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BLACK
I n PASHTO, subtitled in ENGLI SH..

FAHRAN (V. O
Hanzi takes it.

FADE | N:

EXT. AFGHAN VI LLAGE - DAY

FAHRAN HAMZI, ten years old, dribbles a soccer ball - or
what’s left of it, along a dusty desert floor. He skillfully
maneuvers his way around small boul ders, craters and ot her
obstacl es that appear in his path.

TI TLE:
AFGHANI STAN
2001

FAHRAN
He gets around the defense no
probl em Ten seconds on the cl ock.

Fahran picks up speed. He trips, suddenly, on a rock and
goes down, kicking up a shallow cloud of dust.

FAHRAN
But what’'s this?! Beckhamtrips
Hanzi! No penalty called! Wat an
insul t!

Fahran picks hinself back up and resunes running.

FAHRAN
Hanzi picks hinself back up. Six
seconds |eft!

Fahran trots for a brief nonent and suddenly stops on a
dime, the ball conpressed under his foot. He narrows his
eyes - he’'s intense with focus.

FAHRAN
Four seconds. This could be it.
Muhi bi could win the gane right
here.

Fahran takes several steps back, winding hinmself up for a
ki ck.



FAHRAN
Al'l eyes are on himnow. ..

Fahran nmakes a sudden sprint at the ball

FAHRAN
He shoots. .

Fahran unl eashes a powerful kick that sends the ball soaring
through the air, right into..

KOSHAN MUHI BI, A ten year old goalie positioned betwen a
makeshift net - a couple of boul ders.

Koshan crouches down, his arns splayed out in anticipation
of the oncom ng ball. He nmakes a clunsy dive for it, m ssing
it by several feet, and it goes rolling beyond the goal

line, into a ditch behind him

FAHRAN
He scores!

Fahran renoves his shirt and swings it around his head,
frantically. He sprints around Koshan, screamng with
del i ght.

KOSHAN
Bul I shit! The sun was in ny eyes!

Koshan stops his celebration and coll ects hinself.

FAHRAN
Loser get’s the ball.

FAHRAN
| mnot getting the stupid ball
You can get the ball if you're
going to always kick it in the

di tch.

Fahran turns around and heads for the ditch in question. As
he di sappears into the distance..

KOSHAN
And you’' re playing goalie now, too!
EXT. HLL - DAY
Koshan and Fahran sit atop a hill, overlooking a village

speckl ed with nud houses. Fahran sits on the ball, rolling
back and fourth.



FAHRAN
How nmuch do you think they pay you
on the National Teanf

KOSHAN
You're not going to play for the
National team What a bullshitter

FAHRAN
Yes, | am |I’mgoing to be the best
- better the Zidane, better than
Beckham

KOSHAN

My father says it’s al nost

i npossible to get on the Nationa
Team You shouldn’t tal k about that
stuff. It's a waste of tine.

FAHRAN
What are you going to do?

KOSHAN
What do you think? I'"mgoing to
work at a factory. I'Il be nmaking
nmoney and you' Il still be kicking

the ball into a ditch
Koshan chuckles to hinself. Fahran scoffs at this.
KOSHAN

Besi des, the Anericans are noving
in. Soon, there won't be a Nati onal

Team

FAHRAN
Then, 1’1l nove to England and pl ay
t here.

KOSHAN

Yeah, right. Didn’t you hear? Hanad
died trying to leave the city
yest er day.

Fahran stops rolling on the soccer ball, waiting for the
punchl i ne.

FAHRAN
Hamad i s dead?

KOSHAN
What did | just say? | just said
that. Hamad is dead.



FAHRAN
Bahrang’ s brot her Hamad?
KOSHAN
Yes.
FAHRAN
No way.
KOSHAN

You think I"mlying? Go ask ny
father. He’'ll tell you Hamad died
[ ast night.

FAHRAN
Your father finally cane hone? D d
he tell you where he's been for the
past three days?

KOSHAN
No, he just cane honme drunk, and
listened to his radio prograns.

Beat .

FAHRAN
How di d he di e? Hanmad?

KOSHAN
My father told ne not to tell you
He said it would give you
ni ght mar es.

FAHRAN
Your face gives ne nightnmares.

Koshan chuckles to hinsel f. Fahran punches himplayfully on
t he arm

KOSHAN
A sui ci de bonber bl ew himup. He
says the Anericans are noving into
t he area.

Koshan gets up and mmcs a drunk, staggering and slurring.

KOSHAN
(slurring badly)
"Those stupid Americans think they
can rule the world. They' Il kill us
all one day". That’'s what he said.



FAHRAN
| don’t know. | think they' re going
to hel p us.

KOSHAN
Bel i eve what you want. Just wait
until they drop a bonmb on you and
you bl ow up |i ke Hamad.

FAHRAN
So Hamad went out quickly then? I'd
want to go out quickly. Boom You
woul dn’t even feel it.

KOSHAN
No. The expl osi on nmade his car
catch on fire and he burned inside
of it.

A wave of disgust washes over Fahran.

KOSHAN
He was all burnt up when they
pul l ed himout. He | ooked like a
pi ece of neat.

FAHRAN
How do they know it was Hamad,
t hen?

KOSHAN

They pull out your teeth, dunbass.
There’s a big nachine that they put
your teeth into and it tells you
who they are.

Fahran processes this.

FAHRAN
Real | y?

KOSHAN
Yeah. Anyway, being blown up is a
stupid death. 1’'Il tell you howl'd
go out - 1'd go out like this...

Koshan raises an invisible rifle to his shoulder and m mcs
firing. He |l eaps and junps everywhere, dodgi ng bullets,
until one "hits" himsquare in the chest.

He clutches his invisible wound and falls backwards onto his
back, his eyes closed and his tongue stuck out for dranmatic
effect.



Noti cing Fahran has | eft the ball unocuppi ed, Koshan grabs
it and tosses it at him It bounces off Fahran’s face and
goes astray. Fahran wi nces with pain.

FAHRAN
Asshol e!

Koshan makes a break for it, Fahran hot on his tail.

EXT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - NI GHT

The sun is tucked neatly away behind the di stant nountai ns,
casting a purple glowon the village. A herd of goats idle
behi nd Fahran’ s house.

Koshan and Fahran stop at the doorway.

KOSHAN
Il come by tonorrow.

Fahran nods. Koshan wal ks away, ball tucked under his arm

KOSHAN

You' re playing goalie tonorrow.
FAHRAN

But Ronal do never pl ays goalie.
KOSHAN

Ronal do never kicks the ball into

the ditch, either.

Koshan shrugs and wal ks of f. Fahran goes inside.

I NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - DAY

Fahran sits around a snmall dinner table with KASTI and HASRA
- his nother and father, respectively.

FAHRAN
I f ny face was bl omn up, how woul d
you identify me?

KASTI
Fahr an!

Kasti shakes her head, disapprovingly - not exactly suitable
di nner material .



KASTI
Wiy can’t you and that boy ever
just play soccer?

FAHRAN
Well, we were playing soccer, but
then | started thinking, because
you woul dn’t be able to see ny face
because it would be all bl own up--

HASRA
Fahran, if your mouth was half as
big as your friend Koshan’s, we’'d
have no problemidentifying you.

Everyone chuckl es.

FAHRAN

How did they identify Hamad, then?
HASRA

Who?
FAHRAN

Hamad. How did they identify hinf
Did they pull out his teeth?

HASRA
Pul | out his teeth? What do you
mean?

FAHRAN
When he di ed.

KASTI

Hamad. Bahrang’' s brother?

FAHRAN
Yeah. The suici de bonbers bl ew him
up. Ask Koshan's father, he'll tel
you he | ooked |ike a piece of neat
when they found him

Kasti shakes her head - all but ready to nove on fromthis
t opi c.

HASRA
Fahran, | told you not to talk
about peopl e behind their backs. Do
you renenber that?

Wth a nmout hful of food..



FAHRAN
Yes.

KASTI
Don't talk with your nouth full.

After swallow ng his food...

FAHRAN
Yes.
HASRA
Well, just this once, I’"'mgoing to

break that rule.
Kasti and Hasra trade | ooks.

HASRA
Koshan’s father is sick. He's a
good man, but a sick nman, and
there’s no cure for his illness, so
he uses nedicine to help him

FAHRAN
Medi ci ne?
HASRA
It makes himsay things - bad
t hi ngs. When | think about what he
does to that boy...

Hasra shakes his head, disgusted by the thought.

| NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - NI GHT
Ni ght .

The soft clatter of nmachine gun fire in the distance,
foll owed by a deep vibration in the ground.

Fahran’ s eyes spring open. He props hinself up on a shoul der
and | ooks over at his nother and father, sound asl eep.

Fahran waits a beat, listening intently. The sounds
continue, and battling an overwhel m ng curiosity, Fahran
carefully makes his way out the door.



EXT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - N GHT

Fahran steps out of the house. A dog tethered to a tree
per ks up.

EXT. HLL - N GHT

Fahran stands, |ooking over the village, the nud huts little
nmore than dark specks in the noonlight.

Suddenly, in the distant hills - an inferno of bright

fl ashes acconpani ed by a deep runbling. Fahran watches it
for a brief nonent, then cranes his neck to get a better
Vi ew.

A |l ouder, nore dramatic runbling, followed by nore snall
arms fire becones audi bl e.

Fahran recoils in shock - There's no doubt in his mnd what
t hose noi se are.

The carnage in the distance si mers down. Fahran continues
to glare out into the dark abyss, and that’s when he see’s
it...

A sil houette, linping, using an Assault Rifle as a crutch,
making it’s way towards the village. It sways left and
right, in a disorienting pattern.

Fahran grabs the ball and begins a light jog down the hil
towards it.

EXT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - NI GHT

Fahran trails a good di stance behind the figure, watching
closely as it hobbles to and fro into his village.

Its pace suddenly becones | abored, its novenents forced. It
drops to its knee's, and then its stomach. Still clutching
the assault rifle, it begins a belly craw, but even that
becones an agoni zi ng task.

Eventual ly, its eyes close, its head sinks into the ground,
and it stops noving.

... R ght on Fahran’s door st ep.
Fahran cautiously steps towards the figure and sees, in the

di m noonlight, a full head of hair and a pair of long, hair
| egs energing froma robe.



10.

FAHRAN
Sir?

Fahran bends down and offers the figure a hand but nervously
retracts it.

He takes a deep breath, preparing hinself. He reaches out
again, stretching his trenbling hand inches away fromthe
man’ s garnent, when...

FAHRAN
Sir?
The man stirs in place, suddenly sensing a presence behind
him He whips around onto his back, his finger gripped on
the trigger of his assault rifle, ready to open fire on
whoever’s | urking behind him He turns, and..

It’s Fahran - a ten year old boy. The man’s face says it al
- not quite what he was expecting.

The anticipation deflates fromthe man’s body. Hi s eyes
flicker open and closed. The grip on his weapon | oosens and
slips fromhis hand, and, eventually, he does as well.

Fahran darts into his house.

I NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - NI GHT
Fahran frantically shakes his father.

FAHRAN
Fat her! Fat her!

Kasra yawns and squints, and eventually blinks hinself
awake.

KASRA
Fahr an?
FAHRAN
Fat her, there’'s a man outside our
house.
KASRA
Who is it?
FAHRAN

| don’t know. He’'s got a gun.

Fahran’s parents both perk up.
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EXT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - N GHT

Al'l three of them step outside the hut and, |o and behold -
there’s the man, still passed out, his assault rifle held to
hi s chest.

FAHRAN
| s he dead?

Kasra taps himlightly with his toe. The nman grunts.

KASRA
He's alive. Help nme get himinside.

Kasra takes the man’s assault rifle, slings it around his
neck and grabs the man’s feet while Fahran timdly grabs the
man’ s ar ns.

In the distance, the famliar sounds of battle pick up
agai n.

I NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - NI GHT

The man lies splayed out in the mddle of the house, a danp
rag laid across his forehead. Hasra and Kasti stand
unconfortably close to the man, gawking at him

Fahran toys with his assault rifle in the corner.

The man’s eyes flutter he peaks at his surroundi ngs through
narrow, swollen eyes. Kasra braces hinself in anticipation.
He notices Fahran toying with the rifle in the corner.

KASRA
Fahran! Get over herel

Fahran wal ks over to the nman and helps himinto a sitting
position. The man | ooks at the famly, who stands there
staring at himwith a mxture of intrigue and fear.

MAN
Thanks.

KASRA
You were on our property. W
brought you in.

MAN
Yes. Thank you.
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KASRA
Are you hurt?

MAN
['1l be fine.

Fahran can’t contain hinself.

FAHRAN
Are you Tal i ban?

Fahran’s parents turn in sync towards him displ eased,
t hough they do turn to the man to hear his answer.

MAN
Can | get a cup of tea?

Kasti nods and wal ks away.

KASRA
What’ s your nane?

MAN
Naazi .

KASRA

What happened to you?

NAAZ|
A herd of runaway cows. They
overwhel ned us. We couldn’t hold
t hem of .

Naazi grins. Fahran | aughs. Kasra scow s.

KASRA
You stunbl ed onto our property with
a gun. You nearly scared ny son
half to death, and now you want to
be funny?

FAHRAN
| wasn’t scared.

KASRA
Shut up.

Naazi stops | aughing.

NAAZ|
They hit us with helicopters,
artillery - everything. | took off,
and that’s it.
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FAHRAN
lt'’s true. | heard them from
out si de.

A helicopter whizzes over top of the house. Everyone freezes
to listen.

Kasra takes a seat.

KASRA
| was in the Arny a long tine ago,
back when it used to be a fair

fight.

NAAZI
It’s not anynore?

KASRA
No.

NAAZ

Because t hey have helicopters?

KASRA
| was tal ki ng about you, not them

NAAZ|
(RE: Helicopter)
So, how do you expect us to fight
agai nst that?

KASRA
What you do is nurder, not
fighting.

Kasra and Naazi share a venonous | ook. It’s suddenly
interrupted by shrill scream ng outside. Naazi leaps to his
feet and cautiously pokes his head out of the door.

Qut side, the silhouette of a man dressed in garnments |ike
Naazi’'s, sprints through the village, an assault rifle in
one hand, and sporting a small mlitary backpack.

Naazi stares at himfor a beat, confirmng he’s not a
Coal ition soldier. Then...

NAAZI
Psssttt!

The figure stops and points his weapon at the direction of
t he sound. Fromthe doorway, Naazi waves the figure in.
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KASRA
What are you doing? Don’t bring any
nore arnmed nmen in ny house!

The figure makes a slow trot towards the house, and soon,
he’s in full view This is AHVED

NAAZI
Ahnmed?

Ahnmed nods. Both he and Naazi enbrace each ot her. Fahran and
his fam |y exchange | ooks.

NAAZ|
I nside. Inside. This way.

Wth an arm around his shoul der, Naazi guides Ahned into the
center of the house. Ahned see’s Fahran and his parents and
freezes in place.

AHVED
Who are they?

NAAZ|
They brought ne in.

Ahnmed | ooks at Kasra.

AHVED
Can | sit?

Kasra takes a | ong nonent before notioning to the carpet in

the center of the house. Ahned sits and rests his assault
rifle on the ground.

Kasti brings over a wooden bow full of water. Ahned
frantically drinks it.

KASRA
Are you hurt?

Naazi shakes his head "No".

AHVED
Everyone’s gone.

NAAZ|
| know.

Naazi noves over to a wi ndow and watches nore fireworks
[ight up in the distance.



Naazi
l'ight

Naazi

Kasr a

Ahned

Kasr a’

Ahned

Ahned

Naazi
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AHVED
Alam Hakim Mjeed - Everyone's
gone, Naazi.

noves over to a wi ndow and watches nore fireworks
up in the distance.

AHVED
Ali. Ali is still held up further
sout h.

thi nks for a beat.

NAAZ|
W' || nove out tonorrow norning.
waves a hand.
KASRA

You' re not staying here.

AHVED
Do you not hear it out there?

KASRA
| can hear fine. W let you in for
water, for rest, but you re not
stayi ng any | onger.

tightens his grip on his assault rifle.

AHVED
Shall we take a vote?

s eyes dart to Naazi’s assault rifle in the corner.
reads himlike a book.

AHVED
Don't try it.
rises to his feet, noves past Fahran, and grabs
s rifle leaning against the wall. Naazi takes it.
NAAZ|

We're not |ooking to hurt you.

AHVED
We have a friend we need to neet in
the norning. We just need to stay
the night. We’re not |ooking to
hurt you.
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FAHRAN
You' re thugs.

Everyone turns to Fahran, who stands in the corner of the
house with crossed arns.

FAHRAN
You' re just thugs.

Ahnmed approaches Fahran, towering over himlike a
skyscraper, the netal on his weapon gl eam ng nenacingly. He
bends down to his |evel, exposing the pattern of cuts and
brui ses on his face in the dimlight.

AHVED
Sir, I think you should put your
son to bed before | do it for him

KASRA
Don’t you dare touch him

Kasra nmakes a hasty stride over to Fahran and | eads himoff.

EXT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - DAY

Early norning. The soft, golden glow of the sun is just
begi nning to energe over the distant nountains.

I NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - DAY

Naazi | eans against a | arge bag of wheat, asleep. Ahned sits
near the window, resting his head in his hands. Dark rings
sit under his eyes and he drifts slowy in and out of a

sl unber.

Sonething in the distance catches his attention. He bolts
awake.

AHVED
Naazi! Naazi!

Naazi stirs and finally cones to.

AHVED
Naazi! There’s soneone com ng.

Naazi springs up and noves over to the window. There, in the
di stance, is Koshan, whistling to hinself and dribbling a
soccer ball, headed strai ght towards the house.

Naazi and Ahned trade | ooks and nove out of sight. A short
beat later, there’'s a knock on the door.
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KOSHAN (O. S)
Fahran! Are you ready for another
whoopi ng?

Koshan begins a series of obnoxiously persistent raps on the
door that wake Fahran and his fam |y up.

KOSHAN ( Q. S)
Fahr an!

KASRA
Koshan...?

Naazi turns to the famly, places a finger over his |ips and
noti ons Fahran over.

KOSHAN (O S)
Fine, Fahran. 1’1l play goalie.
Just cone out.

Fahran runs over to Naazi, ducking out of the sight of the
wi ndow.

NAAZ|

Get himout of here.
FAHRAN

What do you want nme to say?
AHVED

| don’t care. Just get himout of

here.

Fahran swal | ows nervously and opens the door. Koshan lifts
his arnms in annoyance upon seei ng Fahran.

KOSHAN
Finally. Didn’t you hear ne
knocki ng?

FAHRAN

| can’t play right now.

Koshan studies his friends face - he’'s never seen himthis
t ense before.

KOSHAN
Why not ?

FAHRAN
| just can’t. It’s not a good tine.



18.

KOSHAN
Are you scared?

FAHRAN
Koshan, | can’t play. |’ m busy
ri ght now.

KOSHAN
Just let me show you ny kick. It
will take one second.

A beat. Fahran | ooks at his friend reluctantly.

Fahran nods nervously. Beside him out of sight, Ahnmed jabs
himin the ribs with the barrel of his weapon.

FAHRAN
Just one kick. Then you have to go,
k?

Koshan’s face |ights up.
KOSHAN
Just watch this. Watch how real
pl ayers do it.
He drops the ball on the ground, wi nds up, and with a new
energy in his step, kicks it. It flies through the air in an
inpressive arc. It flies...flies...flies...and..

It lands right in the ditch. Koshan frowns.

KOSHAN
| can’t believe it! | never kick it
in the ditch.

FAHRAN

k. You have to go now, Koshan.
Pl ease | eave.

Koshan races towards the ditch.
KOSHAN
Hold on. | didn't do it right. Just
one nore.

Ahnmed cocks back the bolt on his weapon - he’s not ki dding
around anynore. Fahran | ooks on, hel plessly.
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EXT. VI LLAGE - DAY

Koshan trails behind his ball. It rolls into the ditch, out
of sight.

He approaches the ditch, bending down to retrieve the ball
when he freezes in place - stiff with fear.

Five Anerican troops stand up from crouched positions, their
tall bodies suddenly towering over the frail boy. One of
them has the ball cradled in his arm The troops are geared
up in Kevlar vests and hi king boots - these aren’t average
sol di ers.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER #1
He see’s us.

Koshan | ooks on innocently. The soldier with the soccer bal
hol ds out his hand and offers it to Koshan. Koshan just
stands there.

