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FADE | N:
| NT. COWPETI TI ON HALL — DAY

SUPER: | NTER- H GH SCHOCL BOXI NG COVPETI TI ON, MAZAR CI TY,
AFGHANI STAN — DECEMBER 1979

A battered HALL—Dre school gymthan arena. A sagging
boxing ring. Students, soldiers, locals crowd the

bl eachers, shouting, placing bets.

IN THE RI NG —

REZAH (19), granite-faced brute.

HAROON (18), |ean, sharp-eyed, a predator’s grin teasing
his |ips.

DI NG ROUND ONE

Rezahi storns forward with punishing hooks. Haroon
dances, slipping each blow, silk sliding off steel.

CROVND
(m xed)
Finish him Rezahi! / Haroon’s playing
with him

DI NG End of round.
Rezahi snarls at his corner, shoving away hel p.

Across the ring, Haroon’s COACH (35) presses a towel to
his fighter’s brow.

CQOACH
He’'s strong, not smart. Stick to the plan.

Har oon nods, whispers a prayer, palns his face.
DI NG ROUND TWO.

Rezahi BULL- RUSHES—dirty HEADBUTT splits Haroon's |ip.
The REF shoves them apart.

REFEREE
Pl ay cl ean—er you’'re out!

Har oon wi pes bl ood, grins coldly.

HAROON
That all you got?



2.
He UNLEASHES—ab, jab, uppercut—+hen a CRUSHH NG RI GHT
HOOK

Rezahi drops. THUD. Count out.

ANNOUNCER
W nner —Har oon, for Bakhtar H gh School!

The CROND erupts. The REF raises Haroon’s hand. Hi s
Coach beans.

COACH
Perfect. Just like we drill ed.

A beat €oach’s smle falters.

COACH ( CONT' D)
Your father didn't cone?

Haroon’s grin dins.

HAROON
He thinks boxing s for thugs.

Coach studies him hesitates.

COACH
(1 owered voi ce)
G ound’ s about to shake, Haroon. Don’t
let it bury you here.

A di stant BOOM runbl es. Lights flicker. Haroon | ooks
up, uneasy.

EXT. MAZAR CI TY STREETS — N GHT

Har oon steps out of the hall, sweat cooling.

The cheers fade behind him He squints at a MLITARY
TRUCK roaring past—the headlights slice through the
ni ght .

A few cl assmates cheer his nane, but he waves them
of f4+ost in thought.

CUT TO
EXT. PONTOON BRI DGE - DAY
Fog. Frost. Snow. A FLOATI NG BRI DGE groans under the

wei ght of Sovi et TANKS, ARMORED CARRI ERS, and
TRUCKS—st anped wi th RED ARMY i nsigni a.
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SUPER: THREE DAYS LATER —THE SOVI ET | NVASI ON BEG NS —
FORCES CROSS THE AMUJ RI VER

M -24 H ND GUNSHI PS t hunder past, rotors shrieking,
shadows sweepi ng across the frozen terrain.

EXT. THE WH TE HOUSE — WASHI NGTON, D.C. — N GHT

A full roon bl eeds through the clouds. The iconic facade
stands in ghostly silence. The Anerican flag snaps in a
bitter Decenber w nd.

| NT. PRESI DENT" S BEDROOM — CONTI NUOUS

Moonl i ght slices through hal f-drawn curtains. C ock:
11: 50 PM

PRESI DENT JI MW CARTER, in robe and slippers, checks on
ROSALYNN, sl eeping peaceful ly.

RING The RED PHONE pul ses. Rosal ynn stirs.
Carter lifts the receiver.

FEMALE OPERATOR (V. Q)
M. President, Dr. Brzezinski on Secure
Li ne Bravo.

| NTERCUT — PRESI DENT' S BEDROOM / BRZEZI NSKI' S STUDY

Snoke curls froma dying cigarette. Maps of Central
Asi a bl anket Brzezinski’s desk.

BRZEZI NSKI
(urgent)
It’s happening, M. President. The Soviets
have crossed into Afghanistan.

Carter’s jaw clenches. A glance at his wfe-still asleep.
A know ng, grimsmle.
CARTER
(measur ed)

Maybe it’s tine we gave themtheir Vietnam

BRZEZI NSKI
"Il wake the Pentagon and Langl ey.

Carter turns to the window, the dark swallow ng his
refl ection.



CARTER
Make it happen.

CUT TO
EXT. SALANG H GHWAY — HI NDU KUSH MOUNTAI NS — DAY

SUPER: SALANG PASS — CONNECTI NG NORTHERN AND SOUTHERN
AFGHANI STAN —ONE DAY LATER

A Sovi et convoy snakes up the icy nountain road —tanks,
troop trucks, and arnored personnel carriers, engines
roaring through the snow draped peaks.

ON A RI DGE ABOVE—

MJUJAHI DEEN FI GHTERS—i nd- chapped and resol ute—rouch in
t he rocks, weapons ai ned.

A BEARDED MJUJAHI D (30s) shoulders an RPG breath msting
in the cold.

MJUJAHI D
(pulling trigger)
Al | ahu Akbar!
THAWUMP—BOOM

A T-62 ERUPTS in flanmes. Shrapnel showers the road.
Chaos.

The ridge IGNITES wwth gunfire —AK-47s bark, and anot her
RPG LAUNCHES—

KRA- KOOM
A troop carrier EXPLODES.
ON THE ROAD—

Sovi et soldiers scatter for cover. A T-64 turret
sw vel s—F| RES—

Ak- BOOM
The ridge SHREDS under inpact. ROCK and DI RT RAI N down.
MJJAHI D
(in Dari, subtitled)
Fal | back

The fighters DI SAPPEAR into the crags—



BOOM A final SHELL SCREAMS PAST—

SMASH CUT TO
EXT. MARMOL VALLEY - DUSK
A bl ood- orange sun bl eeds over the jagged cliffs.

Tiny lanterns glow | i ke enbers in cave dwel lings. Bearded
MJUJAHI DEEN gl i de |i ke phantons through the m st.

SUPER: MARMOL VALLEY, BALKH PROVI NCE — TWO MONTHS LATER
A narrow trail leads to a cave.

ABDUL WAHAB (24), rifle slung, stands guard.

HAJI AMAN (35) approaches, |eading a VEILED FI GURE

ABDUL WAHAB
Way is he hiding his face?

HAJI  AMVAN
(1ow

City fighter. Orders straight fromAam r
Sahi b Zabi ul | ah.

Wahab shrugs, steps aside.
| NT. CAVE — NI GHT
A single lantern throws jagged shadows.

COVWANDER ZABI ULLAH (40s) waits, flanked by DEPUTY KHALI L
KHAN (30s), adjusting his turban.

Foot st eps. Wahab enters.
ABDUL WAHAB
(urgent)

Salaam Amr Sahib. Haji Aman brings a
shadow.

ZABI ULLAH
Bring him Haji Aman waits outside.

A beat. Wahab exits.

The SHROUDED FI GURE steps into the flickering |ight—drops
his scarf.

It’s HAROON. Hi s eyes burn with focused fury.



HAROON
As- Sal aamu Al ai kum

ZAB| ULLAH & KHALI L
Wa Al ai kum As- Sal am

G i ppi ng handshakes. No smal | talk.

ZABI ULLAH
The city?

HAROON
Two KhAD agents dead.

(leaning in, |ow
Tomorrow—Chitgari Street. A puppet
government patrol... W hit them hard.
Leave not hi ng breat hi ng.

Zabi ull ah studies him then-

ZABI ULLAH
After tonmorrow—you vani sh. No nore guns.

Har oon doesn't flinch. Khalil stiffens.
ZAB|I ULLAH ( CONT' D)

Join the Party youth. Wn their trust.
Earn their scholarship to Mdscow.

(beat)
When they pull you into security...
(leans in)

— oot out our cancer.
A heavy sil ence.

HAROON
Under st ood.

ZABI ULLAH
(soft, final)
Go. Be a ghost.

Har oon stands. The scarf rises again, shrouding his
face—enly his burning eyes visible.

HAROON
Goodbye, brot hers.

He nelts into the night.
EXT. MAZAR OUTSKI RTS — PREDAWN

Frosted fields. Haroon crouches with a band of
MJUJAHI DEEN, planting a m ne beneath a bridge.



Hi s novenents precise, nethodical
A Sovi et BTR approaches, headlights cutting fog.
Haroon holds two wires. Hi s veins strain.
BOOM The bridge ERUPTS in fire. Soldiers scatter.
Shrapnel rains. Haroon doesn’'t watch—he' s al ready
vani shing i nto shadow.
DI SSOCLVE TO
| NT. BOXI NG CLUB — DAY

A gritty gym Bare bul bs. Haroon, sweat-soaked, hammers
t he heavy bag.

CRACK!I A vicious right hook. The bag shudders.
TAP. A weak left jab. Usel ess.
He resets, frustrated. Again
Ri ght —FHUD!
Left —SLAP. Pitiful
The TRAINER (40s, grizzled) steps in, stopping the bag.
TRAI NER
ﬁéP?hner inthe right. Afeather in the

Har oon gl ares, breathi ng hard.

