl eeps.
Everyone is grappling onto whatever hand hold they can find.
The CREW CHI EF, despite his best efforts, is sucked out of

t he hatchway. The spinning ground cones up to neet them

CUT TO BLACK.

The sound of a trenendous crash, and the screen is dark and
wi t hout sound for several seconds. Then we hear the howl of a
strong wind, and the beating of a man’s heart.

FADE | N:

EXT. ATY - TWLIGAT

JACKSON lies in the Sea Knight. It has crashed at an angl e,
with the tail end thrust high in the air. He lies at the very
bottom next to the cockpit doorway. Hs eyes flutter open,
and his radio crackles. He has lost his rifle, but does not
noti ce.

He starts to slowy crawl up the sloping netal floor, past
t he corpses of his nen.

MALE RADI O OPERATOR
Fl ash, NBC 1 Nuclear. Bravo, NV 0 6
2 6 Fuse 4, Bravo ... 90 degree
grid. Hotel: Surface. Juliet: 90
seconds.



The transm ssion breaks apart into static, various voices
audi bl e but indistinct. Jackson | ooks ahead to see the side
of a building, and a plune of snoke billowing as if in a
strong wind. The entire world has a sickly, sepia tone to it.

As he reaches the boarding ranp, he sees the street outside
littered with debris. The snoke fromthe few fires are

bl owi ng al nost horizontal, and scraps of paper flit past on
t he w nd.

He topples over the end and falls seven or eight feet to the
ground. He gasps quietly, and as he | ooks around he sees it:

AN ENORMOUS MUSHROOM CLOUD rising over the city. His radio
crackl es once nore, the dispassionate voice fading in and
out .

FEMALE RADI O OPERATOR
Li ve nucl ear detonation detected.
Fal | out predicted within a radius
of 7.4 mles. Epicenter |ocated at
NV 0586 80. Personnel within
primary. ..

He struggles to his feet, gasping with the effort. He takes
off his helnmet, and for a | ong nonent he stares at the

t her nonucl ear cl oud towering above him inpossibly high,

i nconceivably cruel, tall, pale, nonstrous.

Tears roll down his dust-stai ned face.

He drops his helnet, and feels the wound in his chest. Wen
he takes away his hand, the fingers are red, but he hardly
seens to notice the pain. Down in front of himhe sees
DEADLY’ s corpse. Around himare the bodies of a few nore of
his nmen, their clothes billow ng and snapping in the w nd.

Jackson linps forward, one of his |egs broken in the crash.

He raises an armto shield his eyes against the dust bl ow ng
t hrough the streets. As he wal ks, he turns in a slow circle,
taking in the desolate city and the weck of the Sea Knight.

FEMALE RADI O OPERATOR
...I mredi ate evacuation
Cont ami nation centers are being
established at this tine and w |
be fully operational within two
hours. Personnel are expected to be
t here. .

He stops to stare at one high-rise building, a plune of dust
blowing off it. It crunbles with a distant runble a few
seconds | ater



FEMALE RADI O OPERATOR
...reports of nassive casualties
coming in fromall sectors ..
radi ati on sickness. Personnel with
el evated | evel s are advised to seek
nedi cal attention at the first
avai |l abl e opportunity.

Jackson staggers forward, wandering aimessly for a few nore
agoni zi ng seconds, before dropping to one knee, then onto al
fours. At last he collapses. Wth great effort, he rolls onto
his back. W can hear his heart beating again, and it is

sl ow ng.

For a nonment we | ook over the scene fromon high: Jackson,
t he bodies of the others, the helicopter weck.

CU - JACKSON' S FACE I N PROFI LE

JACKSON
It is finished.

He | ooks at the sky, and breathes his | ast.

The nmushroom cloud still reaches to the heavens as voi ces
begin to chatter.

BRI TI SH REPORTER
- What appears to be an expl osion
of epic proportions -
FEMALE REPORTER AVERI CAN REPORTER
Reports remai n sketchy and - Danage appears to be total.
unconfirnmed at this tine.

AMERI CAN REPORTER #2
- To have set off what appears to
have been a nucl ear explosion in
his own country.

BRI TI SH REPORTER FEMALE REPORTER
-Maybe the start of sonething What | can see fromthe hote
| arger. \Wether Al -Asad was here is a nmushroom cl oud

anmong the victinms of what may about forty mles high -
have been a suicidal -

FEMALE REPORTER #2
- Continue to burn across a nassive
wast el and.

AVERI CAN REPORTER
- Casualty figures are high.



I NT. MESS HALL - N GHT

The camera zoons out, revealing the nushroomcloud is on a
| arge tel evision screen. Anmerican, British, and Turkish

Al RVEN stare in horror. At one table are PRI CE, SOAP, and
GAZ, riveted by the events on screen.

The hall begins to murnur, then explodes in shouts, curses,
and sobs. Several nen rush out to find a phone.

GAZ is furious, PRICE is awed, SOAP is stoic.

PRI CE
He did it. He had the will to do
what we dared not. My God. MIIlions
will hail himas a martyr.

GAZ
He's a mass nurderer, is what he
i sl
PRI CE
The genius of it... the entire war

was an enornous trap. He has built
hi msel f a nonunent forty mles
hi gh.

SOAP
But that makes no sense...

They | ook at him

SOAP
Ni kol ai said that Al -Asad was a
coward and a cynic. Wiy woul d he
martyr hinself? | can see him
but chering his own people, the
grotty bastard, but killing
hi nsel f?

They pause and reflect as they realize the truth of his
wor ds.

PRI CE
When was the | ast confirned
sighting of Al -Asad?

GAZ
Al - Ful ani ' s execution. Wy?



SOAP
He coul d have left the country
bef ore the invasion even began.

PRI CE
He knew we would find him no
matter where he hid, but if we
bel i eved he was dead... W would
not even | ook for evidence, not at
t he epicenter of a nuclear Dblast.

GAZ
I think we should have a chat with
our friend N kol ai .

CUT TGO

I NT. FIELD HOSPI TAL - NI GHT

The hospital is overflow ng. The beds are filled with
Anmerican MARI NES dyi ng of radiation burns and poi soni ng.
NURSES and DOCTORS desperately try to tend to themall, and
the PA's calls never cease.

Staff Sergeant CRIGGS sits on a crate outside one tent, head
| ow and helnet in his hands. There is a constant stream of
traffic comng in and out.

A CAPTAIN comes up to him

CAPTAI N
Staff Sergeant Giggs?

Giggs | ooks up. The captain kneels down beside him

CAPTAI N
How many nen do you still have?

GRI GGS
That’ s the question, ain't it? Not
how many we’ve | ost, but how many
are still alive... | have el even
men |left out of ny entire platoon
that are still fit to fight, sir.

CAPTAI N
Your men perforned bravely. | heard
about the assault on the station,
and the attenpt to rescue the
Vi per. Jackson’s going to win the
Silver Star at |east.



GRI GGS
A smal |l consol ation, sir.

CAPTAI N
| have sonet hing better. That’ s why
I"’mhere. Wird fromup high is that
Al -Asad is still alive.

GRI GGS st ares.

CAPTAI N
We have an i nformant, Code Nane
Ni kol ai -

GRI GGS

VWhat the hell kinda nane is that
for an i nfornmant?

CAPTAI N
| don't pick "em He says there is
a safehouse in the Caucasus that Al -
Asad has used in the past. W have
the coordinates. It's only a few
hours away. Conmand’ s been | ooki ng
for the best soldiers we have on
hand. Your platoon’s bravery these
past two days went above and beyond
the call of duty... W re not going
to reward that with nedal s
t hough. ..

GRI GGS stands up, newfound energy flow ng through his veins,
a smle spreading across his face.

GRI GGS
The Caucasus, huh? |’ve heard
they’'re lovely this tine of year

CAPTAI N
It’ll be a joint operation with the
Brits and Russians. You'll be under

an officer in the SAS.

GRI GGS
Who?

CUT TGO



EXT. MARSH - N GHT

PRI CE, GAZ, and SOAP drop into frame. A cigar is clenched
tightly between the captain’s jaws. It has burned down to
little nore than a nub by now.

A wi de overhead shot shows them having junped froma Seahawk
hel i copter, VULTURE 1-6. They crouch in the high grass,
silver in the noonlight and swaying in the helicopter’s
downwash. They are in the foothills of the majestic Caucasus
Mount ai ns, which |oomsilent and i nmense behind them The
Seahawk takes off.

Words appear on screen:

Day 4 - 02:00: 34
I ngushetia, Southern Russia

The seconds are ticking away. A small light flashes a few
ti mes ahead of them

PRI CE
There’s the Anericans. Let’s go.

They join the American team a squad of Marines |led by SSgt.
GRI GGS.

PRI CE
Staff Sergeant Giggs?

GRI GGS
Captain Price.

The two nen sal ute.

PRI CE
G ad to have you with us. Are these
all your nmen?

GRI GGS
They are.

Giggs | ooks at Gaz and Soap.

GRI GGS
Are these all yours?

GAZ
W' re goddamed Bravo Team We only
need three nen.



Price gives Gaz a raised eyebrow, but nothing nore, before
returning to Giggs.

PRI CE
We were the nearest avail able team
The Loyalists are expecting us half
a klick to the north. Let’'s nove
out .

