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Aiphe by Dand Beniofs
EXT. PRAGUE - DAWN

The supn rises cver the Czech capitol, lighting the old church
towers, the bunker-like government headquarters of the
Communist era, and the glass facades of the new buildings.

- EXT. RADLICE - DAY

A leafy, quiet corner of the city. We PULL IN on an old house
that has been converted into a bed-and-breakfast. A sign orn
the wrought-iron gate reads: Pension Kafka.

INT. PENSION KAFKA ~ DAY

In the dining room, a TCUR GROUP from Germany stancs at the
breakfast buffet, chatting as they load their plates.

INT. SUVORIN'S BEDROCM - DAY

ALEXEY SUVCRIN stares at his face xn the chipped mirror above
the sink. He is neither young noxr oid, neither handsome nor

ugly. His 1ntellxgent eyes are :immed with shadows-- Alexey
hasn't slept well in months.

He locks at the cannister of shawving cream on the sink'’s

ledge. He unscrews the bottom of the cannister, pulls out a
lead tube and gazes at it.

The lead tube is marked with the tri-foil symbol, black on a
yveallow background-- the internaexemal sign for radiaticon.

Alexey unbuttons his shirt. Be Wears a kind of modified
holster, with a tubular sheath below his left armpit. He
secures the lead tube in the shagin and fastens the straps.

INT. HALLWAY - MCMENTS LATER

Alexey closes his bedroom door behind him. Ee now wears an
overcoat, buttoned to the cellar.

INT. STAIRCASE - DAY

alexey walks down the steps. Two younyg GERMAN BOYS race by
him, jostling his arm as they sprint toward the dining room.

Alexey jerks away from them, hands moving to protect Lie
hidden treasure. The boys pay him no heed. Alexey licks his
lips and continues to the front doer.

EXT. PENSION KAFKA - DAY

Aiexey walks down the quiet street, arms crossed over his
chest. He walks farther and farther from the camera, finally
turning the corner and disappearing.
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CONTINUED:
The mement he'’'s gone, four black police vane marked POLICYE - I _
barre)l down the road from the opposite direction. They

screech to a halt in front of the Kafka, deliberately
blocking the street to all traffic. - :

‘The doors burst open and CZECH OFFICERS charge cut of three

vans. They wear tactical combat gear: bulletproof vests, riot
helmets, etc. All carry Skorpien machine pistols.

The officers quickly set'up a perimetey, racing to seal of
the pension and prevent any escape.

Two Americans step out of the fourth van. They're not ,
carrying weapons, nor are they armored in SWAT gear. They .
wear black windbreakers with POLICIE emblazoned on the back. .

CAPTATN THOMAS WHISTLER and LIEUTENANT LEON BIELSKI have the

easy familiarity of men who have battled as comrades for
years.

Whistler has the swagger of a ﬁatural athlete. Physical grace
is evident in all his movement.

Bielski, several years younger, lacks Whistler’s born
confidence. He has the quiet ircens ty of a man who hasg

strugyled for everything he possesses.

They watch the Czech officers on the porch of the pension
kick_open the front—door—and—estorminzider

WHISTLER
Could have tried the door kncb.

BIELSKI
Neo fun in that.

INT. PENSION KAFK2 - DAY

Czech officers sweep through the ground floor of the hostel,
guns at the ready.

Two officers stop at the registration desk. The CLERK on
duty, watching the morpning weather report on television,
turns and stares at the officers. They shout at him in Czech.

Other officers enter the dining room. A German MOTHER drops
her plate of breakfast pastries. The plate shatters on the
hardwood floor. A YOUNG GIRL starts to cry. Her FATHER holds
her hand, though he’s clearly terrified as well.

The officers at the registration desk continue holleriné at A
the clerk. He seems to be in shock. He shakes his head '
repeatedly. One of the officers shows the clerk a photoaraph. .

{ CONTINUED}



@

CONTINUED:

INSERT PHOTOGRAPH: Alexey Suvorin

The clerk nods. He says a number in Czech. He turns to grab
the room key from its hook. When he turns back, key in hand,
the officers are already charging up the stairs.

EXT. PENSION KAFKA - DAWN

Whistler and Bielski are joined by the driver of the van and
the passenger: CRLIK, a headset-wearing Czech police captain,
and NIKOLAI KOVALENKO, a weathered, sad-eyed major in the
GRU, Russia‘s military intelligence service.

Kovalenko wearily watches the Czech police lay siege to the
pension. He shakes his head and lights a cigarette.

Crlik listens to the chatter on his headset, watches his men

infiltrate the bed-and-breakfasdt, and occasionally utters a
cne~word order in Czech. :

Czech officers are now on all four sides of the house, on the
roof, and stationed by neighboripy -houses.

Whistler looks into the back of the van. The interior is not
visible from our angle.

WHISTLER
Huc-quo.

Five dogs jump out of the van. Thev’re a fierce-looking gang.
Each is a mix of wolf, German Sheprterd, and Belgian Malinois.

Each dog has an ID number tattdned 5n the ingide of his left
ear. The lead dog, LOLA, is missing hie right ear. The
largest dog of the group, Lola is suscular and black-muzzled.

The cther four dogs lock like brothers: CASSIUS, BRUTUS,
CAESAR, and ANTONWY.

They sit in a semi-circle in front of Whistler, awaiting
command . Kovalenko stares at the dogs with distaste.

KOVALENKO
We have good dogs in Russia. Maybe even
Czechs have good dogs. Why we need
american dogs, I do not know.

WHISTLER
You’'re about 1o find out.

Kovalenko smiles.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: -

KOVALENRO
Yes, yes. Everythirng American is better.
{sighing)
This is nuclear physicist we look for. : ' :
Not Bin Laden.

BIELSKI
1f you were more carefgl with your
plutonium, we wouldn’t need to be so
careful with your scientist.

INT. HALLWAY - DAWN

Four officers aim their cocked machine pistols at the dooxr of
Savorin‘s room while a fifth readies a battering ram.

INT. SUVORIN'S BEDROOM - DAWN

The bedroom door collapses and the “zech officers burst into
the room, ready to open fire.

The rocm is empty. One of the offidtwrs spots the empty
shaving cream cannister lying atop ‘the bed.

EXT. PENSION KAFKA- DAWN

Crlik presses one of the earpiecsg to listen better. He
speaks into the microphone and then looks at Whistler.

CRLIK
Gone.

INT. RADLICKA SUBWAY STATION - oAb

Suvorin waits nervously for the train. Be checks his watch

and then peers into the dark tuanel again. He seesg the lights
of the approaching train.

IRT. SUVORIN'S BEDROOM - DAY

whistler and the dogs enter the room. None of the dogs are

leashed. Whistler walks to the bed and pulls down the covers.
Lola sniffs the sheets and pillow cases.

Whistler opens Suvorin's suitcase. Lola sniffs the clothes
inside. Finally Lola stops =niffing and looks up at whistler.
INT. YELLOW LIRE TRAIN - DAY

In the middle of a car packed with CZECHS and TOURISTS,

Suvorin seems separated from the humanity arcund him. He
stares at the faces. Nobody notices him. He closes his eyes.
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EXT. PENSION KAFKA~ DAY

Whistler exits the hostel, surrounded by the dogs. Lola, in
front, keeps his muzzle to the ground. He's Ob to the scent.
He walks in the direction Suvorin walked earlier.

We’'ve never seen dogs move this way before. They are clearly

2 pack but they’'re not wild-- they glide along the sidewalk
in set formation.

Whenever Lola changes direction, the others mimic the
movement-~ never deviating from their formation, never
needing to look at the other dogs.

Nothing distracts the dogs from their mission. PIGEONS,
edible trash, puddles of dog urine and the like fail to
elicit any interest from the canine trackers.
Whistler nods to Bielski, who turng to Crlik.

BIELSKY
We're on.

INT. SMICHOVSKE STATION - DAY

Pagsengers file off Suvorin’s car, replaced by newcomers.
A YOUNG MOTEER runs down the station’s stairway, tugging

along her five-year-old DAUGHTER, who clutches a green
stuffed FROG in her free hand.

They get to the bottom of the atairs. The subway doors are
stil) open. They're going to miXe , in.

DAUGHTER
Maminka !

The mother turns. Her daughter, mouth open in an O of
despair, has dropped her frog in the middle of the stairs.

The mother shakes her head, scoops up her daughter, hurries
up the stairs, grabs the frog and runs back to the train.

Too late. The doors are closing.

But & BULL-NECKED MAN blocks the door and beckons for the
mother. She hurries through the partially-closed door.

INT. YELLOW LINE TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

The automated voice on the PA system urges passengers to step
away from the doors.

{CORTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

The young mother smiles at the bull-necked man. He winks aﬁ
the little girl, who c¢lings to her dirty frog and buries her
face in her mother's shoulder.

Suvorin stares at the mother and the little girl. He pulls a

wallet ocut of his jacket pocket, opens it, and gazes at a
snapshot sheathed in plastic. :

INSERT SNAPSHCT: Suvorin’s wife, a smiling brunette, sits on
the beach. His daughter, a five-year-old girl with a topknot,
covers the mother’s eyes and sticks out her tongue.
Suvorin stares at the picture.

EXT. RADLICKA SUBWAY STATION -~ DAY

Whistler and the dogs approach the station. Czech officers
jog alongside them, keeping awdy cmyious BYSTANDERS.