TRAI NER ( CONT' D)

Kill the weakness. Wrk the left until
it’s not a weakness. O it will get you
kill ed.

Har oon nods, jaw tight. He turns back to the bag.
TAP. TAP. THUWP.

Left. Left. Left. Again. Again. The punches are forced,
straining, but they re getting sharper.

TRAI NER ( CONT' D)
(rmuttering)
You're fighting nore than the bag.

Haroon drives forward, ignoring him his left arm dead
and trenbling at his side.



| NT. HAROON S HOME — NI GHT

A nodest Afghan house. A single bulb glows in the main
room Haroon’s FATHER (50s), stern, carved from
tradition, sits at a low table wth books open. H's
MOTHER (| ate 40s), gentle, sets rice on a cloth nearby.

Haroon steps inside. H's father’s eyes lift, icy.

FATHER
You're | ate.

HAROON
| was at the gym

FATHER
That brute’s pastinme? For thugs. Not for
ny son.
(beat)
| have arranged for you. Studies in Saudi
Arabi a. Theol ogy. A proper path.

Har oon stiffens.

HAROON
| won a schol arship. To Moscow.

The word hangs. H's nother freezes. H's father’s eyes
harden to stone.

FATHER
Moscow? You would go to the belly of the
beast? Their atheismis a poison. The
Muj ahi deen wi Il brand you a traitor.

HAROON
(quiet, resolute)
| don’t have a choice. There are things |
can’t expl ain.

The silence is sharp enough to cut. Hs father points a
trembling finger at the door.

FATHER
Then you are no | onger ny son. Get out.

Har oon swal |l ows, hurt flashing across his face, but he
doesn’t flinch. Hs little sister ZAHRA (12) peeks from
t he hal Il way, pulling younger brother KAVRAN (6) behind
her.

Haroon’ s Mt her noves first. She enbraces him hol ding
himtight, tears brimmng in her eyes.



MOTHER
At |east sit. Eat before you go.

HAROON
| cannot. The food of this house is no
| onger m ne.

MOTHER
(whi speri ng)
Then may Al |l ah protect you.

He ki sses her forehead, holds her hand for a final
moment. Then he kneels, gathering his sister and brother
cl ose. He kisses their cheeks.

HAROON
(in Dari, subtitled)
Take care of Mdther. Help her. Be strong.

He shoul ders a small bag. One last glance at his father—a
statue of disapproval +then he turns and steps out into
the night. H's nother watches himgo, a hand over her
mout h, silently weeping.

| NT. MEETI NG ROOM — DAY

Stern portraits of BABRAK KARMAL and BREZHNEV | oom above
Af ghan and Sovi et fl ags.

A handful of YOUNG RECRU TS sit stiffly. Anong them —
HAROON, eyes st eady.

USTOMR (40s), a Party official, paces with rehearsed
authority.

USTOWAR
Conr ades. .. today you begin your service.
The enem es of socialismcraw in the
shadows.
(pauses, scans the
room

You wi || be sharpened into weapons.
Di scipline. Loyalty. (bedi ence.

Har oon rai ses his hand. H's voice —cal m unwaveri ng.
HAROON
| pledge ny loyalty. To the revol ution.
To the peopl e.
Ust owar studi es him —then nods.

USTOMAR
Good. Mpscow wi Il teach you the rest.
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EXT. RED SQUARE — MOSCOW — DAY
SUPER: THREE DAYS LATER — MOSCOW

Sol diers march across Red Square. Snow drifts past St.
Basi|l's dones.

EXT. COwBI NED ARVS ACADEMY — MOSCOW — DAY

A fortress-like building. Haroon, in cadet uniform
jogs with recruits fromacross the world. H's breath
steanms in the cold, eyes burning with resol ve.
MONTAGE — HAROON S TRAI NI NG

— I NT. CLASSROOM — DAY

Chal k squeaks across the blackboard: YA IDU. .. TY
| DYCSH. . .

I nstructor snaps: “Haroon!” Haroon fires back, flaw ess
accent :

HAROON
My idyom.. VW idyote... Oni idut.

A beat. Instructor nods, reluctant respect.
—I NT. GYM — DAY

Sweat and steel.

Deadl i ft —150kg.

Speed bag —blur of fists.

Roundhouse ki ck — CHAI N SNAPS.

— I NT. ARMORY — DAY

Bl i ndf ol d.

CLI CK—CLACK-CLANK.

An AK-47 assenbled in 9.8 seconds.

Cadet s exchange gl ances: respect... suspicion.
—EXT. RAINY TRAI NI NG FI ELD — DAY

Mud. Barbed wire. Rain | ashes down.

A boot kicks Haroon's rifle away.
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Rl GHT HAND: DRAWS MAKAROV —
BANG Dummy’s chest erupts.
SW TCH LEFT HAND:
BANG M ss. Silence.

DI M TRY VAVI LOV (30s), towering, broad-shoul dered,
sm rks.

DI M TRY
Spetsnaz? Wth that linp left?
(shakes head)
Weakness doesn’t just kill you... it kills
conr ades.

Haroon’s jaw cl enches, left hand trenbling on the pistol.
Rain trickles off his |ashes —fury burning beneat h.

END MONTAGE
| NT. CLASSROOM — DAY

Cadets sit upright as a RUSSI AN OFFI CER stands before
t hem

SUPER: SI X MONTHS LATER

OFFI CER
Today, conrades, we speak of the steel
fist of socialism—our battle tanks.
Soon, you will drive them fire them
command t hem

The TV flickers: TWD MASSI VE TANKS crawl over nud and
rock.

OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
| dentify.

Har oon rai ses hi s hand.

HAROON
T-62s and T-64s on the right. T-72s on
the left.

The officer narrows his eyes.

OFFI CER
How do you know, Nunber Five?

HAROON
Because they’ ve rolled through ny country.
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A ripple of chuckles. The officer’s expression remains
unr eadabl e.

OFFI CER
At your government’s request, conrade.

CUT TO
I NT. 1 NDOOR SHOOTI NG RANGE — DAY

Dim Echoi ng. Human-shaped targets painted with body
arnor line the far wall.

BEEP! The targets rise.

BOOM BOOM BOOM

Cadets fire in tight formation

THE | NDI AN CADET:

Headshot. Center Mass. Center Mass.

THE CUBAN CADET:

Center Mass. Center Mass. Center Mass.

HAROON FI RES:

Center Mass. Center Mass. Headshot.

Behind him Dimtry Vavilov watches, arns fol ded.

DI M TRY
Left hand.

Har oon hesitates, switches grip —awkward.
BEEP. BANG M ss.
Adjust. BANG dCip. BANGE Scrape.

DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
Agai n.

Har oon shoots —anot her mn ss.

DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
(sneering)
Six months. Still useless. Go wash di shes.

FLASHBACK: 18-year-old Haroon in Mazar gym hamering
t he bag.
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Ri ght hand — THUD!
Left hand —sl ap.
Coach steadies the bag.

CCOACH
Your left’s a whisper.

Haroon grits his teeth, tries again. A harder WHACK!

BACK TO RANGE —Haroon fires |l eft-handed. M ss, scrape,
mss. Dmtry sneers.

DI M TRY
Af ghan fool. QUT.

Har oon | owers his weapon. WAl ks off. Cadet stares foll ow
EXT. TANK TRAI NI NG ARENA — DAY

Dust rises. T-62s idle.

| nsi de one —Haroon at the controls.

Eyes lock on a distant red fl ag.

HAROON
Fire.

BOOM The shell vaporizes the flag.

RUSSI AN | NSTRUCTOR
Good shot, Nunmber Five.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. CLASSROOM — DAY

Frosted wi ndows. Breath clouds the air. A RUSSI AN OFFI CER
addresses a hard-bitten group of cadets.

SUPER: NI NE MONTHS LATER
RUSSI AN OFFI CER
Tonmorrow —final eval uations.
Certificates. dory... or disgrace.
| NT. | NDOOR SHOOTI NG RANGE — DAY
Targets sway on notorized tracks. @unfire echoes.

DI M TRY
Nunber Ei ght. Step up.



A Cuban cadet advances.
Draws his Makarov with easy grace.

POP! POP! POP! —Dead-center hits.

Switches grip —POP! POP! —Sane deadly precision.

DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
(satisfied)
Awesome. (Co.

The Cuban cadet hol sters and exits.
DI M TRY ( CONT' D)

(col d)
Nunmber Fi ve.

14.

Haroon steps forward. Calm Steady. Raises his weapon.

CRACK!I CRACK! CRACK! —Three clean hits.
SW TCHES LEFT- HANDED —
CRACKI M ss. CRACK!I M ss.
DI M TRY
(bar ki ng)
Agai n!
Haroon fires —m ss agai n.
DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
(shouti ng)
USELESS! Go scrub toilets!
(beat)
You di sgrace this acadeny!
Har oon | owers the pistol.
Turns. Wal ks off —silent rage. DOOR SLAMS.
| NT. GRAND HALL — DAY
Mar bl e. Chandeliers. Cadets in formation

RUSSI AN OFFI CER
Nunber Ei ght —Cuba. First place.

Appl ause.

RUSSI AN OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
Nunber Five —Afghani stan. Second.
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The appl ause dies instantly. A heavy, silent pause.