They start to nove through the thorny forests and syrupy
fens, looking |like ghosts in the m st.

SOAP
Loyal ists, eh? Are those the good
Russi ans or the bad Russi ans?

PRI CE
Wl |, they won’t shoot us on sight,
if that’s what you’' re asking.

SOAP
Yeah, well, that’s good enough for
me, sir.

COVIVAND

Bravo Six, this is Conmand. AC-130
gunshi p support is entering your
airspace at this time. Qut.

PRI CE
Copy. Bravo Six out.

GRI GGS
An AC- 130, huh? Haven’t worked with
one of those in a while.

Pl LOT
Bravo Six, this is Wldfire. Heard
you coul d use sone hel p down there.
Call the shot.

We see WLDFIRE high in the clouds above: a massive AC 130U
Spooky gunshi p packi ng enough artillery to | evel a smnal
city.

PRI CE
Copy, WIldfire. Standby.



10.

EXT. MEADOW - NI GHT

They enter into a neadow with high grass and a rusting
tractor. They stop. PRICE drops his cigar and crushes it
beneath his boot.

PRI CE
Gaz, you snell that?

GAZ
Yeah. Kanar ov.

GRI GGS
Huh? | don't snell anything. Wat -

KAMAROV (30s) energes from behind a | arge bush, holding his
rifle above his head. He cones to a stop in front of PRICE.
The man is wearing a gray afghanka (w nter uniform and
ushanka (fur cap).

KAMAROV
Wl cone to the New Russia, Captain
Price.

Two dozen of his SOLDI ERS rise fromthe high grass. They are
SPETSNAZ, Russia’s special forces.

PRI CE
What’ s the target, Kanmarov? W want
Al - Asad.
Suddenly a salvo of rockets streak into the heavens from over
the hill, bright against the night sky.
SOAP

What the bl oody hell’s going on
over there?

KAMAROV
The BM 21s on the other side of the
hill. Their rockets are killing
hundreds of civilians in the valley
bel ow.

GRI GGS

Yeah well not for long they’' re not.

The Spetsnaz begin to nove off, but PRI CE grabs KAMAROV s
arm



11.

PRI CE
Not so fast. Renmenber G ozny?
You' re with us.

KAVAROV
Hm | guess | owe you one.

GAZ
Bl oody right you do.

KAVAROV
The t ownspeopl e have | ong since
fled. Al -Asad may be there, at the
house at the top of the hill. The
U tranationalists are protecting
hi m

PRI CE
Make it quick, Kamarov. | want Al -
Asad.

They head out, the Britons and Anericans a little ways behind
t he Spetsnaz.

GAZ
May be there? | hate bargaining
wi th Kamarov. There’s al ways a
bl oody cat ch.

They reach the top of a ridge, and see the town on the hil
opposite. Sal voes of shining rockets whoosh out of the town,
arcing dowmn into the valley floor far bel ow.

PRI CE
W can't let Al-Asad escape. W
need to encircle them Giggs, you
and your nmen stay here. W'l work
our way around, and hit >emfrom
all sides. W’ ve got a gunship up
there to provide backup.

GRI GGS
Mari ne Corps’s al so di spatched a
flight o Harriers our way.

KAMAROV
I have a M -28 attack helicopter
standing by at a safe distance.

GAZ
Something tells ne this is gonna be
a night to renmenber.
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The SPETSNAZ and SAS jog through the night, taking up their
positions, while the MARI NES hunker down on the ridge,

wat chi ng the town. CGRIGGS watches through a pair of field
gl asses.

The SPETSNAZ take cover in a creek bed close to the edge of
t he trees.

The SAS creep up towards a gas station on the highway next to
the town. A T-72 tank is parked there, wth a squad of
soldiers mlling about. PRICE puts a finger to his ear.

PRI CE
You didn't say there’d be arnor,
Kamar ov.

KAVAROV

| didn’t say there wouldn’t be,
either. You have nothing to worry
about. W'll take themout, and
carve a path straight to your man,
Captain Price, if he is indeed

t here.

PRI CE
Roger .

GAZ
| bet he knows if he’'s here. W
shoul d just beat it out of him

sir.

PRI CE
Not yet. Vulture One-Six, we’'re in
position.

The Seahawk VULTURE 1-6 circles the town high above.

VULTURE 1-6
Bravo Six, this is Vulture One-Si x.
Radi o jamers are active. You're
cleared to assault the town. Cut.

PRI CE
Right, lads. We're goin’ deep, and
we’'re goin hard.

GAZ
Surely you can’t be serious.

PRI CE
Wldfire, fire m ssion, danger
cl ose.
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PRI CE(cont ' d)

Enenmy arnor and infantry at the gas
station 100 neters north of our
position. Over.

EXT. TOMN - N GHT

W | ook down on the gas station fromWIdfire’ s heat vision
camera. Wiite figures mll on a black background. The image
is ringed with various nunbers and points of data. W never
see the crew, but we hears their voices, cool and detached.

Pl LOT
Unh... TV, confirmyou see the gas
station.

THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Roger that, we see it.

FI RE CONTROL COFFI CER
Request perm ssion to engage.

Pl LOT
Copy. You are cleared to engage.

GUNNER
Copy. Com n’ down.

We hear a thunping sound as the howitzer fires, and the
canera shakes violently.

GUNNER
Shot !

A second | ater the gas station dissolves silently in an
enor mous white cl oud.

THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Whoal

FI RE CONTROL COFFI CER
Yep, that was right on target.

EXT. TOM - N GHT

The gas station has disappeared in a truly titanic expl osion,
formng a fiery mushroom cloud. SOAP stares in stony silence,
and PRI CE speaks quietly to hinself.

PRI CE
Cone the three corners of the world
in arns, and we shall shock them



14.

GAZ, neanwhile, punps his fist and crows. A klaxon begins to
wai | .

GAZ
That’ s bl oody outrageous, natel!

A few DAZED SOLDI ERS st unbl e out of the snpke

ULTRANATI ONALI ST
(no subtitles)
It’s the Anmericans!

GAZ
“Aneri kancy?” Wiy do they think
we' re American?

PRI CE
I f sonmeone intervened in your civil
war, wouldn't you assunme it was the
Ameri cans?

The few survivors are cut down with pathetic ease by the SAS
PRI CE
(radi o)
Al'l units: converge.

On the ridge, two MARINES fire a nortar, and the star shel
expl odes over the town, bathing the world in a red gl ow

GRIGES is contacting the Harriers.

GRI GGS
Fal con One, | want a bonbing run
right along the east edge of the

t own.

High in the night sky a flight of four HARRIER jets shift
cour se.

FALCON ONE
Target confirmed. Standby for
airstrike.

KAMAROV is speaking into his radio.

KAMAROV ( SUBTI TLE)
Mosi n Two-Fi ve, commence attack
run.

MOSI N 2-5 ( SUBTI TLE)
Two- Five here. W are on the way.
St andby for air support.
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The eastern edge of the town goes up in a sheet of flanme as
the HARRI ERS strafe it.

GRI GGS
Go, go, go!

The MARI NES nove in.

El sewhere, Utranationalist SOLD ERS | ook around in alarm
Their OFFICER starts to shout orders, but tapers off as he
hears the unm stakabl e sound of an approachi ng helicopter.
Qut the night gl oomscreanms a HAVOC HELI COPTER, which cuts
| oose with an enornmous salvo of rockets that obliterate the
U tranationalists.

KAMAROV
Let’s do thisl!

The SPETSNAZ sweep forward. The BM 21s fire a fresh volley.

PRI CE
Wldfire, take out that artillery!

PI LOT
Copy.

EXT. TOM - N GHT

We see the world again through the thermal television. The
Spooky tracks up the hill and sees the battery of rocket
artillery in a field outside the farm

THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Man, these guys are goin’ to town.

Pl LOT
Recal i brate azi muth sweep angl e.
Adj ust el evati on scan.

FI RE CONTROL COFFI CER
Clear to engage all of those?

Pl LOT
Yeah, clear to engage. Light 'em

up.

FI RE CONTROL COFFI CER
Copy. Snoke 'em

The deep thumping of the Bofors cannon, and the artillery is
blown to pieces. Small figures run across the field.
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In the corner has been a flashing ‘40mri . The canera then
cuts in closer, and now the word ‘25mm is flashing.

A Gatling cannon opens up, and starts churning up the earth
around the fleeing white figures.

FI RE CONTROL OFFI CER
Get that person

Men are scranbling in every direction to escape the |ead
rai ni ng down.

FI RE CONTROL OFFI CER
Quy running... Ckay you got him
Good kill, good kill. Get back on
t he ot her guys.

EXT. TOM - N GHT

SAS, MARI NES, and SPETSNAZ sweep through the burning town,
bright in the red glare of the star flares, driving all in a
rout before them Tracers cut between ranshackl e cottages,
and grenades throw up dirt and shrapnel in the yards and

al | eyways. Men shout orders and encouragenent. The Havoc
hel i copter MOSIN 2-5 rolls overhead, strafing the open
streets.

KAMAROV is firing fromthe wi ndow of one house.

SPETSNAZ ( SUBTI TLE)
Contact |eft!