The team runs down the stairs i€ the station.

INT. RADLICKA SUBWAY STATION — T»¥

Lola sniffs the platforﬁ, exactly where Suvorin had been

standing minutes before. Lela louks up at Whistler. Whistler
turns to Crlik.

. WHISTLER

_He Yook this—train-—Now—many Mmore Stops
does it make?

Crlik qguickly calculates in hig heagd.

CRLIX
Fifteen.

WHISTLER
Let’s take ‘em in order. Lola will tell
us where he came up.

EXT. ANDEL STATION - DAY

Suvorin climbs the stairs exiting the station. He walks
toward the Vltava River.

EXT. SMICHOVSKE STATION - DAY

The brakes on the black Policie van squeal as it slams to a
stop in front of the station.

Whistler opens the back door and jumps down, followed by
Lola. Crlik exits the driver’s side and joins them.

{CONTINUED)
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Lola walks a circle around the subway entrance, casting for a
scent. At the completion of the circle he looks at Whistler.

WHISTLER
Is this the only exit?

Crlik nods.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)
Reep going.

EXT. CAFE VLTAVA ~ DAY

Suvorin pauses in front of the bustling cafe. LOCALS and
TOURISTS crowd the ocutdoor tables, drinking coffee, chatting,

‘watching the river flow by.

MAJKO (0.S.*
Doctor Suavorin.

suvorin wheels about and sees MAJRKO-- a smiling Albanian men
with thick black evebrows-- sittxmg at a table alone.

suvorin looks around, making sure 10 one has followed him. He
sits beside Majko.

MAJKO (CONT’Q)
A beautiful day, no?

SUVORIN
Did you bring the mone¥?

Suvorin’s English is quite good. Pe€fls an educated man.

MAJKO R
Relax, Doctor. Have o c&ffee.
SUVORIN
Relax? Do you know what‘s sitting under
my arm?
MAJKO

So you have it.

SUVORIN
Did you bring the money?

Majko smiles again and shakes his head.
MAJKO '

Have you ever tried to put five million
dollars in a briefcase?




,,,,,

EXT. ANDEL STATION - DAY

wWhistler and Lola exit the van. Lola circles the station

entrance. He stops, sniffing at a particular smell. He starts
loplng toward the Vltava.

EXT. VLTAVA RIVER PROMENADE - DAY

The five doys lead Whistler, Bielski, and the Czech officers
along the scenic promenade. The vans follow behind.

PEDESTRIANS hurry out of the way, gawking at the phalanx of
war doges and heavily-armed men.

EXT. SPALENA STREET - DAY

Majko and Suvorin stand at the mouth of a cobblestone street
veering off from the busy thoxrlstmgifiare.

Suvorin shakes his head angriii-

SUVORIN
A public place, I tdId PSu.

MAJSKO

You want to count ydUr money, ves? You
think counting five million dollars in a
cafe might lock suspicious?

Suvorin frowns, urgency overcoming his better -judgment. .

SUVORIN
Where?

Majko points to a black Mercedéa with tinted windows parked
halfway down the alley.

MAJRO
My car.

EXT. CAFE VLTAVA - DAY

Lola %éads the team of dogs and men to the téblé where

Suvorin had sat. Lola sniffs the seat, Suvorin’s napkin} the
rim of the coffee cup.

The CUSTOMERS it rigidly in their seats, not sure if they
should flee or stay put.

Crlik grabs a WAITER, points at the empty table and barks a
question. The waiter responds, peointing down the street.

Crlik turnse to Whistler and dielski.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

CRLIK
He left two minutes ago. With other man.

BIELSKI
Be’s making the handeff.

But Whistler is already moving, following lola, who has
picked up the scent trail again.

INT. BLACK MERCEDES - DAY

Maiko sits in the driver‘’s seat with a heavy suitcase on his
lap. Suvorin sits in the passenger seat.

MAJRO
You're about to be a rich man, Doctox.

He hands the suitcase to Suverin. -Suvorin unbuttons his coat,
pulls out the lead tube, and hands "t to Majko. Majko
inspects the radiation warning®,; Swimpressed.

MAJKO (CONTSRY.
It's not so heavy. .

Suyverin begins to unzip the svifcase.

SUVORIN
Four kilogramz. It’'s enough.

MAJIXO
I want to see it.

Suvorin turns and stares at Matdken Finally he begins to
laugh. The scund is strange and unpleasant, as if Suveorin
hasn’'t practiced his laughter &n many years.

SUVORIN
You want to see it. Ah.
{still chuckling) o
You‘’ve heard of radiation? If I show you,

we’ll both be dead by Sunday.
Suvorin returns his attention to the suitcase.

MAJKO
Do you mind if I smoke?

Suvorin shakes his head, releases the clasps on the suitcase
and opens it. He stares at stacks of US hundred dollar bills.

Maiko opens the front windows to let the smoke out. He taps

off nis ash outside his window-- a signal that Suvorin
doesn’t notice.

{CONTINUED)
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COWNTINUED: '

MAJRO (CONT'D)
What will you buy?

SUVORIN
A heart.

Majko stares at the physicist.

SUVORIN {CONT'D)
My daughter needs a new heart.
(beat)
She was born with a defective left
ventricle.

As Suvorin flips through the stacks of bills he sees that
below the top layer of greenbacks is nothing but white paper.

Be turns to Majko, his mouth opefsizny to speak. He never hears
the approaching footsteps, never sees a second Albanian,
XKUKA, walk up to the car and lean m the passender window.

Kuka slits Suvorin‘s throat wipﬁ‘ﬁiacticed efficiency. He
opens the door and hauls Suvorth out of the car, leaving the
Russian to gurgle and die.

Majko takes a handkerchief out of his pocket and wipes the
blood off the seat.

S

Kuka_throws_the suitcase—into—ths-back—-and—gets—intothe
passenger seat. Majko hands him the lead tube. Kuka inspects
the radiation warning and smiles.

Majkc rolls up the windows and stsjits the car.

EXT. SPALENA STREET - DAY |

Lela paunses at the mouth of the cobblestone aliey.

The black Mercedes pulls up to the intersection of the élley
and the wide riverside boulevard. Majko waits to make a left
turn onto the traffic-packed street.

Whistler giances at the Mercedes and then back at Lola. Lola
trote into the alley.

Majko and Ruka see the dogs and heavily-armed officers. .

Lola freezes. Whistler notices the change in body language.

He peers down the alleyway and spots Suvorin’s corpse lying
in the shadows.

He turns back to the black Mercedes.

{CONTINUED)
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Maiko hits the gas.

The Mercedes explodes out of the mouth of the alley, barely
dodging several cars. One of the ¢ivilian cars smashes into
the front fender of the lead police van and another car rear-
ends the first. The police vans are now trapped.

Whistler yells at Crlikx and points at the escaping car.

WHISTLER
Black Mercedes! Black Mercedes!

Majko redefines aggressive driving. He slaloms the Mercedes
through the traffic; accelerating all the while.

WHISTLER (CORT D)
{to his dog pack)
Al-tah-je-~jay.

lola and the other dogs burst owe of their siances, their
speed astonishing as they whip past. panicked people on the

sidewalk. Lola keeps an eye on Ip®:Mercedes and the other
dogs follow Lola. :

Whistler trails after his dogs, Bexetta in hand.

Crlik shouts in Czech. The police officers unsling their
machine pistols. Pedestrians duck for cover.

There are too many civilians op the sidewalks, tooc many
civilians walking along the riverside promenade, and too many
cars in the road-~ the officers cannot risk firing. They
begin chasing the Mercedes on feat.

Bielski jumps into the back of -ghef police van.

COT TO:

A TRUCK DRIVER wheels a dolly loaded with soft drink cartons
toward the back entrance cof a suypermarket. He turns and sees
five massive dogs hurtling toward him.

The driver drops the dolly and backe up against his truck.
Lola and the other dogs leap over the fallen dolly and
continue their chase.

CUT TO:

MAJKO, despite his driving skill, cannot slip through all the
rush hour traffic. Boxed in for a moment between cars and a

RIDER on a motor scooter, Majko swerves left, knocking the
rider off his scooter.

{CONTINUED)
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The fallen rider tumbles over the asphalt. Cars behind 1:.hé
downed man slam to a hait, narrowly avoiding crushing him.

Majko speeds forward, unable to find a clear path to freedom.

~CUT TO:

CRLIX speaks at a rapid ciip into his headset, trying to
coordinate efforts with headguarters.

Bielsks jumps out of the back of the police van, holding a
Robar RC50 sniper rifle with a McMillan day/night scope. He
dashes across the street, stopping oncoming traffic with a
raised hand. Motorists brake for a man with a sniper rifle.

CUT TO:

AN ARISTOCRATIC MATRON walks hex T¥OY POUDLE down the
sidewalk. The matron stares in horrsr as Lola and the pack
rumble past them. Caesar hurdlés ctne long leash.