Har oon steps up. Salutes. His face is stone —but his
knuckl es whiten at his side.

CUT TO
EXT. KABUL CI TY — MORNI NG

Tree-lined boul evards. Czech-nade el ectric buses glide
past battered cars and buzzi ng notorbi kes. Sovi et

bill boards | oom —workers raising rifles, slogans in
red paint.

| NT. PLANE — DAY
Har oon peers out at the city.

HAROON
(whi spers)
Kabul ... Let’s see what’s left of you.

EXT. KHAD SECURI TY HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Concrete. Barbed wire. Brutal, austere.

SUPER: KHAD SECURI TY HEADQUARTERS, KABUL — 1988
| NT. KHAD OFFI CE — DAY

A clock ticks. Atypewiter clatters. NASRI N, 24,
efficient, types at her desk.

Haroon flips through a dossier.
The door sw ngs open.

GRAN TANDER (50s), Head of Directorate No. 10 — KHAD,
enters in a sharply pressed uni form Broad-shoul dered,
col d- eyed.

TANDER
Mor ni ng, conr ades.

Nasrin and Haroon snap to their feet.

HAROON
Mor ni ng, sir.

TANDER
Come. Let’'s stretch our | egs —and our
m nds.
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| NT. CORRI DOR — MOVENTS LATER
Soviet portraits glare down as they pass.
| NT. TANDER S OFFI CE — CONTI NUOUS
A huge SCALE MODEL OF KABUL dom nates a table.
Tander taps a cluster of hills:

TANDER

Paghman. Rebels wear these slopes like a

second skin, |obbing BM12s into Kabul.
The President wants it stopped.

HAROON
Arny response?
TANDER
They' Il soften the ground. You plant new

seeds.
He slides a dossier across. Haroon opens it —PHOTOS
Mud huts. Terraced gardens. Rugged hills.

TANDER ( CONT' D)
M-8 insertion. Gunship overwatch.

HAROON
Rul es of engagenent ?

Tander taps a word in the file: "UNRESTRI CTED. "

TANDER
None.

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. KABUL QUTSKI RTS — PAGHVAN HI LLS — DAY

ARTI LLERY FI RE hanmers the distant nountains, churning
SMOKE and DUST.

EXT. SKY - DAY

An M -8 TRANSPORT, flanked by M -24 GUNSHI PS, sweeps
in.

I NT. M-8 HELI COPTER — DAY
Har oon GRI PS a handhol d. The cabi n VI BRATES.



HAROON
(i nto headset)
Thirty seconds!
EXT. VILLAGE — DAY

The M-8 KICKS UP DIRT as it |lands. BOOTS H T EARTH
TROOPS DEPLOY.

EXT. MJUD HOUSE - DAY

Har oon | eads t he BREACH TEAM A KI CKED- I N DOOR.

| NT. MAI N ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

Rl FLE BARRELS cut through the DUST- CHOKED air.
WOVEN FREEZE. A teenage G RL (late teens) WH MPERS
Har oon scans —too quiet.

HAROON
Where are your nen?

An OLD WOMAN, her face lined like the hills, answers
col dly:

OLD WOVAN
Go dig where your shells fell. You'll
find what’ s left of them
Har oon signals: MOVE QOUT.
EXT. VERANDA — MOMENTS LATER
A SCOLDI ER PO NTS:

SOLDI ER
Backyard. ..

| NT. ROOFLESS ROOM — CONTI NUQUS

Har oon’ s boot SCRAPES across fresh cenment. Hi s eyes
snap to the house.

I NT. MAI'N ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

HAROON
(shouti ng)
VWhere are the m ssiles?

OLD WOVAN
(defiant)
| don’t know what you’'re tal king about.

17.
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HAROON
" mtal ki ng about the BM 12 rockets your
people fire blindly into Kabul!

OLD WOVAN

(gritting)
Don't drag clean citizens into your dirty
war .

Haroon GRABS the girl’s wist. She GASPS.

HAROON
Then I’'I1 take her to Kabul. She'll tell
us there.
OLD WOVAN
(br eaki ng)

Leave ny daughter alone! Check the barn —
under the straw

HAROON
(releasing the girl)
Nowhere | eft to hide.

| NT. BARN — DAY
STRAW FLI ES. ROCKET TUBES exposed.

SOLDI ER
How d you know?

HAROON
Only a fool seals a roofless ruin with
fresh cenent.

SOLDI ER
Orders?

HAROON
Take the weapons. Leave themtheir war.

| NT. OFFI CE — DAY

Haroon sits across fromhis boss, M. Tander, review ng
afile.

TANDER
Excel Il ent work, Conrade Haroon. The
President is pleased. You' re being
pronoted—+to the Special Departnent for
Protecting Top Oficials.

HAROON
Thank you, sir. Wen do | start?
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Tander flips a page, glancing up with a neasured gaze.

TANDER
Day after tonorrow. Conrade Najib neets
Dostum at Bagram You' |l oversee security.

(beat, smrking)
Don't blink. Men like himsnell weakness.

Har oon nods, determ nation clear in his eyes.
CUT TO
| NT. RAHIM S GROCERY - DAY

AdimMy lit relic of Ad Kabul. Shelves cramed wth
spi ces, sacks of rice, and tins of tea.

Haroon sits in a wooden chair. Across fromhim UNCLE
RAHI M an el derly shopkeeper, scribbles in a notebook

HAROON
Uncle Rahim tally up ny purchases.

UNCLE RAHI M
O course, ny boy. Your total should be
recorded here.

Uncl e Rahi m hands over the notebook and pen. Haroon

flips to page 5, locates his entry, and wites "190" in
nunerals. He discreetly adds a nessage in Dari, subtitled
in English:

"I LYAS, a nenber of the Bazarak Strike Goup, is a KHAD
operative. Sarwar Bahi, another spy, wll infiltrate
Ustad Ata's group in Shoulgar district, posing as a

def ected governnent soldier.™

HAROON
(presenting the
not ebook)
Here you are. It conmes to 190. Pl ease
verify.
UNCLE RAH M

(adjusting his gl asses)
Ah, perfect. Thank you.

Har oon hands hi m Af. 200.
HAROON

(exiting the shop)
Keep the change. See you soon.
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UNCLE RAHI M
Take care ny boy. Stay safe.

EXT. BAGRAM Al R BASE - DAY
SUPER: BAGRAM Al R BASE, NORTH OF KABUL

ANTONOV CARGO PLANES dom nate the tarmac. SCORCHED SU-
25s idle. MGs tear the sky.

ARMED SENTRI ES patrol. Fingers on triggers. Eyes
scanni ng.

Har oon and PRESI DENTI AL GUARD commandos stand rigid,
facing twenty of GENERAL DOSTUM s mlitianmen. Dostum
(30s, East Asian features) stands apart—+npeccabl e,
absol ut e.

A M-24 HND GUNSHI P sweeps low. A M-8 transport | ands.
FOUR BLACK- CLAD ELI TES depl oy, securing a perineter.

PRESI DENT NAJI B (50s, stout) energes. He strides toward
Dost um

PRES|I DENT NAJI B
CGeneral . Still alive.

GENERAL DOSTUM
A privilege M. President.

A tense beat. Wnd whi ps across the tarnac.

PRESI DENT NAJI B
You win battles. But your nmen |oot. They
rape. Are you losing control?

GENERAL DOSTUM

(smles coldly)
Let me denonstrate obedi ence.

He turns.

CENERAL DOSTUM ( CONT' D)
Laal !

A YOUNG SOLDI ER (21) snaps forward.

GENERAL DOSTUM ( CONT' D)
Shoot yourself in the |eg.

Wthout hesitation, the soldier JAMS his rifle barrel
into his thigh and—
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BANG Bl ood sprays. He grits, staggering. Two nen catch
hi m
GENERAL DOSTUM ( CONT' D)
(dead cal m

Is this not obedience, M. President? |s
this not control ?

Najib is visibly unsettled.

PRESI DENT NAJI B
Control ? O madness?

Dostumis smle is ice.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. RAHHM S GROCERY — EVEN NG

A flickering bulb. The last custoner slips into the
ni ght. Haroon steps up, hands in pockets, eyes scanning.

HARCON
(1 ow

Basmati, Uncl e.

Uncl e Rahi mw th wat chful eyes—ods, disappears into
t he back. Returns wth a sack of rice.

UNCLE RAHI M
(sliding it over)
Eat first. Pay later.
A knowi ng gl ance. Haroon hefts the sack.

HAROON
Stay breat hi ng.

| NT. HAROON S BEDROOM — DAWN

Har oon buttons his dark blue suit. Adjusts the red tie—a
noose of allegiance. He yanks the curtain.

SNOW FALLS. Silent. Relentless. Like the war outside.
I NT. KI TCHEN — MOMENTS LATER

Haroon slits the rice sack with a knife.

REVEAL: C4. PENCI L DETONATOR.

He tucks the detonator into his shoul der hol ster—ext

to his Makarov. The ¢4 slides into his boot. A perfect
fit.
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| NT. OFFI CE — DAY

TANDER—snug, suited. Leans back in his chair.
Har oon places a formon Tander's desk.