Shots slaminto the left wall, and KAMAROV turns to see nore
ULTRANATI ONALI STS bearing down on him He shifts to fire out
an open doorway, and the rebels are quickly cut down by the
conbi ned arnms of his men. Two ATTACK DOGS bound forward,
snarling.

KAMAROV guns down one, and then hear the click of an enpty
magazi ne. He starts to reload, but is too |ate.

KAMAROV ( SUBTI TLE)
Son of a-

He drops his rifle and throws up his hands as the dog sl ans
into him knocking himdown. He has a brief, nightmare inage
of long, yellow teeth, hot saliva, and mad eyes, before he
grabs its neck and twists. He feels it snap, and the dog goes
l[inp with a whinper. He throws it off and scrabbles for his
rifle.

KAVAROV ( SUBTI TLE)
Keep up your firel
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On the ridge, two MARINES still operate the nortar popping
out flares. A third shouts into a radio, voice indistinct.

The HARRI ERS whoosh over his shoul der and bl ow apart a | arge,
white inn that has been spraying fire on the advancing
MARI NES. GRI GGS takes his nmen forward.

The SAS are trapped in one house, firing on a burning
building up the ridge. Dark figures dart back and forth in
front of it Iike m sshapen goblins, except these goblins are
arnmed to the teeth with automati c weapons and peppering the
SAS' s cover with bullets. Price’'s finger is at his ear.

PRI CE
Wldfire, we're taking fire from
the burning building in the center
of town. Request fire support,
danger cl osel!

EXT. TOMAN - N GHT
The street in thermal vision. An RPG streaks across it.

THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Whoa, sonebody just fired an RPG

FI RE CONTROL OFFI CER
Roger that. Crew, take out
everyt hing around that house.

PI LOT
Set scan range.

The Bofors gun thunps, the Gatling cannon whirs, and eneny
resi stance crunbl es.

GUNNER
Kaaaboom

THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Yeah, good kill. | see |lots of
little pieces down there.
A few survivors are fleeing.

FI RE CONTROL OFFI CER
We got a runner here.

One Bofors shot takes care of him
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THERVAL TV OPERATOR
Ooh, that’s gotta hurt. Uh, noving
vehicl e on the road.

A BWP-2 rattles down the dirt road. The Bofors gun fires, and
the arnored vehicle goes up in an explosion of nolten netal.

GUNNER
Hot damm!

FI RE CONTROL OFFI CER
That m ght have been within two
feet of him

Pl LOT
Cl ean up that signal

EXT. TOMWN - N GHT
The Seahawk VULTURE 1-6 hovers high above the town.

VULTURE 1-6
This is Wulture One-Six, | am
seeing zero novenent fromthe
farmhouse. He’s not noving.
Probably scared shitless.

GRIGGS and his nmen are firing fromthe sl ope beside a road,
resting their weapons on the pavenent, as they plaster a
roadsi de restaurant with fire.

A deep whir, and the entire building is raked by the Spooky’s
Gatl i ng cannon.

GRI GGS
Go, go, go!

They race up.

GRI GGS
I’ve got a visual on the farnhouse!

VULTURE 1-6
Roger that, nove to secure.
I/E. HOUSE - NI GHT

MOSIN 2-5 strafes a still-intact house, throwi ng up cl ods of
earth twenty feet high, and the eneny fire quietens.
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The SAS jog up towards the house and are through the open
door in a trice. Two BODIES are in the kitchen, and SOAP
shoots the one that's still groaning. PRI CE and SOAP head out
anot her door. GAZ is a nmonment behind, and pauses as he hears
a click. He turns to see a grenade rolling fromthe pal m of

t he other BODY. Gaz, wi thout thinking, kicks it out of a

wi ndow, where there is an expl osion.

He jogs out after Price and Soap.

EXT. TOM - N GHT

The airspace is getting pretty crowded. The Harriers rocket
by again, blow ng apart another building. MOSIN 2-5 is
strafing roads. VULTURE 1-6 is hovering, relaying information
and jamm ng the U tranationalists’ radios. WLDFIRE orbits at
an incredi ble distance, visible as a dark speck that
occasional ly belches out muzzle blasts as big as the entire
pl ane.

Anot her BMP-2 on the road ahead of the SAS expl odes.

U tranationalist REBELS are running around in confusion, and
are torn into by the SAS, who stride through their mdst guns
bl azi ng. They enmerge on the other side to see the farnhouse
in the mddle of a field of burning vehicles. PRI CE pauses to
survey the weckage, his face lit by the flames and the star
flares. He waxes poetically.

PRI CE
By reason of the abundance of his
horses their dust shall cover thee:
thy walls shall shake at the noise
of the horsenen, and of the wheels,
and of the chariots...

SOAP
Sir...?

GAZ
He does this sonetinmes. lgnore it.

He sees KAMAROV and his men jogging up the slope to join
t hem

KAVAROV
Good. Now we are naki ng progress.

PRI CE
Let'’s do this. He had better be in
t here, Kanarov.
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EXT. FARMHOUSE - N GHT

The conbined elites of Anerica, Britain, and Russia converge
on the farnmhouse fromall angles. They reach the front door

wi t hout incident. GAZ unslings the shotgun he has strapped to
hi s back, and wi nks at SCOAP.

GAZ
| like to keep this for close
encount er s.

GRI GGS chuckl es as he pulls a flashbang grenade.

SOAP
Too right, mate.

GRI GGS open the door a fraction, |obs the grenade in, then
sl ams the door shut. An explosion, then he rips the door
open. GAZ springs in, and the rest pour in after him

The barn is enpty.

GRI GGS
That's tw ce!

The Anericans and Britons collectively curse and grunble.

KAMAROV noves through and clinbs up onto a | oft. The SAS
follow him while the rest of the nen remain on the floor
bel ow.

GAZ
VWhere’'s Al - Asad?

KAMAROV i gnores him | ooking out the wi ndow.

KAMAROV
(points out w ndow)
W need to sweep through the town
again for stragglers, sone may have
sl i pped through our |ines -

GAZ grabs himand thrusts himout the wi ndow. Half of
KAMAROV' s body dangles in mdair. The farmhouse stands atop a
not inconsiderable cliff.

GAZ
VWhere is Al -Asad?

KAMAROV bl asphenmes in his native tongue.
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GAZ
VWhere is he!?

KAMAROV
He’s not here! By norning his
convoy should arrivel

GAZ yanks hi m back in.

GAZ
VWell that wasn’t so hard, was it?

KAMAROV
You stupid English! W just took
out one of the Utranationalists’
| argest canps in southern Russia,
and all you care about is sonme Arab
nmudak! The war in the Mddl e East

is over. But here... Do you think
this

(gestures at the burning

t own)

will stop the bl oodshed? No, this
war has only just begun.
Apprehendi ng Al - Asad wi |l not
change t hat.

GAZ
How many Russi ans have been killed
inthis war, eh? Al -Asad s nurdered
fifty thousand -

PRI CE steps between Kamarov and Gaz before they cone to
bl ows.

PRI CE
Alright, let’s get this place
sorted out. Change into the eneny
uni forms and douse the fires.
Kamarov, | need your nen on the
ground if the drivers start asking
guestions. Just keep them busy
until we | ocate Al -Asad. W don't
have nmuch tine, so get to it.

EXT. REST AREA - MORNI NG
GRI GGS, PRICE, KAMAROV, and their respective nen lay in

ambush at a roadside rest area. Alittle ways behind themis
the obliterated gas station, its fires doused.
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GRI GGS and SOAP are up in a guard tower erected by the
U tranationalists. They wear the m xed Arabic and Russi an
uni forns of the Utranationalists.

GRI GGS
Man, you |l ook like a clown in that
outfit. Good thing you' re up here,
"cos you l ook nothing like a
Russi an. Heh.

SOAP does not deign to respond. CGRIGES hinself is hiding his
dark skin with a keffiyeh

GRI GGS
| heard "emcallin you Soap. That
a ni cknane or sonet hi ng?

SOAP
It is.

GRI GGS
Wanna expl ain how you got it?

SOAP
No.

They are interrupted by the crackle of their headsets.

VULTURE 1-6
Bravo Six, this is Vulture One-Six,
we’' re tracki ng an eneny convoy
headi ng your way. | count siXx
vehicles in the convoy, over.

PRI CE
Roger that. Nobody fires a shot
until | give the order.

A convoy cones rattling up the nountain road, TWO TROOPS
TRUCKS, an open-top Russian JEEP, a BMP-2, another TROOP
TRUCK, and anot her BMP.

AL-ASAD is the jeep driver. Three other ARABS, his closest
bodyguards, sit with him

KAMAROV fl ags them down, and begins to argue with the DRI VER
in the forenost truck

GAZ
Wanker... Sir, | have a visual on
the target in the third vehicle.
I"’mwal king by it right now
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GAZ, his face obscured by a keffiyeh, sidles in front of AL-
ASAD s jeep. He and AL-ASAD share a |ong gl ance, but the
erstwhile dictator senses nothing is am ss.

GRI GGS
Yeah, | see the bastard.

SOAP
Watch your fire. W need himalive.

PRI CE
On ny mark ... Snoke ’'em

KAMAROV brings up his AK and ventilates the DRIVER A Marine
MACHI NE GUNNER rakes the sides of the second troop truck,

killing half the MEN inside before they can pile out to be
cut down in the open

GRIGES tears off his keffiyeh and is plunging fire with his
machi ne gun down into the covered roof of the first troop
truck.