AVERI CAN SCLDI ER #2
Hey, buddy. Is this your ball, huh?

In the close di stance, Fahran watches this interaction from
t he doorway.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER #2
Here, pal.

The soldier lifts the ball to Koshan’s face. He takes the
ball wth a quick, nervous sw pe.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER #3
Do you live around here?

Not hi ng. Koshan gawks at the soldiers, fear and intrigue
swWinmng in his eyes.

AMERI CAN SOLDI ER #4
We’re | ooking for Taliban.

The soldier mmcs an invisible gun battle wth his arns.
AMERI CAN SOLDI ER #4
Do you understand? Tal i ban, buddy.
W' re | ooking for the bad guys.

A beat. In the background, Fahran is dragged back into the
house by an arm
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AMVERI CAN SOLDI ER #3
He’ s not saying shit, Lieutenant.

The soldiers all trade | ooks - one that suggests they' re not
getting very far wwth this kid. The sol diers push past
Koshan and resune their patrol. Koshan turns and watches

t hem go.

| NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - DAY

From i nside, Naazi and Ahned duck out of site for the
approaching soldiers. They turn back to the famly and once
again, indicate silence with a finger pressed to their |ips.

Qutside, the soft crunch of soil underneath the four
soldier’s feet as it passes by the house.

Naazi slowy renoves a frag grenade from his backpack and
presses it to his chest.

Fahran watches the troops nove further into the distance,
anxi ous, struggling to keep still - that’'s safety over
there, and it’s noving further away. He can’t help hinself.

Fahran darts over to the door and steps outside, flailing
his arnms, wldly.

KASRA
Fahr an!

EXT. AFGHAN VI LLAGE - DAY
Fahran steps out and begi ns screanm ng in Pashto.

FAHRAN
Hey! Hey! Over here! They’'re over
here! We need hel p!

The soldiers stop, turn to Fahran and watch him curiously.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER #2
Li eut enant, | ook - over there.

FAHRAN
They’'re in the house! They’'re going
to hurt ny famly--

A grenade is suddenly | obbed out of the window It rolls
right to one of the soldiers’ feet.
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AVERI CAN SOLDI ER #1
G enade!

Boom

The ground erupts bel ow one of the soldiers in a burst of
debris. The force of the explosion sends his body flying
into the air, his legs detaching fromhis torso. They're
sent astray in a bl oody heap of flesh.

Everyone pauses for a dazed nonent.

AVERI CAN SCLDI ER #3
Cont act !

The team drops prone on the ground. Ahned and Naazi open
fire fromthe house. The troops return it, and within
seconds the air is thick with bullets.

KOSHAN
Fahr an!

From the ditch, Koshan races back and pulls Fahran to the
gr ound.

The clay exterior of Fahran’s house is imedi ately peppered
with gunfire, and it’s not |long before the entire thing is
plastered with tiny bullet holes.

An Anerican troop | obs a grenade onto the property. It
detonates beside a goat, taking it’s head off and turning
it’s thick body into a cloud of pink m st.

A small, bloody pair of goat ribs and intestines |land right
next to Fahran. A small geyser of blood sprays his face upon

i npact .

The Anericans bark orders to one anot her and nmaneuver their
way backwards into the village, spraying the house. One of
themtakes a direct hit in the forehead, dropping him

Along rattle of gunfire sprays from Fahran’s w ndow ri ght
towards the two boys. Fahran grabs Koshan and drags himto
t he ground, out of the path of the bullets.

Anot her Anmerican takes a round in the chest and falls.

The last man - a machi ne gunner, |eans back on the trigger,
expelling a long streamof fire that rips head sized chunks
of hard clay fromthe house.

He turns and runs, rounding a corner out of sight, and just
like that - it’s all over.
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A thin layer of dust and snoke |ingers over the area. Fahran
and Koshan remain curled up in the corner, clutching on to
each other for dear life.

Si | ence.

Both boys lift their heads up. Fahran takes one | ook at the
damage to his house and bolts towards it.

KOSHAN
Fahran! Stop!

| NT. FAHRAN S HOUSE - DAY

Fahran opens the door and steps inside. It’s conplete
carnage. Naazi and Ahnmed lay bullet riddled near the w ndow.
Shards of clay litter the ground.

FAHRAN
Mot her ?

Not hi ng.

Fahran steps further into the house and see’s it - two

sil houettes lying in the corner. Realization hits his face
in a spontaneous instant. Tears flood his eyes and stream
down his face.

Koshan steps in behind him

KOSHAN
Fahr an?

Fahran’s nmeek sniffles turn into a full blown crying fit. He
col l apses to his knee’s. Koshan noves closer and see’s it -
Kasra and Hasti, full of holes, their eyes rolled back in

t heir heads. A pool of blood surrounds them

Koshan just stands there, inspecting the scene. Fahran rests
his head on the two corpses and bawl s. Koshan places a hand
on his shoul der.
KOSHAN
Fahran. W have to go.
EXT. ROAD - DAY

Bot h boys wal k down a dirt path. Fahran sniffles, trying
desperately to contain hinself.
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KOSHAN
Don't worry. My father will know
what to do. He always said the
Aneri cans were going to kil
everyone. Now | know what he neant.

Fahran gi ves Koshan a | ook. Now s not the tine.
KOSHAN
He noved out of the city after ny
mot her died. | don’t renenber her
so well. He never tal ks about her.

Fahran places a hand on Koshan's chest, stopping him

FAHRAN
| was trying to get their
attention. | didn't nean for that

to..
Koshan pl aces a hand on Fahran’s shoul der.

KOSHAN
| know. My father will know what to
do. He mi ght be out drinking in
town but he’ll be back later
tonight. He'll know what to do.

Fahran nods. They conti nue wal king. There’'s a | ong sil ence.
Koshan | ooks at his friend, synpathetically.

KOSHAN
Hey.

Fahran | ooks at his friend.

Fahran stops, his lip curls and he cries again. To Fahran's
surprise, Koshan waps his arnms around hi mand hol ds him
EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

It’s late afternoon. The boys continue to trudge al ong.
Fahran stops and dunps a rock out of his shoe.

The soft sound of a truck engi ne becones audi bl e behind the
boys. Both boys stop and nove off to the side of the road.
Over the bend, a white pick up energes.

It’s speed decreases and soon, it’s trailing unconfortably
cl ose behind the boys.
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Fahran and Koshan | ook at each other nervously. The truck
accel erates beside the boys, the silhouette of a driver
staring at them

KOSHAN
On the count of three, we run.

Fahr an nods.

KOSHAN
One, two--

The pick up truck doors swing open and a gang of robed nen
hop out. Fahran and Koshan break into a sprint, but they're
no match. The nen overwhel mthe kids, snatching them and
draggi ng them back to the truck

They’'re forced into the back seat.

KOSHAN
Let go of ne! Let go of ne, you
asshol es!

The doors are shut and the truck speeds off into a dusty
l'ine.

I NT. CAR - NI GHT

Koshan and Fahran, now sporting blindfolds over their eyes
and zip ties on their hands, sit in the back.

FAHRAN
Koshan? Are you there?

KOSHAN
Yeah, it’'s ne.

A hint of terror lingers in Fahran's voi ce.

FAHRAN
Where are we goi ng?

KOSHAN
| don’t know.
(to no one in particular)
Excuse ne! Excuse ne! Answer ne,
you asshol es!

Si | ence.
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EXT. TALI BAN COVPOUND - NI GHT

A sprawl i ng base surrounded by four stone walls. The pickup
pulls in. Arned nen scuttle around the place. One man stands
out - he remains firmy planted in the mddle of the chaos,

arnms crossed, cool, calm collected. This is ALI.

The pickup stops and Fahran and Koshan are pulled out. They
stunbl e around, clunsily.

Ali grins.

| NT. COMPOUND - NI GHT

Alanternis lit, revealing a small, bare roomw th pale
wal l's. A couple of beds sit in the corner.

Koshan and Fahran sit on the floor, panting nervously. Al
pl ucks the blindfolds off their eyes and pushes two bow s of
water in front of them

ALl

Sorry about the entrance.
KOSHAN

Who the hell are you?
ALl

My nane is Ali
FAHRAN

Are you going to kill us?
ALI

No. You're safe here. Pl ease, drink
sonme water

Fahran and Koshan do.

KOSHAN
Why did you put blindfolds on us?

ALl
| told themnot to. My friends can
be stubborn soneti nes.

KOSHAN
What friends? What is this place?

ALI
This is ny house.
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Koshan runs his eyes along the walls - the paint is chipped,
the beds are rotten, it’s a ness.

KOSHAN
VWhat kind of house is this?

ALl
This is the only safe place | can
stay anynore. It’'s not safe out
t here.

A tear runs down Fahran's face.

FAHRAN
| want to go hone.
ALl
Don’t be afraid.
KOSHAN
| mnot scared of you. My father
was in the Arny, you know. | know

how to shoot a rifle.

Fahran gives the room another scan. He spots sonething in
the corner and | eans closer. A soccer ball rests in a dark
corner of the room Ali notices and grins.

ALI
You | i ke soccer?

EXT. TALI BAN COVPOUND - NI GHT

Al'i, Koshan and Fahran kick the soccer ball anobngst
eachot her. Koshan and Fahran's kicks are stiff and |ifeless.

ALl
| used to play when | was younger.
| don't really get the chance

anynor e.
A beat.
ALl
You boys are pretty good. You nust
play a |ot.
KOSHAN

My father never plays with ne, but
we play every day.
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ALl
Good. Very good. Playing sports
when you’re young is very
inportant. It teaches you how to be
a part of a team

Ali kicks the ball to Fahran. He doesn’t return it.

ALl
Don’t you think so, Fahran?

Fahran scow s and wal ks of f.

Ali 1 ooks back at the boy, who's now taken a seat, sulking
quietly.

I NT. COMPQOUND - NI GHT

Fahran and Koshan lie on the floor of a bare room each
covered by a blanket. Ali lingers in the door.

ALI
You boys probably have a | ot of
guestions, and | promse ||
answer themall tonorrow norning.

Ali wal ks to the center of the roomwhere a lantern gl ows
dimMy. He bends down and twists a nob on it, drowning out
the Iight even further.

FAHRAN
Sir, when can we go?

ALI
VWhen it’'s safe.

Before the light is conpletely extinguished, Fahran and Al
| ock eyes. Does he trust this guy? Fahran’s expression is
unr eadabl e.

Ali exits.
KOSHAN
He had a really good kick. Didn't
you think so?
Fahran shrugs. He’'s put off by the zeal in Koshan's voice.

FAHRAN
We can’t stay here, Koshan
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KOSHAN
| know. I’msorry. Your parents...

Fahran | owers hinself onto his blanket in the darkness and
cl oses his eyes.

| NT. COMPOUND - NI GHT

A loud shriek echoes through the thin walls. Fahran jolts
awake, panting heavily. The roomis still conpletetly dark.
Fahran stirs under his blanket and rises to his feet.

FAHRAN
Koshan?

Not hi ng.

FAHRAN
Koshan, did you hear that?

Fahran jabs Koshan with a finger, but he’s sound asl eep.
Fahran gingerly wal ks out of the door and into the conpound,
the screanms getting increasingly |ouder as he goes.

| NT. COMPQUND - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Fahran timdly makes his way down the hall, guided by the
glow of light fromone roomin particular further down. As
he approaches, he cringes in disgust.

Fahran gives the air a couple of whiffs and quickly plugs
his nose with two fingers.

| NT. COMPCQUND - ROOM - NI GHT

A chair is set up in the mddle of the roomwi th a man
fastened tightly to it. C ose observers mght recognize the
victimas the machine gunner that fled the firefight at
Fahran’s house.

One of the man’s eyes has been swollen shut. Blood soaks his
uniform and his lower |lip has ballooned to a thick wad of
skin. Cearly they ve been working this guy for a while.

Fl anked on both sides of himare two Taliban guards, and
standi ng before all them is Ali.

In the doorway, Fahran’s tiny head peers in, unnoticed by
the rest.
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ALl
(in broken english)
What were you doing in the area?

The Anerican twists his head, and spits a |long stream of
t hi ck maroon bl ood fromhis nouth onto the floor.

AMERI CAN SOLDI ER
|"msorry, | can’t give away that
i nformati on.

ALl
You were | ooking for soneone, hmt

A beat. Ali strokes the Anerican’s hair innocently.

ALl
Li eutenant, let’s just tal k. Tel
me what you are thinking.

Not hi ng.

ALl
Do you have chil dren?

The Li eutenant nods his head, "yes".

AVERI CAN SCOLDI ER
Wul d you ever sacrifice themfor
this country? For the freedom of
this country?

Slowl y, agonizingly, the Anerican shakes his head, "no". Ali

presses a finger into chest.

ALl
And that is why you will |ose.
That’ s why you w Il always | ose.
A beat.
ALl

W have children. W have children
who will fight you in the street,
in the desert - all they knowis
fight. They even strap bonbs to

t hensel ves. How do you w n agai nst
t hat? How do you beat that?

The Li eutenant doesn’t have an answer. In the doorway,
Fahran reacts to this information. Ali notions to one of the
guards who draws a bayonet fromhis robe and with a quick

SW pe, traces it along the Anerican’ s neck.
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The sol dier gasps for air, pronpting a |ong stream of bl ood
to ooze out of his throat. He withes in his chair
frantically, and soon the |oud bite of his handcuffs agai nst
the netal chair fills the room

Fahran trenbl es, petrified.

Then, the sol dier stops noving, and silence re-takes the
room Fahran steps back apprehensively. One step nmakes
slightly too nmuch noise, arousing Ali and his crew s
attention.

They whip back just in tinme to see a snmall body dart away
down the hall.

ALI
Shit.

They i mredi atel y give chase.

| NT. COMPCOUND - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Fahran bl unders down the hall, trying desperately to find
his way in the darkness.

ALl (Q9)
Fahr an!

Ali and crew trail behind, guns cocking and netal clinking.

Fahran finally manages to find his room Ali’'s footseps are
uneasily cl ose behi nd.

Fahran peers in, and there he is - Koshan, oblivious to the
chaos, snoring soundly on the floor. Fahran | ooks down the

hall - there’s Ali and crew, heading straight for him and

it’s not going to be pretty.

Fahran trades di stressed | ooks between them Koshan, Ali,
Koshan, Ali, Koshan, Ali - there’ s not enough tine for both.

In a quick, eager nonent, Fahran backs away from the door
and makes a break down the hall, and eventually, outside
into the darkness.

ALl (O 9)
Fahr an!
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EXT. COVPOUND - NI GHT

Fahran steps out into the conpound. He races through the
vehicles, then he see’s it - a soccer ball sitting on the
gr ound.

Fahran steps behind it, and with the nost exertion we’ ve
seen thus far, kicks it at the tiny square of light that is
t he door.

It soars through the air and connects with Ali’s head as
soon as he steps into the doorway. He groans in pain and
tunbl es back into the arnms of his henchman

Fahran makes a break for it. He darts out of the thick
conpound walls and into the desert. The | oud sound of
assault rifle fire opens up behind him

A short noment later, he's free.

EXT. AFGHAN VI LLAGE - DAY

The abom nabl e Af ghan sun beats down over the land - This is
the kind of heat that drains every ounce of water from your
body within mnutes if you re not careful.

Trudgi ng through it is Fahran. According to his face, this
hasn’t been a short or easy journey - dry, peeling, and

ot herwi se damaged. He’'s m ssing a sandal and hobbles on the
af fected foot.

Through bl em shed eyes, Fahran see’s sonething up ahead - a
vil | age.
EXT. KOSHAN S HOUSE - DAY

At one house in particular, goats scatter as Fahran
approaches, revealing a MAN, old and brittle, behind them

He see’s the approaching boy and stops his activity.

MAN
Fahr an?

Fahran nods. The man | ooks hi mup and down - he doesn’t need
to ask, sonething horrific has clearly taken pl ace.

VAN
Where’ s Koshan? Wiere's ny son?
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Fahran can barely stand, |et alone forma coherant sentence.
He makes a running dash for the man and they stand there,
anongst a herd of goats, holding each other.

CUT TO BLACK.
TI TLE: TEN YEARS LATER

CAPTAI N QUI NCY (O 9)
You are now nenbers of the Afghan
Nati onal Arny. ..

FADE | N:

EXT. PARADE GROUNDS - DAY

Fahran, now outfitted in an immuacul ate Af ghan Arnmy uniform
stands at suave attention anongst a crowd of other
graduates. They face an Anerican sol dier who mans a podi um
above them

Meet MAJOR QUI NCY.

MAJOR QUI NCY
And, as such, you' ve decided to
undert ake one of the nost
significant political refornms this
country has ever seen. It wll
requi re able bodies to conplete
this task - nore than are standing
here, but make no m stake, we wl|
prevail so |ong as nen such as
your sel ves continue to strive for a
free, dignified, and honourable
life for the citizens of this
country.
(a beat)
Treat your new title with pride.
Perform your duties with courage
and professionalism and may god be
W th you.

Appl ause drowns out the cerenony. Quincy wal ks of f stage.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

A soccer game in progress. A handful of fellow gradutes kick
a ball back and fourth. Fahran, who was wal ki ng past, stops
and wat ches.
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For a second, it looks like he might junp in and join them
but he stops hinself. Fahran’s Arnmy col | eagues beckon him
over but he shakes his head and continues on his way.

I NT. OFFI CE - DAY

Quincy sits in a congested, stuffy room A nountain of
papers sit in a cluttered ness in front of him flies zip
around the pl ace.

FAHRAN
Sir? Sir?

QUI NCY
Yeah. Yeah, cone in.

Fahran salutes, Qincy returns it before Fahran steps in,
hol di ng a piece of paper. Quincy grabs it from himand | ooks
it over.

FAHRAN
| liked your speech, sir.

QUI NCY
(grinning)
| don't wite them
FAHRAN
Wll, I liked it anyway, sir.

Qui ncy scribbles on Fahran’s paper.

FAHRAN
| liked the part about prevailing
if we work hard enough. That’s
exactly what | was thinking.

Qui ncy sighs and takes a quick | ook up at Fahran. If | ooks
could talk, this one would say "Shut the hell up". Fahran
doesn’t read it, and continues to stand there, smling.

FAHRAN
| just want you to know that |’ m
ready for anything, sir. |’ mready
to take whatever |essons your
soldiers are willing to teach ne.

Qui ncy hands Fahran the paper.
QUI NCY

First lesson - don't talk so
much. .
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Qui ncy scans the paper for a nane.

QUI NCY
. .. Fahran Hanzi .

FAHRAN
Yes, sir. I'mjust ready to fight,
sir.

Fahran turns to wal k out when he stops dead in his tracks,
di stracted by sonething. The goofy, animated grin he s been
wear i ng suddenly di ssapears and he goes rigid with concern.

Quincy notices this and turns to the object of Fahran's
interest - a poster behind him pinned to the wall via
several throw ng darts.

It shows a beared man, md fifties, and a bold headline
above himsaying "Ali Wazir - Wanted Dead or Alive". Quincy
gets up fromhis seat and plucks a dart fromAli’'s face.

QUI NCY
Checking out ny friend, there?

Fahran nods, swall ows nervously.

Qui ncy chucks the dart at the poster. It lands right between
Ali’s eyes.

| NT. VEH CLE CHECKPO NT - DAY

A coupl e of cinder block barricades flank both sides of a
road, |eaving just enough roomfor a car to pass through.

Surrounding it is two American sol diers, SERGEANT FRAZI ER
and PRI VATE BATESON and two Af ghan sol diers, HAKIM and
Fahran, currently swatting flies away fromhis face and not
| ooking quite as zeal ous as we |ast saw him

BATESON
Spoke to my daughter on the phone
t oday.

FRAZI ER
Ch yeah?

BATESON

She says "Daddy, why can’t you j ust
nuke all the bad guys like we did
in Japan?"



35.

FRAZ| ER
Did you tell her it was because
we’' d be out of a job?

BATESON
More or | ess.

FRAZI ER
| suppose you better save the
politics until she gets to where
you are.

BATESON
Yeah, we’'re going to have to have a
nice long chat about that. She's
never com ng out here. Believe

t hat .
FAHRAN
There are worse things she could
do.
BATESON
Maybe. | can only think of one at

t he nonent, though.

FAHRAN
VWhat's that?

BATESON
Porn star.