HAROON
Sister’s weddi ng. Mazar. Three days.

TANDER
(rmock concern)
No vodka for you, eh?

HE SI GNS.
HAROON
(grins)
Next ti ne.
EXT. OFFI CE PARKI NG LOT — SUNSET
ol den light fades as Tander heads for his BLACK VOLGA
HAROON
(catchi ng up)
Shar - e- Now? Need a gift.
TANDER
(shrugs)
Hop in.
I NT. VOLGA — MOVI NG — CONTI NUOUS

The young driver grips the wheel like it’s his lifeline.
Haroon, in the passenger seat, |oosens his boot.

HAROON
(rmuttering)
Damm boots...blisters.
Har oon’ s hands nove w th surgical precision:
He nol ds the C4 between his thighs. Crushes the copper
detonator. Slides the bonb under the seat-seani ess,
i nvi si bl e.
The car huns al ong. Not a sound gives them away.
EXT. DOMNTOWN KABUL — MOMENTS LATER
The Vol ga sl ows.

HAROON
Here’ s good.
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He steps out. DOOR CLI CKS SHUT.
TANDER
(sm rking)
Don’t dance too nuch.

EXT. SI DEWALK — CONTI NUOUS

Har oon wal ks briskly, hands in his pockets.
BEH ND HI M -

Tander's bl ack Vol ga turns the corner—

BOOM A fireball ERUPTS, swallow ng the car whol e.

Shockwave RATTLES storefronts. d ass RAINS down. Haroon
DOESN T FLI NCH. Just adjusts his collar and—

SVASH CUT TGO
EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS

A yellow taxi idles. Engine running. Haroon slides into
backseat .

HAROON
A d Macr o- Rayyan.

TAXI DRI VER

(eyei ng the snoke)
That was cl ose.

HAROON
(staring ahead)
Breathing's overrated in Kabul.
The taxi MERGES into chaotic traffic.
EXT. MACRO RAYYAN - DUSK
The taxi stops. Haroon tosses a bill.

HAROON
Buy your Kkids sonething sweet.

| NT. RAHIM S GROCERY — NI GHT
Uncl e Rahi mdoesn’'t smle. Just nods to the door.

UNCLE RAH M
Taxi’s yours. Charikar. Then Panjshir.
(beat)
Your famly' s across the border.
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Har oon exhal es—+irst tinme all day.

UNCLE RAHI M ( CONT' D)
(tossing hima backpack)
Saf e journey, brother.

HAROON
(nods)
Al | ah bl ess you.

EXT. STREET - CONTI NUOUS

Har oon wal ks to the waiting yellow taxi. He opens the
back door and slips in.

HAROON
(settling in)
Sal aam brot her. Let’s go.

DRI VER
Wal ai kum As Sal aam Buckl e up.

The car pulls away, nmerging into the bustling streets
of Kabul .

CUT TO
EXT. SNOW CAPPED MOUNTAI NS — DAY
SUPER: PANJSHI R VALLEY —NORTH OF KABUL

Snow dusts jagged peaks. A river snakes through a cradle
of rock and silence. The vast valley stretches endl essly.

EXT. H LLTOP RI DCGE - SAME TI ME

Bright sun. Blue sky. Haroon stands with a group of
Muj ahi deen fighters, wapped in winter |ayers. H s black
boots crunch in the frost as he watches a YOUNG FlI GHTER
kneel behind an RPG

Downr ange—300 neters—a rusting Soviet tank hul ks like a
dead beast. The young man FI RES.

WHOOSH—t he rocket veers. M sses. The expl osion kicks
up a cloud of snow and st one.

The GROUP COMVANDER, 45, battle-worn with a dense beard
and a faded “First Blood” jacket, steps forward. Calm
but di sappoi nt ed.

GROUP COVIVANDER
Brother Ham d... two weeks, and you still
m ss.
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He takes the | auncher, reloads it, then offers it to
Har oon.

GROUP COVMANDER ( CONT' D)
Let’s see what Moscow taught you

Har oon steps forward. Kneels. No words. Just breathing.
W nd. Range. Angle. He FIRES.

BOOM A fireball engulfs the tank. The Commander wat ches
hi m+npressed. Sil ence.

Then —t he Mij ahi deen ERUPT in wld cheers.
GROUP COVIVANDER ( CONT' D)

(grinning)
Aam r Sahib Masoud will |ike you.
HAROON

I’1l ask himto send me to Pakistan. MWy
famly crossed the border. They’ ve got no
one.
A beat. The Commander nods. He gets it.
FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N:
EXT. PESHAWAR, PAKI STAN - DAY
AERI AL - The city pul ses bel ow. Narrow streets choked
with rickshaws. Markets swarm ng with vendors and
custoners. ..
SUPER. PESHAWAR, PAKI STAN - THREE MONTHS LATER
EXT. SMALL BACKYARD — NI GHT
A jaundi ced fortnight noon fights through snog.
Haroon, shirtless, ribs taut under scars, WHALES into a
punchi ng bag—a frayed burlap sack strung froma gnarl ed
tree branch. Each H' T echoes like gunfire.

FLASH CUT —A YOUNGER HAROON at a Mbscow shooting range.
H s LEFT HAND trenbl es. Bullets STRAY w de.

DIM TRY (V. Q)
Weak hands get conrades kill ed.

BACK TO PRESENT —Haroon BLINKS. The bag s stitches
nmor ph i nto BULLET HOLES. Gone.
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KAMRAN (Q. S.)
(calling from doorway)
D nner’s ready!

Haroon freezes md-strike. Sweat drips off his nose.
The bag sw ngs—+evealing a fist-shaped dent.

HAROON
(grunts, towel snapping
over shoul der)
Com ng.

He DROPS to the ground—ene-arned push-ups on cracked
concrete. Veins bulge as he snarls through each rep.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
(guttural)
No weakness.
SPI NS UP—
LEFT HOOK. RI GHT CROSS. Kl DNEY SHOT.
THE BAG ROCKETS BACK—

SNAP! The branch splinters. The bag TUMBLES like a felled
body.

I NT. LIVING ROOM — NI GHT

A single bulb flickers. SHADOAMS TWTCH | i ke specters. A
groaning ceiling fan turns overhead. The famly eats in
silence around a shared platter of QABELI PALAU.

Fat her —white-haired, holl oweyed —hacks into a tissue.
H s gaze drifts to a satellite dish rattling in the w ndow.

Mot her —chaadar slipping fromher gray-streaked hair —
pi cks at her rice, detached. Zahra, |ate teens, gl ances
anxi ously between Haroon and Fat her.

Kanran, now 10, shovels rice, |left el bow on the table.
Har oon watches his father's trenbling hands.

HAROON
(quiet but firm

W' re seeing a doctor soon —Insha-All ah.
MOTHER

Good. Hi s cough’s worse.

FATHER
(hoarse, dism ssive)
Dust... pollution. Nothing nore.
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Haroon grips his father's shoul der —steady, unflinching.

HAROON
Not this time.

I NT. CLINIC - EXAM NATI ON ROOM - DAY

FLI CKERI NG FLUORESCENT LI GHTS. A CHEST X- RAY gl ows under
the Iightbox—a bl ack mass creeping |ike snoke.

DOCTOR
(late 50s)
Lung damage. Likely cancer

Haroon’s jaw tightens.

DOCTOR ( CONT' D)
Medi cation first. Then..
(taps the X-ray)
Surgery.

Haroon stares at the prescription paper. Crinkled in
his grip.

DOCTOR ( CONT' D)
Time isn't on our side.

HAROON
(softly)
It never is.

SVASH CUT TGO
| NT. CLASSROOM — DAY

SUPER: JOURNALI SM CLASS — AFGHAN SCHOLARSHI P PROGRAM
UNI VERSI TY OF NEBRASKA, PESHAWAR, PAKI STAN

Har oon sits anong a group of Afghan students, ages 19
to 35, in wooden chairs with attached witing desks. A
pristine WH TEBOARD gl eans under harsh fl uorescent
[ights.

MR, GORDON (40s), sleeves rolled to the el bows of his
crisp Oxford shirt, paces as he wites with a blue dry-
erase marker.

ON THE WH TEBQARD:
“TI MELI NESS, PROM NENCE, ODDI TY.”
GORDON

News matters nore when it’'s tinely
( MORE)
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GORDON ( CONT' D)
Prom nence? Politicians, celebrities —
they drive headlines...
A student raises his hand.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Yes, M. Omar?

OVAR
When do we get our TCOEFL results?
GORDON
(smling)
Soon. Mbst of you passed. You'll be heading
to the U S
Har oon rai ses his hand.
HAROON
Sir, you didn't explain "oddity."
GORDON

(smling)
Qddity is the unexpected. The stranger
the event, the bigger the story.
(beat, grinning)
| f Kabul gets snow —normal. |If Peshawar
gets 20 centinmeters? Front-page news.
(leans in)
Now i magi ne —Nancy Reagan di vorces
Ronal d... and runs off wth Hekmatyar.

The class bursts into |aughter.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Al right, dismssed. See you tonorrow.

Students gather their things. At the door—

OVAR
(boom ngQ)
Boxi ng match at Shahi Bagh in two hours!
Af ghan vs. Pakistani! Wo's com ng?