SOAP takes careful aim and shoots the man on AL- ASAD s
right.

A SPETSNAZ fires a rocket fromthe roof of a diner and
obliterates the nearer BMP.

SCOAP shoots the second man in AL-ASAD s j eep

A second rocket disables the other BMP.

The third man in AL-ASAD s jeep stands up, firing with his
AK, and gets shot straight out of the vehicle by SOAP for his
troubl es.

Everyone else is pouring fire on the third troop truck.

AL- ASAD, who has been cowering behind his wheel, finds his
nerve and floors it, only to plowinto one of the guard
tower’ s wooden supports. It begins to pitch sideways.

GRI GGS
Ch fu--

It coll apses.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. REST AREA - DAY
SLOW MOTI ON
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SOAP and GRIGGES are lying on the ground, dazed, am dst the
ruins of the tower. VULTURE 1-6 circles overhead. AL-ASAD
junps out of his ruined vehicle, drawing a pistol. Shots are
pi nging off the jeep, blowing out the tires. He runs off into
the town just as SOAP and GRI GGS shake their stun and
scranbl e up

NCRMAL SPEED

PRI CE
The target’s making a run for it!

GRI GGS
Come back here, you sonuvabitch

On Al-Asad’'s tail are four SAS, twelve US MARI NES, twenty-
four SPETSNAZ and one SEAHAVK helicopter.

VULTURE 1-6
Bravo Team this is Vulture One-
Six, I'"'mtracking the target. Mn
this guy noves fast!

VULTURE chases after AL-ASAD. The man keeps | ooking over his
shoul der, obviously terrified.

VULTURE 1-6
He’s leaving the rest stop to the
nort hwest. Get his ass. Myve, nove!

He races through a building, starting in horror at the dead
U tranationalists everywhere. He runs back out into another
street.

VULTURE 1-6
kay, the target is noving north.

H' s pursuers race out after him seeing the distant figure
sprinting down the street.

PRI CE
Gaz, did you ever fox hunt before
t hose buggers outlawed it?

GAZ
No, sir.

PRI CE shakes his head, a vicious smle on his face, as they
chase after their quarry.

VULTURE 1-6
There’s a side alley to the left
that mght |let you cut himoff.
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They hurtle down an alley with grass growi ng between the
cobbl estones, and energe in a sunken courtyard.

VULTURE 1-6
You’ re gonna | ose hinm o, go!

They race up a set of stairs and reach a parking lot with a
bonbed-out apartnent conplex in front of them AL-ASAD races
t hrough the open door.

VULTURE 1-6
Bravo Team do you have a visual on
the target, over?

PRI CE
Affirmative. Quarry spotted
entering five-story building. He's
gone to ground. We're gonna dig him
out .

They race after him barreling up the stairs and through
destroyed apartnents.

VULTURE 1-6
Target is on the nove in the
nort heast part of the building,
second fl oor

PRI CE gl ances up and sees through a hole in the roof AL-ASAD
dash by.

VULTURE 1-6
Target on your left, one floor
above. There's a staircase in the
north corner.

They all slaminto the wall in their haste to pile up the
stairs.
VULTURE 1-6
Target has noved deeper into the
bui I di ng.

They continue racing up the stairs.

VULTURE 1-6
I have novenent on the roof.
St andby. Yeah, positive ID. Target
is on the roof, he’'s all yours.

They reach the roof and see AL-ASAD in the corner, pistol in
hi s hands. VULTURE 1-6 hovers behind him
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The nmen swarmthe rooftop. Al-Asad has about 40 or so
aut omati ¢ weapons pointed at him

GAZ

Drop the bl oody gun! Now drop it!
KAVAROV

Drop it!
SOAP

I can put one in his leg, sir!
PRI CE
No, we can’t risk it! Hold your

firel &iggs, take his weapon and
restrain him

GRIGGS strides forward.

AL- ASAD points his pistol at GRIGSS, hands trenbling. The
Anerican yanks it out of his hands and tosses it off the edge
of the building. He throws Al -Asad roughly to the ground.

PRI CE wal ks over.

AL- ASAD S POV

Price and Giggs | ook dowmn at himw th basilisk stares.

PRI CE
A horse, a horse, ny kingdomfor a
horse... No?

Price brings his boot down on his face.
CUT TO
Darkness. PRICE is shouting in subtitled Arabic.

PRI CE
Wiy’ d you do it?
Thwack.
PRI CE
Wiere did you get the bonb?
Thwack.

AL- ASAD

(no subtitles)
Al'l ah, the Conpassionate, the Mst
Merciful, | have never prayed to -
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PRI CE
VWho t hen?

Thwack. Thwack

AL- ASAD
(no subtitles)
Al t hough ny body is broken,
al t hough ny bl ood pours away,

Thwack.

PRI CE

Thwack.

PRI CE
G ve nme a nanme! A nane!

FADE | N:

I NT. APARTMENT - MORNI NG

Captain PRICE is beating AL- ASAD, who has been tied to a
folding chair in the center of the room He punches him |[eft
hook, right hook, left again. CGRIGGES, GAZ and SOAP watch in
si | ence.

A cellul ar phone rings. PRICE freezes, fist raised. GAZ steps
forward, and plucks the phone fromone of the pockets of AL-
ASAD s vest.

GAZ
Sir, it's his nobile.

He tosses it to PRICE, who stares at the caller ID It is in
Arabic. Astonished by whatever it says, he takes a few steps
away fromthe panting Al -Asad, listening to an indistinct

voi ce jabbering in his ear.

A | ook sweeps over Price’'s face, as if he has just felt the
fl oor drop away beneath him Only SOAP sees it.

After a quarter mnute, Price hangs up, drops the phone to
draw his pistol, and SHOOTS AL-ASAD in the head.

SOAP
...Who was that, sir?

Price stares at his pistol and very deliberately returns it
to his hol ster.



The SAS are stunned into silence,

PRI CE
Zakhaev... I nran Zakhaev.

GRI GGS
| thought he was assassi nat ed.

Price sits down heavily.

PRI CE

I killed Iman Zakhaev with my own
two hands. | pulled the trigger and
wat ched himdie. I gave ny all!

(1 ooks up, bew I dered)
How can he still be alive? He nust
have snuggl ed Al - Asad the bonb...
How many people died in that blast?

SOAP
Fifty thousand and clinbing when we
| eft Ankara.

PRI CE
Fifty thousand people... as many as
lived in Pripyat...

SOAP
Sir?

PRI CE
I mss one shot and fifty thousand
people die. Christ, 1’ve lost nen
under ny command. | renenber their
nanes and their faces, | can grasp

that, but fifty thousand? That’s
too huge for any one man to
conprehend. | do not even know t he
nane of a single man that died

t here.

GRI GGS
Jackson.

Price | ooks wearily at him

GRI GGS
Vasquez. Pel ayo. Roycew cz. Massey.
Vol ker. West.

but GRIGGS is not.

28.



PRI CE
Their blood is on ny hands. The
coup, the war, the bonb: this is

29.

all my fault... He is still alive.

SOAP
Then we have to find him

Al'l eyes turn to him

SOAP

Anerica’'s forces in the M ddl e East

will be tied up for weeks trying

to

evacuate t he wounded and deal with

the fallout. Zakhaev has free re
to do whatever it is that Ni kol a
war ned us about.

Price rises to his feet.

PRI CE

If he can get his hands on one
nuke, why not nore? He could
initiate Armageddon... Watever
pl ans are, they have to be stopp
Captain MacM |l an once told ne
sonething. In atine like this,
doesn’t matter if we live or die

i gn
|

hi s
ed.

it

Zakhaev nust be found at all costs,

but... | cannot do it on ny own.
GAZ wal ks up to himw thout m ssing a beat.

GAZ
I"’'mwith you all the way, sir.

SOAP shifts his carbine up and joins them

SOAP
Well | figure | owe you for savi
me back at the cargo ship.

GRI GGS, who has been | eani ng agai nst a wall
crossed, cones over

GRI GGS
If this Zakhaev's the one that
killed nmy Marines, then you can
count ne in

The four nen | ook at the dead Al - Asad.

ng

with his arns
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GAZ
Al we need to do is find him

PRI CE
I know the man. He won't let this
go unanswer ed.

FADE TO

EXT. PRI PYAT, CHERNOBYL OUTSKI RTS - DAY
Zakhaev speaks in subtitled Russian.

ZAKHAEV (V. Q.)
Qur so-called | eaders prostituted
us to the West, destroyed our
cul ture, our econom es, our honor.

As he tal ks, the canmera wanders through the silent city's
enpty streets. W see the gym the swi nmmng pool, the floor
strewn with Russian books, the toys and the Ferris wheel, a
notice board covered with pictures of Soviet volleybal

pl ayers and the Social Realist nurals in the Pal ace of

Cul ture.

INT. MSSILE SILO

ZAKHAEV (V. Q.)
Qur bl ood has been spilled on our
soil, nmy blood... on their hands.