Frazier raises his eyebrows.

FRAZI ER
That’'s it? What about a prostitute?

BATESON
A prostitute is a one way
transaction - It’s between the
person giving the dick, and taking
the dick. End of story. Porno gets
turned into DVD's and sold to god
knows who, and all of the sudden
|”ve got a mllion guys in their
parents basenments jerking off to ny
little girl.

FRAZI ER
Fair enough.
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BATESON
| saw this porno the other day -
the woman actually pried her eyelid
open so the guy could jizz init.
Li ke this..

Bat eson gives an awkward denonstration. Fahran wi nces with
di sgust.

BATESON
"1l support anything she does,
Sergeant, | prom se you, but | draw

the line at prying her eye open and
taking a load directly in the

pupi | .

Fahran, who had remained farily quiet until now, speaks
up. .

FAHRAN
| only once ever saw one novie |ike
t hat .

Everyone turns to him

FAHRAN
My friend and | had bought it
boot | egged for two Afghani dollars.
W were ten years old.

Frazi er and Bat eson trade | ooks.

FAHRAN
We watched it on his father’s video
pl ayer and when he cane hone and
saw us. ..

Fahran chuckles to hinsel f.

BATESON
Jesus. What kind of father beats
his kid while he’s busting one out?

Everyone | aughs except Fahran, who's still deep in thought.

FAHRAN
No. He didn't beat us. He didn't
say anyt hi ng.

A tense silence takes over. Everyone reads the grief on
Fahran' s face.
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BATESON
Who sells porno to ten year old
boys and why didn’t he live in ny
nei ghbor hood grow ng up?

Everyone cracks up.

I NT. TENT - N GHT

Fahran |lies awake on his cot staring up at the ceiling,
tossing and turning restlessly.

EXT. BASE - N GHT

Fahran steps out into the quiet night air of the base. A
coupl e of sentries pace back and fourth at the front gate.
O herwi se, everything has been switched off for the night.

The soft spark of a lighter draws Fahran’s attention. He
turns in the direction of the noise, just intine to see a
smal |, orange enber lighting up a nman’s face - it’s Mjor

Qui ncy.
FAHRAN
Hell o, sir.
Quincy turns, agitated his "alone" tinme has been di sturbed.

QUI NCY
Hi .
FAHRAN
lt’s me, sir. It's Fahran Hanzi .

QUI NCY
Who?

FAHRAN
Earlier today in your office. |
said | |iked your speech.

QUI NCY
(what ever)
Ch, right.

A beat .
FAHRAN

Can | hear another one of your
speeches, sir?
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QUI NCY
| told you, I don't wite them

Fahran nods, di sappointed. Quincy takes notice.

QUI NCY
Al right, you want a speech?
FAHRAN
Yes sir.
QUI NCY

How s this - "Kill the bad guys so
we can save the good guys".

FAHRAN
That's it?

QUI NCY
That's it.

Fahran takes this in silently.

QUI NCY
You believe that, don’t you, Hanezi?

Fahran’s eyes freeze in place, reflecting on something.

Fahran notices Quincy gawking at him waiting for an answer.
He shakes hinself out of his daze and | ocks eyes with him

FAHRAN
Absol utely, sir.
| NT. MOSQUE - DAY
A prayer in session. One man in particular stands out
anmongst the crowd of white robes - his face pocked with old
shrapnel wounds.

It’'s Ali.

EXT. MOSQUE - DAY

Ali walks with IMAM (a religious position) RASH D out si de.
They speak in PASHTO subtitled in ENGLI SH

| MAM RASHI D
Are the dreans still troubling you?

Al'i says not hing.
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| MAM RASHI D
Ali, you can say a lot, or you can
say a little, but I can’'t help you
i f you say not hing.

Finally, Ali exhales.

ALI
W' re gearing up for sonething big,
| mam

| MAM RASHI D
Sonething big - |ike what?

Ali gives Rashid a | ook and he instantly understands.

| MAM RASHI D
D d you hear about Kamal ? About
Jal aal Rahim ? The Anericans have
gotten one third of all Taliban
| eaders now.

ALI
| know.

| MAM RASHI D
The question isn’t "if", but
"when", Ali. They’'re going to find
you sooner or |ater.

ALI
| know, Imam | know.

Al'i stops abruptly in his tracks, disheartened and troubl ed.

ALI
VWhat do | do?

| MAM RASHI D
Have you told the others?

Al'i shakes his head "no".

ALl
| see children, Imam - their side,
our side. | see thembeing killed
and | don’t know what to think
anynore. It doesn’t nake sense.

Al'i gazes off into the distance, pondering sonething.
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ALI
| want out, | nmam

EXT. STREET - DAY

A sizeable hole in the mddle of a dusty road. Suddenly...

THWACK!

A pick axe slans down on it with brute force. Then again,
and again. The relentless beating continues for a | ong beat,
as if the person on the other end of the pick had an

everl| asting reserve of energy.

Then, a face - md twenties with strong, chiseled features,
and currently sweating buckets. He lifts the pick over his
head and brings it down, gritting his teeth upon inpact.

It’'s Koshan.

Satisfied with the hole, he drops the pick axe and exchanges
it for an inprovised explosive device - in this case, two
155 millinmeter howitzer shells strapped together with a cel
phone bundled in between, it’s shape resenbling an oversi zed
pair of batteries.

He places it gingerly in the hole.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Koshan and Ali sit on a roof of a building, overlooking the
road - Ali curled up in the corner, and Koshan over!l ooki ng
the road with a pair of binocul ars.

In the mddle of the road is the blem sh of the freshly
planted 1ED - If you were travelling in say, a mlitary
Hunvee, you d have to have a pretty keen eye to spot it.

A wal ki e tal kie crackl es sonewhere.

KOSHAN
Fi ve to one.

Ali, who was resting against the wall, perks up.

ALI
VWhat ?

KOSHAN
We just scored. It's five to one
for us.
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ALl
Wio are we pl ayi ng?

Koshan speaks into a wal kie talkie.

KOSHAN
Aarash, who are we pl ayi ng?

WALKI E TALKI E (V. O

Bhut an.
ALl
Well, that explains it.
KOSHAN
Now you’' re the soccer expert, old
man?
Al'i grins.
ALl
You bet.
KOSHAN

| m surprised you re not still
dizzy fromthe circles | dribbled
around you | ast night.

ALI
Circl es?!

KOSHAN
That’ s right, circles. You just
about needed a cane to hold
yoursel f up when | was done with
you.

ALl
If I was dizzy, it was because |
was wat ching that |ousy kick of
yours soar into fifty different
di rections.

They both | augh. Koshan | ooks back at the road through the
bi nocul ars. The radi o crackl e again

KOSHAN
| hope | didn't dig it too deep.

And just that like, the mood is killed. Ali'’s smleis
repl aced by tornent as he’s suddenly rem nded that he’s
fighting a war.
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KOSHAN
| don’t think so. | |earned ny
| esson | ast week. | don’t think

dug that one too deep.
The wal ki e crackl es agai n.

WALKI E TALKIE (V. O
Convoy approaching fromthe west.

Al'i grabs an assault rifle and scurries beside Koshan, who
digs into a backpack and withdraws a cel |l phone.

KOSHAN
(into radio)
Get into position.

Fromthe west, about two hundred neters away fromthe |ED, a
patrol containing five Arerican Hunvee' s bounces down the
r oad.

Ali |oads a nmagazine into his rifle and takes aim Koshan
clutches the phone and hovers his finger over a button.

One hundred neters..
The radio chatter stops. Everything goes quiet.
Fifty neters...

KOSHAN
Al | ahu Akbar .

The | ead vehicle barely has it’s front wheels over the bl ot
on the road when Koshan’s finger spears a button on his
phone. It releases a soft beep that |eads the way for a
climactic runble on the street.

In an instant, the ground under the Anmerican Hunvee
expl odes, spinning it onto it’s backside, fire and snoke
billow ng out of it.

The rest of the convoy behind it imediately cones to a
grinding halt. Wthin seconds it’s chaos - peopl e bark
orders, screamfor nedics and scranbl e around.

KOSHAN
(into radio)
Attack! Attack! Wth the help of
god!

Koshan opens fire, peppering the other Hunmvee's with AK
rounds. Sonmewhere below the building they're on, a volley of
machi ne gun fire acconpani es him
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Al'l the turret gunners perched on top of the Hunvee' s open
fire in Koshan and Ali’s general direction. It only takes a
few seconds until they' re conpletely overwhel ned by bullets.

WALKI E TALKIE (V. O
Aarash is hit!

Al'i grabs Koshan by the collar and yanks hi m away, but
Koshan is too intensely involved with the battle and renains
firmy planted.

ALl
Koshan! Let’s go!

The Afghan fire from below dwi ndles, it’s being overwhel ned
by the stronger, nore accurate Anerican fire. The tide of
battl e has taken a sharp turn out of Ali and Koshan's favor.

ALI
Koshan!

Koshan finally cones to his senses and they both trot down
the stone stairs of the building into an all eyway.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Koshan and Ali break into the alley, panting and exhausted.

Sensing they' re suffienctly far enough fromthe danger, they
sl ow down and wal k.

KOSHAN
That was good. | didn't dig it too
deep.

ALl

Are you stupid?! Wiy didn’t you
come when | called? Wre you
waiting to get shot?

Koshan | ooks at Ali - he's never seen himthis aggrivated.

ALl
|’mtoo old to be carrying injured
men on ny shoul der, Koshan. Stop
fucking around. You' |l get us both
killed!

KOSHAN
What’ s your probl en?
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ALl
Let’s just hurry up!

| NT. COMPQOUND - N GHT

Koshan sits in a huddle with several other nmen, giggling,
snoki ng a joint, and nmeki ng ani mated gestures describing the
firefight.

Ali sits far away in the corner, conpletely alienated from
the group. He | ooks at Koshan and crew, watches them | augh
and be nerry, taking it all in wth a cynical.

He turns away, troubled and distraught.

KOSHAN
Hey, ol d man!

Ali turns to the group where Koshan is waving a soccer bal
in his direction.

KOSHAN
Remat ch?

Ali doesn’t respond. Instead, he gets up and | eaves the
room Koshan frowns. He that old man well enough to know
there’ s sonething seriously am ss.

EXT. KABUL POLI CE ACADEMY - NI GHT

An Af ghan guard opens a steel gate and ushers in a U S Arny
truck. In the back sits a man with a bl ack hood over his
head and zip ties binding his wists together.

The truck stops, a couple of soldiers get out, grab the
hooded nman and | ead hi mi nsi de.

| NT. KABUL POLI CE ACADEMY - ROOM - NI GHT

A bare roomcontaining only a netal table and a chair,
currently occupi ed by the hooded prisoner. He pants quickly
and nervously.

The hood is lifted off his face by a |l arge, bony hand,
causing the prisoner to squint at the new, unconfortable
beam of |ight com ng froman overhead bul b.

He’'s Afghan, md twenties. His face contains several fresh
shrapnel wounds.
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Flanking himis an Afghan Arny interpreter, and sitting
across fromhim casually sipping on a cup of coffee, is
Maj or Qui ncy.

MAJOR QUI NCY
(to interpreter)
Ask himif he wants a cup of water

The interpreter opens his nouth to speak, but the prisoner
rai ses a handcuffed pair of hands in protest.

PRI SONER
| can speak engli sh.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Good. That’'s good. What’'s your
name?

PRI SONER
Aar ash.

Qui ncy places his coffee on the table and cracks his
knuckl es.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Aarash. Nice to neet you. |Is that
your first name?

He nods, "yes".
MAJOR QUI NCY

My nane is John. | just want to
talk to you for a bit. Is that
alright?

Aarash | ooks at the interpreter, then back at Quincy, sizing
t hem up.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Now, | have a saying - Actually,
It’s ny father’ s saying, he adopted
it while he was fighting in
Canbodi a towards the end of his
tour, but | always liked it, and
| m sure he wouldn’t m nd.

A beat .

MAJOR QUI NCY
The saying is "kill the bad guys so
we can save the good guys". Now,
for the purposes of this neeting, |
want to actually refine that
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MAJOR QUI NCY
phi | osophy. See, now |’ mt hinki ng
it should be "gather information
fromthe bad guys so we can save
t he good guys”. Yeah, | like that a
| ot better, don’t you?

Aar ash shrugs.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Now, despite your involvenent in
that attack this afternoon that
| eft several of ny nen dead, in
sone cases paralyzed - did you know
that, Aarash? Sone of them are
paral yzed?

Aarash doesn’t respond.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Anyway, | don’'t consider you the
bad guy. It’s the guy in charge of
you that’s the bad guy. In this
case, Ali

Aarash stirs in his chair.

MAJOR QUI NCY
You know, |’ve been hunting himfor
so |l ong you may have gotten the
i npression that |’ mrunni ng around
incircles, that I’m never going to
find him but the truth is..

Quincy leans in close. He | ocks eyes with Aarash.

MAJOR QUI NCY

|’ mcloser than ever. And if |

don't find himhere, in this room
fromthe mouth of Aarash, the
Tal i ban piss ant, then it’s going
to be out there, in a drone strike,
or by SEALs, or whoever else. And
bel i eve me, Aarash, if they get him
out there, they' re taking all your
buddi es with him Guarant eed.

A beat .
MAJOR QUI NCY

So, what’s it going to be, ny
friend?
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Aarash stares blankly for a second, then a soft gurgling
fromthe depths of his throat becomes audible. Quincy and
the interpreter trade | ooks. Then, Aarash opens w de and..

Spits a giant | oogie that |ands smack dab on Quincy’s nose.
Quincy sits there for a nonent, convulsing with rage, a |ong
stream of black spit trickling down his chin

PRI SONER
Fuck your nother.

EXT. BASE - N GHT

Fahran stands outside his tent, gazing up at the stars. A
vehi cl e suddenly pulls in, and a figure energes. It storns
out and rmakes a speedy walk with stiff, angry novenments in
Fahran’s direction - a human wrecking ball if ever there was
one.

Fahran sm | es when he recogni zes the man as Qui ncy.
FAHRAN
Hel l o, sir. How about anot her
speech?
Qui ncy turns, his eyes wide with rage.

QUI NCY
Get the fuck outta ny way.

Fahran shudders in terror as Quincy pushes himasi de and
conti nues wal ki ng.

I NT. OFFICE - N GHT

Mad as hell, Quincy swipes a dart off his desk and chucks it
at the picture of Ali he has hanging on his wall. It |ands
right in his forehead, now huddl ed together with several

ot her darts already planted.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

A long file of Taliban troops - led by Ali, wade through a
muddy fi el d.

Koshan lingers in the back with ABDUL, one of his soldiers.

KOSHAN
The old man’s been acting strange.
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ABDUL
Strange how?

KOSHAN
Readi ng alone in the corner. Being
alone all the tinme. Have you not
noti ced anyt hi ng?

Abdul shakes hi s head.

KOSHAN
Have you not noticed himtalking to
hi nsel f? He’s been acting strange.

ABDUL
Maybe he’s snoking agai n. Renenber
how much he used to snoke?

Koshan shakes hi s head.

KOSHAN
Tell everyone to keep an eye on
him Just watch he doesn’t do
anyt hi ng.

ABDUL
Li ke what ? What would the ol d man
do, Koshan?

KOSHAN
What did | say? | said just watch
hi m for now.

Abdul nods his head, reluctant.

KOSHAN
And just keep it quiet.

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

The troops nove into a snmall village. Koshan rushes up to
the front to greet the village elder, SAYED. The rest of the
troops di sperse around the village.

SAYED
As-sal amu al aykum

KOSHAN
As-sal amu al aykum How i s your boy?
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SAYED
Sick right now, Koshan. God wlling
he’ll recover. My wfe is taking

care of hi m now.

I NT. SAYED S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan steps inside. Splayed out on a Toshak is Sayed’s
young son, pale and dehydrated. H s WFE strokes his hair

SAYED S W FE
As-sal amu al aykum Koshan

Koshan nods.

SAYED
W can’t get to a doctor right now,
you see. There's too much fighting.
There’s helicopters that cone
around. W’'re scared to nove,
Koshan.

Koshan turns to Sayed’s wife, paying close attention to a
bul ge in her stomach.

KOSHAN
(to Sayed’s wi fe)
Cone here.

Sayed and his wfe trade | ooks. The woman approaches Koshan,
timdly avoiding his eyes. Koshan strokes her belly. She
shakes nervously.

KOSHAN
Sayed?

SAYED
Yes?

KOSHAN

Do you know the runmours |’ve been
hearing about your wife for the
past week?

SAYED
Runour s? Koshan, who woul d tell
runmours about nmy wife? Tell ne
t hei r nane!

A threatening | ook comes over Koshan's face.
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KOSHAN
Nanes, Sayed. NAMES. It’s nore than
one person.

SAYED
Koshan, please..

EXT. VI LLAGE - DAY

Ali sits by hinself, snoking. A grotesque shriek echo’s
through the village. Ali stonps out his cigarette and | ooks
over.

Koshan has Sayed’s wife by the hair, dragging her into the
center of town. Sayed trails behind, begging and praying for
her rel ease.

Soon, her screams of pain arouse everyone - Taliban and
civilian - in the area, and they slowy saunter over to
Koshan.

Koshan rel eases the woman fromhis grasp and she tunbles to
the ground. He addresses the crowd of onl ookers.

KOSHAN
Al'l ah warns us agai nst adultery. To
live by his word al so neans to be
puni shed for defying his word. The
wonan before you is guilty of such
sin, and it is therefore in the
order of Allah that she be
execut ed.

Koshan’s troops cheer approvingly. Koshan | oads a nagazi ne
into his Assault Rifle. A young Taliban troop switches on a
digital video canera and starts recordi ng the scene.

Al'i watches, on the brink of protest, but he ultimately
stands back and bl ends into the crowd.
| NT. COVPOUND - DAY

It’s early and Ali is up, getting dressed. Around himare
his Taliban peers, all asleep.

KOSHAN (O. S)
Where are you goi ng?

Koshan lifts hinself up and makes his face visible anpbngst
t he dormant bodi es.
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ALl

Just to the nobsque.
KOSHAN

Hold on. I’mcomng with you.
ALl

You shoul d probably stay here.
KOSHAN

It’s fine. I"’mcomng with you

| NT. MOSQUE - DAY

Prayer in session |led by Imam Rashid. Anongst the crowd, Al
and Koshan are positioned besi de eachot her, eyes closed,
deeply focused on the ritual.

Suddenly, Koshan’s concentration is broken. He slows his
movenents, noticeably out of sync with the rest of the

group.

He opens his eyes, and twists his neck to |look at Ali,
prayi ng beside him Koshan studies him- worried and
concer ned.

EXT. MOSQUE - DAY
Fahran and Koshan wal k towards their truck parked nearby.

The sernon has | ong since ended and people file out of the
Mosque.

AL

How did we end up doi ng?
KOSHAN

Who?
AL

The soccer team The tournanent.

KOSHAN
Second place. They bl ew the match
agai nst | ndi a.

Al'i nods, then suddenly stops in place, allow ng Koshan to
overtake him He continues for a few nore steps, until he
realizes Ali isn't wal king anynore, and turns around to face
hi m
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ALl
" m | eavi ng.

Koshan takes a second to process this.

KOSHAN
Wy ?

ALI
Because |’ m done, Koshan.

Koshan takes several steps towards Ali until their noses are
practically touching.

KOSHAN
Says who?
ALl
Koshan, |I'mleaving. | could have

just left in the mddle of the
ni ght w thout saying a word, but--

KOSHAN
| woul d have stopped you.

Ali cracks a skeptical grin.

ALl
You woul d have stopped ne.

Koshan raises his hands, inviting Ali to try sonething. Wen
he doesn’t, Koshan just stands there, hel pl essness creeping
into his voice.

KOSHAN
It doesn’t seem|ike we’ ve been
meki ng progress, | understand
t hat - -

| MAM RASHI D

--Everything alright?

Koshan and Ali turn to see |Imam Rashid, slowy naking his
way towards them Ali fishes the truck keys out of his
pocket and hol ds t hem up.

ALl
Just deciding who is going to drive
back.

Rashi d nods, not buying a word of it. Ali walks off, |eaving
Koshan st andi ng there.
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| NT. COMPOUND - NI GHT

Ali scans a newspaper, on the cover - a large, bold headline
reads in Pashto "Taliban Commander killed in Kandahar
airstrike" with an acconpanyi ng phot o.