HAROON
(st andi ng)
I’min. Boxing s ny sport.

JAW D
(fromthe back)
Count ne in too!
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EXT. SHAH BAGH — LATE AFTERNOON

The boxi ng arena ROARS —a seet hing mass of Afghan
ref ugees and Paki stani |ocals.

CHANTI NG SHOUTI NG BETTI NG Feet STOWP the ground in
fevered anticipation.

IN THE MAKESHI FT RI NG

The YOUNG AFGHAN BOXER squares of f agai nst THE BUTCHER
OF PESHAWAR —a hul ki ng brute, smrking confidently.

Near the ring, the ANNOUNCER —a wiry man with a battered
| oudspeaker —circles, barking into the mc.

ANNOUNCER
(over | oudspeaker)
This isn’t just a fight —it’s honor!
It’s WAR!

The BELL DI NGS.
The Afghan boxer |ands a quick jab —the crowd GASPS.
THE BUTCHER LAUGHS —STEPS I N —

CRUSHES t he boy with a sl edgehanmer hook. The Afghan
drops like a sack of neat.

REFEREE (O S.)
Five... six... seven..

The Afghan stirs —groggy —pushes hinsel f up.

REFEREE (O.S.) (CONT' D)
Ei ght. ..

He stands. Wbbbly, but upright.
DI NG END OF ROUND ONE

The boxers stagger to their corners. Trainers rush in.
Water bottles. Spit buckets. |ce packs.

ROUND TWD.
The bell cl angs.
The Afghan kid charges —throws a flurry of desperate

j abs. The Butcher absorbs them grinning —then answers
with a savage body shot.
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The kid wi nces —staggers back, |egs rubbery. The Butcher
cl oses in, sneering:

BUTCHER
(whi speri ng)
You' re next, refugee.
A brutal uppercut —the boy coll apses, tw tching.

THE REFEREE SWOOPS | N

REFEREE
(counting fast)
One, two, three... Knockout!

Paki stani fans ROAR. Men stonp and clap wildly. Victory
banners unfurl.

MALE VO CE (V.Q.)
(in Udu, subtitled)
Long |ive Paki st an!

The Butcher throws open his arns to the crowd.

BUTCHER
(crow ng)
Any Afghan got the guts to face nme?

Fromthe sidelines, Haroon rises beside a terrified
Onar .

OVAR
(whi speri ng)
You crazy? He' Il kill you!

HAROON
(smling, calm
Sonmeone has to stand up.

The Announcer sneers into his | oudspeaker:

ANNCUNCER
Anot her refugee chal |l enger? \Wat nerve!

Haroon strides forward —weavi ng past sl appi ng hands
and cheering Afghan supporters.

Paki st ani fans JEER and hurl taunts.
CROND (V. 0O)

(chanti ng)
The Butcher will break him
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At the ringside, Haroon borrows the downed boxer's
gloves. Strips off his shirt and the underwear beneath,
| eaving only his jeans.

The coach hurriedly |aces up his gloves. Haroon clinbs
into the ring. The Referee checks his nouthguard and

st ance.

CENTER RI NG — STAREDOW.

HAROON VS. THE BUTCHER

ROUND ONE

Har oon absorbs vicious body shots —ribs bruising, body
battered —but stays upright. Eyes cold, studying every
nove.

ROUND TWO

The Butcher attacks.

THE BUTCHER
You'll crawl back to Kabul in a bag!

A straight punch to Haroon's chest. He STAGGERS,
COLLAPSES. The crowd ROARS.

On the mat, Haroon fl ashes back:
FLASHBACK — MAZAR- E- SHARI F — OLD SCHOOL GYM
A younger Haroon, battered. Hi s COACH | eans in.

CQOACH
When the wolf bites... bite deeper.

BACK TO RI NG

Har oon pushes hinself up. D gs deep. UNLEASHES a vi ci ous
LEFT HOOK that splits The Butcher's eyebrow

A gush of blood instantly fl oods The Butcher's eye. He
stunbl es back, blinded, disoriented —his focus

shatt ered.

Silence —then a ROAR fromthe Afghans.

Har oon EXPLODES: JAB. CROSS. UPPERCUT. The Butcher
STAGGERS — st unned.
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THE AFGHAN CROAD ERUPTS:

CROVND
Al | ah- u- Akbar!
ROUND THREE
Har oon dances —light on his feet. The Butcher charges,
wi | d.

HAROON COUNTERS: LEFT HOOK —ribs. RI GHT HOOK —t enpl e.
The Butcher’s knees BUCKLE. He COLLAPSES.

REFEREE
Ei ght! Nine! Ten! K Q!

The referee lifts Haroon’s battered hand hi gh.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Knockout !

The def eated Afghan coach enbraces Haroon

COACH
(in Dari, subtitled)
You protected our honor. Cone train with
me. We'll split the fees.

The Announcer circles, shouting:

ANNOUNCER
Prize money wll be shared —fifty thousand
rupees each!

CUT TO
I NT. LIVING ROOM — NI GHT

A flickering lantern casts long, trenbling shadows.
Mot her sits on a clean but threadbare sofa, nending
Kanran’s shirt. Kanran reads quietly, the book al nost
lost in his |ap.

The door CREAKS. Haroon steps in —bl oody, bruised, and
alive. Hs chest still heaving.

HAROON
(in Dari, subtitled)
Sal am Mot her Jaan. No electricity?

KAVRAN
(1 ooki ng up)
Power cuts are worse in sunmer.
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Haroon pulls a crunpled wad of prize noney fromhis
pocket .

He sets it on the worn table —a silent offering.

HAROON
(in Dari, subtitled)
For Father's treatnent. Keep it safe.

Mot her's eyes glisten. She stands, approaches him

MOTHER
(softly)
You fought. ..

HAROON
(hoarse, al nmost smling)
| won.

Mot her di sappears into the back room Returns clutching
a small wooden jewelry box. Opens it: her last gold
pi eces —dul |l but precious.

MOTHER
(offering the box)
Sell these instead. No nore fights.

Haroon's fists clench. The rough bandages crackl e.

HAROON
(voice | ow)
Wen | reach Anmerica... I'll stop boxing.
(beat)
Until then —I fight for you.

Mot her presses her hand against his battered cheek. A
single tear slips free.

FADE TO BLACK:
EXT. AFGHAN REFUGEES BOXI NG CLUB — NI GHT

A crunbling warehouse. Rust and exile. Inside, a basenent
gym t hruns.

PUNCHI NG BAGS sway. A flickering bulb. A |oudspeaker
| eaks a crackling Afghan fol k song.

Har oon | eans on the ropes, knuckles taped.

A YOUNG BOXER (20) flails at the heavy bag —wi | d,
ragged.

Haroon steps in, seizes his wist.
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HAROON
You hit like a boy. Pakistanis wll eat
you alive
The Young Boxer, nutters:

YOUNG BOXER
|’ mtrying.

Haroon’s reply —a bl ade.

HAROON
Trying isn't starving. Hurt himfirst.

He FIRES a brutal right cross. The bag jerks, chain
SHRI EKI NG

Sil ence. The Young Boxer stares.

YOUNG BOXER
Teach ne.

Har oon studi es him —sees his own ghost.

HAROON
Then stop beggi ng. Fight.

He adjusts the boy’s stance. Chin down. Shoul ders square.
The boy throws again —cl eaner, neaner.
A ghost of a smle on Haroon's face.
Dl SSOLVE TO
| NT. HAROON S HOUSE — LI VI NG ROOM — DAY
SUPER: ONE MONTH LATER

Har oon, dressed in a sinple but neat suit, hugs his
FATHER tight. Then respectfully kisses his hand.

HAROON
Pl ease take your nedicine on tinme. 1"l
work part-tinme in America, Insha' All ah.
"Il send noney.

Fat her coughs lightly, hiding the strain with a smle.

FATHER
(hoarse, warm
If things get hard... I'll ask Uncle Anwar

to sell the old house.
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Har oon nods —fighting the lunp rising in his throat.

He hugs his Mother, who clutches himas if to nmenorize
t he nonent. Hugs Zahra, ruffling her hair. Kneels,
enbraci ng Kanran fiercely.

Haroon lifts his suitcase. At the door, Kanran beans
proudly, carrying the backpack for him

MOTHER
Did you call a taxi... or a rickshaw?

HAROON
Yes, Mother. A taxi is taking ne to
| sl amabad’ s term nal .
(soft)
Once agai n, Khuda Hafiz, Mother Jaan.

Mot her presses her hand to her nouth to stifle a sob.
Har oon hesitates at the door, lingering —then steps
into the sunlight.

EXT. SI DEWALK — CONTI NUOUS
Heat waves shimer over a battered Toyota Corolla. The
DRI VER hops out, popping the trunk. Haroon and Kanran
| oad the backpack and suitcase inside. THE TRUNK SLANMS
SHUT —

MATCH CUT TGO
| NT. PASSENGER PLANE — DAY
The overhead bin opens. Haroon stows his backpack, nerves
and excitenent flickering across his face. He takes his
seat, fastening the belt tightly.
EXT. SKY ABOVE Al RPORT — DAY

A Boeing 747 glides through a bl azing blue sky, gleam ng
in sunlight.