The poodle hides until the war aggs pass and then barks
angrily at their backs. Whistler comes by a few seconds latex
and the poodle yaps at the Ameriganp.

cUT TO:

XKUKA, in the passenger seat, looks out his window and seces

the—dog—pack—charing them on tHe sxdewalk. His eyes widen. He
draws a compact machine pistol fxom a shoulder holster.
€uT TO:

BIELSKI runs toward the balustrade overloéking the river. .
Five-foot high marble posts divide “the steel balustrade every

twenty feet, and Bielski clambers atop one of these posts.
CUT TO:

IO0LA nears an intersection. An idling truck waits in the
crosswalk, blocking passage. Lola veers into the busy
thoroughfare, followed by the other dogs.

The doge weave in and out cf traffic, dodging fenders and
tires. They gain on the Mercedes.

CUOT TO3
KUKA leans cut of the passenger window. He fires at the dogs.
The running doge are difficult tarzgets. Bullets buzz past

Lola, tearing into a Volkswagen’s door, smashing a Skoda’s
sideview mirror, punching holes in a florist shop’s window.

(CONTINUED)
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Lola runs under a treck’s axle as bullets perforate the
truck’'s side panels. He emerdes on the other side, unscathed.

- - CUT TO:

WHISTLER, a block behind the dogs, sees Kuka aim the machine
pistol for another burst. Be sees a group of SCHOOLGIRLS
staring at the mayhem, standing in the line of fire.
Whistlex charges toward the girls, screaming.

WHISTLER {CONT'D)
bown! Downt

A REDHEAD GIRL apparently understands English. She drope to
the sidewalk and bher friends follow suit just as a fusillade
of bullets pockmarks the brickas of the building behind them.

Whistler reaches the girles and quibkly checks to see that
none of them are hurt. '

WHISTLER (CONY'D)
Okay?

The girls nod. ]
REDHEAD GIRLAO
Okay.
- CUT TO:

EUKA ejects the spent magaziné -and geaches for another. Majko

. turns to check their pursuers. Wher he looks back to the road

a city bhus hlocks hie path. He slame on the brakes.

Kuka inserts a fresh magazine. As Ne leans out the window,
Iola jumps at him, biting down hard on his gun hand. Kuka
screams, dropping the machine pistol.

Majko punches the gag, forcing Lola to release Kuka. Majkeo
drives in the only direction available teo him-- onto the wide
promenade. PEDESTRIANS cower behind trees and benches.

Majko struggles with the wheel as the car lurches to the
right.

cUT TO:

THE MERCEDES’ right rear tire has burst. Strips of rubber
spin off the wheel. The left rear tire explodes a moment
later, and the car plows into an ocak tree.

CUT TO:

{CONTINUED)
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'BYELSKI peers through the scope of his rifle. A plume of

smoke rises from the Robar‘s muzzle.

Kovalenko stands a few feet from Bielski, uatéhing the

distant car through a pair of binoculars. He lowers ihe
binoculars and stares at Bielski, awed.

Majko's Mercedes is nearly a mile distant.

COT TO:

THE COLLISION with the tree sent Kuka headfirst into the
windshield. He sags over the dashboard, bleeding from the
scalp, sither dead or unconsciocus.

Majko is momentarily dazed but the steering wheel protected
him from grave damage.

. . o _
Majko grabs the lead tube and shoxes it in his jacket pocket.
He snatches a pistol from the &¥Xéve box, jumps out of the car
and runs. Be locks back. The war doge are gaining eon him.

Majko spots a YOUNG WOMAN in a velYow sweater crouched by the

balustrade., He grabs .her, forces her upright, and holds the
pistol to her temple.

The five dogs stop in their tracks, watching Majko carefﬁlly.
The young woman flinches from the cold steel of the qun. Her

eyes are clenched-shut—Majko*e tieathing is ragged.

CUT TO:

WHISTLER, runnhing toward the awrioh, slows to a walk. Beretta
held in two hands, he tries to stay out of Majko’s sight.

CUT T0:

BIELSKI'S finger tighténs-on the trigger of his Robar.
Kovalenke watches the situation through his binoculars.

KOVALENRG
Careful, my friend.

cUT TO:

MASRKO is cornered and he knows it, but he looks like a man
who wants to go down fighting.

Whistler kneels thirty yards from the Albanian, lining up the
sights Of.hlB Beretta. The word he speaks is uvitered in a
conversational tone of voice, too guiet for Majke to hear.

(CONTINUED)
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WHAISTLER
Ca-~-lo.

The five dogs charge. Majko’s eyes widen. Re aims at ILola.

Before he can squeeze the trigger the dogs cross paths,

weaving in and out of each other’s lanes, performing stutter
steps and cother maneuvers to aveid fire.

His attention fixed on Lola, Majko doesn’t see the dogs that
hit him. One comes in low, another high-- they smash Majko to
the ground with the force of two hundred and twenty pounds of
fur, fangs, and mascle. The pistol flies from his hand.

Lola grips the Albanian‘s throat in his jaws. Whistler jogs-

toward them, holding his gun on Majko. He pats Majko down and
pulls out the lead tubke.

Crlik and the Czech officers run téward the scene.

CUT T0:
TELESCOPIC SIGHT POV

The tri-foil symbol is clearly v&silile in Bielski‘s sights.
END POV

BIELSKI
We got it.

He lowers his rifle, hops off the marble post, and begins the
long walk toward whistler and the angs. XKovalenko lowers his
bincculars and follows Bielski.

] KOVALENKO
Lieutenant Bielski--

Bielski stops and looke at the older man.
KOVALEKKO (CONT'D)

I... I owe you and Captain Whistler great
debt.

(beat)
Thank you.
Bielski snhrugs.

BIELSXI
Don’t thank me. Thank the dogs.

{CONTINUED}
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KOVALENKO
Maybe you tell them for me. I don’t want
to get so close.

pielski grins and resumes his march toward the Mercedes.

BIELSKI ]
Celd War's over, Major. They won't bite.

EXT. BADEN - NIGHT

The port of Aden is built on one of the world's largest .
natural harbore. Red warning lights blink on the massive
container shipe pulling in and out of anchorages.

The city itself is a sprawl of warehouses, tenements,umosqués
and mud houges climbing the hills on the ocutekirts.

EXT. MA'ALLA NATIONAL PRISON - NTGR?

The high walls of the prison rise ~hnve a hilltop overlooking
the port. Tall lampposts cast highintensity light. GUARDS
carrying rifles man the watchtdwers.

INT. NORTE GATERCUSE - NIGHT

. v’

A YOUNG GUARD_sits inside the -wammly-lit—gatehouse; playing
backgammon on an old wooden board. After rolling the dice and
making his move, he turns the B&aEFs around and xells again.

The guard pricks up his ears. Now we hear it: the grumbling
of an old engine, rapidly approachi-

EXT. NORTH GATEBOUSE ~ NIGHT

The young guard exits the gsteheuse. A battered truck speeds
toward the north gate. The guard blirks as the truck’s
headlights shine on his face.

An amplified voice from a watchtower loudspeaker shouts a -
warning, but the truck speeds up as it nears the gate.

The guards in the towers fire. Bullets crack the asphalt

around the speeding truck, ventilate the radiator, split the
windshield with a spiderweb crack.

The truck never slows. The guard standing by the gate seems
too stunned to move.

The truck slams into the gate and explodes. The force of the

blast obliterates everything within eighty feet, shattering
the lights of the nearby lampposts, incinerating the

gatehouse, blasting the heavy steel gate off its posts.

{ CONTINUED)
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The nearest guardtower gways. one of its support legs snaps.
The tower topples forward with a groan of bendlng steel,

emashing against the prison wall and falling into the yard.
Klaxons break the silence. The few functioning lampposts
light the front of the prison at strange angles of deep
shadow and bright illumination.

INT. CELL BLOCK - CONTINUQUS

Inside the cell block, the PRISCNERS bash their metal bowls
against the bars of their ¢ells. They chant in unison.

One prisoner, VALGHOBEK, sits cross-legged on his bed. The
black spade of his beard rests on hie chest, a kufi covers
his shaved head. He reads the Koran by fluorescent light.

Ke looks up now, listening to £he Brisoners’ chanting and the
panicked shouts of the guards.

Valghcbek c¢loses his Koran and.wa- zs.
EXT. MA’ALLA NATIONAL PRISON - (MENTS LaTER
An anbulance races down the road i¢ the prison, siren

wailing. The DRIVER steers the ambulance through the wreckage
at the front gate.

A rifle-wielding guard jogs ovéf ®o the ambulance, hand held
in the air. The ambulance stops.

The driver, a GREEN-EYED PARAMEDIC.. rolls down the window.
The guard leans in and asks a quespbion in Arabic.

The paramedic looks at his watéh. He smiles at the guard.

A terrible explosion rocks the prison, this time from the
south gate. The guard stares with wonder at a tremendous
geyser ¢f flame rising into the sky.

The guard turns back to the paranedic and sees the muzzle of
an automatic inches from his face. The paramedic fires.

INT. MA'ALLA NRATIONAL PRISON - MOMENTS LATER

The green-eyed “paramedic”, MURAD BORZ, strides down one of
the prison's long corridors. Six more “PARAMEDICS” follow
him, all carryving large medical kits.

The prison is in chaos, a maelstrom of blaring klaxons,

screaming prisoners, and static-ridden orders booming from
loudspeakers.

{ CONTINUED)
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Porz stops by a plexiglass-windowed quard booth separating
the corridor from the cellblock. The GUARD inside, surrounded
by closed-circuit television monitors, stares out at Borz.:

The guard presses a button and a door slides open. Borz steps
into the guard booth, fc”lowed by his men. The guard presses

another button and the duor leading to the cell block slides

open. Stairs descend to the cells.