He lowers it when he hears the rustling of equipnment -
Koshan and crew strapping on vests and gat heri ng weapons.
Koshan rests an enpty RPG tube on his shoul der

Al'i goes back to the newspaper. Koshan wal ks over and sits
down beside him

KOSHAN
| thought of |eaving you once, you
know.

ALl
When?

KOSHAN
The first tinme | ever went on
patrol. | killed soneone. | was
scared. | was going to pack up and
go.

Ali just sits in silence.

KOSHAN
But | stayed, and we went out
again, and again, until killing

becane. .. routi ne.
A beat .

KOSHAN
You didn’t make ne pull the
trigger, A, but you took ne from
ny honme. You took nme when | was
young and pure and now |'ma
killer.

Koshan straps on a vest and | oads a couple of nagazines into
the enpty pouches.

KOSHAN
And you don't get to just run away
fromthat.

ALI
VWll, | am

Koshan | oads a rocket into the RPG
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KOSHAN
W'l see.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

Fahran and a squad of Anericans, out on patrol.

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

They continue to march, rank and file. Far away is Sayed s
village. Even fromthis distance, an eerie silence lingers
over it.

EXT. SAYED S VI LLAGE - DAY

The squad scal es up the steep nobuntain pass, entering
further into the village.

It’s totally quiet, mnus the soft radio chatter fromthe
rear of the formation.

They scan around, there’s no sign of anyone. Fahran stunbles
and clinbs up, clutching onto boul ders for support. Then,
his eyes fall on sonething - he stops, his face turns pale,
he nearly loses his footing and slides back.

He cocks his head sideways, confirm ng the dread of what
he’s seeing...

Several neters away, in plain view, though unseen by the
Anericans, is the body of Sayed’'s wife, a noose fastened
around her neck, her body swaying froma thick tree branch.

Flies buzz around her lifeless face, and there’s tw | arge
craters in her forehead - exit wounds fromAssault R fle
rounds.

Fahran approaches her, slowy, cautiously, his eyes welling
up with tears. He strokes her stiff, bare feet and begins
praying i n Pashto.

SQUAD LEADER
Jesus. Oh, fuck..

The squad | eader runs up beside Fahran, a bandana pressed
around hi s nose and nout h.

SQUAD LEADER
(behind him
Medi c! Sonmeone get your ass over
her e!
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The Anericans bark chaotically and scranble forward upon
seei ng the scene in question. Fahran just stands there,
tears in his eyes.

| NT. RECREATI ON ROOM - NI GHT

Fahran is slunped out on a chair. The roomis now full. A
coupl e of soldiers play pool behind him

MAJOR QUINCY (Q.S)
Anyone sitting here?

Fahran | ooks up and see’s Quincy. He quickly straightens
hi msel f and rubs his eyes, trying to conceal his stress.

FAHRAN
Oh, uh, no sir, go ahead.

Quincy takes a seat. They sit in silence for a beat.

MAJOR QUI NCY
You uh, you alright?

Quincy | ooks at Fahran’s weary face and imedi ately tries to
must er sonet hing - anyt hi ng.

MAJOR QUI NCY
| got a speech - ny father only
spoke once about war. He was a
Marine in Vietnam

Fahran turns to Quincy.

MAJOR QUI NCY
And | asked him | said "Dad, what
does it feel like to |ose a
war?" And he turned to nme and sai d
"Son, | won that war, it was the
governnent that |ost"

(beat)

For him surviving was the m ssion.
He figured if you stay alive |ong
enough to get back to your famly,
t hen you’ ve won

Quincy furrows his brow, comng to a sudden realization.
MAJOR QUI NCY

| know, that’s not really a speech,
isit?
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FAHRAN
It’s alright, sir. Thank you.
Beat .
QUI NCY
Me? | say kill the--
FAHRAN
--Bad guys so we can save the good,
right, Mjor?
Qui ncy nods.

EXT. COVPQOUND - DAY

Early norning.

| NT. COMPQUND - DAY

A beam of sunlight streams through a window, hitting Ali in
the face, waking him He props hinself up, and | ooks around
at his sl eeping conrades.

He cautiously gets up, already fully dressed, and scans
around him for sonmething. He searches for a nmonment, but his
frustration nmounts as he can’t find what he's | ooking for.

He tries desperately to keep quiet, but he gets carel ess and
begi ns making | oud taps and scrapes, cursing silently to
hi nsel f. Then, he see’s it...

A small, silver glimer fixed to Koshan’s waist - a key
ring. Ali looks at it, his hope collapsing right then and
t here.

He | ooks out the door at the truck, sitting there, nocking
himwith it’s prom se of freedom He |ooks back at the keys
on Koshan’s waist - he’ll nost certainly wake up if Ali
tries to get them

Ali turns back to the truck, now frantic for a solution.
Koshan stirs in his bed. Ali w pes a bead of sweat fromhis
eyes.

Finally, a solution - Ali’s eyes fall on a small notorcycle
par ked besi de the truck, the keys sitting in the ignition,
wai ting for him

He smles and nakes a di screet break towards it.
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Ali takes a seat on it and twists the ignition, smling to
hi msel f. The notorcycle sparks to |life and Ali steps on the
gas pedal. The bike lurches forward a couple of inches then
stops abruptly.

Just as the bike dies, so too does Ali’s excitement. He
twists the ignition again.

Not hi ng.

AL|
Shi t!

Ali trades | ooks between the bi ke and the Taliban inside,
sone of which have awoken to see what the commotion is.

H's plan now fully thwarted, Ali steps on the gas pedal wth
full force. Inside, Koshan bolts awake. He takes one | ook at
Al'i and goes straight for his Assault Rifle.

Ali tries again. Still nothing. Koshan | oads a nagazine into
his rifle, he places his finger on the trigger, and pl aces
Ali in his crosshairs, but hesitates.

He’s fired thousands of rounds at hundreds of human bei ngs
but this one’s different.

The bi ke suddenly junps to life.

Koshan fights through his reluctance and squeezes the
trigger at Ali. Ali accelerates out of the conpound,
unhar ned.

KOSHAN
Go! Go! Let’s go!

Koshan grabs the keys off his waist and junps into the
drivers side of the van. The entire popul ation of the
compound cones al i ve.

A handful of nmen junp into the van with Koshan. Another
vehicle is brought forward, and wth Koshan | eading the
pack, they all speed after Ali.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Al'i chugs along on the bike. He | ooks over his shoul der -
He’ s a good di stance away from Koshan and crew, but they're
gai ni ng speed.

From behind, the loud crack of assault rifle fire, foll owed
by the soft whizz of bullets barely mssing Ali
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The gap between Ali and Koshan narrows. Ali is close enough
to the vehicle that he can see Koshan | eaning out the w ndow
with a pistol, popping shots at him

One hand bal ancing the bike, Ali draws his own pistol from
his wai st and fires behind him denting the hood of Koshan’s
vehi cl e.

Koshan continues firing back and one lucky shot finally
manages to zip into Ali’s back. Ali shrugs painfully, his
hands and | egs threatening to coll apse the bi ke underneath
him though he nanages to keep it steady enough to shoot
back.

Koshan swerves to avoid the oncomng fire and sl ows down to
a conplete stop, allowing Ali to break ahead further.

Ali turns on to another street, out of sight, the smal
bull et hole in his back | eaking bl ood.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Ali’s eyes flicker, his hands go |inp around the bike - he’'s
| osi ng too much bl ood.

He stops the bike, clinbs off, and i medi ately col | apses on
the ground, digging his nails in the sand and trying to claw
his way forward.

I NT. KOSHAN S TRUCK - DAY

Koshan and crew are back noving, scanning out the wi ndow for
any trace of Ali. They come to a fork in the road, either
road offering the possibility of Ali’s escape.

TALI BAN PASSENGER
VWi ch way?

Koshan picks a road and speeds down it.

EXT. M LI TARY CHECKPO NT - DAY
Fahran, Bateson, and Frazi er stand around.

BATESON
Look, all 1’ m saying Sergeant, is
t hat you’ re paying for packagi ng.
You' re paying for a piece of
cardboard. It’'s the sane product,
man, you’'re just paying for the
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BATESON
nane. Now, if you're fine paying
extra for a piece of cardboard,
t hen great--

Frazier, who was |listening, turns his attention down the
road where Koshan is approaching them tailed closely by
anot her Tal i ban pi ck up.

BATESON
Hol d on, Sergeant.

I NT. KOSHAN S TRUCK - DAY

Koshan’ s hands go tight around the steering wheel when he
see’s what’ s up ahead.

KOSHAN
Shit! It’s a checkpoint.

TAL| BAN PASSENGER
Turn around! Turn around!

KOSHAN
No. No. No. They’'ll shoot us. Just
stay calm

EXT. M LITARY CHECKPO NT - DAY

Koshan’s truck sl ows down for the approaching barricade. The
Tal i ban inside whip around in their seats anxiously.

Koshan approaches the vehicle and notions for Koshan to rol
down the w ndow. He does.

FAHRAN
(i n Pasht o)
Can you step out of the vehicle--

Fahran freezes. Hi s eyes go wide. It’'s damaged and fati gued
fromyears of conbat, but he recognizes that face. For a
nmonent, it seens as if the world has stopped turning. The
two nmen stare at eachother for a | ong beat.

FAHRAN
(under his breath)
Koshan?

Real ity sudden hits Koshan. He shakes hinself out of his
daze and slanms his foot on the gas pedal. The truck
screeches forward.
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Bat eson and Frazier dive out of the way just in tine for
Koshan’s truck to cone plow ng through the checkpoint,
narrowy m ssing them

They both open fire, pelting the rear wi ndshield and poppi ng
one of the tires as it takes off. Fahran turns to the
remai ni ng pick up truck and fires at the driver, who

accel erates forward, his head ducked down.

Hearing the pick up behind him Bateson turns - this tinme
not qui ck enough. The truck slanms into him dousing the

w ndshield with blood. Then, it too speeds off down the
road.

Frazier rushes for the radi o, Fahran to Bateson’s corpse,
sprawl ed out in a stiff, awkward pose on the side of the
r oad.

I NT. CAR - DAY

Koshan clings to the wheel, panting heavily. He twists the
steering wheel and the truck goes careening off the road
into the desert.

The ot her passengers in the truck bark orders. Variations of
"Hurry up!" and "Move it!" In the rear view, the other pick
up truck turns off the road, too.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The pick up trucks continue their dusty retreat - two white
bl em shes in the vast desert.

| NT. CAR - DAY

Koshan checks frantically in the rearview - they re safely
out of the vicinity of the checkpoint. Relief creeps into
everyone’s face. They’'ve nmade it.

Koshan turns to the rest of the Taliban, grinning. Everyone
trades | ooks with each other, confirmng that it’s Gk to
relax at this point.

Koshan let’'s out a victorious holler.

It’s cut short nonents later by the famliar sound of a
whirring helicopter rotar over head.

Everyone freezes, The passengers scranbl e around, shouting
and hollering in a panic. Koshan | ooks for an exit, but
there’s only the endl ess stretch of desert ahead.
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A loud, ear shattering screech from above.

A long beamof 30 mllineter rounds tear apart the netal
exterior of the truck trailing Koshan, pronpting a | oud
explosion that sends it's netal skeleton springing in the
air.

In the rearview, Koshan and the passengers watch in terror
as half their cohorts vanish into a ball of fire.

KCSHAN
Shi t!

Koshan remains glued to the rearview so | ong he doesn’'t
notice a shallow ditch up ahead. At full speed, the front
tire sinks in, flipping the car on it’'s back. The passengers
bounce around the truck and land in contorted positions.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Koshan sits tw sted, upside down and strapped in the
passengers seat gushing bl ood. The rest of the passengers
scranbl e out of the door and nmake a break for it.

They run for a solid mnute before the chopper opens fire on
themwith a strafe fromit’s machi ne guns. Koshan unstraps
hi nsel f crawl s, agonizingly, out of the truck.

On all fours, he drags hinmself into the ditch and | ooks
around - there’s an old burnt out car in the distance -
perfect cover. He looks at it, then at his Taliban buddi es
trying hopelessly to escape the chopper fire. He can make
it, but he’'ll have to be quick.

Usi ng every ounce of strength that remains, Koshan scrapes
hi nsel f towards the weckage, panting and sweating. Bl ood
oozes fromhis head and into he eyes though he doesn’t stop
to wipe it away.

Fi ni shed with the escapee’s, the chopper nakes a 180 degree
turn in Koshan's direction.

He reaches the car, hops inside, and | ays down in the
charred remains of the back seat just as the chopper

unl eashes a flurry of bullets at the pick up he energed from
only nonents ago.

Koshan peaks through a hole in the door at the helicopter
fleeing fromthe scene. He collapses with relief.
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EXT. DESERT - N GHT

An eerie silence lingers over the carnage. Snoke has stopped
bill ow ng out of both trucks. Snall pockets of blood litter
t he sand.

| NT. DESTROYED CAR - N GHT

Koshan is asleep. He suddenly jolts awake and | ooks around,
di soriented for a nmonent, then collects hinself.

He tries to nove, but flinches in pain. He tries desperately
to suppress a scream of agony, but can’t. He lifts his pant
| eg, revealing his ankle - warped and def or ned.

Gitting his teeth, he carefully begins the slow process of
exiting the vehicle. Using the burnt out seat as a crutch,
he yanks hinself out the door and tunbles onto the sand
out si de.

EXT. DESERT - N GHT

Koshan surveys all around him He |ooks back at the pickup
truck - the brown stock of an AK-47 sticks out of the ground
near by. Koshan heads towards it.

He yanks it out of the ground and slides back the bolt. It’s
covered in filth but it’Il do.

EXT. DESERT - N GHT

Later. Koshan proceeds towards a village in the distance,
hobbl i ng on one foot, and drenched in sweat and bl ood. He
| ooks about as pathetic as can be.

EXT. VILLAGE - N GHT

Cl ay houses bundl ed together on a nountain. Koshan staggers
towards the cl osest house. He yanks a clean dress shirt off
a clothes line and swaps it for his own.

EXT. VI LLAGE - N GHT

Koshan is pressed agai nst the side of the house, teeth
chattering and shivering violently. He stares out in
bew | derment over the desert he’'s just sloshed through,
wonderi ng how t hings got this bad.
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EXT. PARADE GROUNDS - DAY

Qui ncy stands on a podi um overl ooki ng a new cl ass of Afghan
Arny graduates, reading froma sheet of paper.

QUI NCY
| believe in freedomfor this
country. | believe in justice for
this country. | believe in

opportunity for this country.

Of to the side, watching this unfold, is Fahran.

QUI NCY
Whi ch neans | believe in war.
Beat .
QUI NCY
Because if you think you re going
to get one without the other, I'm

here to tell you - you won't.

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY
Koshan wakes up, cranped and awkwar d.

QUINCY (V. O
Al'l of you m ght be here from
di fferent places or reasons, but
starting today, right now, you al
believe in war, too.

Koshan digs his assault rifle into the ground and rises to
his feet, delicately. He peers around the corner - the
village is alive and awake, goi ng about their business.

EXT. PARADE GROUNDS - DAY
Qui ncy’ s speech conti nues.

QUI NCY
| don’t want anyone to be confused
about what you'll be doing here.
Your country is currently engaged
in war, and you m ght not
understand the why's or the
where’s, but starting now, you
absol utely believe in the what -
destroyi ng the eneny.

Koshan gazes at Quincy, absorbed.
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QUI NCY
Fortunately, you' ve chosen the
greatest teamin the world to
acconplish this mssion. Treat your
new title with pride. Performyour
duties with courage and
prof essionalism and nmay god be
with you.

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

Koshan |inps towards the goat pen, navigating around the
shit again, keeping an anxi ous eye on the bucket of water at
t he back.

He suddenly m ssteps, does a clunmsy dance to try and
recover, and falls face first into a steam ng pile of goat
turd.

He lies there, withing in pain for a | ong nonent, before
crawling on his belly towards the bucket, shoving goats out
of his way, and dragging nore shit along with him

He finally reaches the bucket, jans his face in it and
drinks.

BOY (Q. 9)
Sir?

Bucket pressed to his nouth, Koshan stops. Several goats
perk up in the direction of the sound. He turns...

A young BOY stands there, chewi ng gum gawking at the
strange, shit covered man drinking out of the goats bucket.
| NT. BOY' S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan, now washed, groomed, and with a new pair of clothes,
sits around a table with the young boy, and his MOTHER and
FATHER

The father brings over a cup of tea and sets it down in
front of Koshan.

FATHER
Where was your accident?

Koshan stares off, lost in thought.
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EXT. VILLAGE - N GHT

The boy carries a bucket of grounded up carrot and places it
before the goat herd. They swarmit, digging their faces in.
Koshan trails behind.

BOY
| naned that one over there "Jaws".
He eats just like the shark in the
novi e, see?

Koshan nods. H's mnd is el sewhere.

BOY
My father tells nme not to name
t hem because when they die, |
becone sad.

Koshan gl ances out at the desert again.

KOSHAN
| have to get out of here.

BOY
Sir?

Koshan waves the boy away. He shrugs it off and goes back to
t he goats.

BOY
Sir, you should report your
acci dent, sonmeone m ght--

KOSHAN
There was no acci dent. Shut the
fuck up and |l et ne think!

Startled by Koshan’s sudden outburst, the kid stands there,
stunned and confused. Koshan turns to the boy.

KOSHAN
Everyone’s dead. You understand?
Now what do | do?

Headlights in the far distance draw both Koshan and the
boy’ s attention.

As fast as his injured leg will allow, Koshan plucks his
assault rifle froma secluded spot in the pen and takes
cover behind the wall. He peaks out - An Anerican patrol is
moving along a trail towards the village.

He stands there, notionless, trying to devise a strategy.
Peopl e energe fromtheir houses to see the oncom ng troops.
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I NT. HUWEE - N GHT

Fahran in the back seat, surrounded by Anericans. One of
them grabs a radio off the dash.

AMVERI CAN SOLDI ER
(into radio)
Hoodl um this is Hoodl umtwo
Actual . Stand by for Sitrep. Over.

RADI O (V. O
Hoodl um act ual standi ng by.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER
(into radio)
We're pushing North to Papa Victor
two, seven, four, five, niner,
eight, to the nearest village to
guestion the locals on that RPG
team Over.

RADI O (V. O
Solid copy.

Through the w ndshield, the Hunvee speeds up the road into
the village that Koshan is currently occupying.

EXT. VILLAGE - N GHT

The sol diers, including Fahran, are on foot now, entering
the village. The village elder - an old afghan man with a
bushy white beard, energes froma clay house to neet them

Fahran and the squad | eader stop to chat with him The rest
of the patrol sets up a perineter around the village.

SQUAD LEADER
(to village el der)
Sal anu Al aykum

The village el der nods. Fahran noves beside him ready to
transl ate.

Fahran diverts his eyes for a second - a silhouette with a
rifle - Koshan, nakes a quick zip behind a wall that’'s just
noti ceabl e enough to grab Fahran’s attention.

Fahran makes a brisk wal k towards the area in question. The
Anerican and village el der watch himbreak away fromthe
conversation, md sentence.
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SQUAD LEADER
Hanzi, where the hell are you
goi ng?

Rifle rai sed, Fahran noves closer to the wall.

SQUAD LEADER
Hanzi ? What the fuck are you doi ng?

Fahran noves cl oser and closer, until he's at the corner of
the wall. He renoves a flashlight and shines it in front of
him He braces hinself, ready to round the corner and
encount er whatever he just saw.

He pivots his boots, spins quickly around the wall,
flashlight pointed in front of him and..

Not hi ng. Just a band of goats stalled in their pen.

KOSHAN ( Q. S)
Pssstt! Fahran!

Fahran whi ps around, spinning his weapon and fl ashlight
wildly in the direction of the voice. The beam of |i ght
falls on Koshan, arns held up defensively, tucked away in a
corner.

Fahran lowers it and approaches him slowy.

FAHRAN
Koshan?

KOSHAN
Yes. It’s ne.

A beat. The two finally have a second to size each other up.

FAHRAN
Are you...are you hurt?

KCSHAN
" m OK.

SQUAD LEADER ( Q. S)
Hanzi, are you taking a piss? Wat
are you doi ng?