EXT. RUNVAY — DAY

The aircraft |ands snoothly on the runway. Beyond it, a
nmodest gl ass-and-brick termnal rises beside a flat
expanse of prairie and parking | ots.

SUPER: LI NCOLN MUNI Cl PAL Al RPORT, QOVAHA, NEBRASKA

| NT. TERM NAL — DAY

Haroon enters the bustling term nal, backpack sl ung,
suitcase rolling.
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CRYSTAL ASHLEY, | ate 20s, bl onde, vibrant, waves
brightly.

CRYSTAL
Hey! You nust be Haroon. Wl conme to
Nebr aska!

HAROON
Thanks... and you are?

CRYSTAL

Crystal Ashley, International Wl conme
Team Here to help get you settled.

HAROON
How did you recogni ze ne?

CRYSTAL

(grinning)
Passport photo. Plus... you ve got that
"fresh off the plane" vibe.

They | augh—brief, honest.

EXT. PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Crystal |eads Haroon to a CAPRI CE CLASSI C CHEVY.
| NT. / EXT. CAR — MOVI NG — DAY

They drive through the city. Haroon watches the Nebraska
skyl i ne.

CRYSTAL
(pointing to lowrise
bui | di ng ahead)
That's your new pl ace.

HAROON
How far fromthe university?

CRYSTAL
Ten-m nute walk to the Col |l ege of
Journalism 1’11l pick you up at 9 tonorrow
for registration.

HAROON
Actually, I mght switch to English Lit
with Arabic as a mnor.

CRYSTAL
W'll talk to the Dean. But first-settling
in.
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| NT. DORM LOBBY — DAY

The buil ding buzzes with student |life. Haroon takes it
all in.

| NT. ELEVATOR — DAY
Crystal presses "3." The el evator huns.
| NT. CORRI DOR — DAY

They stop at Room 305. She unl ocks the door and hands
hima retractabl e key hol der.

CRYSTAL
This is home now. |I'min 402—ust upstairs.
Need anyt hi ng, knock.

HAROON
Thanks.

CRYSTAL

See you at 8:30 a.m sharp.
Har oon nods. She exits. He stands alone in his new space.
CUT TO
| NT. UNI VERSI TY LECTURE HALL — DAY
Sunlight streans in. Haroon sits anong students.

At the podium PROFESSOR DAVI D, 50s, sharp, wears a
ki ppah, wites:

"PASSAGE OF Tl ME. GREED. DEATH. "
PROFESSOR DAVI D

Janmes Matthew s "The WII" dissects three
human constants. M. Haroon—ink greed to
di sease.

Har oon tenses—
FLASH CUT — I NT. FIRI NG RANGE — DAY
A pistol recoils. DRILL SERGEANT shouts:

DRI LL SERGEANT
Usel ess! Go scrub toil ets!

BACK TO
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CLASSROOM — PRESENT

HAROON
The banker’s pain isn't physical. It’s
greed —devouring himlike undi agnosed

cancer.
(beat)
It grows in silence...spreads unnoti ced.
By the tine it’s felt, it’s too late. It
devours | ove. Erodes affection. Poisons
rel ati onships —even with those cl osest.
Just like cancer eats away at our organs,
greed infects the soul ...until famly,
dignity —even society —begins to rot.
(with dry sarcasm
But hey —today’s bankers just turned it
into a system Mortgages. Credit traps.
Now they call it “business.”

A few students chuckle under their breath.
PROFESSOR DAVI D
(grinning)
Exactly. C ass di sm ssed.
| NT. UNI VERSI TY HALLWAY — DAY
Har oon exits. CRYSTAL appears.

CRYSTAL
Har oon!

HAROON
Didn’t know you were in this departnent.

CRYSTAL
Creative witing wwth Dr. David.

HAROON

Good choice. H s |lectures could nmake tax

| aw dramatic
They | augh.

CUT TGO

MONTAGE — HAROON S ROUTI NE
— I BRARY NI GHT: Haroon flips through N etzsche.
—BDAWN JOG Feet pound pavenent. Cold breath

—EXAM HALL: Pencil scratches paper
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—SI DEWALK: Backpack ti ght.
PRE- LAP: Tl RES SCREECH—
WHAM A spit hood drops. HANDCUFFS SNAP
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM — CONTI NUQUS
The hood yanked off. Haroon squints in fluorescent glare.
TOM (30s) slanms a file.

TOM
M. Haroon. Let’'s talk résumé gaps.

HAROON
|’ man English major.

TOM
And a KHAD operative. KGB-trained.

A beat. Haroon's jaw tightens.

HAROON
| unmasked traitors. Killed ny superior.
Then fl ed.

TOM
So why the fake backstory?

HAROON
Wuld you wite that on a coll ege app?

TOM
You’' ve got two choices, M. Haroon. Rot
here... or maybe make yourself usefu
soneday.
(beat)
We'll check in with your friend. Crystal,
Room 402?

Tom heads for the door. Haroon gl ances down at the
handcuffs. The door opens... Then shuts behind Tom

CUT TO
I NT. VI SI TATI ON ROOM — DAY
SUPER: FI VE DAYS LATER

Crystal and Haroon across the table. Her fingers raw,
restl ess.
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CRYSTAL

They’ || drop charges. You just go back.
HAROON

As a spy.
CRYSTAL

And a graduate. Fast-tracked.

HAROON
(sighs)
Hawt horne cal l ed prisons "the black flower
of civilization."

CRYSTAL
Then bl oom sonewhere el se.

They | ock eyes. A nod.
CUT TO
| NT. / EXT. LI NCOLN TOWN CAR — DAY

Bl ack LI NCOLN speeds down a hi ghway. Haroon i nside,
rigid.

HAROON
Where exact|y—

TOM
Canmp Peary. Langl ey’ s pl ayground.

EXT. M LITARY Al RSTRI P — DAY

C- 130 idles. Fences. Patrols.

TOM exits. Two ARMY COFFI CERS appr oach.
MAJOR DON, tall, stern, eyes Haroon.

MAJOR DON
This the schol ar?

TOM
Meet your Dari and Pashto tutor.

MAJOR DON
Here, you’'re neat.

Har oon neets his gaze.
TOM

(slings duffel)
Six nmonths. Don't enbarrass ne.
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Har oon boards. The hatch SEALS.
EXT. RUNVAY — DAY
The C- 130 |lifts off.
AERI AL — CAMP PEARY (THE FARM

A covert ClIA training conpound. QObstacle courses.
Qunfire. SUVs.

SUPER:. CAMP PEARY — CI A TRAINING FACILITY — 1994
EXT. DROP ZONE - DAY
C- 130’ s rear ranp OPENS
MAJOR DON

Wel come to Harvard for spies. First |esson

nowt
He THROWS a parachute into Haroon’s chest.

CUT TO

| NT. GYM — DAWN

Har oon powers through pull-ups. Recruits coll apse. He
doesn’ t.

SHOOTI NG RANGE - DAY
GLOCK BARKS. Ri ght-hand bul |l seye. Left-hand: m ss.
The I NSTRUCTOR, 40s, scarred knuckles, adjusts his grip:
| NSTRUCTOR
Trigger’s not a light switch. Squeeze
like you' re strangling a lie.
(beat, wat chi ng Haroon)

Left hand’ s not weak—your m nd s just not

trusting it yet. Center your breath. Let

it flow fromyour spine, not your shoul der.
Har oon adjusts. Fires. C oser. Again. BULLSEYE.
| NT. CLASSROOM — NI GHT
Slide: RUSSI AN TANK.

OFFI CER
| denti fy!



42.

HAROON
T-62. 115mm Weak point: turret-ring weld.

Slide flips: STINGER M SSI LE

HAROON ( CONT' D)
FI M 92. Afghan sky-killer.

CFFI CER
Yfill teach you to love it. Then break
EXT. TRAI NI NG FI ELD — HI GH NOON
DRONE i n sights. BEEP-BEEP LOCK. Haroon prays.
FI RES. WHOOSH—
Stinger streaks. | MPACT. DRONE EXPLODES.

OFFI CER
Text book intercept.

Har oon | owers | auncher. Steady.

SMASH CUT TO
| NT. BARRACKS — NI GHT
A BUZZI NG over head |ight casts harsh shadows. Haroon
sits on a rigid bunk, scribbling on paper w th nechani cal
precision. He signs the letter—his hand sl ow, deliberate,
like a man sealing his fate.

He folds it carefully, places it in an envel ope.
Hesitates. Then seals it.

| NT. CLASSROOM — DAY

Haroon's fingers fly across a sleek |aptop keyboard.
Laid out on his desk:

— A vintage watch, inner gears exposed—possibly a
transmtter.

— Thick-framed gl asses with strangely reflective |enses.
— A Sony radi o, antenna inprobably | ong.
— A pen clearly built for nore than witing.

CUT TO
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| NT. FAM LY LIVING ROOM — PESHAWAR — DAY
SUPER: HAROON S FAM LY HOUSE - PESHAWAR, PAKI STAN
A tired ceiling fan CREAKS above. Zahra, matured beyond
her years, sits beside her MOTHER on a worn-out couch
Her hands trenble around a creased letter.