Borz walks into the cellblock, followed by his men. The last
man to leave the booth hands the guard an envelope.

PARMBMEDIC
Allahu Akbar.

The guard nods, slipping the envelope inside his jacket. :
INT. CELL BLOCK - NIGHT '

Borz walks between the parallel isuws of prison cells. The
priscners, clamorous just seconde before, grow eerily quiet

.as Borz walks past them. They knnw His face. They stare at

him worshipfully.

Borz stops in front of Valghobek's oell. He loocks up at the
plexiglass booth. The cell door slides cpen.

INT. VALGHOBER’S CELL - NIGHT

Valghobek rises from his bed. Por a moment the twe men stare
at each other. A broad smile splifs Valghobek’s beard. Re
enbraces Borz. Bis Chechen worde are subtitled in English.

YVALGHOBEK
I knew you would not foroet me.

_ BORZ
I never forget.

Two of the ersatz paramedics enter the cell and unfold a

stretcher. A third paramedic opens hisg kit and pulls out a
prison guard uniform and a roll of bandages.

~INT. CELL BLOCK - NIGHT

The stretcher bearers carry Valghobek, who now wears a guard

uniform. His face is fully bandaged.

Borz follows behind them. Be stops in the center of the cell
block. All of the prisoners watch him in awed silence.

Borz speaks perfect Arabic.

{ CONTINUED)
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BORZ . -
¥ will see you next in Paradise.

The prisoners cry out with the glory of men who have just
seen the Messiah. Their wordless collective howl takes on a
rhythm, becoming a ululation of rage and adoration.

EXT. LAXE ORLIX - DAY

Steep, densely forested slopes rise above the pristine blue
Jake an hour south of Prague. BEACHGOERS lounge on the sand.

Whistler wears a West Virginia Mountaineers shirt. He holds a
Nexrf football in his hand. Lola’s lirned up to his left,
Caesar to his right.

Across the scrimmage line, the other dogs wait for the snap.

Bielski sits close by, sipping from a bottle of Czech beer
and paging through a Czech-Enolrsn dictionary.

WHISTLER
Bot... hut... hike!?

Whistler drops back three steps and surveys the field.

BIELSKI _
{(not looking up from book)
Cne Misgissippi, two Miovsissippi...

Lola and Caesar sprint toward the Imaginary endzone. Cassius

and Brutus cover the receivers, while Antony waits at the
line, glaring at Whistler.

BIELSKI (CHNT O}

Three Mississippi, four Mississippi,
five!

Antony rushes the gmarterback. Whietler scrambles, looks
downfield, and heaves the ball.

"Lola and Cassius jump for the ball. Both dogs soar high'abOVe

the sand. Lola snares the Nerf in his jaws. When he lands,
Cassiys and Brutus tackle him. All three dogs rell in the
sand, play fighting, ignoring the lcose ball.

Antony and Caesar run over and join the fracas.

BIELSKI {(CONY'D)
and another bench-clearing brawl...

WHISTLER
Lola’'s been fumbling a lot lately.

(CONTINUED}
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BIELSKI
Maybe he’s checking ocut the cheerleaders.

Bielski gestures with his chin and whistler turns to watceh
two tanned Czech women in bikinis-- APOLINA and FKANTISRA-—-
lay down their towels a few yards away. Apolina, a black-
haired, blus-eyed beauty, glances over at the men.

BIELSKI {CONT'D)
You train the dogs how to do that
Coppertone thing yet?

whistler never takes his eyes off Apolina.

WHISTLER
Row do you say “beauntifual ears” in Czech?

Bielskiy stares at him, disqusted.

B1ELSKI

Everywhere we go you do thzsi"beautlful
ears” thing. Time for & mew line, man.

WHISTLER
Give me the book.

He grabs for the pbock but Bielski holds it out of reach.

BIELSKI
Okay, okay, give me a second.
{(flipping through pages)
Obijiceg...

(flipping more pages)
tuk. Obliceqg tuk.

WRISTLER
Oblicek tug?

_ BIELSKY
Obliceg tuk.

WHISTLER
Okay .

Whistler snatches the dictionary oot of Bielski’s hand.

WHISTLER {CONT’'D)
You think I‘m a moron?

He ambles over to the women, searching for his pickup line in
the dictionary.

(CONTINUED)
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Bielski turns and sees that Lola has silentlvy sat beside him.
Lola watches the Czech women suspiciously. Bielski raises his
hand to pet the big dog.

BIELSKY
Hey, big fella.

Lola growls, low and ominous. Bielski pulls his hand back.

Whistler sits next to the Czech women, who don't seem

especially pleased to be disturbed. Whistler, unfazed, points
at Apolina’s ears.

BIELSKI (CONT’D)
Five bucks he pulls it off.

Lola does not respand.

The Czech women begin to laugh and Apolina covers her ears
with mock bashfulness. Whistler &wrns to Bielski and curls a

finger: come over here. Bielski helds cut his palm to Lola,
whe stares at him blankly.

Bielski stands and starts walking toward Wnistler. He stops
in midstride when he hears his r2llphone ringing.

He pulls the phone out of his shovts’ pocket and inspects the
incoming call number.

BIELSKI (CONT'D)
Oh, shit.
(answering phone}
Bielski.
(watching the laughing Czechs)
No. No. We’‘re on three-day leave.

{beat) .
Uh huh. Uh huh. When? Uh huh.
(beat )
All right.

He turns off the phone and walks over to Whistler and the
women. Whistler already seems to be their new best friend.

Apclina runs her fingers over the tattoo on Whistler's
biceps: a dagger over two crossed arrows. Below the dagger is
black Latin script: De Opresso Liber.

APOLINA
You don’'t look like soldier.

{CONTINUED)
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WHISTLER
Well... I‘m @ special ind of soldier.
{noticing Bielski)
Frantiska and Alopina, this iz—-

APOLINA
hpolina.

WHISTLER '
Apolina. Apolina. Goddamn, tnat 5 &
beautiful name This is Leon Bielski.

BIELSKY
DObr'y den.

APOLINA ' FRANTISKA
Dobry den. Dobry den.

BIELSKI [CONT'L)
We got to head to the airport..

: WHISTLER
Tou’'re kidding.

Rielski shakes his head.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)
Where we_going?

Ak

BIELSKI
Yemen. Whole team’'s gohna be there.

whistler gives Apolina a sorrowful lock. Be kisses her hand
and stands.

APOLINA
You leave so soon?

WHISTLER '
I‘1l come back and find you'in twc weeks.

Apolina pouts-— playful but genuinely:disappointed.

APOLINA
Maybe I hide.

whistler crouchee down and tears the washing directions tag
from the corner of Apolina’s towel.

WHISTLER
I*1l £ind you.

{CONTINUED)
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Whis;ler walks away, followed by Bielski and the dogs.
Apolina stares at the corner of her towel, confused.

EXT. SANA'A MILITARY AIRFIELD - DAY

The bleached, sun-baked airfield stands in brutal contrast
to the lush hills around Lake Orlik. YEMENI SENTRIES armed

with assault rifles patrol a chainlink fence topped with
concertina wire,

Whistler apd Bielski, now in uniform, stand on the tarmac
near a DC-10, duffel bags by their feet. A carco loader lifts
the dogs’ travel kennels ocut cl the jet’‘s cargo bay.

WBISTLER
Shortest three day leave of my life.

BIELSKI

How long has Lola been wich us? Four
years?

WHISTLER
Four and a half.

BIELSKIX
How come he gtill dodsn’t like me?

WHISTLER
Whe says he doesn’t Iike you?

BIELSRI

Four and a half yeara and he won’'t let me
pet him? :

whistler shrugs.
WHISTLER

I 1like you, brother, but I wouldn’'t let
you pet me either.

- The cargo loader stops in front of them and Whistler

unlatches the kennel door. ARll five dogs hop ount of their
cage, a kit dazed from the travel and the climate shift.

WHISTLER {(CONT’D}
Dogs have their own language. I'm fluent.
You're illiterate.

As they speak, Whistler checks the dogs’ tongues for signs of

dehydration., He pops small pills into the backs of their
mouths, forcing them to swallow their medicines.

(CONTINUED)
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| WHISTLER (com: Dy R
These are war dogs, you know? Their
fathers were war dogs, and their fathers

before them. Two things you got to know
about war dogs.

BIELSKI
You want me taking notes, Dr. ‘Doolittle?

. WEISTLER
Number one, if you’re not thh them,
you‘re against them. And number two, if
you’‘re with them, they will die before
letting you get hurt.

BIELSKI
So that‘s my question. Am I with Lola?

WHISTLER

Any one of theee dog§would take a bullet
for you. Never doubt_thp*

Three Humvees pull up, carrying sir American soldxers in
desert fatigques: GIBSORN, CARPENTE& MOLLOY, RAMIREZ, LARSEN,

and PHELAN. The soldiers jumpr o ayd salute whlstler and
Bielski. The officers return tue salute. y

Fone of the soldiers are musclebound brutes-— mo Rambos here.

An elite unit of the Special FdFeer, the Echo Team members
are wiry and exceedingly fit.