The squad | eaders footsteps beconme audi bl e as he gets cl oser
to them

FAHRAN
(to squad | eader)
Uh, Sergeant, don’t come over here!
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FAHRAN
Koshan, what happened to you? Do
you know what |’ ve heard? Do you
have any idea what |’ve heard?!

KOSHAN
Fahran! 1’11 explain everything, |
prom se. Just give ne a map!
FAHRAN
Are you kidding me? | should turn
you in.
KOSHAN

Just a map, Fahran. Please. Just
give me a chance to explain it.

FAHRAN
You won't nmake it a mle.

The squad | eader is getting closer. Fahran reads Koshan’s
face. There's a desperation in his eyes that he can’t
i gnor e.

In a desperate haste, Fahran plucks a map fromone of his
pockets and hands it over. Koshan reaches out for it, but
Fahran draws it back.

FAHRAN
You have a lot to explain.

Koshan nods, then folds up the nap and places it in his
pocket .

KOSHAN
Your canteen, too.

FAHRAN
Cone on!

KOSHAN
Fahr an!

Rel uctantly, Fahran | oosens his canteen from his pocket and

hands t hat over, too.

FAHRAN
(rmuttering)
What am | doi ng. .

KOSHAN
Meet nme at ny father’s house
tonmorrow after seven
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FAHRAN
Go.

Koshan rounds the corner, out of sight. The squad | eader
i ntercepts Fahran as he turns away.

SQUAD LEADER
Wiy’ d you take of f?

FAHRAN
Sorry, Sergeant. | saw somet hi ng.

SQUAD LEADER
Yeah, well, call it next tine,
don’t fucking | eave us hanging
there. You' re the translator. Let’s

go.
| NT. OFFI CE - DAY
Quincy sits at his desk, shuffling papers. Fahran enters.
QUI NCY
That | ast one was mne, Hanzi. |'m

going to wite all ny speeches
nysel f from now on. What do you

t hi nk?

FAHRAN
Yes, sir.

QUI NCY
To be honest, | didn't even really
wite it. It just sort of...canme to
ne.

Qui ncy gets up, marker in hand, approaches his board of
"Want ed posters” and draws a big "X' through Ali’s face,
whi ch has been taped together since his previous outburst.

He takes a step back, admring it, before taping up a
pi cture of Koshan. Fahran reacts.

FAHRAN
(whi sper)
Koshan. ..

Qui ncy goes back to his desk.

FAHRAN
Sir, did 1 ever tell you ny parents
were killed by Americans?
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QUI NCY
No. You didn't.

FAHRAN
They were shooting at the Taliban
and nmy nother and father were hit
in the crossfire.

Qui ncy | ooks at Fahran, synpathetically.

Beat .

FAHRAN
My father always told nme never to
t ake sides. He said war was
supposed to be fought between
governnents, and we’'re supposed to
sinply stand at the side, letting
them..fix everything.

FAHRAN
But nmy father was wrong. | took a
side that day. | put ny faith in ny
god, and that’s why |’ m here now.

Fahran turns to the picture of Koshan. He stares at it,
suddenly conflicted.

Fahran and Quincy share an intense | ook,

FAHRAN
But what if | hadn’'t, and | had
gone to the other side? Just a
victimof war trying to protect the
next little boy’ s parents?

to the picture of Koshan on the board.

Fahran suddenly becones aware he’s been addressing hinself
in his owmn little world.

| ost

FAHRAN
|"d just be another one of your
pi ctures on the wall.

QUI NCY
What are you trying to say? You
can’t think like that, man. Wat’s
done i s done.

FAHRAN
Yes, sir.

He gets up, heads for the door. Before Fahran exits..

t hen Fahran turns
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QUI NCY
Hey.

Fahran turns.

QUI NCY
|"mglad you're with us. Wre
going to get them Every |ast one
of them Believe that.

FAHRAN
(unconf ort abl e)
Yes, sir.

EXT. MOUNTAI NS - DAY

Koshan, broken and battered, treads up a steep nountain
pass.

He renoves Fahran’s canteen, takes a sip, and before he
places it back in his holster, takes a nonent to |look it
over.

"Hanzi" has been scrawl ed on the netal exterior with a black
mar ker. Koshan runs a finger along it.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Koshan shuffles along. The faint outline of a village is
visible in the distance.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan, ready to coll apse, reaches his forner hone. He | ooks
in the windows - nothing. He | ooks around back - al so
not hi ng.

He scans around him getting increasingly worried.

MAN (O. S)
Hel | o!

Koshan turns. A elderly Afghan man in the distance waves at
hi m Koshan waves back

MAN
Can | help you?
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KOSHAN
s Samir here?

MAN
He’s gone to town for a new radio.
Who are you?

Koshan let’s the man eye himup and down for a beat. Then it
hits him

MAN
Koshan...?

Koshan nods.

MAN
Were have you cone fronf

Koshan points to the house.
KOSHAN

|’mgoing to wait inside for him

" mgoing wait for himto return.

Koshan heads inside before the man can say anyt hi ng.

INT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan shuts the rickety wooden door behind himand turns to
the interior of the house. He stands there, taking it al
in, though it’'s inpossible to read his expression.

Have things changed since he's |ast been here?

Koshan noves over to a Toshak (Afghan couch/beddi ng) and
stretches out. It’s conpletely silent except for the soft
buzz of flies. Peaceful.

INT. SAM R S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Koshan pulls back a curtain obscuring his father’s room and
steps in. He | ooks around, spots a stack of books resting in
a shelf. A hunting rifle sits in the corner.

He noves towards the book shelf, pulls the thickest one out
and opens it.

It’s a photo al bum The first few pages are faded col our
photo’s of Samir - Koshan’s father, in an Arny uniform
posing with a squad of other afghans during the war.
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Koshan keeps flipping through the book - nore photo’ s of
Samir. Then, a handful of photo’s l|ater, Koshan stops.

Two full pages contain pictures of a teenage Fahran with
Samr, clutching eachother, smling.

Koshan keeps turning the pages - Mre of the same, both
father and "son" gradually getting older. Frustration creeps
into Koshan’s page flipping. Everywhere he | ooks it’s Fahran
and his father, alnost as if Koshan never existed at all.

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan’s back on the Toshak. Qutside, the soft, |abored
sound of footsteps approaching the door. Then, it opens,
revealing Samr.

He enters, radio in hand, renoves his sandl es, then freezes
in place upon seeing the couch, where Koshan sits, staring
at him his face partially obscured by shadow. They both
glare at each other for a long, tense nonent, their eyes
filled wwth hurt, confusion and pain.

Sam r takes a couple of steps towards him breathing deeply,
exam ning his sons piercing eyes. Koshan tips his face into
t he sunlight, exposing his identity.

Fl i es buzz around them Stares. Sanmr trenbles with enoti on.
SLAP!

He qui ckly and suddenly strikes Koshan with an open palm
that |l eaves a red print on his cheek. Then again, and again,
and again - his frail body trying to keep up with him
Koshan falls onto the ground subm ssively, taking all of it.

Eventual |y, they both run out of steam Samr’s slaps
subsi de, and he stands there, crouched over his cowering
son, weepi ng.

The intense, bitter nonent suddenly turns tane. They both
sit there, out of breath.
INT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan and Samir sit around the dinner table, the new radio
sits in the corner, playing a Pashto news station.

KOSHAN
What happened to the dog?



SAM R
He broke his legs junping froma
rock. We had to put himdown.

KOSHAN
When?

SAM R
Fi ve nont hs ago.

KOSHAN
Wwn’'t you get another?

Samr gets serious. No nore snall talk.

SAM R
What are you doi ng here?

Koshan shrugs.

SAM R
Rafig told nme you let yourself in
to ny home. Wiy did you | et
yourself into nmy honme?

KOSHAN
To see you.
SAM R
| have nothing here that you' d
want .
Si | ence.
KOSHAN
Are you angry?
SAM R
No.
KOSHAN
Nor am | .
SAM R
What reason woul d you have to be
angry?
KOSHAN

For allow ng another boy into ny
hone.

74.
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SAM R
You nean Fahran? \What should | have
done?

KOSHAN

You should have tried to find ne--

Samr hurls his cup of tea against the wall. It expl odes
into little shards all over the floor. Koshan just sits
there. Samr tears up

SAM R
How dare you

Beat .

SAM R
You weren’'t here, begging the
Americans, the British - anyone who
woul d |listen when | asked "where is
my son? He's all alone out there,
ki dnapped by thugs, when he should
be here, playing soccer with the
ot her children”, and watching them
| ook at you |like a fool.
"Towel head!" they’'d say. "Wat a
stupid towel head you are!"

Koshan rolls his eyes.

SAM R
| waited for a letter - a nessage
of any kind, but nothing ever cane,
Koshan.

Beat .

SAM R
(sarcastic)
But now you’' re here and thank god
for that, right? You re back from
fighting the infidels! praise
Al l ah! My son has returned!

A tense, quiet nonment of reflection passes between the two
men.

Then, a knock at the door.
Sam r gets up. Koshan stays put, he already knows who it is.

Fromhis seat at the table, he listens to the tender
i nteracti on between Fahran and Samr.
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Then, they both enter the living area - Fahran now dressed
in civilian clothing.

Koshan and Fahran give each other fleeting nods. Fahran eyes
the broken tea cup in the corner with concern.

SAM R
(to Fahran)
Tea?
FAHRAN
As long as you don’t put--
SAM R
"A boatl oad of sugar" init. |
know.
FAHRAN

At what point do you decide you’ ve
st opped drinking tea, and begun
drinking only sugar?

SAM R
| know | need to add nore when
you’ ve nearly choked to death

They chuckl e. Koshan sits there, watching the ease of their
i nteraction.

FAHRAN
s that a new radi 0?
SAM R
| broke a switch on the one you

gave ne.

Koshan clears his throat |oudly, drawi ng everyone’'s
attention.

KOSHAN
(to Fahran)
Can we speak now?

Fahran opens his nmouth to respond, but Samr steps forward.
SAM R
W’'re talking right now Can’'t you
see that?

Koshan rises to his feet. He beckons Fahran up, as well.
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SAM R
Sit down!

Koshan freezes.

SAM R
What ? can’t you share your Tali ban
propoganda while I'min the roonf

Fahran places a reassuring hand on Samr’s shoul der, sensing
a fight |oom ng.

FAHRAN
It’s OK. W're just going to talk.

SAM R
| know what they believe, Fahran. |
know what they tal k about. Wy did
you cone here?!

Koshan stands there, watching his irate father point a |ong,
condemi ng finger at him Fahran whispers sonmething to Samr
and a short beat later, he’ s cal magain.

Fahran beckons Koshan out the door. Samr watches Koshan go.

Fahran opens the door revealing, for a quick second, a
pi stol tucked in his waist that Koshan takes notice of.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan and Fahran kick a soccer ball back and fourth, Koshan
taps the ball lightly, making sure to avoid his injured
ankl e.

KOSHAN
| don’t know what to say.

The ball is kicked back to Fahran. He picks it up and turns
to wal k away.

FAHRAN
Then [ et me know when you do.

Koshan’s m nd races for sonething - anything as he watches
Fahran wal k further into the distance.

KOSHAN
You know why? Because there is
not hing to say.

Fahran stops and turns around.
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KOSHAN
This...all this is because of you.

FAHRAN
What are you tal king about?

KOSHAN
| bet you think I’mthe bad guy,
right? The evil Taliban?

Fahran can’t speak.

KOSHAN
|’monly what you nade ne. What did
you think I was going to do when
you left me with Ali?

FAHRAN
|’mto blane for what you’ ve
become? That’'s what you’'re sayi ng?

Koshan shrugs, challenging the possibility.

FAHRAN
You haven't got the faintest idea
of what happened that night. | saw
an opportunity to escape, and |
took it. I'"mhere, standing right
here, because of that. I wish I had

enough tinme to save you, but |
didn"t. No. | won’t appol ogi ze.

Koshan shakes his head and let’s out a cynical

Beat .

FAHRAN
What should | have done, Koshan?
Tell e, because whatever it is, it
doesn’t matter now.

KOSHAN
You shoul d have stayed with ne,
i ke friends do.

FAHRAN
Then what ? W& both woul d have been
kill ed.

KOSHAN
At | east we woul d have been
t oget her.

chuckl e.
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KOSHAN
Wasn’t | always a good friend to
you, Fahran? Wasn't | always there?

Fahran takes a brief nonent of refl ection.

FAHRAN
Coul dn’t you have escaped?

KOSHAN
To where? To who?

Koshan points to the house.

KOSHAN
A drunk? A man who di sappears for
days and | eaves his son alone to
fend for hinsel f?

Beat .

KOSHAN
He doesn’t even have a picture of
me. Not one picture.

INT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Safely out of sight, Samr listens to this interaction

t hrough the wi ndow. He reacts to Koshan’s confession with a
| ook of enpathy previously unseen. He’'s potentially hearing
this information for the first tine.

EXT. PARADE GROUND - DAY

Fahran - a speck in the neat rank and files of other Afghan
soldiers. A portly Afghan officer standing before themcalls
Fahran to the front of the formation.

He marches smartly to the front where they exchange sal utes.
The officer tugs the two "Corporal” rank epaul ettes off of
Fahran’ s shoul ders and replaces themw th the new rank of
"Sergeant".

The other troops break into applause. Fahran returns to the
formation, putting on a fake smle, but his mindis
el sewhere.
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INT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan wakes up, bundled on a Toshak. He | ooks around in a
daze, then gets up.

EXT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan energes fromthe house and spots Samr out back,
funbling with his hunting rifle. He approaches him

Sam r takes a quick glance at Koshan, watching himover his
shoul der, then goes back to the rifle. Samr holds it to his
shoul der, squeezes the trigger, and..

aick.

Frustrated, he slaps it with an open palm raises it and
pulls the trigger again. Still nothing. He turns to Koshan,
| oom ng over himin silence.

SAM R
Are you just going to stand there,
or are you going to help me?

Koshan grabs the rifle from Sam r’s hands and pulls back the
bolt to inspect the chanber.

He holds it upside down, rattles it, and a crooked bull et
falls out onto the sand. Koshan | oads anot her round, hol ds
it to his shoulder and fires.

Bang! A small nound of dust explodes in the far distance.
Koshan hands the rifle back to his father with a satisfied
grin.

Samr grabs it - alittle too roughly, fromhis son’s hands.

EXT. KITCHEN - DAY

Koshan and Fahran sit around a tandoor (Afghan bread oven).
Koshan fl attens bread dough with his hands.

KOSHAN
"Sergeant Hanzi". Very official.

FAHRAN
prefer "General Hanzi" but
| do for now.
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KOSHAN
General . Imagi ne what your father
woul d t hi nk.

FAHRAN

|'d rat her not.

Koshan pl aces the bread dough around a small flane inside
t he oven.

FAHRAN
And you? What do you think?

KOSHAN
| think you believe in what you' re
doing. | think you believe I'’mthe
eneny.

FAHRAN

Yes. You are.

KOSHAN
Then why don’t you kill me?

FAHRAN
Maybe | shoul d.

Koshan | ooks up fromhis bread to | ook into Fahran’s eyes.
He' s conpletely serious.

KOSHAN
Wiy el se woul d you carry around
that pistol? You aren’t on duty.

FAHRAN
What pistol ?
KOSHAN
| saw you carryi ng one yesterday.
FAHRAN
What nakes you think I’ m carrying
it now?
A tense beat.
KOSHAN

Are you?

Fahran doesn’t respond.
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INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Everyone sits around the table, eating. It's silent. The
power has been turned off, and a dimlantern rests in the
m ddl e of the table.

No one says a word.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Fahran and Koshan stand outside the house. Koshan draws a
cigarette froma pack and offers one to Fahran. He refuses.

FAHRAN
What happened to Ali ?

Koshan gives Fahran a | ook.

FAHRAN
No, | nean...why?

KOSHAN
He was a deserter.

FAHRAN
He tried to escape.

KOSHAN
(getting heated)
That’'s right. He got what he

deserved, and god willing his
cowardice will be punished in hell
FAHRAN

So, what are you doi ng here?
Koshan thinks for a nonment, not wanting to | ook vul nerable.

KOSHAN
Recoveri ng.

FAHRAN
And when you recover--

KOSHAN
--Don’t worry about ne.

Pause.

FAHRAN
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KOSHAN
You shouldn’t. | don’t worry about
you, so you shouldn’t worry about
ne.
The headlights of a taxi van pull into the village and stop

in front of them Fahran heads towards it, and Koshan turns
back to his father’'s hone.

Bef ore Fahran enters the taxi...

FAHRAN
Koshan!

Koshan turns back.

FAHRAN
You wanted to know if | was
carrying a pistol?

Koshan stands there, hooked by the invitation.

Fahran lifts up his shirt, exposing the bare circunference
of his waist - enpty.

FAHRAN
| could never do it.

KOSHAN
| coul d.

Fahran gets into the cab.

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Koshan re-enters. Samir is seated on a Toshak, fli pping
t hrough his photo al bum

KOSHAN
What are you doi ng?

SAM R
What does it look Iike? I'’m 1 ooking
t hrough these photo’s.

Koshan takes a seat next to his father, |oom ng over his
shoul der, staring at the pages. Samr traces his finger over
a polaroid of a little girl, outfitted in a blue dress and
bur kha.
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KOSHAN
Who's that?

A beat .

SAM R
Your not her.

This grabs Koshan’s attention. He |l eans in close.

SAM R
This was our weddi ng day.
KOSHAN
How ol d was she?
SAM R
Twel ve.
KOSHAN

Let ne see it.

Samr pries the photo fromthe plastic cover and hands it to
Koshan.

KOSHAN
What’'s that in her hand?

SAM R
A toy. She was holding onto it for
dear life during the entire
cerenony. She hardly said a word.
(beat)
| forced nmyself on her that night.
The bl ood...she bled so nmuch. The
| ook in her eyes...

Sam r shakes his head at the thought of it.

SAM R
| didn’t care for any of that. She
screaned all the way to the
hospital and | hit her just for a
nonent of peace.

Beat .

SAM R
It went on like that. Al those
years it was the sanme thing. You
were born out of a | ovel ess
marri age between a crazy war
veteran and a chil d.
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Sam r plucks the photo from Koshan’s hands, wedges it
bet ween two pages and shuts the book.

KOSHAN
That’s the first tine you ve ever
spoken about my nother.

Sam r gets up and heads for his room

SAM R
Il be going to the nosque
t omorrow norni ng. You can cone if
you' d |ike.

KCSHAN

No. | can’t risk being in public
ri ght now.

Samr nods, trying not to | ook disheartened.

SAM R
Good ni ght...son.

EXT. BASE - DAY

Fahran and a squad | oadi ng weapons, checki ng gear, preparing
t hensel ves for a patrol

QUINCY (Q. 9
Hanzi .

Fahran, who was putting on a flak vest, cocks his head
si deways. Quincy’ s jogging towards him

FAHRAN
Maj or .

QUI NCY
Heard about the pronotion. Just
wanted to say congrats.

FAHRAN
Thank you, sir. I'll do ny best.
Qui ncy nods.
QUI NCY

Where’ s your canteen, Hanzi?

Fahran freezes, trying to conceal a stunned | ook.
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FAHRAN
Oh, uh, | nmust have lost it on
patrol, sir.

QUI NCY
Losing gear? You' re off to a bad
start, Sergeant.

Qui ncy chuckl es. Fahran swal |l ows nervously. Quincy notices.

QUI NCY
Somet hi ng wong, Hanei ?

FAHRAN
No, sir. You' re right.

QUI NCY
Her e. .

Quincy renoves his own canteen fromhis belt and hands it
over.

QUI NCY
Till’” you get a replacenent.

FAHRAN
Thank you, sir.

An awkwar d beat.

QUI NCY
| don’t see you anynore. | enjoyed
our talks.

FAHRAN

Been busy, Major. Famly stuff.
Qui ncy nods, trying to read Fahran’s face.
Fahran waves goodbye and trots off with the rest of the
squad. Qui ncy watches hi m go.
EXT. FIELD - DAY
Fahran and a squad on patrol. Fahran barks an order

in
Pashto to sone of the other Afghan’s, bunched up in the
formati on. They spread out.
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EXT. FIELD - DAY

Later. It’s quiet, except for the soft squish of a dozen
boots under the dirt. A radio crackles in the rear of the
f ormati on.

Fahran noves slowy. He's alert. Alive and present.
CRACK!

A shot in the distance tears through the silence and | ands
right into an Afghan sol diers chest.