Government SOLDI ERS are in a | osing battle agai nst

U tranationalist REBELS. They fight valiantly, and die
valiantly. ZAKHAEV strides through the chaos, shouting orders
and occasionally firing with his pistol at the retreating
Loyalists. The Topol MICBMs wait in their silos. They are
old, and still bear the hammer and sickle on their sides. The
sounds of fighting are nuted; Zakhaev's voice boons over all,
with only the occasional crackle of gunfire being heard.

I NT. NEWS DESK

The FEMALE ANCHOR s voi ce cannot be heard as she addresses
us, but we can guess what she is tal king about: Behind her is
a picture of an I CBM I aunching and the words “Russian Rebel s
Sei ze Nuclear Mssile Silo”.
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ZAKHAEV (V. Q.)
They are the invaders. Al US and
British forces nust | eave Russi a
i medi ately. ..

EXT. MOUNTAI NS - DAWN

The summits of the snowy Altai Muntains are rose pink in the
dawn. Their |ower slopes are still in shadow. H gh above,
fifteen FIGURES | eap out of the back of a C 130J Super
Hercul es transport aircraft that soars high above the

stunni ngly beautiful nountains. They hurtle down to Earth in
free fall. They are executing a HALO (Hi gh Altitude, Low
Openi ng) junp, one of the nost dangerous and difficult in

par achuti ng.

ZAKHAEV (V. Q.)
.or suffer the conseguences.

We close in on one of the nen in free fall, and see the Union
Jack insignia on his upper arm

Day 6 - 06:19: 34
Altai Krai, Siberia

The seconds are, as always, ticking away.

EXT. VALLEY - DAWN

The nen | and cl ose together in a hollow The ground and trees
are dusted with snow, and the predawn light is a weak bl ue.
They quickly take off their parachutes and ready their
weapons. GAZ and PRICE pull their trademark hats fromtheir
pockets and put them on. GAZ, SOAP and GRIGGS and his marines
regroup on Captain PRI CE

PRI CE
It’s quite sinple. Either we retake
the launch facility or we won't
recogni ze the world tonorrow.

He | ooks at each man’s face.

PRI CE
We're goin deep, and we’'re goin
har d.

SOAP

Surely you can’t be serious.
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GRI GGS
| am serious. And don’t call ne
Shirley.

The SAS stare at Giggs.

GRI GGS
What ? You wal ked right into it.
Cone on... Airplane?

They stare for a few seconds nore.

PRI CE
Soap, take point.

SOAP
Roger .

They begin to nove up the valley. They encounter no one.

GAZ and GRIGGS are bringing up the rear, and communicate in
| ow voi ces.

GRI GGS
Seriously, it was obvious.

GAZ gives a noncomm ttal grunt.

GRI GGS
I was wonderin’ . Why do you guys
call him Soap?

GAZ
Heh. You wanna hear how Ser geant
Kevi n MacTavi sh becane ' Soap' ?
Right, 1'Il tell ya, | love this
story, see, we were in a training
exerci se, and thank God it was just
a training exercise, otherw se
sonmeone m ghta gotten thensel ves
killed, and Soap here was on point.
He reaches a door and he tries to
open it, and he just... can't.
Maybe the knob was greased or
sonet hi ng? Dunno, mate. Anyway,
he's scrabbling at it, and we're
all just standing there | ooking at
each other. It was |ike watching
someone trying to grab -

GRI GGS
- A wet bar of soap.
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GAZ
And a legend is born.

SOAP can’t hear them at the head of the colum. He is
advanci ng, weapon at the ready, the very image of a
pr of essi onal sol dier

GAZ
Still, he's designated marksman, so
| try not to bring it up too nuch.

EXT. RUSSI AN Sl EGE LI NES - MORNI NG

The sun has crested the horizon. The SAS/ USMC t eam ener ges
fromthe trees onto a dirt road. It is swarm ng with Russian
Armmy vehicles and SOLDI ERS. A few stop and stare at them as
they slip by. They conme up to a hill, where a Russian COLONEL
pours over a map on a table and converses with his staff. Al
wear heavy af ghankas and ushankas with the flaps pinned up.

The launch facility lies in the valley below. The col onel
| ooks up. He and PRI CE speak in subtitled Russian.

PETRENKO
Who the hell are you?
PRI CE
Captain Price, British Special Ar
Servi ce.
PETRENKO
Vel |l | am Col onel Denetri Petrenko

of the 122nd Mctor R fle D vision,
and this is a Russian operation. No
one told nme anything about British
commandoes. Spetsnaz units will be
here in fifteen m nutes.

PRI CE
You don’t know who you’' re dealing
Wit h.

PETRENKO
When they arrive, we’'ll assault the
surface facility and they' Il clear

out the lower |evels. W are not
attacking until that time. You are
not needed here. Everything is
under control .

A siren begins to wail.
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PETRENKO
VWhat the hell is that?

The whole world is bathed pink and red as a TOPOL M M SSI LE
LIFTS OFF fromthe facility.

PETRENKO
Ch, shit.

GRI GGS
We got a probl em here!

PRI CE begins shouting into his radio as the mssile roars
into the heavens, |eaving an enornous snoke trail.

PRI CE
Command, we have a mssile | aunch!
| repeat, we have a missile |aunch!

A SECOND M SSI LE LI FTS OFF.

GRI GGS
There goes anot her one!

PETRENKO
How in God’ s nane did they get the
| aunch codes!?

PRI CE
Command, we have two mssiles in
the air, over!

PETRENKO snatches up a radio fromthe table and bawis into
it.

PETRENKO
Al units! Attack, attack, ATTACKI!

PRI CE and the gang start rushing down towards the facility.

COVMAND ( RADI O
Unh... Roger, Bravo Six, our
satellites are tracking them now.
Get your teaminside the facility
and retake the | aunch control
center. We're working on getting
t he abort codes fromthe Russians.
Qut .

PRI CE
Roger that.
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GRI GGS
It’s on now, Captain.

EXT. LAUNCH FACI LI TY - MORNI NG

THE RUSSI AN ARMY descends from all sides. ARTILLERYMEN rain
shells down fromthe surrounding hills, plugging their ears
every tinme their guns fire. ULTRANATI ONALI STS fire fromthe
structures that ring the six silo doors: hangars, Quonset
huts, brick-and-concrete buildings. A T-90 battle tank
rattles down the dirt road, and smashes the chain-link gate
aside as if it were not there. Russian |INFANTRY are swarm ng
behind it.

An RPG whooshes down to expl ode against the tank’s front
arnor. It has all the effect of a bottle rocket, and the tank
takes aimat the upper-story w ndow from whence it cane.
There is an ear-ringing explosion, and dust is shook fromthe
surroundi ng structures. The building is blow apart.

Loyalist HI ND helicopters circle over |ike enornous birds of
prey, hosing fire and popping flares to throw off the RPGs
streaking up fromthe ground beneat h.

Su-27 jet fighters scream overhead, and an entire bl ock of
the facility crunbles in snoke and ruin.

A BWP-2 infantry fighting vehicle bursts into flanmes froma
singl e shot by the T-90, which then rolls over it, crushing
it like a soda can. Russian SQUADS are clearing out the
surroundi ng buildings as the rest of the forces reach the
silo doors, and rake the open space around it with automatic
fire. Hundreds of soldiers and at | east a dozen tanks are
ranpagi ng through the conpound.

The U tranationalists in the open are quickly cut down. The
survi vors hunker down behind Jersey barriers. The sirens
continue to wail .

The SAS and MARINES are in the thick of the fighting.

COVIVAND
Bravo Six, those appear to be RT-
2UTTH Topol M mssiles. Gven
current trajectory, they are
i nbound towards the eastern
seaboard of the United States. Each
contains six 550 kil oton M RVs.
Casualty projections... over 40
mllion. Take that launch facility,
now!
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The shots die down, and SOLDI ERS are rushing across the open
areas, tending to their wounded conrades and regrouping. A
SUPPLY TRUCK hurtles through the (smashed-down) gate, and
comes to a screeching halt besides the open silo doors, 4 of
which still have m ssiles within. QUARTERVASTERS start
distributing ropes to the SOLDI ERS; the SAS and MARI NES are
able to get their hands on sone.

PRI CE
Command, we are preparing to absei
down the silos.

Price’s team do just that.

COVIVAND
Roger, Bravo Six. W’ ve got good
news and bad news. Launch contro
is located just southwest of your
position. That’s where you |l need
to upload the abort codes to
destroy the mssiles in flight.

PRI CE
Giggs, hit the security station.
Bravo Teani || head for |aunch

contr ol
GRI GGS
Roger. Conmand, what’'s the bad
news?
COVIVAND
We're still trying to get those

abort codes, over.

PRI CE
The hell with it. W'Ill give our
best shot. Qut.

They rappel down the sides of the silo, the Britons down one,
the Anericans down three others, and the Russi ans down the
rest.

INT. MSSILE SILO

I nside, the base is blaring alarnms and spinning red |ights.
ULTRANATI ONALI STS run around screanm ng curses or orders as
the case may be. The silos are all connected to a central
hal  way via short corridors. Wien SAS, US MARI NES, and
Russi an LOYALI STS burst from every one of them it should
cone as no surprise that the U tranationalists are quickly
torn apart in the hail of fire.