Whigtler surveys theixr faces. The men are clearly glad to see

him, and the feeling is returnea. tgnough Whistler tries his
best to hide his affection.

) WHISTLER (cORT*D) '
Goddarn. I truly command the ugliest sons
of bitches in the United States Armed

Forces. 1 assume no one here got laid the
last two weeks?

The soldiers shove Gibson forward. Be grins at whistler with
teeth washed brown from tobacco juice.

WHISTLER (CONT’'D)
Gibson? You kidding me?

The men laugh. Gibson spits a stream of dark juice onto the
tarmac. Whistler stares at the spittle in disgqust.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)

I don‘t believe you ever kissed a girl,
Gibson.

{CONTINUED)
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Gibson shrugs, smirking.

BIELSKY
Not when she was volunteering, anyway.

Gibson‘s drawl is pure Carolina backwoods .

GIBSON
Cnce they get accustomed to the flavor,
sir, they can’'t get enough.

Whistler looks at Bielski. They pick up their duffel Bégs and
load them into one of the Humvees.

WHISTLER
{to Bielski}
That boy’s the reason I left the South.

INT. FEDERAL POLICE HEADQUARTERS ~ “"Pav

The spartan conference room fe**u:es a framed photograph of
the President of Yemen on the wali.

The Echo Team goldiers sit at the zonference table with MAJOR
ABDULEAQI and two younger Yemernyy ofticers: LIEUTENANT AL~
UDHARY and SERGEANT AL-YAMAN.

A progector casts an image of a scowling, bearded man ontec a
bare white wall: Valghobek.

arpenter, balding and bespectatI®d, looks more like a high
sohool chemistry teacher than “n elite soldier. He stands by
the projection on the wall.

CARPENTER |-~
Rustam Valghobek. Checnan separatist.
Fought the Russians in Chechnya, fought
the Americans in Afghanistan.

CIBSON
And got his ass kicked both times.

Whistler turns to look at Gibson and Gibson shuts up.

CARPENTER
He escaped the bombing in Tora Bora and
managed to make his way down here. He and
his crew were responsible for a series of
car bombings targeting Americans, until a
raid planned by Major Abdulbagi-~

Abdulbagi nods, pleased by the props.

{CONTINUED)
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CARVENTER (COWT'D)

--resulted in his capture three months
ago. Initially uncooperative, Valghobek
started giving us some very useful
information recently. Two nights ago he
was busted out.

MAJOR ASDULBAQI :
We believe Murad 3orz led the raid.

The Echo Team soldiers perk up at the mention of Borz.

Cleariy the name impresses them. Carpenter clicks to the next
slide, an ¢ld, blaurred photograph of Boxrz.

CARPENTER
Murad Borz. Only man in hlstory to make
the Most Wanted Lists in the U.S. of A.
and Russia.

Carpenter clicks to the next skEde; a map of southern Yemen.
. _CARPENTER ' { GOBR ' D)
The 4oint Yemeni-U.S. sedrch force has
been concentrating on the Aden area--

As Carpentef speaks, a ycung YEMENI CLERK rushes into the
room and hands Major Abdulbagi a note.

~-moving out in concentric circlies to--

Abdulbaqgi stands.

MAJOR ABDULBAQI .
He'as been spotted outside of Dhamar.

Everyone turns to look at Whistler.

WH;STLER

Major, you have any of Valghobek 5
clothing?

MAJOR ABDULBAQI
Yer. We keep for you.

WHISTLER
Let's go hunting.

EAT. SKIES OF YEMEN - DAY

A Blackhawk helicopter hurtles south, sklmmlng over the
hilltops of central Yemen.
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INT. SLACKHAWK BELICOFTER — DAY

A PTLOT and CO-PILOT sit at the f£light deck. Strapped in by
the open side door, a GUNNER mans a gas-operated machine gqun.

The Echo Team members attend their own thoughts as possible
combat approaches. Bielski assembles his sniper rifle.
Carpenter studies the lines on his palm. Gibson sleeps.

Lieutenant al-Udhari and Sergeant Al-Yaman accompany the
Americans. Both Yemenis have their eyes closed. Their lips
move guickly as they pray.

The degs lie on the floor of the Blackhawk, wearing nylon-
mesh harnesseg.

Whistler holds a gray, sweat- stained tee-shirt close to

Lola’s mazzle. Aftexr Lola’s dome spliffing Whistler passes the
shirt to the other dogs.

The pilot activates the intercou.

PILOT
Five minutes to drop site.

EXT. SKIES OF YEMEN - DAY

This region of Yemen is lush and fextile. Green hills, many
terraced for coffee growing, ptunge into verdant valleys.

As the Blackhawk roars through the sky, FARMERS on the ground
stare up at its whirling blades.

INT. BLACKBAWK HELICOPTER - DAY
Whistler crouches on the flocor of cthe helicopter, hooking

carabiners on the dogs’ harnesse to nylon ropes already tl&d_
to anchors mounted near the side door. ;

23] the soldiers are ready to jump.

BIiELSKI
{to Whistler)
Team set!

Whistler nods, clicking shut the carabiner on Lela‘’s harness.

WHISTLER
{to pilot)
Drop ready!
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EXT. YEMENI VILLAGE -~ CONTINUOUS

i

The helicopter hovers thirty feet above a hillside village.
There is no place to land on the steeply-sloping terrain.

INT. BLACKHAWK BELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS
The co-pilot turns and gives whistler the thumbs up.

CO-PI1CT
Go!

EXT. YEMENI VILLAGE - CONTINUOUS

The men begin jumping from the gide door, sliding'ddwn their
rappel lines and landing in the grass. They grip their
rifles, checking the surrounding area for enemies.

YEMENT WOMEN and CHILDREN peer feaﬁfuliy at the soldiers from
the doorse of their mud huts.

INT. BLACKHAWK HELICOPTER ~ CONIIN®IOUS

WHISTLER
Tsa doninee.

The dogs jump out of the helicoprer.

EXT-YEMENL VILIAGE -~ CONTINUOQUS

The dogs, hooked by their harnesses to the rappel lines,

descend tc the ground. When they kit the grass Echo Tean
scoldiers disengage their carabirc.s.

Wnistler hits the grass after uis wack.

The anchors in the helicopter reel in the ropes;wThe
Blackhawk rises back above the tree line and heads for home.

An OLD VILLAGER wearing a traditional futah walks over to

greet the soldiers. He speaks guietly with Al-Ddhari. After a
moment, Al-Udhari approaches Whistler and Bielski.

AL-UDHART '
This is the man who spotted Valghobek. He
saw his face in newspaper.

The old man probably doesn’t speak a word of English, but he
nods anyway, flashing his rotted teeth.

AL-UDHARI (CONT‘D)

He saw him walking up that path, toward
the coffee plantatiorn.




29.
CONTINUED :

Al-Udhari points out a narrow dirt path carving through the
tall grass. In the distance, a sprawling coffee plantation
spreads across a series of rolling hills.

Whistler leads Lola to the dirt path.

WHISTLER
Dane-lei.

Lola dips his muzzle to the path. Within seconds he’'s picked
up the scent. Be begins trotting towaxrd the plantation.

WHISTLER (CONT'D)
He's got it.

- The old man watches the ééldiers follow Lola.

EXT. DIRT PARTH ~ DAY

The ten soldiers march toward etre rolling hills. The dogs
surround them: Brutus behind, guarding the rear, Caesar and

Cassius on the sides, guarding The flanks, Antony in the
center, and Lola on point, tracxing the scent.

Pericdically Brutus walks backwards?, alloewing him to scan the
area behind the soldiers more tarefully.

Al-Udhari, marching behind Bielski, stares at Lola.

LIEUTENANT AT-UDHARY
(to Bielski; poiniing at Lola}
This dog, she is the leader?

. BIELSKY
He. Yeah, he’s the alpha,

LIEUTENANT AL-URHARI
He? I believed Lola is & girl’'s name?

BIELSKI .

It’s kind of a dumb joke. From the Kinks
song? You probably don’t know it.

LIEUTENANT AL-UDHARI
Lola! Lo 1o lo lo Lolal

BIELSKI
Right.

LIEUTENANT AL-UDHARI
{singing softly and badly)
Well, I'm not dumb but I can’'t understand
{MORE}

{CONTINJUED}
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LIEUTENANT AL-UDHARI (CONT'D)
why she walk like a woman but talk like a
man.

Bielski and Whistler exchange glances. Sergeant'al—Yaman; who
. speaks no English, joins Al-Udhari in belting out the chorus.

LIEUTENANT AL~UDHARI (CONT’D) SERGEANT AL-YAMAN
Oh my Lola, lo lo lo lo Lola, Oh my Lola, lo lo lo lo Lola,
io lo lo lo Iola. lo 1o lo lo lLola.

Whistler frowns at the Yemenis. Al-Udhari and Al-Yaman,
embarrassed, shut up.

EXT. COFFEE PLANTATION - DAY

The soldiers and dogs follow Lola along the dirt path. The
path winds vp a high hill terraced for coffee growing,

The coffee plants are beautiful: sliny, dark green leaves;
delicate white flowers; small red berries. :

Bielski surveys the area. No workers-— or any people
whatsoever-- are in sight.

BIELSKX
. {to Lieutenant AL -UdLari)
i - Where is everyone?
i - AL-UDHART

Today is Friday. ‘
Bielski squints, not getting the implication.