SCLDI ER
Contact, left!

Crouched down, everyone quickly scuttles behind a cenent
barrier several neters away. Another shot. The wounded
Af ghan sol di er screans.

The Anericans open fire, blindly letting a stream of bullets
| oose into nothing.

Fahran rests his weapon on the barrier, cool, collected,
staring down the iron sights of his rifle, scanning the
swayi ng tree’s ahead of him

A speck in the distance zips by, the clear outline of a
rocket | auncher resting on it’s shoul der. Fahran presses his
rifle to his shoulder. He | oops his finger around the
trigger, readying hinmself to shoot.

The figure energes over a small nound, in perfect view
Fahran plants his sights right over it, but inendiately

| oosens his grip when he see’s who it is - a small, ten year
ol d boy.

Over the | oud babel of Pashto and American shouting and
gunshots, Fahran just stands there, baffl ed.

The kid unslings the rocket I|auncher from his shoul der and
| oads anot her round in. Fahran’s breathing picks up. He's
sweating. He forces his finger back on the trigger, trying
desperatly to bl ock out any outside enotion, but all he can
see i s Koshan in that kid.

A bony Anerican hand grips Fahran’s shoul der.

SOLDI ER
Shoot hinl Shoot the fucker!

The Anmerican fires at the kid, hands trenbling, shots going
wi de.
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Round | oaded, the kid raises the rocket to his shoul der.
Fahran’s eyes go wide as he realizes he’'s hesitated a beat
t oo | ong.

SOLDI ER
Get down!

A rocket comes whistling right toward him Fahran ducks down
and closes his eyes in anticipation of the inpact. The
rocket explodes, followed by a | oud, shriek of pain froma
sol di er.

The Anmerican | ooks at Fahran, staring daggers through him
Fahran | ooks away, timdly. He knows he fucked up.

| NT. BUI LDI NG - DAY

Quincy enters. The |oud sound of ruckus is audible down the
hall - cries of pain, glass snashing, etc...

H s pace qui ckens.

| NT. RECREATI ON ROOM - NI GHT

Qui ncy steps in. There’'s a gaggle of soldiers huddl ed around
inacircle, cheering wildly, throwing fists in the air.

QUI NCY
...the fuck..

Qui ncy pushes his way through the crowd, then he see’s the
source of the commtion - Fahran and the American sol dier,
| ocked in a vicious westling match, bl oodied and brui sed.

QUI NCY
Hey! Hey! Break it up!

Qui ncy grabs Fahran by the collar and yanks himoff. Sone
other soldiers step in, tugging the other soldier away. They
stand there, panting heavily.

QUI NCY
What in the fuck is going on here?

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER
You wanna’' know what’s goi ng on
here, Major? I’ m apprehending a
fuckin traitor, that’'s what’s
goi ng on.



FAHRAN
Maj or, he just swng at ne, | have
no i dea what he’s tal king about--

AMVERI CAN SOLDI ER
--Ch, bullshit! Tell everyone how
you | ooked at the eneny and wat ched
hi m shoot a rocket right at us!

Tt o QUI NCY
al -

AMERI CAN SOLDI ER
God damm right! Jones is sitting at
the MIF right now, half of his |leg
bl own of f cause’ of this piece of
shit!

The sol di er lunges at Fahran but is quickly restrained.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER
Then | hear from Sergeant Cul ver
that he wal ks off during a patro
| ast week. Can you believe that?
They' re talkin’ to the vill age
el der and he just up and di sappears
around the corner, he says.

FAHRAN
| thought | saw sonet hi ng- -

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER
Oh, yeah, you saw one of your
fuckin® Taliban buddies, that’s
what you saw -

FAHRAN
Oh, cone on--

AMERI CAN SOLDI ER
--Huh? you planning the Ji had? You
gonna’ shoot us all in the back,
huh?

A shameful silence. Quincy let’s both nmen coll ect
t hensel ves.

AVERI CAN SOLDI ER
|’msorry, Major, but I can’t do
this. | can’'t keep goin out
wondering if these pricks are going
to be hidin® in a ditch sonewhere
when the shit hits the fan.
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The Anerican sol dier spins around, addressing the entire
gr oup.

AMERI CAN SOLDI ER

| know ya' Il know what |'’mtalkin’
about. Don’t be lookin' at ne like
t hat .

QUI NCY

Hanzi. Step outside for a mnute.

Fahran does. Quincy foll ows.

EXT. BASE - DAY
Qui ncy and Fahran step out.

FAHRAN
Maj or, |...

et 2 QUI NCY
al -

Fahran swal | ows nervously. Quincy watches his tongue dance
around in his nmouth, struggling to force sonething out. A

smal | stream of bl ood runs out of Fahran’s nostril. He w pes
it away.
QUI NCY
Sonet hi ng you wanna’ tal k about?
FAHRAN
Yes - er, no, | nean--

Qui ncy grabs Fahran by the collar and pins himagainst the
side of the building.

QUI NCY
Don't fuck with me, Hanzi! Not you!
Not now.

Beat. Quincy softens his voice.

QUI NCY
You tell nme what’s going on, and
not as a soldier, as a fucking
person. Go on, nan.

FAHRAN
It’s just famly stuff--
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QUI NCY
What kind of famly stuff?

FAHRAN
Just...famly stuff, Maor. |'1]
take care of it.

Qui ncy rel eases Fahran from his grasp.

QUI NCY
What can | do, Hanmi ?

FAHRAN
Not hi ng, Major. You can’t do
anything right now.

Beat .
QUI NCY
Can | trust you?
FAHRAN
What ?!
QUI NCY

You heard nme.

FAHRAN
(wi t hout hesitating)
Yes!

Qui ncy, skeptical, starts to back away.
QUI NCY

Just take care of what you need to
take care of, alright?

FAHRAN
Yes. O course.

QUI NCY
Yes, what?

Fahran | ooks sternly into Quincy s eyes.

FAHRAN
Yes, sir.
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EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan’ s outside, praying on a small rug.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY
Lat er.

Koshan has finished his prayer, and folds up the rug. He
heads back into the house, when sonething catches his
attention in the field outside the village walls.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

Koshan stands before the |lifeless body a dog. It’s tongue is
stuck out, it's eyes rolled back in it’s head. A YOUNG BOY
is bent over it, crying, stroking it’s hair.

Koshan sighs and rubs his tenples.

YOUNG BOY
She was running around just fine.
What happened to her?
(to the dog)
What happened, Kalila? Wake up.

KOSHAN
She won’t wake up, Kkid.

Beat .

KOSHAN
She’ s dead.

The kid's crying intensifies. Koshan just stands there.
KOSHAN
Get me a shovel. 1’11 help you bury
her.
EXT. FIELD - DAY

Lat er.

Koshan, shovel in hand, prods the ground for a soft spot. He
finds one and spears the shovel into the dirt. He starts

di ggi ng.
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YOUNG BOY
Her | eash was al ways comi ng | oose.
One tinme, she got | oose and ripped
all of the clothes down. My nother
had to stitch three of ny father’s
shirts for the next week.

Koshan pauses for a nonment to w pe the sweat off his
f or ehead.

YOUNG BOY
Do you think if I had tied the
| eash tighter, it would have
hel ped?

Koshan shrugs his shoul ders. He’'s conpletely absorbed in his
task. His digging intensifies, like a fire has been lit
underneath him The kid keeps tal king, but he tunes it out.

Somet hi ng sinister floods Koshan’s eyes. He’s no | onger
digging a hole for a dead dog, but an IED out in the road -
ready to bl ast away an American convoy.

He clenches his jaw. The shovel hits a rock. Koshan
viciously kicks at it, pronpting a |oud netal PING off the
hard surface. The boy | ooks over, curious, but Koshan
continues to dig, the Taliban ferocity slowy creeping back
into him

YOUNG BOY
| think that hole is deep enough.
KOSHAN
(stern)
No. It isn't.

Bl ood drips from Koshan’s pal ns, and slides down the wooden
shaft of the shovel. The boy lifts his eyebrows, now very
concer ned.

KOSHAN
Can’t dig it too deep. It won't
work if it’s too deep.

YOUNG BOY
VWhat won't wor k?

Koshan scoops the dirt out of the hole, tossing it
reckl essly over his shoul der.

YOUNG BOY
You' re bl eeding, sir.
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The hole is now about three tines as big as it needs to be.
Koshan’s in a reverie. H's breathing quickens, his pace
accel erates. You'd think he was digging up a | ost Egyptian
artifact.

KOSHAN
You can’t dig it too deep, you
understand? Qtherwise it won't
wor k, but you can’t
let...them..see...it.

The kid tries to intervene by placing a hand on Koshan’s
shoul der. Koshan flinches, quickly spins around and connects
an open palmwith the boy's face.

He groans in pain and falls down, sobbing.

KOSHAN
I’m..I"’msorry, here...

Koshan, now out of his daze, tosses down the shovel, and
offers a hand to the boy. The boy slaps it away.

YOUNG BOY
No! Don’'t touch ne!

He gets up, rubbing his cheek and backi ng away from Koshan,
a newterror in his eyes.

YOUNG BOY
What is wong with you?

The kid sprints away back to the village, |eaving Koshan
standi ng there alone with the dead dog. He | ooks at his
hands, bl oody, covered in wooden splinters, puzzled that he
was unable to control hinself for that brief encounter.

I NT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Fahran (in civilian clothing) and Koshan sit at the table,

drinking tea. Samr is still out.
KOSHAN
VWhat was it like living wwth ny
fat her?

Fahran shrugs.

FAHRAN
| didn’t have anywhere else. It
wasn’t good or bad, it just was.
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KOSHAN
| " ve been thinking..

Koshan sets down his tea.

KOSHAN
He's ol d. He needs soneone.

Fahran’s gears start turning, he gets the hint.

FAHRAN

... Li ke you?
KOSHAN

(def ensi ve)

Maybe.
FAHRAN

Koshan, what are you tal ki ng about ?
KOSHAN

|’ mtal ki ng about staying here. |I'm

tal ki ng about | ooking after ny
father. Here. Wth him

Fahran shakes hi s head.

FAHRAN
No, no, no--

KOSHAN
VWhat ?

FAHRAN

Koshan, you need to get out of
here. Soon. Go to Pakistan. Go
sonewhere far away from here.

KOSHAN
(shakes hi s head)
|’ mnot afraid of your friends.

FAHRAN
|’ m not tal king about ny friends,
" mtal ki ng about ne--

KOSHAN
VWll, | don’t care about you,
ei ther! Fuck you!

Si | ence.



FAHRAN
Koshan, whatever |’ve done to you,
|"msorry. Alright? Is that what
you want nme to say? |I'’msorry.

Koshan tears up and diverts his gaze to the w ndow.

FAHRAN
Look at ne.

Koshan turns back to Fahran, eyes glassy and red.

FAHRAN
You have to get out. You have to
get away from here. They' Il kill

you bot h.

Qutside a vehicle cones to a dusty stop. Samr’s voice
echoes outside as he chats to a cab driver. Fahran and
Koshan | ook at each ot her.

KOSHAN
Do you renmenber when we were kids,
and I was telling you about Hanad
dyi ng? Bahrang’ s brother, Hamad.

Fahran nods.

KOSHAN
W started talking about it. | said
|’d want to go out like this...

Koshan mimcs a gun battle with his hands.

FAHRAN
And | said |I'd want to go out I|ike
this...

Fahran mimcs a small nmushroom cl oud expl odi ng.

FAHRAN
| renenber.

Koshan chuckl es at the thought of it. Qutside, Samr’s
f oot steps progress closer to the house.

KOSHAN
| think | agree with you. That’'d be
much better

FAHRAN
One day, this wll all be over, and
the only death we' Il need to

96.
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_ ~ FAHRAN .
di scuss is when we're old nen with

chi l dren.

Koshan | aughs again. Samr enters and both nmen turn to him
Samr smles at the sight of them

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Everyone sits around the dinner table, post neal. Samr
clears his throat, breaking the silence.

SAM R
| found this at the market, | don’'t
know if it works or not - they're
al ways selling ne things that don’'t
wor K. . .

Sam r reaches for a black bag and rifles his hand through
it. Koshan and Fahran trade | ooks.

SAM R
...It was cheap. | think it’s old.

Samr’s hand energes fromthe bag holding a canera - one of
those ol d pol aroids that dispenses a photo the nonent it’'s
t aken.

Samr sets it down on the table. Koshan and Fahran | ook at
it. Samr’s eyes dart away fromit, nervously. This whole
"sentinmentality" thing isn't his strong suit.

SAM R
| just thought...if you can get it
to work. ..
Koshan grins.
KOSHAN
| have to use the latrine. Excuse

nme.

EXT. SAM R S HOUSE - DAY

Koshan steps out and rounds the corner out of sight. Then,
he i mredi ately begins bawing his eyes out. He presses his
hand over his lips to suppress his whinpering.
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EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - DAY

Everyone steps outside, Fahran with the canera in his hands.
Koshan and his father awkwardly step beside each ot her and
smle for the canera. Snap. The photo is di spensed.

Fahran shakes it and hands it to Samr.

SAM R
Wait. ..

Sam r grabs the canera from Fahran and notions for himand

Koshan to nove beside each other. They | ook at each ot her,

reluctant, then they too, nove besi de each other.

At first, they sinply stand shoul der to shoul der. Then, as

Samr slowy raises the canera, Koshan drapes an arm around
Fahran’s shoul der.

They smile and the picture is taken.

I NT. OFFICE - NI GHT

Qui ncy stands behind his desk, |ooking at a cal ender. He
grabs a black marker and places an X over today’ s date. He
plots his pen along three tiny squares and stops.

"Goi ng Hone" has been witten in black marker. Quincy | ooks
at it, a mxture of enotions washi ng over him

EXT. BASE - N GHT

Qui ncy energes fromthe building, see’s Fahran strutting
towards his barracks and makes a light trot towards him

QUI NCY
Hanzgi !
Fahran turns.
FAHRAN
Maj or. How are you?
QUI NCY
Yeah, |’ m headi ng hone soon, so |

was wondering if | could get ny
cant een back from you.

FAHRAN
XK, sir.
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| NT. FAHRAN S BARRACKS - NI GHT

Fahran rummages through his ruck sack. Quincy idles beside
hi m

FAHRAN
Wen are you | eaving, Mjor?

QUI NCY
Next week.

FAHRAN
How do you feel ?

QUI NCY
| feel like...

Qui ncy thinks for a nonent.

QUI NCY
...l feel like your country has got
a |l ot of problens, Hanei.

FAHRAN
| think yours does, too, Mjor.

Beat .

QUI NCY
What's the status on that canteen?

FAHRAN
| nmust have left in nmy vest. Gve
me a nonent, please.

Qui ncy nods. Fahran wal ks over to his cot, and that’s when
Quincy see’s it - a polaroid wedged into one of the pockets
on Fahran’s ruck sack.

Qui ncy | ooks at Fahran - occupied with his vest. He quickly
plucks it fromit’s place and | ooks at it.

Fahran and Koshan, smling - Koshan’s arm w apped around hi m
i ke they’ ve been chuns their whole life.

Quincy’s face turns stone grey. He can barely breathe.
Quincy turns back to Fahran, his face offers the possibility
that he could kill him right here, right now Then..

FAHRAN ( Q. S)
Ah, here we go...
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Fahran holds up Quincy’'s canteen like a lost relic. Quincy
qui ckly pockets the photo before Fahran notices. He hands
over the canteen.

Quincy tries his best to conceal the hatred on his face.
FAHRAN
Sir, I just wanted to say, in case
| don’t see you again, that it’'s
been a pl easure working and tal king
with you.

Fahran holds out his hand for Quincy to shake. Quincy | ooks
at it, ready to tear his whole armout of his socket.

| nstead, he grabs Fahran’s hand and shakes it.
QUI NCY
Yeah, you too.
I NT. OFFICE - N GHT

Qui ncy approaches the nug shot of Koshan and hol ds up the
pol aroid beside it for confirmation.

It all suddenly cones together and hits himlike a freight
train.

QUI NCY
Fuck ne. ..
I NT. SAMR S HOUSE - NI GHT

Sam r has the photo al bum open. He gently places the
pol aroid of him and Koshan in one of the pages.

He smles and cl oses the book.
FADE QOUT:
FADE | N:

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Fahran, now driving a used, beat up car, barrels down an
dusty road. Behind him far enough away to not arouse
suspicion, is another civilian car.
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I NT. CIVILIAN CAR - DAY

A m ddl e aged Afghan man drives. In the back, the |eather
seats shift, and a short nonent |ater, Quincy' s eyes peer
out .

DRI VER
He’ s turning here.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Just keep foll ow ng him

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

Fahran pulls in, and slows the car to a craw, stopping just
outsi de Samir’s house. He steps out, greeted by Koshan in
t he doorway.

KOSHAN
Ni ce car.

Fahran shrugs.

FAHRAN
It was cheap.

KOSHAN
Cheap. Heh. My father really
screwed you up, didn't he?

FAHRAN
And your face.

They chuckl e. Koshan gi ves Fahran a playful punch. Koshan
qui ckly gets serious.

KOSHAN
Fahran, | want you to...

Koshan struggl es to conti nue.

KOSHAN
...l want you to take care of him
Just visit hi m every once in a
whil e. Pl ease.

Beat .

FAHRAN
What are you tal king about?
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KOSHAN
|"mleaving. | don’t know where
yet, but it'’s time. It feels right.

(beat)
WIl you do that?

Fahr an nods.

FAHRAN
WIl you be OK?

Koshan shrugs.

FAHRAN
| wiwsh | could go with you

KCSHAN
No. .

Koshan waves his hands in protest.
KOSHAN
| couldn’t live with your shitty
goal tending.
They both smrk.
FAHRAN

My goal tending? | barely even
nmoved your shots were so bad.

I NT. CAR - DAY

From t he back seat, Quincy watches Fahran and Koshan share a
warm enbrace. He twitches with anger

MAJOR QUI NCY
(to driver)
Let’s go. |I’ve seen enough.

The driver reverses out of the village and takes off.

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Everyone sits around the table, eating dinner, |aughing,
teasing - a cozy and warmcontrast to the previously tense
neal s before.
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EXT. BASE - N GHT

Fahran pulls into a vacant spot at the base, and gets out of
t he car.

EXT. BASE - N GHT

Fahran heads towards his barracks. The | oud sound of severa
Humvee's draws his attention.

He turns to see two Hunvee's crowded by a squad of Speci al
Forces soldiers - arned with silenced weapons and ni ght
vi sion goggles - on the | anding zone.

The soldiers load into the vehicles. Fahran watches for a
beat, then continues on his way.

| NT. FAHRAN S BARRACKS - NI GHT
Fahran enters and heads towards his bunk. He freezes when he
gets there. There’'s a silhouette sitting upright, watching

him It's face shrouded i n darkness.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Hanzi .

Fahran squints, his mnd races. Then, it hits him

FAHRAN
Maj or ?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yeah, Hanzi. It’'s ne.

Fahran chuckl es nervously.

FAHRAN
What are you doing in here?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Do ne a favor, Hanzi.

FAHRAN
How | ong have you been here--

MAJOR QUI NCY
--Lift up your shirt.

FAHRAN
Excuse ne? Hold on a second, Mjor.
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Fahran heads for the light swtch. The hard, nmetallic click
of a hammer being pull ed back becones audible in the
dar kness.

MAJOR QUI NCY
No. Leave it off.

Fahran freezes. He rai ses his hands.

FAHRAN
Maj or? What is this--

MAJOR QUI NCY
Put your hands down.

Fahran does. Quincy lifts hinmself off the bunk and wal ks
into a stream of noonlight that makes only his displ eased,
determ ned eyes visible.

FAHRAN
Maj or? Are you hol ding a gun?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yes. ..

| ndeed, Quincy holds up his 9mm sidearm It glistens in the
nmoonl i ght. A bead of sweat runs down Fahran' s head.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yes. | have a gun, and I’'1l shoot
you if you don’t do exactly as |
say.

FAHRAN

Quincy, it’s ne, Fahran Hanei. It’s
me, remenber- -

MAJOR QUI NCY
--And anot her thing, no talking
unl ess | ask you a question.

FAHRAN
Just cal mdown, sir--

Quincy extends his arm placing the barrel of his pistol
just under Fahran’s nose, daring himto say another word.