The MARI NES and LOYALI STS race one way to security,

the other to | aunch control

They race down a corridor and reach two heavy netal

COVIVAND
Bravo Six, we have the abort codes!
| repeat, we have the abort codes
you' I | need to auto-destruct the
mssiles in flight. Get to | aunch
contr ol

PRI CE
Copy, that!

LOUDSPEAKER
(no subtitles)
Five mnutes to | aunch.

GAZ
Sir, what’s goin’ on? Wat are they
sayin'?

PRI CE
They’ ve started a bl oody count down!
Zakhaev’ s going to |launch the
remai ni ng m ssiles! Keep noving.

wi th another spinning red |ight over them

GRI GGS
Captain Price, this is Giggs.
W’ ve taken control of base
security. Wat’'s your status, over?

PRI CE
Giggs, we're in position. Open the
outer door to |aunch control.
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t he SAS

door s

PRI CE paces in agitation as GAZ and SOAP keep their weapon
trai ned on the door

They wait,

GRI GGS
Roger. W're on it...
Price still pacing.
PRI CE

We've got himlike arat in a
bl oody trap.

GRI GGS
St andby, al nost there...



Price readi es his weapon and crouches al ongsi de his nen.

PRI CE
I’mgoing to finish what shoul d
have ended a year ago in Pripyat.

GAZ
W' |l |leave himto you, sir.

PRI CE
Bugger that. If you have a cl ear
shot at Zakhaev, take it.

GRI GGS

Got it! Doors com ng online now.

It begins to swing open... very, very slowy.

GAZ

Oh, you' ve got to be shitting ne!
PRI CE

Griggs, can’'t you nake it open

faster?
GRI GGS

The doors finally open,

No sir, but you can try pulling if
it makes you feel better.

PRI CE
Cheeky bast ard.

They reach a | arge door that says “LAUNCH CONTROL” in
Price reaches out his hand to open it, and stops.
He shakes his head and rushes down a side hallway. H's nen

Cyrillic.

foll ow

PRI CE
Griggs, what's your status, over?

GRI GGS
We're in position at the sout hwest
corner of the control room
standing by. You ready to roll,
over?

As Giggs speaks, Price notions to GAZ. The nman slots a
grenade into his assault rifle s under-barrel |auncher.

PRI CE
Affirmative, preparing to breach

38.

and they race down another corridor.
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GAZ
(to SOAP, grinning)
Captain Price and | learned this in

Basra, when we were both in the
Fusiliers. Only F.N.G s use the
front door.

A dull foonf and the cinder-block wall is blown in.

EXT. LAUNCH CONTROL

The SAS swarm inside. Launch control is a |large, sloping room
wi th banks of conputer stations arranged before an enornous
screen projecting a map of the world. On the bal cony opposite
t he MARI NES and a horde of LOYALISTS pour in. The
ULTRANATI ONALI STS are qui ckly caught in the crossfire.

PRI CE
Cover nme! I’mgoing for the main
t er m nal

SOAP and GAZ start blazing away at the enemy. PRI CE races
forward, head | ow as rounds whi zz overhead. The REBEL at the
terminal takes aim but his rifle jans. He tries to clear it,
but as Price closes he casts it aside, preparing to neet
Price’s lunge over the conputers. Price instead slides under
the main term nal bank, knocking the rebel’s feet out from
under him

Both men are on their feet in a heartbeat, and the rebel
lunges at him slammng into Price. They lurch backwards to
crash agai nst the conputer bank. Hi s MAALl di scharges, but the
gun was pressed against his chest, away fromthe rebel. They
roll along the termnal, the Russian on top, then Price, then
t he Russian again, westling for the gun.

They lurch off the panels and struggle upright. Price
wrenches his gun up, but the rebel jerks his head back in the
nick of time, and he sprays a hail of bullets into the
ceiling. Flakes of stone drift down. Then Price head butts
him and the rebel stunbles back, stunned.

Price levels his carbine to ventilate the Utranationalist,
but the man is on the offensive again, grabbing hold of the
gun barrel and yanking it down. The shot grazes his foot. A

| eft hook sends Price reeling backwards. The rebel pivots his
hips as he fires off a sharp right cross. The nonentum
carried himforward, but Price sidesteps and slans the butt
of his carbine against the Russian's tenple. The inpact drops
the man, but |ashing out, he snags the front of Price’ s shirt
and drags hi m down.
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SOAP and GAZ battle their way up the termnals, fighting

t hrough the dozens of ULTRANATI ONALI STS. The MARI NES and
LOYALI STS continue raining fire down fromthe balcony. It is
a bl oody inch-by-inch battle. Sonme rebel nmaniac fires an RPG
whi ch expl odes and covers half the roomin dust. Four MARI NES
are sent flying fromthe bal cony.

GRI GGS
Man down!

Meanwhil e, PRICE is atop the RUSSI AN. He abandons his weapon,
wr appi ng one hand around the rebel's throat and raising the
other in a clenched first, but the rebel knees himin the
ribs.

The Russian rolls the orientation of the grapple. He is now
on top, raining down punches with his right while scrabbling
to unhook Price’s gun sling with his left. Despite Price's
best efforts to keep his arns up to protect him the Russian
is still comng like a rabid aninal

He uncl asps the sling of the MAAL. Shifting his weight and
spreading his stance to allow for a nore powerful wi nd up, he
opens the proverbial doors to Price's knee being planted
squarely in his crotch. Folding up and falling to one side,
the Russian curls up as soon as he hits the floor. Yet his
hand spasnodi cally waps around the carbine as he rolls away.
As the man slides off him Price can’t attack. He needs the
brief stop in conbat to rest.

More MARINES and LOYALI STS are falling. SOAP and GAZ cannot
advance, and hunker behind a conputer bank. Snoking
cartridges are piling at their feet as they try to batter
their way through

Bl ood runs dowmn PRICE s face. The Russian has busted his lip
open. He reaches for his weapon, and realizes it’s in the
Russi an’s hands. That gets Price noving again, faster than
the rebel. He draws his pistol.

The rebel gets up on his hands and knees just in tine for
Price’s jackboot to crash into his ribs. Rolling with the
kick, he pulls hinmself to his knees and |levels the barrel at
t he Englishman’s chest.

Price’s bullet catches himbetween the eyes.

The captain steadi es hinself against a keyboard. He sees the
bl ack screen, waiting for commuands.

PRI CE
Command! What are the codes?
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Conmmand’ s voi ce cannot be heard over the gunfire. PRI CE types
frantically the nunbers being relayed to him occasionally
ducki ng as a round passes close by. Soon the fire sl ackens

of f.

GRI GGS
Room cl ear

GAZ sidles over to the Russian Price shot, and lets out a | ow
whi st | e.

PRI CE
Done!

Price rears back, throwing his hands in the air.

COVIVAND
St andby for confirmation.
St andby. .. Standby. ..

Everyone stares at the gigantic screen. No one dares blink or
breath. The silence can be cut with a knife.

COVIVAND
Bravo Six, all warheads are
confirmed to have been destroyed in
flight!

PRI CE col | apses on the keyboard, and everyone |lets out the
breat hs they have been hol di ng.

COVIVAND
We got a ton of debris, but nost of
it’s landing in the ocean.

Men start to cheer, all except Price, who is now | ooki ng over
the room at the bodies.

PRI CE
VWhere' s Zakhaev? | D the bodi es!

GAZ
For Chrissakes, Captain! At a tine
like this? W just saved the whole -

COVIVAND
Al'l teams, reconmmend you exfil from
the area i medi ately. Large nunbers
of hostile forces are converging on
your position. Get outta there now.

PRI CE
Damm it all.
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One of the Russian LOYALI STS headsets crackl es. Col onel
Pet renko babbl es in subtitled Russian.

PETRENKO ( RADI O)
Al'l units: The eneny have | aunched
a massive counterassault! It’'s a
trap! Fall back, fall back and
regroup! Anyone in the sublevels,
get out of there now They're
swarmng us |ike rats!

We can hear the chatter of gunfire behind him

LOYALI ST
Shit! Okay, let’s go!

Price snatches up his carbine and they race back through the
corridors, the lights spinning: red-black, red-black, red-

bl ack. They reach an elevator and pile in: the SAS, a handful
of RUSSI ANS, and three MARINES, all that’'s left of GRIGES s
squad. The el evator begins to ascend.

SOAP i s checking his magazi ne.

SOAP
| need ammo.

PRI CE
I"’mon nmy last clip, mate.

GAZ
" mout conpletely.

SOAP
|"ve got three rounds |left. \Wat
the hell am| gonna do with three
rounds?

PRI CE
You' re the sniper. Make 'em count.
Maybe Zakhaev’'s out there | eading
t he count erchar ge.

GRI GGS
You know, sir, | wouldn’t m nd
gettin’ a shot at Zakhaev.

PRI CE
Yeah well get in line, mate. If he
doesn’t find us first.
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I NT. VEH CLE DEPOT - MORNI NG

They emerge into a depot with a couple cargo trucks, and

t hree Russian jeeps. Men, including GAZ and GRI GGS,

imedi ately set to hotwiring them SOAP touches PRICE s arm
and t hey pause.

SOAP
You al right? That one blighter gave
you a right thrashing.

Price sm |l es.

PRI CE
Still in action, Soap. Still in
action.