AL-UDHARI {SONT'D)
The day of prayer.

Bielski nods and continues cliubifg the hill. Molloy and
Gibson walk near the rear of the unit. Molloy pauses to
inhale the air around him.

MOLLOY 3

Breathe that coffee, man. Got to be the
best smell in the weorld.

Gibson walks past him, spitting a stream of tobacco Juice
onto a coffee plant.

GIBSON-
‘cept your mama‘s pusry.

Midway up the hillside a windowless ﬁbol shed abuts the path.
= Lola abruptly stops twenty yards from the shed.

{CONTINUED)
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Whistlex, in the front of the unit, raises his hand. The
soldiers immediately hLalt and raise their rifles.

Bielski pauses by a low stone wall forty vards from the shed.
He sinks to one knee and gteadies the Robar on the wall.

Whistler gives a low whistle. The dogs look at him. The five
fingers of his right hand spread wide, Whistler makes a
fanning motion up the hillside in the direction of the shed.

The five dogs immediately fan out, surrounding the shed.

Whistler signals for Echo Team to follow him. The American
soldiers creep toward the shed noiselessly. Bielski remains
in the rear, one eye shut, one eye staring through his scope.

WHISTLER
(softly)
A-ye-shi.

Lola circles the shed, sniffing the doorframe and the ground
beside the walls. Completing the vircle he locks at Whistler.
Whistler turns to Larsen, who crouches a few yards away.

WHISTLER (QUNT’D)
{whisper)
NO bombs.

Larsen nods, gets flat and belly erawls the final five yards
t0 the door of the shed. He lonks back at Whistler. Whistler
gives Larsen a nod. Larsen reaches up and slowly, patiently,
tugs on the handlie of the shed door.

Bielski‘s index finger tightens on the trigger of his rifle.

The door begins to swing open. Larsen jerks his right hand
away ifrom the handle and aims his M-16.

The soldiexrs, utterly motionless, watch as the warped wood
door creaks open.

Before we can see inside the shed, we see Larsen’s expresgsion
change.

RUSTAM VALGHOBEX is crucified to the shed door, dirty bare
feet dangling. Teardrops of dried blood crust his cheeks,
below empty eye sockets.

whistler stares at the dead Chechen. Kis eyes widen.

WHISTLER {CONT'D)
BACK! BACK! EVERYONE BACK!

{CONTINUED)
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Before the men can react we hear the crack of a sniper rifle.
Al-Udbari pitches forward, the bullet punching clean through
kis helmet.

Al-Yaman stares at his fallen €friend. He cpens his mouth to
cry out and takes a bullet in the throat.

The soldiers are caught in the open, in the middle of the -
plantztion, with no cover. :

A bullet rips through Gibson’'s thigh. He goes down, staring
at his leg, too stunned to feel any pain yet.

The Echo Team soldiers fire into the coffee plants, but they
haven’t even seen the enemy yet.

The dogs have. Brutus, Cassius, and Antony race through the
coffee plants.

They run the zig-zag patterns we-ve seen before—- but they
can‘t evade automatic fire from *+hirty assault rifles. One
after another, the dogs are shor Ydad.

From the pattern of fire it’s evident that Echo Team is -
surrounded by ambushers hiding .n the coffee plants.

Whistler, crouching low to the ground, sees Bielski waiting
behind the low stcne wall, searchine for targets.—Whistler

points at the wall. His men nod~

Staying iow, Whistler hustles down the path to Gibson and
grabs the wounded man under thg ampits. Carpenter takes
Gibson by the boots and they rwr tdward the stone wall.

CUT TO:

" -A GUERILLA hiding in the coffee plants aims his AK-47 at the

retreating Americans. The top of his head ig barely visible
above the green plants.

Blood sprays from his ear and the guerilla collapses.
CUT TO:

BIELSKI searches for new targets as his comrades run toward
him. They're twenty yards away.

They don’'t make it.

We hear the whine of rocket-propelled grenades. Bielski ducks
behind the stone wall.

{CONTINUED)
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We hear several tremendcus boomns, see intense flashes of

white light. No explosions, though-- these are concussion
grenades.

Everything goes silent.

MOS: The men are thrown to the ground. Molley, Larsen, and
Phelar are unconscious. Gibson holds his wounded leg; blood

seeps between his fingers. Carpenter and Ramirez roll on the
ground, hands on their ears, unable to stand.

Whistler, on his knees but still somehow cognizant, rakes the

surrounding terraces with automatic fire, but he doesn’t know
where the enemy is hiding.

When bhe empties his clip he removes the magazine and tries to
insert another but his hands aren’t working right.

BIELSKI raises his head above the stone wall. Steel-jacketed
bullets whistle past his face. He ducks down again. The enemy
has spotted him. His position i1s nv longer viable.

He looks downhill. Beyond a copsé of acacia trees the steep

hill drops cut of sight. If he can get to the trees, he’ll be
out of the line of fire.

Back pressed against the stone wall, Bielski breathes hard.
Bullets smash the stones behindthim. He crawls to a new
position ten feet down the wall and peeks above the stones.

Whistlier’'s staring right at him. Whistler’'s lips are moving
but we can’t hear what he says.

Finally Bielski runs in a crouch tbward the acacia trees.
Bullets zip by him but he makgg it to the bend in the path
and disappears from sight.

CUT TO:

LOLA and Caesar run to Whistler. Whistler blinks, staring at
the dogs. They stand on either side of him, trying to protect
him from whatever’s about to happen.

Whistler tries to speak. He can‘t get the words out.

The dogs, hackles raised, crouch in their fighting stances,
locking into the coffee plants. Whistler follows their gaze.

Thirty heavily armed GUERILLAS, widely spaced, move toward
whistler.

Wwhistler swallows. He tries to speak again.

(CONTINUED)
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END MOS

WHISTLER (CONT'D)
Ye-tsan.

The dogs turn to look at Whistlex.

- WHISTLER (CONT'D)
Ye-tsan!?

Even if you don’t speak Navajo, you know he’s ordering them
to run.

For another moment the dogs hesitate,rbut they are trainédltb
obey orders and finally they run downhill, plunging through
the coffee plants as bullets whip past them.

whistler watches them go. He turms back toward the enemy,
just in time to see a rifle butt phash into his jaw.

Whistler falls.

BIELSKI runs through the dense ymerbrush, panting.

A bird‘'s cry in the foliage above sounds like a scream, and
Bielski points his rifle toward the sky, spoocked.

Still running, he trips and faiss to the ground beside a tall
acacia tree. He turns to see vhat tripped him: a man’'s leg.

Bielski scrambles backward, finger on the Robar’s trigger.

The ¢ld villager, throat slit, sits with his back against the

tree trunk. Long steel spikes Tave. been hammered through his
palms and into the trunk of the cree.

Rial notes (the currency of Yemen)} have been stuffed into the
old man‘’s mouth.

Bielski backs away from this terrible tableau. He backs into
the muzzle of a rifle. Bielski freezes.

Two lean YEMENI GUERILIAS have their AX-47s aimed at

Bielski’s head. One of them now comes forward and grabs
Bielski’s rifle. He admires the Robar’s scoge.

The other guerilla smiles at Bielski .with green-tinged teeth.
Bielski looks at the man’s belt, and we see what Bielski
sees: Two more long steel spikes.

{CONTINUED)
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The guerillas chatter for a moment in Yemeni Arabic. One of
them kicks out Bielski’s feet, forcing him to the ground,

holding his muzzle against the back of Bielski's head.

The other guerilla unsheathes a sharp knife. He forces

Bielski’s head back, exposxng his pale throat. The blade cuts
into Bielski's skin.

Lola and Caesar lesap from the underbrush, their approach so
silent the Yemenis don’t see them until they're in the air.

Powerful ae linebackers, the dogs knock both men to the
ground. We hear a single gunshot.

Lola is on the knife-wielding Yemeni and his jaws go to work.
Caesar is no less efficient. In seconds both Yemenis are
dead, their throats torn out.

Caesar staggexrs off his kill. Stoed spille fxom a gunshot to
the belly. Caesar lies down near hielski, sniffs his wound,
and rests his head on the grownd, waiting to die.

Bielski grabs his gun and stande Zlaesar shudders, entering
his death throes. Lola stares at Bielski.

Bielski peoints his gun at Caesar’'s head. For a second Caesar
looks up at Bielski. Finally Caesar c¢loses his eyes.

We stay on Bielski’s face as he pulls the trigger.

EXT. YEMER VILLAGE - DAY

The quiet little village is now the center of military

activity, with Humvees and Army iznbicks parked on the
cutskirte.

AMERICAN and YEMENI SOLDIERS horre in and cut of hastily-
erected Ammy tents. One of these tents, marked with a large
red cross, is the field hospital.

INT. FIELD HOSPITAL - DAY

Bielski sits on an examining table. An American ARMY DOCTOR
stitches the cut on his neck.

Major Abdulbagi and COLONEL ELLIS, the commanding officer of
the U.S. forces in Yemen, watch the doctor work.

The doctor threads the needle through the skin of Bielski’s

throat. Bielski doesn’t flinch. His eyes are open but he
seems to be looking somewhere far away.

{CONTINUED)
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BIELSRI
They Xnew we were coming, sir.