FAHRAN
k. k. | wunderstand.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Good. Now, |ift up your shirt.

Fahr an does.
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MAJOR QUI NCY
Anyt hing in your pockets?

FAHRAN
Just ny car keys.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Show ne.

Fahran tw sts his pockets inside out, and his keys tunble to
the fl oor.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Pick themup. Slowly. Then, place
t hem back in your pocket. Make sure
| can see you do it.

Fahran does. Quincy follows himw th his pistol.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Do you have anything el se on you?

Fahran shakes his head, nervously. A tear runs down his
cheek. His lip curls.

MAJOR QUI NCY

Here’s what’s going to happen - I'm
going to hol ster my weapon, and
we're going to walk to your car

When we get there, you' Il stop, and
you won’t touch anything. Easy
enough?

Fahran nods. Mire tears run down his face.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Good. W're going to keep a three
neter space between us. |If you

wander, 1’1l shoot you.
FAHRAN

Maj or, | just need to know- -
MAJOR QUI NCY

DON T TALK! | swear to god, don’t
you fucking tal k again.

Fahran nods. He’'s trenbling uncontrollably.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Move.
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EXT. BASE - N GHT

Fahran wal ks, sniffling, his hands slightly raised, waist
hi gh. Quincy trails behind, a hand placed firmy over his
hol stered pistol.

Al'l around the, soldiers walk by, oblivious. Quincy trots up
to Fahran and |l eans in close to his ear.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Put your hands down. Put your hands
down.

Fahran does, continuing his walk with stiff, awkward
strides. They finally make it to his car and Fahran stops.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Get in, slowy. Then, open the back
door. I'mgoing to get in.

FAHRAN
The back door is already unl ocked,

Maj or .

Wth his available hand, Quincy tugs on the handle. The door
pops open. He nods.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Alright, then. You' re going to get
infirst, then I’mgoing to get in
the back. Do it slowy.

Hands still jittering, Fahran places the keys into the
drivers side door. They slide out of his grip, onto the
ground. Quincy frowns.

MAJOR QUI NCY
(enraged)
Stop fucking around. Pick them up.
Let’s go.
FAHRAN
(hysterical)
|’msorry. I’mso sorry, Mjor. |
didn't nean to drop them | just--
MAJOR QUI NCY
Hanezi ? Look at ne. Cal m down. Cet
in the car.

Fahran nods and he does.
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| NT. CAR - NI GHT
Lat er.

Up ahead is the end of the road. They can turn left or
right, but going straight will take themout into a | ong
stretch of desert.

FAHRAN
Whi ch way, Major?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Did | tell you to tal k? Just keep
goi ng straight.

Fahran hesitates. He takes hit foot off the gas.

FAHRAN
But there’ s nothing--

MAJOR QUI NCY
|’ maware of that. Keep going.

Fahran conplies, and the tiny car trades the soft road for
t he bunpy, rough terrain of the desert.

Behind them a grey pick up truck speeds up. Quincy | ooks
out the back window at it, then shrugs it off, and turns
back to Fahran.

Sonet hi ng hi sses from Quincy’ s pocket. He reaches in and
draws a small wal ki e.

RADI O VO CE (V. 0O
Hunter. This is Hunter One Actual,
we're about three mkes fromthe
target. How copy?

MAJOR QUI NCY
(into radio)
Solid copy. Hunter out.

Quincy | ooks out the rear wi ndow again. The grey pick up
continues to trail them Quincy gets antsy.

In the front, Fahran nmunbles a pashto prayer to hinself. It
starts soft and subdued, but then gets frantic and strong.

Qui ncy gazes out the back wi ndow, now occupi ed by both
Fahran’s nmunbling and the trailing pick up truck.
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MAJOR QUI NCY
(Re: Truck)
God, what is this asshol e doing?

FAHRAN
Are you going to kill nme, Mjor?
Pl ease don’'t shoot ne! Pl ease--

MAJOR QUI NCY
Shut the fuck up!

Quincy tries desperately to keep his attention on Fahran and
t he speeding truck behind them

FAHRAN
Maj or, | don’t know what |’ ve done.
It’s me. Fahran Hanei. | thought we
were friends, Major. \What have I
done?

MAJOR QUI NCY

Shut up. Just shut up.

I NT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Koshan lies awake. In his room Samr snores away. Koshan
gets up, and heads out si de.

EXT. LATRINE - N GHT

...And steps into the narrow, clay |atrine, stepping over
the small cavity in the floor. A short beat l|later, the soft
sound of his piss hitting the hard ground becones audi bl e.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

The quiet, lush sound of the wi nd passing through the clay
vi | | age.

It’s conpletely silent. Peaceful, even.

Then, breaking through the tranquility cones the Spec Ops
troops - night vision goggles draped over their eyes -
movi ng slowy, scanning all around them weapons raised -
silent and deadly professionals.
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I NT. CAR - NI GHT

MAJOR QUI NCY
Stop the car.

FAHRAN
Were are we, Major? There’'s
not hi ng out here.

Quincy switches his speech to a nuch nore calm direct tone.
He’' s exactly where he needs to be and he knows it.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Just stop the car, Hanzi.

Fahran does. There isn’t a trace of civilization anywhere -
not even the truck that was following them They' re
surrounded on all sides by dust, rocks, and sand.

Even if Fahran wanted to get away at this point, he'd die in
the brutal heat before he made it back to the road.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Now, get out.

Fahran sits there, clinging to the wheel for a nonent,
del ayi ng the inevitable. Then, he cries. Hard. Quincy sits

the in back, listening to Fahran let out his childish
whi npers.
FAHRAN
| just...l don’t understand, Mjor.

There’s not hing out here.

Wth the tone of a nother trying to soothe a young child
after a scraped knee. ..

MAJOR QUI NCY

| know, Hanzi. Mre crying.
FAHRAN

Major? Can | sit here for a nonent?
MAJOR QUI NCY

Hanzi, you have to get out of the

car.
Fahran w pes his tears away, then nods his head.

FAHRAN
k. .
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EXT. DESERT - N GHT

They exit the car, Quincy still training his pistol on
Fahr an.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Start digging.

Fahran stands there, staring at him

MAJOR QUI NCY
Go ahead. Start digging.
FAHRAN
Di ggi ng? Way?
MAJOR QUI NCY
Because, |I'mtelling you to.

It looks as if Fahran is going to break into tears again,
but Quincy quickly interjects. This has gone on | ong enough.

MAJOR QUI NCY
This is it, Hanezi! This is the end!
There’s no where to go! | know
everything. Now, start fucking
di ggi ng!
FAHRAN
Know everyt hi ng? What do you nean?
MAJOR QUI NCY
That’'s right. I know everything.
FAHRAN
What...what...am | supposed to dig
with?
MAJOR QUI NCY

Your hands. Fahran hol ds his hands
up to his face. They’ re shaki ng
uncontrol | ably.

FAHRAN
But, it’s going to take--

MAJOR QUI NCY
| know. There's water in ny canteen
if you need it. Don’t stop digging
until | tell you.

Fahran nouths a protest, but thinks better of it, and then
gi ves in.
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FAHRAN
Can | take nmy shirt off?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Do what ever nmakes you confortabl e.
Just do it slowy.

Fahran lifts his shirt over his head, then crouches down in
the sand and plants his two trenbling hands into the sand
and scoops the first handful out.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Wi t .

Fahran stops. Quincy reaches into his pocket and w thdraws
sonething. A small, crunpled square of paper.

He tosses it at Fahran, where it lands gently at his feet.
Fahran picks it up. It’'s the Polaroid of himand Koshan.

MAJOR QUI NCY
| don’t want to know why. Just dig.

FAHRAN
Oh, Major...Koshan is - it’s a long
story. He's not what you think.

MAJOR QUI NCY
"1l bet.

Fahran strokes the Polaroid gingerly. He rises to his feet.

MAJOR QUI NCY
What are you doi ng?

FAHRAN
" mnot digging for you |like a dog.
You' re confused. You don’t know the
man in this picture like | do. He's
good.

Quincy raises his pistol again.

MAJOR QUI NCY
You're not going to dig? Is that
what you’ re sayi ng?

FAHRAN
Maj or, just let me explain--

MAJOR QUI NCY
No! No expl ai ni ng- -
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FAHRAN
Fuck you!

MAJOR QUI NCY
Fuck you!

A shouting match ensues, each man |oudly protesting over the
other, their faces winkled with rage. Quincy tightens his
finger around the trigger of his gun, he’'s so heated he

m ght pull the trigger.

Then, headlights in the far di stance. Fahran takes his eyes
of f of Quincy for a nonent to watch them It’s the Gey pick
up truck they saw previously, and it’s speedi ng towards

t hem

Quincy turns to watch it, too. It stops just short of them
and before they can react, three robed nen energe fromthe
truck, scream ng in Pashto.

They surround Fahran’s car, weapons trained on Fahran and

Qui ncy.

MAJOR QUI NCY
VWhat in the hell..

FAHRAN
They say "get your hands up! get
your hands up!"

MAJOR QUI NCY
Who are they? Are these your
friends, Hanmi?

FAHRAN
Just get your hands up!

Qui ncy drops his gun and does. Fahran shouts back at themin
Pasht o, pleading for nercy. One of the robed nmen reach for
Quincy’'s arm and Quincy smacks his hand away.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Don’t you touch nme! Don’t touch ne
you dirty cocksuckers!

...But there’s too nany of them He’'s roughly grabbed and
tossed to the ground. Hs walkie is plucked fromhis pocket.
A synphony of scream ng and protesting ensues - Fahran
trying to nediate Quincy and the robed nen’s shouting.

Cr ack!
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The wooden stock of an assault rifle connects with Quincy’s
nose, bringing a quick end to his hollering. He tunbles onto
his ass, clutching his face. Silence.

MAJOR QUI NCY
You. . .you fuck!

A stream of bl ood seeps through Quincy' s fingers, and spills
onto his Arny tunic.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Ugh! You fucking asshol es!

Now noti onl ess and vul nerable, the robed nmen lift Quincy to
his feet and drag himon the short, humliating trip to the
back of the pick up. Fahran, hands rai sed above his head,
fol l ows behi nd him

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Koshan lies awake. In his room Samr snores away. Koshan
gets up, and heads out si de.

EXT. LATRINE - N GHT

...And steps into the narrow, clay |atrine, stepping over
the small cavity in the floor. A short beat later, the soft
sound of his piss hitting the hard ground becones audi bl e.

EXT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

The quiet, lush sound of the wi nd passing through the clay
village. It’'s conpletely silent. Peaceful, even. Then,
breaki ng through the tranquility cones the Spec Qps troops -
ni ght vi sion goggl es draped over their eyes - noving slowy,
scanni ng all around them weapons raised - silent and deadly
pr of essi onal s.

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - BEDROOM - N GHT

Samr wakes up. He scans around himfor Koshan, and upon
noticing that he isn't there, gets up.
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INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

Samr stunbl es around the house, scanning everywhere. He
nmoves to the wi ndow, and | ooks out into the quiet night.

Suddenly, a silhouette with an Assault Rifle zips by, taking
cover behind a clay house nearby. Then another, and anot her,
and another, until a full squad of American troops nove

cl ose enough to be visible in the noonlight.

Sam r ducks down behind the wi ndow, his mnd racing. He
peers up again just intinme to see the troops naking a sl ow
nove towards his house. Hi s gears start turning - He knows
what they' re here for.

SAM R
(whi sper)
Koshan. . .

He bolts back into his bedroom and a short beat |ater,
returns with his hunting rifle.

EXT. LATRINE - N GHT

Koshan shakes out the last few drops, pulls up his pants,
and turns to see..

The Spec Ops troops noving towards his house. He goes stiff
with fright. His eyes frantically bounce around the vill age,
| ooking for an exit.

They Iand on a water well a short distance away. Koshan
takes a quiet step towards it, but stops hinself. He can't
| eave his father. He curses under his breath.

He snaps his head between the well and his father’s house,
tortured by both options.

| NT. TALI BAN VEH CLE - N GHT

Quincy and Fahran sit in the back, hands tied, bouncing
t hrough the desert, heading back to the road. A maroon crust
of bl ood has fornmed under Quincy’s nose.

FAHRAN
VWhat now?

QUI NCY
You' re apparently well acquainted
wth the eneny. Wiy don’t you talk
our way out of this?
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Fahran shakes hi s head.

EXT. LATRINE - N GHT

Koshan takes a timd step towards his house but it’s too
|ate - a single shot fromSamr’s hunting rifle flies

t hrough the wooden door right at the Spec Ops troops
out si de.

Koshan stops in his tracks and darts back into the clay
wal |l s of the |atrine.

SAM R
CGet away frommy son, you cunts!

The troops take cover, and imediately return fire. Dozens
of tiny "thwacks" fromtheir silenced weapons echo through
the village.

The door is splintered with hundreds of rounds. Silence.
Fromthe latrine, Koshan watches it all in horror. He
presses hinsel f against the clay wall and slides down,
clutching his knee's, conpletely and utterly defensel ess.

He's literally paralyzed with fear. Followi ng the end of the
bri ef shooting, the troops di sappear into Sanmir’s house to
i nvesti gate.

| NT. TALI BAN VEH CLE - N GHT

Qui ncy and Fahran continue to roll down the street. They
turn a corner, right into the path of a |l arge, stone
bui l di ng. They pass through two | arge netal gates.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Fahran and Quincy are | ed down a narrow hallway, ushered by
the three robed nen. Qccasionally, they pass by several
ot her Afghan nen, outfitted in conbat gear

MAJOR QUI NCY
Can soneone answer ne? Wlere the
fuck are we?

Sonmeone snmacks Quincy on the back of the head. A hard,
pur poseful swat, |ike a kid being reprimanded for swearing.
Qui ncy chuckl es.
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MAJOR QUI NCY
Go on Hanzi, tell them sonet hing,
for Christs sakel!

Fahran runs his eyes along the floor, taking careful notice
of the splotches of dry bl ood.

Qui ncy and Fahran are led to a bare, white roomw th nothing
but a green Jihad flag suspended on the wall, right in the
frame of a small digital canera rig. A robed man shuts the
door behind them

EXT. LATRINE - N GHT

Koshan sits, still curled up timdly in the latrine, sobbing
qui etly.

Then, the dozen |ight stonps of conbat boots from Samir’s
house. Koshan peeps around the corner - The troops are
filing out of the house.

One of them speaks into a radio.

SPEC OPS #1
Hunter, be advised, we have a
negative |.D on the Tango.
repeat, no sign of Mihibi. How
copy? Static.

SPEC OPS #2
Still nothing?

The sol di er shakes hi s head.

SPEC OPS #1
All 1"mgetting is static.

SPEC OPS #2
Fuck it. Let's search the rest of
the village, then call for Exfil.

SPEC OPS #1
Roger .

The troops saddl e up and nove back into position, continuing
their slow, nethodical sweep of the village, this tine
nmovi ng unconfortably close to Koshan.

Koshan squeezes back into the latrine, taking a nmonent to
wei gh his options. He |ooks at the clay perineter of the
goat pen, then at the troops just around the corner - It’s
now or never.
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He bolts from his hiding spot, crouched over, keeping a

wat chful eye on the troops, and another on the pen. He gets
t here, undetected, and dives head first over the wall,

| anding splat in the nud and filth.

He gets up, and takes cover behind a stack of hay. Upon
noticing his presence, however, the goats slowy wander over
to himcuriously, the collective clonp of their hooves
meki ng just enough noise for the watchful troops to spin
around in his direction.

The squad | eader notions the other troops over to the goat
pen with a hand gesture, and weapons raised, they scanper
I nsi de.

Koshan hol ds his breath behind the hay bale, dirty, sweaty,
listening as the soldiers make their inevitable approach.
Koshan cl oses his eyes. His heart thunps in his chest.

Then. ..

A goat head-buts one of the soldiers in the thigh. He curses
softly and gives it a rough shove. For the split second the
teamturns around to investigate, Koshan makes a quick dash
over the wall, out of sight.

The troops collect thenselves and jab at the bal e of hay,
but Koshan has already fl ed.

The squad | eader holds up a hand - It’s clear. They conti nue
on their way, further into the village, and safely out of
Koshan’s vicinity.

INT. SAMR S HOUSE - N GHT

The troops are | ong gone, and Koshan pushes the bullet hole
filled door open with a finger, swall ow ng nervously,
bracing hinself for the dreadful carnage on the other side.

He scans around in the darkness. Bullet holes are
everywhere. The floor is drenched in blood. dassware is
shattered, the furniture has been turned into giant puffs of
f eat hers.

KOSHAN
Fat her ?

Not hi ng.

KOSHAN
Fat her? Say sonet hi ng.
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A weak grunt fromthe corner of the house. Koshan rushes
over and finds Samr |lying twisted and |ifeless.

He | ooks at Koshan with bl ank, conmatose eyes. His chest is
dotted with bullet holes. Koshan raises his hands, al nost
afraid to touch his father’s ruined body as if it’lIl break
in half.

Samr’ s bl oody, crooked nouth manages a small grin that
| eaves Koshan nesnerized for a short beat - one | ast final
moment bet ween father and son.

Then, Samr’s body goes conpletely flaccid in Koshan’s hands
and his eyes roll back in his head.

Koshan just sits there, sobbing, stroking Samr’s hair.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - ROOM - N GHT

A robed nman stands behind a digital video canera, pointing
it at Fahran who sits bound to a nmetal chair. Quincy sits
off the side, flanked by two arned Taliban troops. Fahran
speaks directly into the lens in Pashto.

FAHRAN
Good bye to all ny famly and
friends. May god free ny country
fromthe evil that has befallen it.
| tried sinply to nmake it a better
pl ace for nmy countrynen. That’s
all.

The robed man stops recording. Fahran is tugged out of the
seat, and replaced by Quincy.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Il be real short with this - ny
God - the Christian God, well, he's
got a special place for...you see,
he’s - Ah, fuck it. | don’t have
anything to say to any of you.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - HOLDI NG CELL - N GHT

Fahran and Quincy are ushered into a small cenent hol di ng
cell, stained wth piss and bl ood.

FAHRAN
(to guard)
Where are we? When can we talk to
soneone?
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The netal bars are shut, sealing themin. A cinder block
wal | prevents them from seeing each other, but they're

wi t hi n speaki ng range. The masked guards trot off down the
hal I, out of sight.

Fahran clutches on to the bars, testing their stability.
Convi nced he’s not going anywhere, he takes a seat on the
cold cenent fl oor.

FAHRAN
"Kill the bad guys so we can save
t he good". Renenber that one,

Maj or ?
Silence from Quincy’ s cell

FAHRAN
... And now here we are. |’ve heard
of places like this. They keep you
for nonths, years, feed you dirt. A
man | know - Samr, stayed in a
pl ace like this. They pull your
teeth out wth a pair of pliers.
That’ s what he told ne. Are you
listening to ne, Mjor?!

Still nothing. Fahran chuckles - it’s so absurd it’s funny.

FAHRAN
You' re so confused. You' re such a
confused old man.

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY
Just outside the village walls.

Samr’s body lies on a rug, the blood | ong since cleaned off
his face. Koshan lingers over it with heavy eyes. He gently
pl aces several things on his chest - Arny nedals, photo’s,
trinkets, etc...then folds the two ends over him w apping
hi m up.

He drags himto a previously dug hole and drops himin, then
scrapes the sand into the hole, burying him He gets down on
his knee’'s and starts praying.
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I NT. TAXI - DAY

Koshan sits the back, expressionless, zonbie-Ilike.

KOSHAN
This is far enough.

CAB DRI VER
Are you sure? There’s nothing out
here.

KOSHAN

Yes. Stop the car.

The cab driver nods and stops. Koshan gets out, pays him
and wat ches hi m di sappear in the opposite direction that
they came from

Koshan checks his surroundings, and starts wal king out into
the desert quickly and purposefully. He knows exactly where
he’ s goi ng.

EXT. TALI BAN COVPOUND - DAY

He and Ali’s old headquarters. Koshan stops at the clay
perinmeter and | ooks up at it, a mxture of enptions on his
face.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - HOLDI NG CELL - DAY
Qui ncy and Fahran back in their cells.

FAHRAN
Don’t you want to know why, Mjor?
Don’t you at |east want to know
t hat he had changed? He was done
fighting. He was going to nove far
awnay.

MAJOR QUI NCY
| al ready know why.

FAHRAN
Explain it to ne.