Across the room Kanran, now (12) hunches over a
splintered table, pencil dragging through Math probl ens.

ZAHRA
(readi ng softly)
"My honorable parents... dear Zahra and

Kanran..."

Kanran’s pencil stops. He | ooks up—+too0 alert for his
age.

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
"Forgive me for going so far from hone.
|’mdoing well. 1’ve sent another three
t housand dol | ars—

A wet COUGH echoes fromthe hallway. Everyone stiffens.

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
"—for father’'s treatnent..."

Mot her grips her rosary tighter. Kanran’s gaze drifts
to a photo of Haroon at eighteen, grinning in boxing
gl oves and a | ersey.

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
"I’ mworking toward nmy Master’s and doi ng
transl ation work..."

Through the wi ndow, a SATELLITE DI SH glints under the
sun, one anong dozens.

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)

"...please renenber ne in your prayers.

Goodbye. Haroon. ™
The letter slips from Zahra' s fingers, falling beside a
newspaper with a grim headline: "TALI BAN FORCES
GOVERNMVENT TROOPS QUT OF KANDAHAR. "

SMASH CUT TO

| NT. / EXT. BLACK GM SUBURBAN — MOVI NG — DAY

Tires hum over pavenent. Tinted w ndows dull the outside
chaos.
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I nsi de: | eather seats, a dashboard glowng faintly.

BACK SEAT -

Haroon and TOM sit with a briefcase between them

TOM
(sliding an envel ope
over)

Ei ghty-three percent on the psych eval.

Langl ey’ s i npressed.

HAROON
VWhat' s next?

TOM

Today? You're a tourist. Tonorrow, you
fly to Saudi Arabia. Umul -Qura University.
Oficially: a student. Unofficially: a

ghost .

HAROON
(flat)
Under st ood.

TOM

A couple nonths in, you "drop out."

Say

the jihad's calling. W funnel you to

Quetta, then the nountains.
(leans in)

Your m ssion: track, photograph, map. If

you spot a Stinger in the wld—
(mmes a switch)
—eutralize it.

EXT. CROME PLAZA HOTEL — PARKI NG LOT — DAY

The Suburban G.IDES to a halt. The hotel’s mrrored

gl ass glares like a sniper’s scope.
| NT. SUBURBAN — CONTI NUQUS

Tom drops the BRI EFCASE i nto Haroon’s | ap.
t han expect ed.

TOM

It’s heavier

Passport. Ticket. Visa. Cash. Laptop.

Emai | ' s prel oaded.

HAROON
(feeling the weight)
No toys?
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TOM
(smling faintly)
Your Janes Bond gear’s waiting in Quetta.

HAROON
(abruptly)
How d you know | was Afghan Intel?
A beat .
TOM
Cl A sees everything. Land, sea, air.

(grins)
No nore questions. Eyes forward.
(pats Haroon’s cheek)
Now go be soneone el se.

Har oon steps out —
MATCH CUT TGO

H s foot HHTS THE GROUND-BAREFOOT i n MAKKAH, on sun-
baked st one.

EXT. HOLY MOSQUE — MAKKAH — DAY

GO0 S-EYE VI EW Thousands circle the KAABA in steady
rhyt hm

CRANE DOMN TGO Haroon in | HRAM Eyes cl osed. Lips noving.
Fi sts cl enched.

HAROON
Ya Allah... Is this still me —or just
anot her nane stitched to a m ssion?
DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. ARABI C CLASS - DAY
A CLOCK TICKS loudly in the quiet room
SUPER: ARABI C LANGUAGE | NSTI TUTE — UMWMUJL QURA UNI VERSI TY

Haroon sits upright anong African and Asi an students.
Hs fingers dig into his open book.

| NSTRUCTOR (50s), dignified, recites with nonk-1Iike
reverence:

| NSTRUCTOR
(Arabic, subtitled)
Ranzal khol od-e-wa Ka' batal |slam,
Kamfil-wara | aki mn jal aal en saam .
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SUBTI TLE: "Synbol of eternity, O Ka' bah of Islam How
| ofty your mmjesty stands anong manki nd."

The Instructor’s eyes FI X on Haroon.

| NSTRUCTOR ( CONT' D)
Brot her, the next stanza.

Har oon swal |l ows. Tightens his grip. Then speaks—his
voi ce steady.

HAROON
Yahwi | benaa- u-eza tagadanma ahdo-u-..
WA ar aake khal i datan al al -ayyam .

SUBTI TLE: "Structures crunble as their age draws on.
Yet | see you eternal through the march of tine."

A murrmur flows through the class. The Instructor nods,
approvi ng.

| NSTRUCTOR
The | anguage lives in you.

FADE TO BLACK:
FADE | N:
EXT. RUNVAY — DAY

A SCREAM NG Al RBUS A320 t hunders down the runway, Kkicking
up heat waves.

SUPER: QUETTA I NT. Al RPORT, PAKISTAN — TWO MONTHS LATER
EXT. TERM NAL — DAY

Har oon energes, squinting against the sun. H's backpack
wei ghs heavy; his suitcase rolls behind himlike a
reluctant shadow.

A BEARDED MAN (EMRAN, 30s, wiry, too-calm materializes,
snat ching the suitcase before Haroon reacts.

EVMRAN
(cheerful, |ow)
Good afternoon, sir. |'mEnran. Your
chariot awaits.

Enran strides of f. Haroon hesitates—then foll ows.
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EXT. PARKI NG LOT — MOMENTS LATER

Emran heaves the luggage into a dust-coated Toyota
Cor ol | a.

HAROON
Have we net before?

EVRAN
(slams trunk shut)
No. But we’'ve both met Tom

A BEAT. Haroon's jaw tightens. He gets in.
| NT. / EXT. TAXI — MOWI NG - DAY
The car lurches into traffic, dodging rickshaws.

HAROON
VWhere to?

EVMRAN
(eyes on mrror)
A guest house full of brothers eager to
nmeet the Tali ban.

HAROON
Gear ?

EMRAN
(taps gl ove conpartnent)
Sony radio with built-in tracker. Zetronix
canmera pens. Two pairs of spy gl asses.
And discreetly nodified Sei ko Smartwat ch.

HAROON
—And if they ask for a pen?

EVMRAN

grins)
G ve 'emthe blue ones.

EXT. GUESTHOUSE VI LLA — DAY

The taxi skids to a stop at a walled conpound. Pal m
shadows sl ash across stucco.

| NT. COURTYARD — DAY

A dozen YOUNG MEN clad in robes and sportswear, freeze
m d- pi ng- pong. Eyes | ock onto Haroon.

HAROON
As- Sal amu Al ai kum
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THE MEN
(1 n unison)
Wal ai kum As- Sal am

EMRAN
(to the nen)
Haroon left Umul Qura for jihad. He's
one of us.

KHALI D, lean, intensity |ike a blade, steps forward.

KHALI D
You'll share ny room

Har oon nods. Enran grabs the bag, heading upstairs.

HAROON
(calls after)
Sl eepi ng bag. Flashlight. Batteries.
Medki t .

EMRAN
(over his shoul der)
Al ready packed. They're in the car. Bring
themin before you settle.

EXT. DESERT ROAD — DAWN

A CARAVAN OF TOYOTA PI CKUPS tears across the Kandahar
badl ands, raising a wall of dust. Packed in the
beds—FALI BAN FI GHTERS, AK-47s catching first |ight,
rocket |aunchers slung |ike spears.

| NT. / EXT. PI CKUP TRUCK — MOVI NG — BACK SEAT

Haroon, in a crisp SHALWAR KAMEEZ and BLACK TURBAN. An
AK- 47 cl utched between his knees. Around hi m#ighters.
Silent. Wred.

EXT. CARAVANSARY — DAY

SUPER: KANDAHAR, AFGHANI STAN — 1995

Fi ghters sprawl across the courtyard-Arabs, Pakistanis,
Uzbeks, Uyghurs—a patchwork of war-torn fabrics: Saudi
t hobs, Waziristani shaw s, Chechen conbat vests.

Anmong t hemHAROQON, cool, conposed. Hi s sleek spy gl asses
scan: scattered rifles, broken crates, hardened faces.

A BLACK LAND CRU SER skids into the square, coughing
dust. Fromthe back, a YOUNG TALIB (20s) bounds onto a
bul | et - scarred VERANDA
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YOUNG TALI B
Brot hers! Today, the Lion of Kandahar
graces us —Millah Abdul Manan N azi!

A roar erupts —“Allahu Akbar!”

MULLAH NI AZI (50s) strides through, turban tight like a

coil, mustache precise. H s BODYGUARD st al ks cl ose,
hand brushing the AK s trigger.

MJULLAH NI AZI
The Russians left us their tanks —we’ ||
bapti ze themin the blood of infidels.
(beat)

Train here. Then drive theminto Kabul .

A Pakistani fighter fires celebratory rounds into the
sky. Haroon steps forward—dnshaken.

HAROON
Sal amu Al ai kum Mawl awi Sahib. | offer ny
life to the tank division.

Hi s glasses record Niazi’'s full frane.