COLONEL ELLIS .
Apparently.

. BIELSRI :
No, they knew we were coming. Dogs

followed Valghobek’s scent right into the
ambush.

CCLONEL ELLIS
Valghobek was squealing. $o they shut him
up. And they knew we'd track him.
{beat)
Thing I don’t get, those dogs are trained
to sniff out enemies from half a mile’
away. Brt they led you right into--

_ BIELSKI : .
Right into a coffee prantation. Coffee
magks odors. They got ValghobekX to walk
the path barefoot, leave a trail for the
dogs. And they hid i the coffee plants.

COLONEL ELLIS
We recovered three enemy bodies. Islamic
Army of Aden-Bbyane, all of them. .

MATOR _ABDULERAOTY

Islamic Army provides foot soldiers,
nothing else. This ambush, this was not
planned by Yemenis. Thie is Borz.

The dector tapes a bandage onto Bielski‘s wound.

BIELSKI
They're all dead?

COLONEL ELLIS
Who'es that?

BIELSKI
My team.

CCLONEL ELLIS

He haven’t found any American bodies yet.
{beat)

We think we've got a2 hostage situation.

MAJOR ABDULBAQI

My hypothesis, they already have left
Yemen.




{‘.’

3.
CONTINUED: {2)

COLONEL ELLIS
aArny intelligence is sending a few men
down. You‘ll get & thorough debriefing
when they get here.

Ellie clasps Bielski’'s shoulder.

CULONEL ELLIS {CONT'D)
I‘m glad you made it out, Lieutenant.

Ellis turns to leave, followed by the Yemenis.

BIELSKI
Colonel Ellis?

Ellis turns back and regards the young scldier.

BIELSKI (CONT’D)
1'm only here because ¥ ran.

Eilis studies Bielski for a long beat.

COLONEL ELV.IS
That’'s a fact, Lieutenant.

The officers depart.

EXT. YEMEWI HILL - SUNSET

Bielski, throat bandaged, sits aleme atop a lugh hill
overlooking the coffee plantatimn. Blackhawk helicopters roar
through the sky and Army trucks motor down the dirt road.
Bielski watches the coffee plaste sway in the evening breeze.

He watches INVESTIGATORS, Yemeni and American, search amidst

.the terraced hillside ambush site for evidence: bullet

shells, fragments of clothing, stray hairs.

Bielski hears a noise and turns. Lola climbs the hill and
sits a few feet away.

The one-eared dog and the lieutenant stare at each other.

EXT. GULF OF ADEN - NIGHT

2 quarter-mocn hangs low in the sky. A freighter rumbles

through the water, the deep bass of ite diesels a constant
background hum.

A forty-foot motorboat approachee from the east, flashing its
searchlight three times. The motorbeat cuts its engines and
cruises silently alongside the freighter,

{CONTINUED)
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SAILORSIaboa:d the freighter lower a dinghy to the motorbeoat.

The scene on the boat is lit mostly by flashlights. At first
it’'s hard to tell what's going on.

The seven captured men from Echo Team are hooded and - ' s i
shackled. CHECHEN GUERILLAS on the motorboat pass the
Americans to their comrades on the dinghy.

One of the captives lies on his back, strapped to a long
board. when the guerillas drep this injured man onto the
dinghy he screams out in pain.

After the captives are all in the dinghy the winches begin to
operate again, hoisting the dinghy up.

INT.- FREIGHRTER 'S HCLD - WIGHT

six of the captives kneel on the steel £loor. The injured
captive lies on his back, still si¥apped to the board. Fat
moths circle an overhead light.

Three CHECHEN GUERILLAS, carryirsy. AK-478,  lean against the
wall, smoking handrolled cigarettes. Their leader, Borz, sits
on a felding chair, watching the injured captive writhe.

Lean and hungry-looking, Boxrz keeps his hair cropped short
and his jaw shaved clean. His demeanor is that of a military

—

commandEIT—not—a—re&igious*fanﬁtic.

He speaks a quiet word in Chechen. One of his fighters
removes the captives’ hoods. The Americans look dazed,
disoriented. They blink in the flwnorescent 1light.

The injured captive ig Gibson, shot in the leq. His face is
coated with a sheen cof sweat.

Whistler makes a qguick count of his men.

Borz stands and walks down the line of kneeling prisonérs. He
spots the captain’s bars on Whistler’s uniform.

BORZ | f
Stand.

Borz spezks decent English, heavily accented but correct.
Whistler stands. The two men stare into each other’s eves.

BORZ (CONT'D)}
You are Captain Whistler.

—

{CCNTINUED) ]
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Whistler’'s eyes are unfocused. He hasn't had a drink of waterxr

in twelve hours. Dried blood mats his hair where the rifle
butt struck him.

He never turns from his interrogator.

WEISTLER
Captain Thomas Brian Whistler, United
States Army, serial number 624787.

Borz nods, half smiling.

BORZ _
I am Murad Borz. Do you know the name?

Whistler hesitates a second before nodding. Gibsen groans
from the floor. Borz ignores him.

BORZ (CONT'D}
You are responsible for-gll thege men,
yes?

WHISTLER
My name is Captain Thomas Brian wWhistler,
United States Army, sexial number 624787.

BORZ

Name, rank, serial number, yes, ves. I
know your code of conduct.

Borz leans closer, staring inte Whistler's face.

BORZ (CONT’D)

It must be ghameful reoy you-- all your
technology, your spy satellites, vour
robot planes, your armise missiles.

({beat)
I have nothing. No money, no computers.
Just men with guns.

{beat}
But look at you. All your soldiers are my
prisoners.

WAISTLER
Not all of them.
{beat, re: Gibson)
That man needs medical attention.

BORZ
Yes. But he’s not going to get it.
{beat)
Your dogs were very good, Captain
Whistler, very well trained.
{MORE}

(CONTINUED)
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BORZ ({{ONT'D)
I do not like killing your dogs.
(beat)
Americans, on the other hand...

WEISTLER

My government’s not negotiating with you.
If you think--

B0RZ
I don’t want anything from your
government, Captain Whistler.
{beat)
I want something from you.

BAT. FORT HUACRUCA, ARIZONA - HELIPAD - DAY

A vast army base in the foothills of the Huachucha mcountains.
A Blackhawk helicopter lands on a concrete helipad.

Bielski jumps out of the helicepter and walks briskly toward
a waiting Jeep.

A SERGEANT waits by the Jeep. Be s»>lutes Bielgki. Bielski
returns the galute. Both men ger »»to the Jeep, and a PRIVATE
behind the wheel drives them awvay.

EXT. FORT HUACHUCA - RESERVOIR - DAY

A walking path encircles the mar-made reservoir. COLONEL

WILLIAM _VARNEY {55)—fit,—gray-haired;—and authoritative——

jogs at a brisk c¢lip. He rounadw o bend and sees Bielski
standing beneath a juniper tree, waiting for him.

Varney slows to a walk and stons beside Bielski. Bielski
salutes. Varney returns the sal~*e and appraises the
lieutenant. He sees the bandage on Bielski‘s throat.

COLONEL VARNEY
They cut you.
!

BIELSKI
Nothing serious, sir.

COLONEL VARNEY
Take a walk with me.

EXT. FORT HUACHUCA - RESERVCUIR -~ MOMENTS LATER
The two officers walk around the reservoir.

COLONEL VARNEY

Borz must have been planning it for
months.

{CONTINUED)
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BIELSKI
Anything from Intelligence?

Varney spits.

COLONEL VARNEY
Intelligence couldn't find pussy in a
whorehouse. They’ve been locking for Borz
seven years, all they got is dead
informants.

BIELSKI
why Echo Team?

Both men stop walking. Varney studies Bielski‘s face.

COLONEL ' VARNEY
Pardcn?

BIELSKI
They wanted us, sir. They could’ve gone
after anyone but they wanted us.

VYarney shakes his head.

COLONEL VARNEY
Wrong place at the wrong time. We’re all
the same to these guye.

Bielski ncds, but he’s not convincsed. Something else is
bothering him.

BIELSKY
Sir... you read the repcrts. You heard I
ran from the battle.

COLONEL VARNEY
You retreated, son.

BIELSKY
No, sir. I ran.

Both men are silent for a moment.

COLONEL. VARNEY
I promise you one thing-- wherever Tommy
is right now, he’g glad you ain‘t with
him. :

BIELSKY
We can find him, sir.

{CONTINUED)
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For a long count Varney inspects Blelski. Bielski returns the
cclonel’s gaze without »linking.

COLONEL VARNEY
You good with dogs?

ZXT. FORT HUACHUCA - KENNELS - DAY

PRIVATE HOVEY (22), a roon-faced soldier with a lirnebacker’s
build and a deep woods accent, leads Bielski past a long row

of thirty kennels. The dogs’ names are printed on placards
posted zbove the kenneils.

HOVEY .
Can‘t tell you how honored 1 am to meet
you, sir. 1've heard some wild stories.

BIELSKI
What kingd of stories?

HOVEY . :
Friend of mine took a saiper training
course from you at Furd: Bragg, sir. Says
you’'re the best shot in the U.S. Army.

Saw you plug a guarte~ with an M40Al at
eight hundred meters,

BIELSKI
Your friend likes to exaggerate.

HOVEY .
Yes sir. Afraid he Zowes.

ielski nods.