MAJOR QUI NCY
No.

Fahran si ghs.
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FAHRAN
So this is it, then? You re not
even going to speak?

Quincy stirs in his cell

| NT. COMPCQUND - DAY

Koshan enters, taking in his surroundings neditatively, like
he’s exploring this place for the first tine.

Everything’s just as it was when he left - the scattered
evi dence of their hasty retreat everywhere.

Koshan takes a seat on a crate, registering all of it.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - HOLDI NG CELL - N GHT

Fahran lies on the floor, his head cushioned by his tunic.
The soft chattering of Quincy’'s teeth is audible next to
him Then, the echo of himrubbing his hands together,
trying to stay warm

Fahran plucks the tunic fromunder his head, rolls it up
into a ball and sticks his armout of the bars, offering it
to Quincy by twisting it in the direction of his cell

FAHRAN
Here, Major, take this.

A stubborn huff from Quincy. It’s a |long beat before Fahran
realizes he won't take it. He sits down again.

FAHRAN
Can you just answer one thing for
me?
(beat)

Why don’t Anericans drink tea?
Quincy can't resist, finally...

MAJOR QUI NCY
W do.

Quincy sits up in his cell
MAJOR QUI NCY
W just...we don’t have the sane
passion for it as you guys. You
guys are animals, man. | swear.

A light chuckle between them
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MAJOR QUI NCY
|’ma coffee drinker. Tea is too
British.

FAHRAN

You don’t like the British?

MAJOR QUI NCY
My nother was British. | drank that
shit all my life. Maybe |I hate it
because she al ways put way too much
sugar init.

Fahran sm rks.

FAHRAN
Where in Britain was she born?

MAJOR QUI NCY
She was born in Texas. Her father
was born in London.

FAHRAN
Way do people do that?
MAJOR QUI NCY
Do what ?
FAHRAN

Say they are fromone country when
they’'re from anot her?

MAJOR QUI NCY
What do you nean?

FAHRAN
She was born in the United States,
correct?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yeah. | already said that.

FAHRAN
But you say she’s British?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Her heritage is British. She's an
Aneri can by birth.

Fahran contenpl ates this.
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FAHRAN
| think you should only say where
you were born.

MAJOR QUI NCY
How s this - before these people
chop off our heads, I’'Il ask them

to pass that little nugget of
wi sdom on to ny not her

This kills the nood instantly. Fahran stops grinning. He
| eans against the wall, gears turning, thoughts brew ng.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - ROOM - DAY
The next norni ng.

A TALI BAN SOLDI ER sits at a table, cleaning an Assaul t
Ri fl e. The door suddenly bursts open and anot her sol dier
enters, frantic and anxi ous.

TALI BAN SOLDI ER #1
Jahid, there’s something wong over
her e.

TALI BAN SOLDI ER #2
What ? What did you do?

TALI BAN SOLDI ER #1
One of the prisoners is acting
strange. The ANA one. He's sick.
The sol di er cleaning his weapon gets up, and they both race
for the cell block, weapons in hand.
| NT. TALI BAN BU LDI NG - CELL BLOCK - DAY

Both Tali ban troops wal k briskly towards Fahran’s cell. They
arrive at it, and | ook inside.

Fahran is crouched over, pale and dazed, surrounded by a
pool of vomt.

| n Pashto...

FAHRAN
I’mill! Please help ne!

The two Tali ban trade | ooks.
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TALI BAN SOLDI ER #2
St op whi ni ng, you donkey cunt, or
Il come in there and--

FAHRAN
Sir! Please! I'mfeeling really
il
The soldiers | ook at each other again, a hint of concern in
their faces.

I NT. QUINCY'S CELL - DAY

Qui ncy, confused, though slightly intrigued, gets up and
presses hinmself against the bars of his cell for a better
| ook.

I NT. FAHRAN S CELL - DAY

Fahran withes around on the floor, his face furrowed from
his ailing expression.

TALI BAN SOLDI ER #1
What are you sick fronf? You haven’t
even eaten anything, you silly
bast ar d.

FAHRAN
| don’t know, sir. Please. | just
need a drink of water.

Finally, one of the troops renoves a key from his pocket and
unl ocks Fahran’s cell. He unslings his assault rifle and
j abs the back of Fahran’s head with the barrel.

Wth a perfect, clear, and healthy delivery...

FAHRAN
Thank you so much. |I"mfeeling nuch
better now.

And with that, Fahran | eaps up and delivers a swift punch to
one of the soldier’s balls that sends himcrunpling to the
gr ound.

TALI BAN SOLDI ER #1
Ugh!

Fahran |l eaps to his feet, aggressive and conbative, now out
of his phony performnce.
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The second guard, now caught off guard, tries frantically to
[ift up his weapon, but Fahran deflects it aside with a
hand. He unsheat hes a bayonet in the soldiers vest and

i npal es the guard through the forehead.

Fahran grabs his stray Assault Rifle and fires a single
round through the other soldier’s chest before he can nake a
nove.

MAJOR QUINCY (Q. S)
Hanzi ? Hanzi ? What the fuck is
going on there? Talk to ne!

Fahran grabs the keys fromthe junble of bodies, wal ks over

to Quincy's cell, and unlocks it.
MAJOR QUI NCY
What are you doi ng? What are you
doi ng?!
The light trot of dozens of feet echo down the hall. Fahran

grabs the other Assault Rifle and hands it to Quincy.

FAHRAN
Getting out of here. Are you
com ng, or not?

A thin smle creeps across Quincy’s lips. He grabs the
Assault Rifle and nods.

| NT. TALI BAN COMPCOUND - DAY

Enpty weapons crates are scattered everywhere. Koshan is
ransacki ng any and every box he can find, but hasn’'t found
what he’s | ooking for so far.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - DAY

Qui ncy and Fahran nove slowly down the hall. Loud Pashto
screaming fromthe other guards is everywhere.

A door bursts open further down the hall, two arned, robed
men energe. Quincy and Fahran |l et | oose a | ong burst of
fire, gunning them down.

Shots from behind them A bullet whizzes past Fahran, and
lands with a fleshy snmack into Quincy’s leg. He falls to the
gr ound.
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MAJOR QUI NCY
Ah! Shi t!
Fahran returns fire at the troops down the hall. Small, tiny
puffs of pink mst fly out of themand they all drop.
FAHRAN
Maj or, Major...
MAJOR QUI NCY

Fuck. Help nme up.

Fahran slings Quincy’'s armaround his neck and lifts himto
his feet.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - ROOM - DAY

Two Tal i ban sol diers stand behind a wooden table, weapons
poi nted at the door, anticipating Fahran and Quincy’ s entry.

Suddenly, a long burst of rifle fire fromthe other side of
t he door. Quincy and Fahran's bullets easily pierce through
t he wooden frane and pepper the Taliban troops on the other
si de.

The door flies open, Quincy still crutching along on
Fahran’ s shoul der.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Hol d on.

Qui ncy detaches hinself from Fahran and starts runmagi ng
t hrough the doors and bags that are strewn everywhere.

FAHRAN
What ? What are you doi ng, Mjor?

Then, he finds it. Quincy pulls the wal kie he had on him
before their capture out of a netal crate. He switches it on
and taps the tal k button.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Hunter One Actual, This is Hunter.

Static. Quincy and Fahran trade hopel ess | ooks, then..

WALKI E TALKIE (V. O
Hunter, this is Hunter One Actual,
we’ ve got you loud and clear. Go
ahead, over.
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MAJOR QUI NCY
Hunter One Actual, we’ve run into a
bit of...trouble. What' s your
current PGS, over?

| NT. TALI BAN COMPOUND - DAY

Koshan conti nues his ransack, now marooned in a nessy sea of
Assault Rifles, rockets, belts of ammunition, etc...

He flips open another metal crate and sits there, transfixed
by the contents - It’'s a pile of |andm nes, neatly stacked
on top of each other.

He wi thdraws one fromthe box, examnes it, then |loads it
into the pocket of his white robe.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

Koshan trudges on, |andm ne in one hand, shovel in another.
A farmer who was punping water into a well stops to | ook at
hi m

Koshan i gnores his concerned | ook and just keeps goi ng.
Fi xed, focused - a man on a m ssion.

| NT. ROAD - DAY

Koshan stops in the mddle of a road, not because he’s
standi ng on any particul ar place of inportance, but because
he can’t go any further, enotionally.

He | ooks left - a long stretch of nothing. Then right - nore
of the same. A couple buildings overwatch the road in the
far distance.

He handl es the shovel with both hands and stabs the hard
ground with the sharp tip of it, but instantly withdraws it.
A | ook conmes over him- reluctance, uncertainty. |Is he
really about to go through with this again?

He makes a firm decision that he is. He kicks the shovel
into the ground, scraping off a thin |layer of gravel. Then,
he tosses the shovel away, and places the mne down in the
fresh crater

He conceals it with dust and dirt, |eaving enough of it
sticking out to detonate it if touched.
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EXT. BU LDI NG ROOFTOP - DAY

Koshan sits perched on a rooftop, overlooking the portion of
the road he was just standing on. He grabs a pair of
bi nocul ars and scans both ways for any oncom ng vehicl es.

All is quiet. He lowers them crosses his arns and | eans
back agai nst the wall.

EXT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - DAY

The Spec Ops troops spill out of the Hunvee to greet Fahran
and Qui ncy who |inger outside the building, waiting for
t hem

SPEC OP SOLDI ER
Are you hit, sir?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yeah, in the leg. Let’s not stick
around | onger than we need to.

They open the back door and Fahran hel ps Quincy inside. Two
troops approach Fahran with zip ties, and notion for himto
turn around and put his hands together.

MAJOR QUI NCY
No. .

They turn to Quincy, who waves it off.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Leave them of f.

The sol diers trade skeptical |ooks, though conply with the
order. Quincy | ooks at Fahran and nods slowy - a snal
gesture of truce, for now at |east.

Everyone piles into the Hunvee and they take off.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

The sun is starting to go down. Koshan still sits sits on
t he rooftop.

Foot steps echo up a staircase, and a short nonent |ater, an
AFGHAN MAN appear s behi nd Koshan.

AFGHAN MAN
Excuse ne, sir. You can’'t be up
here.
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Koshan doesn’t budge.

AFGHAN MAN
We have children down here. |’|
call the police. Now, nove.

Koshan slowy cranes his neck around to | ook at the man. He
gets up, rises to his feet and casually strolls over to him

The man sizes up Koshan, |ooking for any indication of who
he is. Before he can, Koshan roughly grabs himby the collar
with two hands and drags himover to the edge of the roof.

The man shrieks. Koshan di ps himover the edge. One snal
push and he’'d take the | ong plunge to his death bel ow

...But he doesn’t. Koshan slowly rel eases himfromhis grasp
and the man bolts back down the stairs.

From down the street, the faint outline of a Hunvee becones
vi si bl e. Koshan qui ckly grabs his binoculars and scans it.
Unbeknownst to him it’s the Hunvee contai ni ng Fahran and

Qui ncy.

| NT. HUWEE - DAY

The radi o chatters. Fahran stares out the w ndow. The Spec
Ops troops have their weapons | eaned out the w ndow,
scanni ng around them

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Koshan follows the Humvee with binocul ars, panting heavily
with anticipation. The Hunmvee is on a precise collision
course with the mne. Koshan is about to |ower the

bi nocul ars, when. .

He quickly presses them back to his eyes. Sonething or
sonmeone in the Humvee has caught his attention.

...Fahran. Sitting casually in the back seat, cranped in
with several U S Arny sol diers.

He sits notionless for a short beat, nouth agape. The
bi nocul ars slide fromhis hands and tunble to the ground.
Hs mnddrifts off to...
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EXT. VILLAGE - DAY - FLASHBACK

Fahran and Koshan - ten years old, back in the village -
before all this nmess - playing soccer, |aughing together.
EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

The Humvee continues to roll towards the m ne. Koshan
remains fixated on Fahran - It’'s now or never.

Koshan noves swiftly into action. He gets up and bolts down
the stairs of the building.

EXT. STREET - DAY

It’s a desperate race for the mne. Koshan | eaps down the
stairs of the building, and nakes a nad dash for the road.

| NT. HUWEE - DAY

At the sanme tinme fromthe Hunvee, Koshan has nmade hinself
visible to the troops in the vehicle as a small sil houette
running for the road - a death sentence in this part of the
wor | d.

Fahran cranes his neck to see the person in question.
SPEC OPS #1

W' ve got a foot nobile, twelve
o’ clock, he’s running for the road!

SPEC OPS #2
Li ght hi m up.
EXT. ROAD - DAY
Koshan, still running for the mne. The troops in the Hunvee
open up with small, controlled bursts that pepper Koshan

with bullets.

H's frantic dash slows as the rounds tear through him He
makes a desperate march towards the mne, still trying to
run with torn Iinbs. Each step forward a deli berate and
agonzi ng stagger towards his death.
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| NT. HUWEE - DAY
They' re finally close enough. Fahran jolts up wth shock.

FAHRAN
Koshan!

Koshan, now filled with enough bullets to kill a normal nman
tw ce over, |ooks at Fahran - head stuck out the w ndow -
and nakes a final, fleeting gesture - a grin

Then, Booml He crawls onto the m ne, and di sappears into a
cl oud of dust. The Hunvee barrels through the gore of
Koshan’ s obliderated body parts and conti nues novi ng.

| NT. HUWEE - DAY

Fahran al so expl odes, but in a conpletely different way. He
thrashes in his seat, crying. Looking out the back w ndow at
the billow ng pile of snoke that nonments ago, was Koshan.

FAHRAN
Koshan, No! W have to go back! |
saw him Mjor! W have to go back!

Qui ncy grabs onto Fahran with both arms, trying to contain
hi m

FAHRAN
Maj or, we have to...W have to..

MAJOR QUI NCY
He' s dead, Hanei. He’s gone.

Fahran | ooks back out the w ndow, watching Koshan's
snol dering body parts get further and further away.

EXT. BASE - DAY
A few days | ater.

Fahran stands in formati on, anbngst a vast conpany of
soldiers. Their comrandi ng officer stands before them

COVMANDI NG OFFI CER
...In spite of their overwhel m ng
odds, and under heavy fire fromthe
eneny, Mjor Quincy and Sergeant
Hanzi never faltered, mainting the
honour and courage this unit
strives to...
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Fahran tunes out. He | ooks around himat the sea of
uni forms, his face conpletely drained of enotion. Confused,
hurt, and | ost.

He and Quincy are suddenly ordered to the front of the
formation. They march smartly and stop before the comrandi ng
of ficer who pins a nedal on both of their chests.

They turn their heads and trade a quick gl ance at each
ot her. Then, turn back to the Conmanding Officer, putting on
a proud and phony facade.

I NT. QUINCY'S OFFI CE - DAY

Qui ncy, hobbling on a bandaged | eg, enters his office. He
wal ks over to his board of "Wanted" posters, plucks the
throwi ng darts out of Koshan’s face, and tears the picture
in half.

He grabs his ruck sack, bursting with all of his things and
slings it over his back. He heads for the door, turning to
register his office for the last tinme, then shuts off the
lights.

EXT. BASE - DAY

A |l ong convoy of Humvee's, preparing for another patrol.
Fahran sits in the back of one, arned and ready to go.

MAJOR QUINCY (O. S)
Hanei !

Fahran turns, Quincy |linps towards him

FAHRAN
You' re | eavi ng?

MAJOR QUI NCY
Yeah. Just waitin’ on the chopper.

Fahran nods. They share an awkward nonent. What’'s the
appropriate gesture? A hand shake? A hug?

| nst ead, Qui ncy reaches into his pocket and w thdraws
sonet hing. A gun, perhaps? No, it’s too big and oddly
shaped.

It’s a canteen. The now slightly faded "Hanzi" witten in
bl ack marker still visible.



133.

MAJOR QUI NCY
Here. You'll need this.

Fahran just stares at it. He doesn’t ask who, what, where,
when or why, he just takes it, nods, and places it back in
hi s pouch.

The convoy junps to life. Soldiers clinb aboard their
vehi cl es, weapons are checked, nagazines are | oaded -
they' re about to take off on patrol. Quincy turns his back
and wal ks away.

Then, Fahran’s Hunvee is started. A scratchy radio voice
gives an order. Metal clinks. Just another day at the

of fice.

The convoy slowly nakes a runmbling exit out of the base.

Fahran keeps his eyes glued to Quincy until they round a
corner and he di sappears out of sight.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Just anot her bright, sumer day. Dry, hot.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Two ten year ol d Afghan boys, YOUNI S and JAHI D, saunter
through it ainlessly, kicking a soccer ball back and fourth.

YOUNI S
Wiy weren’t you at school today?

Jahi d shrugs.

YOUNI S

W got to use the conputer.
JAH D

So what ?
YOUNI S

Ashraf was typing on the keys, and
he spelled "shit" and then he
wasn’t allowed to use it anynore.

JAH D
VWhat an i diot.

YOUNI S
You shouldn’t let him push you
around. | see how he treats you al
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. YOUNI S
the tine. My father says a man that

can’t stand up for hinself is a
coward. You don’t want to be a
coward, do you?

JAHI D
|’mnot a coward. | could beat up
Ashraf no problem you watch

YOUNI S
Yeah, right. Renenber that punch he
gave you at ny father’s shop?

Younis stops in his tracks. He bends down and grabs the
bal |, now entranced by sonmething in the distance.

YOUNI S
Look. . .

Younis points to a building in the distance. Jahid | ooks at
the area in question. It’'s Koshan’s ol d conpound, now
abandoned and vul nerabl e.

JAHI D
VWhat is it?

EXT. TALI BAN COVPOUND
The two boys approach the clay entrance. Jahid stops.

JAHI D
We shoul d go. W shoul dn’t be here.

YOUNI S
There’s no one here. Don’t you want
to see what's inside?

Jahi d shakes his head, "no".

YOUNI S
Fine, be a coward. |’ m going
i nsi de.

Younis enters the clay conpound. Jahid scans around
nervously, then reluctantly foll ows Younis inside.

JAH D
Youni s. ..
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YOUNI S
" mjust seeing what’s in there.

| NT. TALI BAN BUI LDI NG - DAY

The remai ns of Koshan's ransack |ie everywhere. Opened
crates, scattered weapons, bed rolls, and various other
equi pnmrent are strewn all over the place.

Younis | ooks at it all, fascinated and wi de eyed. Jahid
steps over everything timdly.

Youni s picks up a stray Assault Rifle.

JAH D
Don’'t touch that!

YOUNI S
Stop being such a baby. I’'ve fired
my father’s rifle a hundred tines.

JAHI D
Il bet these are Taliban weapons.
W'll be in big trouble if someone

see’ s us.

Youni s scans around for a beat, lands on a small pile of
bullets. He renoves the magazine fromhis rifle, grabs a
handful, and tries unsuccessfully to shove themin.

YOUNI S
...Piece of junk..

Jahid can't bear to see himfunble around any |onger. He
junps in.
JAHI D
Here. Like this, see?

Jahid presses the bullets in, and they snap into place.

YOUNI S
|’ m not stupid. | know how to do
it. It’s an AK-47. A nman at ny
father’s shop had one.

Now with a full magazi ne, Younis grins and puffs his chest
out, mmcking an action novie star.

YOUNI S
Bang! Bang! Just |ike Ranbo.



136.

JAHI D
Can we go now, please?

They head for the exit. Jahid

JAHI D
What are you doi ng? Put down that
gun!

YOUNI S
Conme, I'’mjust testing it. |I’mnot

goi ng to shoot anyone.

I NT. AC-130 - DAY

W' re now a thousand feet in the air, watching the boys
energe fromthe cave through the heat sensored screen of an
AC- 130 gunshi p.

er them which, fromthis

The crosshairs land firmy ov
ttle white blips - one arned with an

di stance, are two litt
Assault Rifle.

If you didn’t know any better, you d think they were young
Tal i ban fighters, which is exactly what the crew of the
aircraft concludes over the radio.

There’s a soft hiss - a mssile being fired, and suddenly
the mssiles canera detaches fromthe aircraft, speeding
right towards the two boys.

What once covered a large stretch of |and, suddenly narrows
on the two kids, the crosshairs staying firmand tight over
t hem

It takes all of five seconds for the canera to finally get
only a few feet above their heads, until they’ re no |onger
two little blips, but human beings with detail ed features.
Before we see the bonb | and directly on the two boys, we...

FADE QUT.