Soap grasps him by the shoul der, nods, then turns back to the
jeeps. GAZ and GRIGGS are side by side as they hotwire the
vehi cl es, chattering.

GRI GGS
It’s just too hot, man, but room
t enperature? Please, a beer should
be ice cold.

GAZ
A | ager, maybe, or a glass of water
i ke you drink, but a pint of
st out ?

GRI GGS
Heh. 1’ m gonna have to school vy’ al
when we get back stateside.

GAZ
Yeah, well, either way we're
stopping in London first. And I’'m
buying. And then we’'re all watching
Zul u.

PRI CE and SOAP cone over

GRI GGS
Huh?
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GAZ
Bravo Teamtradition. Captain heaps
ver bal abuse on us before we ship
out, takes us on a tour of some of
t he nost hellish war zones
i magi nabl e where survival is al
but inpossible, and then afterwards
we all drink and watch Zulu. You're
i nvited.

PRI CE
Don’t you think the filmmght rub
himthe wong way, Gaz?

GAZ
What ?
(remenbers Giggs is
bl ack)
Wth all due respect, sir, bugger
political correctness. W're
wat chi ng Zul u.

The jeeps roar to life, and all the nen pile in, the
Anericans, Britons, and Russians each in their own vehicl es.

GRI GGS
VWell at least the world didn't end.
Ht it.

Quick cuts of GAZ throwing the stick shift forward, his foot
sl ammi ng on the accel erator, his hands tightening around the
wheel, and the tires squealing.

EXT. DI RT ROAD - MORNI NG

A few ULTRANATI ONALI STS are cautiously approachi ng the hangar
door when three jeeps roar past and rattle down a dirt road

t hrough the trees. Wiile the rest fire after them one
Russian is shouting into his radio, voice inaudible over the
roar of the engines. And already the three jeeps are around
the corner and out of sight.

COVIVAND
Bravo Six, primary exfil point has
been conprom sed. Proceed to
secondary extraction north of
bri dge.

PRI CE
Copy, Command! All units, we should
reach a highway in just a mnute.
Head east along it.
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EXT. H GMAY - MORNI NG

The three jeeps barrel dowmn a dirt track before nerging onto
a paved hi ghway runni ng through the breathtaking Altai
Mountains. The road is full of civilian vehicles, which
swerve and honk as the jeeps careen past across both | anes of
traffic at top speed. Luckily, the road is one-way. Hot on
their heels are three open-air TROOP TRUCKS packed with
ULTRANATI ONALI STS. A HIND helicopter is close behind them

PRI CE
Big Bird, this is Bravo Six. Wuat’'s
your status, over?

Bl G Bl RD
Bravo Si x, the bird has been
del ayed. ETA 10 m nutes.

PRI CE
Not good enough, Big Bird. W’ Il be
dead in fivel

PRICE is firing at a troop truck gaining speed on them One
or two SOLDIERS are hit and topple over the back of the
truck, but the rest crouch down, shooting over the edge of
the truck. PRICE puts a few rounds in the w ndshield, but the
DRI VER ducks down, driving practically blind. The truck pulls
up on their left as they hurtle into a tunnel.

GAZ
Cover the rear! W' re getting boxed
i n!

He's right. The second TROOP TRUCK is pulling up behind them
t he hindnost jeep, hemmng themin. The first TROOP TRUCK
swerves right, smashing the jeep into the wall and throw ng
up a huge sheet of sparks.

It veers away to smash them again, and PRICE tears apart its
tire with a burst fromhis carbine. GAZ accelerates and pulls
ahead. The truck driver desperately tries to keep control,
his vehicle swerving wildly. He overconpensates and the truck
spins sideways, rolling end over end, the nmen in the back
flying out |ike ragdolls.

PRI CE positively stands up in the backseat, waving his hat.

PRI CE
Haha! Got you, ya bastards!

He whirls on his nen, a manic gleamin his eye.
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PRI CE
Cannon to right of "em cannon to
left of em cannon in front of
them vol l ey’ d and t hunder' d!

The other two TROOP TRUCKS smash past and keeps chasing t hem
as they energe out of the tunnel, every gun in their backs
bl azi ng. PRI CE crouches back down.

PRI CE
Stormd at with shot and shel |,
boldly they rode and wel !

Shot s whi zz past the jeep, mssing its occupants by
centinmeters. They hurtle by tour buses, and several parked
cars: the drivers ahead of themw sely pulled over, and are
wat chi ng stupefied as the convoy of battling vehicles races

by.

PRI CE
Into the jaws of Death, into the
nout h of Hell!

The chase goes through another tunnel, with the SAS hunkeri ng
down against the withering hail of fire comng fromthe
second troop truck. One round strikes the tire, which bl ows
out with the sound of a bonb going off. The jeep swerves as
SOAP fires and m sses, but GAZ nanages to regain control

They emerge out of the tunnel.

They have sone |ead on the troop truck, and PRI CE starts
taking shots at the DRIVER. SCAP is trying to get a clean
shot; he can’t waste his ammo. A round HTS GAZ in the left
shoul der. He cries out, but before they can | ose control
PRI CE drops his MAAL and springs forward, grabbing at the
wheel . The carbine clatters to the bottom of the front
passenger seat, out of reach.

PRI CE
Keep your foot on the pedal!

As PRICE tries to gain control, they veer across a gravel

medi an into the opposite highway, nmeaning everything is now

I NCOM NG TRAFFI C. The car swerves just as SOAP fires, and the
round goes astray.

SOAP
God dam it!

Price tries to | ook above the w ndshi el d, which has been
splattered with Gaz’s bl ood. H s boonie hat flies off.
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GAZ
I"ve got it, I’ve got it!

GAZ takes control, driving with one hand. The second troop
truck follows. The car stabilizes, and SOAP FI RES. The round
strikes the DRIVER right between the eyes, and the TRUCK
careens off course, smashing through the flinmsy nmetal barrier
to HURTLE I NTO THE Rl VER GORGE.

PRI CE cl anbers into the front seat and picks up his carbine.

The U tranationalist H ND HELI COPTER t hat has been fol |l ow ng
t hem swoops down, guns bl azing. The AMERI CAN and RUSSI AN

j eeps are peeling away as the two hi ghways separate. The
RUSSI AN jeep is torn apart by the HHND s guns and EXPLODES.

The third TROOP TRUCK foll ows the Britons.

SOAP
["’mdry! I"'mdry! I"moutta -

A round SLAMS into his chest, and he coll apses with an oath,
withing in the back seat as he tries to staunch his wound.

GAZ swerves to avoid hitting an incomng car, but that sane
car CLIPS the TROOP TRUCK, which begins to swerve violently.
The ot her hi ghway reenerges froma tunnel, and only another
gravel nedian divides them The AVERI CAN jeep is still

i ntact.

The HI ND i s back.

PRI CE
Hi nd! Six o’ clock high!

Ahead of the Britons a TANKER TRUCK tries to veer out of the
way and overturns. GAZ avoids it in the nick of tinme, but the
TROOP TRUCK is not so lucky. The two vehicles collide in a
massive fireball and the troop truck flips end over head, a
flam ng weck.

The Hind s rocket strikes a rocky outcropping, raining debris
and dust down on the SAS, but little nore. The helicopter
continues its pursuit. The highway is torn apart all around

t hem by rockets and autocannon fire. The wi ndshield shatters.

SOAP
Drive! Drive! Just drive!

The hi ghways nerge, and GAZ drags the jeep onto the right
side again, close on the AMERICANS tail. Mracul ously, they
hurtle into another tunnel. They are passing through a
nmount ai n range, after all
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BUT this tunnel goes along a stunningly beautiful |ake. The
tourists wouldn’t want to mss out, which is why the ENTIRE
RIGHT SIDE of the tunnel is OPEN, with only evenly-spaced
concrete pillars supporting it. The HIND drifts al ongsi de,
firing salvo after salvo of rockets.

PRI CE
H nd at three o’ cl ock!

It shows absolutely no regard for civilian life inits
attenpts to destroy the Westerners, and the tunnel is
starting to coll apse.

GAZ
Hang on!

The open gallery finally ends, and they have a brief nonent
of respite. They energe back into the sunlight... And see the
HI ND flying through the river valley beside them It is not
att acki ng.

SOAP
The H nd’ s buggin off!

The road curves left towards a bridge over the river, which
the Hind flies over.

PRI CE
Must have run out of ammp! Good
enough for ne!

The Hind whirls around and fires its rockets.

GAZ
No kiddin'! Onh shit, he's about to
t ake out that bridge!

The AMERI CAN jeep nakes it before they strike, but the
BRI TI SH are not so lucky. The entire mddl e span di sappears
in flame and snoke.

PRI CE
Stop the bl oody car!

GAZ sl ans on the brakes, but it is too late, and they hurtle
right intoit. The jeep drops down five feet, and | ands on
t he concrete.
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EXT. BRI DGE - MORN NG

Beneath the bridge is a netal framework, and several of the
sl abs of broken concrete have | anded on the support bars,
teetering precariously. The slab they are on begins to tilt
backwar ds, wei ghed down by the jeep.

PRI CE
The bridge isn’t gonna hold! Mve,
nove, nove!