BIELSKI
It was a silver dollar.

None of the clamor and chaos of the dog pound here: the war
dogs watch Hovey and Bielski in disconcerting silence.

Bielski sees the names above the other kennels they pass:
© John, Paul, George, Ringo.

BIELSKI {(CONT'D)
Somecne’'s got a sense ¢f humor.

HOVEY
Why's that?

_ BIELSKI _
John, Paul, George, and Ringo?

{CONTIRNUED)
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Hovey stares at him blankly.

BIELSKI {CONT'D)
Never ming.

Hovey stops by Paul’s Xennel and unlatches the door.

BEOVEY ,
These are the new dogs for Echo Tean,
sir.

Paul steps out of his kennel and sniffs at Bielski’s boots.
Bielski kneels and scratches behind Paul's ear.

BIELSKI
What do you say, buddy?

GIULIETTA (O.S.)
He says you're a bitch.

Bielski stands., A civilian, DR, GIULIETTA MARZI, walks toward
them. Wearing jeans, a denim jacke?, a Cat Diesel Power
baseball cap, and work boots, GRYlastta never makes eye
contact with either scldier.

She stares right at Paul, thoupu.

GIULIETTA (ONT'D)
Dzah. .
Paul returns to his kennel. Ginletta locks the door.

HOVEY ,
Lieutenant Bielski, 8¢, IGiuiietta Marzi--

Giulietta walks to a shed adjasent to Paul’s kennel.

GIULIETTA
Vertical height is status for a dog. You
get down on your knees, you're giving up
powex .

HOVEY
Dr. Marzi’s our head trainer.

she cpens the shed door and drags out & forty-pound bag of
feed. Private Hovey comes over to help.

HOVEY (CONT'D)
Can I help you with that, ma’'am?

Giulietta brushes by him, hauling the feed bag by herself to
a picnic table where thirty dog bowls are stacked.

{CONTINUED)
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. GIULIETITA
And then you pet him.

BIELSXI
Petting is bad?

GIVLIETTA
You want to pet your girlifriend’'s
Chihuahua, go right zhead. But don't pet
my dogs.

Giulietta begins scooping dog food into the bowls.

GIULIETTA {CONT'D)
Dogs don‘t know what petting is. It‘s all
grooming to them. And you know who does
the grooming?

HOVEY
The bitch?

Bielski gives Hovey a lock. Houev .miles and shrugs. :
GIULIETTA o f
A bitch or a low-statars .le.

Subordinates groom theivw leaders. Never
the other way arouna.

Giulietta grabs a tray of medicine bottles from the shed. She

begins d;vvyxng up the various—@edéicines, putting certain
powders in certain bowls.

HOVEY :
I should get you back-td mesc
Lieutenant. Colonel Varney wanted to see
you at thirteen hundsed hours.

Bielski follows Hovey toward a waiting Jeep. Halfway there
Bielski stops and turns back to Giulietta.

BIELSKI
I don’‘t have a girlfriend. And if I did,
she wouldn‘t have a Chihuahua.

Bielski and Hovey get into the Jeep. Giulietta raises her

head and locks at Bielski for the first time before returning
her scrutiny to the dog food.

EXT. GROZNY - NIGHT

An ©ld school bus with blacked-out windows coasts down
darkened streets. This sector of Grozny has no electricity.

{CONT'INUFD)
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Cur only view ©f the city is the black road in the
headlights. No people are in sight.

The bus pulls up to the truck entrance of a brick ware.

Bullet holes pimple the facade. Russian-language signs are
defaced with Chechen graffiti.

After a moment a steel door beginsg rolling up and the bus
drives into the warehouse.

INT. WAREHQUSE - NIGHT

The CHECHEN GUERILLAS inside the warehouse are a battle-~
scarred crew. None are dressed in <onformity with our notion
of Islamic terrorists. Instead they wear the internaticnal
uniform of hard young men: hooded sweatshiris, jeans, work
boots. All have rifles slung to their shoulders.

The youngest of them, LYOMA (147, »its on a packing crate. He

watches as guerillas lead the hood$M, shackled Americans out
of the bus and into the light.

Gibson, on a stretcher, is depos®ted on the floor. He cries
out in pain when his leg is joscied.

Borz steps ocut of the bus. He smes His son. Lyoma stands and
approaches his father. He kisses his father’'s hand.

Borz pulls a chain from his pockatz Lieutenant Al-Udhari‘'s
dog tage, still flecked with blued: Borz unbuttons the collar
of the boy’s shirt and slips the cbain over his head.

As Lyoma looks down at the tage we see he already wears six
other dog tags, from six differeny armies.

Borz goes to Whistler and removes the captain’s hood. '

BORZ

Your wounded man begins to stink. He has
gangrene, I think.

WHISTLER
You're responsible for his medical care.
BORZ
Yes? Is this the Geneva Convention?
(beat)

Forty of my men are in your Camp X-Ray.
Does the Geneva Convention apply to them?

WHISTLER

That man will die within a week if he’'s
not treated.

{CONTINUED}
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Porz uvnholsters his automatic.

. BORZ
No, no. Be’ll die right now.

Whistler’s eyes widen. He lunges for Borz but the Chechen
sidesteps and clubs Whistler with the butt of his pistel.

whistler falls, blood spilling from his mouth. Two querillas
train the muzzles of their rifles on Whistler’s head.

WHISTLER
He's just a fucking kid.

Borz shrugs.

BORZ
He's a soldier.

Borz speaks again to his men. Twr &f them grab Gibson'’s
stretcher and begin carrving ham away.

BORZ (CONP'DY . (
Americans are so afraid to die. That is .
why we will beat you. We know the life of
this world is but a spore and a pastime.

Borz signals to the Chechens holBing Whistler down. They grab .__

the_ hmerican—under—the—arms—and—hoist—Mim to " Xis feet.

EXT. WAREHOUSE COURTYARD ~ NIGE™

The stretcher bearers se:i Gibsun <h»wn and prop his back
againet a brick wall.

Whistler is led to a spot twenty fBet from Gibson. The -
Chechens hold him tightly.

Borz follows in the rear, accompanied by his son.

Face damp and feverish, eyes glazed, Gibson tries to curl
himself into a fetal position. The pain dominates him-~- he
doesn’t know where he is or what‘s about to happen.

GIBSCN
{hoarse whisper) :
Give it back to me... give it back...

Borz looks at Whistler. He sees that Whistler is staring at

Gibson with an expression commingling guilt, despair and
anger. Borz seems pleased at the effect.

(CONTINUED)
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BCORZ
They tell me you have a gift, Captain

VYhistlier.
Whistlaer turns and looks at Borz.

BORZ (CONT'D)
They tell me you can find anything.

WHISTLER
The dogs find things. Not me.
BORZ
Yes. But you train the dogs. Ien’t this

true?

Whistler looks at Gibson again, the young Southerner writhing
in his agony.

WHISTLER
Please don't do thisg.

BORZ
I'm not. doing anything.

Borz hands his son his pistol., Thelboy, bewildered, stares at
the heavy black automatic and them up at his father.

The fellowing exchange is in Chechen, with English subtitles.

LYOMA
He?

Borz cups the back of his son’WHdad.

BORZ
Are you afraid?

Lyoma nods. Borz releases him.

BORZ (CONT’D)
Good. Fear is a gift.

Lyoma stares at Gibson. The wounded man still argues with
whatever phantoms occupy his mind.

GIBSON
I want it... it’'s mine...

Wwhistier looks from Gibson to Lyoma to Borz.

WHISTLER
Pon't 4o this. Please--

(CONTINUED)
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BORZ
I know you don't want to kill a sick man.
But being a soldier is not about killing
the people you want to kill. It would be

nice, wouldn’t it? If we only shot the
men we hated.

{beat)}
This man fights for the enemy. He
volunteered for the job.

LYOMA
Father--

BORZ
No, this is not something to discuss.
This is not a conversation we are having.

Lyoma cannot takes his eyes off tlLe wounded American.
WHISTLER

You want me, not him. ro¥ don’'t need to
do this.

Borz taps the base of Lyoma’s §kulY with his finger.

BORZ
Here's where the bullet goes.

P

Borz steps_away .from-his-son_and-folds—his—arms-

Lyoma locks at the other Chechens..All of them watch him,
waiting to see how he’ll react.

WHISTLER
Kid, look at me. Look at met

Lyoma turns and iooks at Whistﬁer. It’s not élear if he’s
responding to the English or the sound of Whistler’s voice.

WHISTLER (CONT’‘D)

You don’t need to do this. Do you
understand?

Lyoma turns and walks toward Gibeon. Whistler greans; bucking
against hie captors, surging toward his wounded soldier. He

drags the Chechen several feet, until one of them grabs
Whistler's throat in a choke hold.

whistler, deprived of oxygen, cannot continue the gtruggle.

He can only watch, helpless, as Lyoma shoots Gibson in the
back of the head.

(CONTINUED)
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The gunshot seems to leech all the fury from Whistler. He
sags irn his captors’ grasp, staring blankly a2t the dead man.

BORZ '
My brother is a prisoner of the Russians.
You will find him for me.
(beat)

Do not forget, Captain: you have five
more men.

EXT. FORT HUACHUCA - DUSK

A cloud of bats bursts out from under a bridge crossing the

Ralewanda River. They