GAZ, PRICE, and SCAP pile out, SOAP supported by his captain.
In front of them a TANKER TRUNK swerves to avoi d goi ng over
and tips, sliding to a halt at the very edge. GRI GGS appears
at the edge of the intact part of the bridge.

GRI GGS
It’s about to coll apse! Get your
ass outta there!

The jeep tilts the concrete up, and they dash up the
makeshift ranp onto the still-intact part of the bridge. The
j eep and broken concrete slabs fall into the river hundreds
of meters bel ow.

The SAS run across the heavily-cracked pavenent, past
abandoned cars, and see the American JEEP stopped near by,
GRIGGS and the two other MARI NES hunkering behind it.

PRI CE
Big Bird, this is Bravo Six! W are
under heavy attack on the hi ghway
bridge, map grid 244352! Request
i medi ate extraction!

PRI CE and SOAP t ake cover behi nd an abandoned car, the rest
of the nmen behind the Anmerican jeep.

A fourth TROOP TRUCK screeches to a halt in front of them
and starts to back up. The Hi nd helicopter hovers at the end
of the bridge, and SOLDI ERS start to rappel down it.

The TROOP TRUCK makes half a U-turn and stops. Mre SOLDI ERS
pile out of the back as GRIGGS rakes it with his machi ne gun.

Bl G BI RD
Bravo Six, the LZ is too hot. W
cannot |and at the bridge.

GAZ
Oh that’s just great! Were' s he
gonna | and now ?
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Bl G Bl RD
W' ll try to set dowmn two Klicks
north to avoid a | ockout.

GAZ
He’s got to be taking the piss! W
just busted our arses to get to
this LZ and now they want us to
keep goi ng?

Several JEEPS and a BMP-2 fighting vehicle stops at the end
of the bridge. The back doors sw ng open, and a SQUAD of
SCLDI ERS pi | e out.

Enmerging a nonent later is | MRAN ZAKHAEV, pistol in hand. He
| ooks towards the few surviving Westerners at the edge of the
destroyed span. Civilian DRI VERS who have abandoned their
vehi cl es run by.

PRI CE
Big Bird, we are cut off at the
bridge! I don’t know how | ong we
can hold "em We need extraction
now

BI G BIRD

Loyalist forces in the area may be
able to assist, but we cannot
confirmat this tine. Big Bird out.

GAZ
Usel ess wanker!

PRI CE
W' re on our own!

He | ooks over the bridge and sees the dozens of Russians
novi ng towards them and the BMP-2 spitting death. He ducks
back down as a hail of fire slans into the side of the car he
i s hiding behind.

PRI CE
This is it! Die hard, |lads! D e
har d!

They start exchanging fire with the Russians, although GAZ is
reduced to using his pistol. SOAP sinply lies on the ground,

trying not to black out from shock and bl ood | oss. PRI CE and

GRI GGS soon run out of ammo and draw their sidearns.
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KAMAROV ( RADI O
Bravo Team this is Sergeant
Kamarov. | understand you and your
men need sone hel p.

GAZ
It’s bloody good to hear from you,
mate! We coul d use your Spetsnaz
ri ght about now

KAVAROV ( RADI O
Standby. W are al nost there.
Kamar ov out.

The bridge is swarm ng with ULTRANATI ONALI STS; they out nunber
our heroes at least 5 to 1. The suppressing fire is so great
that the SAS and Marines can barely peek around from cover to
squeeze off a few shots before diving back again. The
Russians are swiftly advancing on them The H nd has finished
unl oading its troops, and fires its rockets.

GRI GGS
I ncom ng!

An earthshaki ng expl osion and a trenmendous fireball as the
gas tanker DETONATES. PRICE, GAZ, and a MARI NE are bl own
forward, landing in the open. PRI CE smashes his hip against
the car and goes spinning through the air. He |loses his
pistol. GRIGGES, SOAP, and the other MARINE are forcibly

sl ammed into the vehicles behind which they are taking cover.
Price withes on the ground, clutching at his shattered hip.

The entire foll owi ng sequence is in slow notion. Nothing can
be heard save the nusic.

One MARI NE rushes out to drag GAZ to safety. He is hit for
his troubl es and goes down beside him The other MARINE tries
to get up, and stops a bullet as well. GRIGGS runs forward to
grab PRICE, and starts hauling himback to the cover of the
jeep, firing with his pistol as he goes.

A ROUND TEARS QUT HI' S THROAT in a spray of blood. He topples
backwar ds, dead.

Price is still in the open. Shots slaminto the ground al
around him it is a mracle he is not struck. He |looks to his
| eft and sees SOAP |ying behind the car on Death’s door
clutching at the wound in his chest. Price | ooks down the
bridge. The HIND is hovering, and striding towards them are
ZAKHAEV and two SOLDI ERS.

GAZ tries to struggle back up. He looks up just intine to
see ZAKHAEV put a gun to his skull and FIRE.
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GAZ is killed instantly. The two SCOLDI ERS foll ow suit and
shoot the dying MARI NES. Zakhaev turns to Price, lying on the
ground a few neters away. He starts wal king towards himw th
dr eadf ul purpose. ..

A ROCKET hurtles fromoff-screen and destroys the HHND in a
caner a- shaki ng EXPLOSI ON. Zakhaev and his mnions stagger
forward, thrown by the blast, and turn around to start firing
at sonething off screen

A HAVCC helicopter swings into view, guns blazing as it tears
the Utranationalists to shreds.

PRI CE | ooks back at SOQAP, who has drawn his sidearm “Finish
this” he nouths, as HE SLIDES PRI CE THE Pl STOL. The canera
tracks it as the pistol skids right into Price’s waiting
hands. The nusic soars fromthe beautiful, solem |anent that
has been playing into the main thene.

In one fluid notion Price snatches it up and takes aim The

t hree Russi ans have their backs to him Price puts two rounds
in the soldier to Zakhaev's left. He puts two rounds in the
soldier to Zakhaev's right. The sound of the gunshots is
cavernous and resonant.

ZAKHAEV whirls, raising his pistol, and tinme slows to a
crawl. PRICE stares down the barrel of his gun. The Havoc has
ignited a firestorm behind Zakhaev. He is backlit by a

t housand enbers whirling on the wind. The two nen stare
intensely into each other’s eyes.

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

Normal speed resunes. PRICE is a fraction of a second faster
and puts two shots through Zakhaev's chest. The Russian falls
to his knees, and a third round through his head sends him
over backwards, slain. Price lets the pistol slip fromhis
fingers. He gasps; he has been holding his breath. He | eans
back, staring at the sky.

Two M -8 helicopters hover over the bridge, and LOYALI STS
start rappelling down, including KAMAROV, who sees PRI CE.

KAVAROV
(unsubtitled Russian)
Oh shit.

He races over to Price.
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KAMAROV
You are going to be alright, ny
friend!
(unsubtitled Russian)
W' ve got a live one here! | need a
stretcher!

Two Russi an LOYALI STS start to |l oad himonto one as the M-8
hovers directly overhead and | ets down a rope. They begin to
hook the stretcher to it to evacuate Price.

He takes a | ast | ook about him GAZ is dead, half his skul

bl owmn away. GRIGGS s throat has been torn out. SOAP is
unnmoving, his armstill outstretched fromwhen he slid Price
the pistol. A LOYALIST MEDIC runs over, takes his pul se, and
starts adm nistering CPR

Price | ooks up as the M-8 begins to reel himup.

FEMALE ANCHOR (V. O.)
The Russi an governnent rel eased a
statenent today, confirmng a
series of nuclear mssile tests in
central Russia. Although world
| eaders were quick to denounce the
action, Russian officials
mai ntai ned that the mssile tests
fell well within established U N.
protocols. No comrent was received
fromthe Utranationalist Party,
where runors of a possible
| eader ship struggl e has just begun
to surface.

FADE TO BLACK

Staff Sergeant Mark Giggs was posthunously awarded the Medal
of Honor for his actions inside Russia, and buried at
Arlington National Cenetery.

Li eutenant Gaz Hunter was posthunously awarded the Victoria
Cross, Britain’s highest mlitary decoration, and buried at
t he East London Cenetery.

Captain John Price was personally awarded the Victoria Cross
by Her Majesty the Queen. Suffering hip and spinal cord
injuries, he retired fromactive service and |later published
a bestselling nenoir, The Call of Duty, about the

decl assified parts of his career in the Special Air Service.

FADE | N:



54.

EXT. I CY CLIFF - DAY
FI VE YEARS LATER

SOAP squats on a perilously thin | edge. Sheer icy rock behind
him open sky before him He cannot see the bottom through

t he snow haze; it is only a white void. Snow is tangled in
his beard. He snokes a Cl GAR

Next to himis another, younger SOLDI ER, ROACH, attired like
himin col d-weather uniform A Russian M G thunders over head,
and Soap flings his cigar into the abyss. They begin to nove
along the | edge. They are forced to wal k si deways, backs to
the cliff, it is so thin. Their rifles dangle fromtheir
conbat straps.

They pause. Soap pulls out a pair of ice axes. He digs one
axe in and swings around to dig in the other.

SOAP
Al right, Roach, the ice is good.
Foll ow me. We're goin’ deep and
we’'re goin hard.
SOAP begins to clinb. ROACH fol | ows.
FADE TO BLACK

ROLL CREDI TS.