MULLAH NI AZI
(studies him
Hm . .
(then, pointing)
See Brother Zal may, over there.

Across the Veranda, ZALMAY (30s) crouches by a crate,

Kandahari cap |l ow over sly eyes, scribbling in a battered
| edger with a chewed-up pen.

Har oon approaches, clicks his pen-hi dden canera
activat ed.

HAROON
(in Pashto, subtitled)
Brot her Zal may. |’ m Haroon. Sign ne up

for the tank division.

ZAL VAY

(gruff, sizing himup)
Fat her’ s nane?

HAROON
(smling)
Har oon, son of Kari m Khan.

Zal may scribbles. Haroon subtly angles the pen —a
di screet snap of Zalmay’s face.
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Zal may waves him off.

ZALNAY
Next .

Haroon nelts into the throng.
CUT TO
EXT. AL FAROUQ TRAI NI NG CAMP — DAY

A rugged training fortress clings to the base of arid
nmount ai ns, veiled in dust and haze.

SUPER: AL- FAROUQ TRAI NI NG CAMP — KANDAHAR, AFGHANI STAN
MONTAGE — TRAI NI NG SEQUENCE

EXT. RUGGED TERRAI N — DAY

Har oon and RECRUI TS sprint through razor-edged rocks,
lungs burning—a Drill Instructor's WH STLE SCREAMS behi nd
t hem

EXT. TANK RANGE - DAY

A T-62 WAR MACHI NE SCREAMS forward, its 12-ton treads
DEVOURI NG mud in great, ragged chunks.

SUDDEN POPS! —whi t e phosphor ous snoke BURSTS beneath
the tank as it crushes buried PM\-2 training mnes,
wooden nock-ups, harnl ess but | oud.

ON THE SI DELI NES:

The I NSTRUCTOR (60s), doesn’t flinch. Ash drips from
his forgotten cigarette onto his notebook—ahere the
word "Lion" is scribbled hastily in Pashto.

W TH A HYDRAULI C GROAN, the T-62 lurches to a halt
directly in front of him

CLANG The hatch flies open

Har oon, sweat-streaked, energes fromthe belly of the
beast, steamrising off his back.

The Instructor stubs out his cigarette on the tank’s
scorched arnor. A silent verdict: You'll do.

| NT. BOVB- MAKI NG SHACK — DAY

Har oon’ s HANDS steady as he splices wires on an | ED
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ABU WALID al -MASRI, | ate 40s, barrel -chested, | oons
over the workbench.

ABU WALI D
(grunts in broken Pashto,
subtitl ed)
Slow is wi se. Fast is dead.

EXT. DEMOLI TI ON FI ELD — H GH NOON

Haroon in BLAST SU T, kneels over a LIVE ORDNANCE, sweat
dripping onto the rusted casing—pliers SNIP the red
wi re—NO EXPLGOSI ON

A beat. Then CHEERS.
END MONTAGCE
EXT. BARRACKS — NI GHT

Har oon sits cross-|egged anong TALI BAN FI GHTERS, a 12-
BAND SONY RADI O cradled in his hands. STATIC crackl es
as he fine-tunes the dial.

HAROON
(extends ant enna)
BBC Pashto. Let’'s hear the truth.

NEWSCASTER (V. O., RADI O
(in Pashto, subtitled)
Tal i ban captured Islam Qal a border crossing
after seizing Herat.

The room ERUPTS —“ALLAHU AKBAR!” —rifl es JABBED at
the ceiling. Haroon watches, face unreadabl e.

EXT. | SLAM QALA, HERAT PROVI NCE — DAY
SUPER: ONE MONTH LATER

A white flag flutters atop the turret of ARGHANDAB 1,
its Pashto inscription glaring under the sun

Har oon, sweat beadi ng under his tanker’s hel net, scans
the horizon through binoculars. Hs grip tightens—

The TANK DRI VER bursts fromthe hatch
DRI VER

(panting)
Har oon—nsi de! NOW
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HAROON
(not novi ng)
VWhy? What’ s happeni ng?
DRI VER
Mul l ah Niazi’s orders. Stingers to Iran.
We intercept - now.
Har oon cl enches his jaw. Drops in.
| NT. ARGHANDAB 1 — CONTI NUOUS

The hatch SLAMS. The T-62 ROARS awake. TREADS churn
dirt.

SVASH TQO
EXT. WAR- RAVAGED VI LLAGE — DAY

A ghost town. MJD HOVES shattered. No snoke. No signs
of life.

ARGHANDAB 1 crawls forward. Barrel peeking past debris.
Peeks. Retreats. Mowves. Peeks again —

BOOM A ROCKET bl asts past —DEBRI S er upts.

Anot her — THWACK- KABOOM A T-55 BEHI ND expl odes in
FLAMES.

| NT. ARGHANDAB 1 — DAY
Har oon grabs the radi o, conposed.

HAROON
Arghandab 3 —draw fire. | flank. Over

RADI O (V. Q)
Copy. Over.

The tank JERKS onto rocky ground, clinbs —
EXT. H LLTOP — DAY
Har oon CRESTS the ridge —battlefield sprawl ed bel ow

THROUGH GUNSI GHT —a canoufl aged T-55 hides in a ruined
mud cast| e.

HAROON
Fire.

BOOM — DI RECT HI T.
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EXT. RU NED CASTLE -
The T-55 EXPLODES. Hazara fighters scatter.
Anot her shell DESTROYS a Toyota Hil ux —gun di sintegrates.
EXT. PLAINS — DAY

A TALI BAN CONVOY storns the field —tanks, pickups,
bi kes.

| NT. ARGHANDAB 1 - DAY
RADI O (V. Q)

Arghandab 1 —reinforcenents inbound.

Advance.
Har oon exhal es. Pushes forward.
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD - MOMENTS LATER
ARGHANDAB 1 | eads the charge.
| NT. RU NED CASTLE - DAY
SH I TE FI GHTER on an R-104 radio —

SHI | TE FI GHTER
(in Farsi, subtitled)

Rustam We need air support —consi gnnent

at risk!
CRACK! A sniper’s shot KILLS the call. The fighter GRABS
a PKM and CHARGES FORWARD, unl eashi ng a BARRAGE OF
BULLETS. ..
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD — DAY
Two Tal i ban notorcycl es EXPLODE —bodi es FLUNG
Dust, bullets, fire. Haroon’s tank PLOA5S ahead.
IN THE SKY —Two | RANI AN COBRAS di ve in —GUNS SCREAM
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD — MOMENTS LATER
One ROCKET deci mates a Taliban T-62 —FLAMES erupt.
| NT. ARGHANDAB 1 - DAY

Har oon TRACKS a Cobra —exposed si de door.
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HAROON

_ (1 ocks)

Fire.
BOOM
EXT. SKY — CONTI NUQUS
The 115mm SHELL TEARS t hrough the Cobra —M D- Al R EXPLOSI ON.
EXT. RU NED CASTLE - CONTI NUOUS
A RUSSI AN JEEP BURSTS from rubbl e —ESCAPI NG
| NT. ARGHANDAB 1 — DAY
Har oon TRACKS the Jeep through the commander’s sight.

HAROON
Finish it.
As the LOADI NG CREW SLAMS a shell into the main gun, —
BOOM A ROCKET STRI KES near by —BLI NDI NG FLASH. Dust
and snoke engulf the interior. The crew flinches. Screens
flicker.

GUNNER
W're blind! That was cl ose!

EXT. ARGHANDAB 1 - MOMENTS LATER

The COBRA SCREAMS over head —swal | owed by dust as it
arcs into the sky, banking into a slow, lethal Uturn

HAROON
MG — NOW

He POPS THE HATCH, LEAPS OUT —

COAXI AL MG RATTLES —rounds RI P the Jeep’s exposed rear
TWO FlI GHTERS DROP. The Jeep VEERS —sinks in soft sand.

EXT. SKY — CONTI NUOQUS

The Cobra turns for one final pass.

BOOM ARGHANDAB 1 ERUPTS | N FLAMES.

EXT. DUNE RI DGE — DAY

Har oon ROLLS, draws his MAKAROV, SPRINTS to the Jeep.
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| NT. JEEP — DRI VER S SEAT -
A YOUNG HAZARA MAN funmbles wth the gearshift —panics.
HAROON
(steadily)
Not today.
BANG —si ngl e shot.
Har oon SPOTS two crates in the back. He R PS one open.
| NSERT — STI NGER M SSI LE
Cl ean. Ready.
THUD- THUD- THUD. Rot or bl ades churn the air. The Cobra
cl oses in. Haroon crouches behind the Jeep. He SNAPS
the coolant into place. Locks. Calm Steady.
HAROON ( CONT' D)
(quietly)
Got cha.

WHOOSH —t he Stinger LAUNCHES.
KABOOM — Cobr a EXPLODES.
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD — LATER
TANKS and TECHNI CALS surround Haroon.
HE EYES THE SECOND STI NGER QUI CKLY —

COVERS cool ant tube with sand. H DES it beneath the
Jeep.

T-55 STOPS. HATCH OPENS —
MA (30s, Ui ghur) steps out, flanked.

MA
As- Sal amu Al ai kum brother. You fought
like a lion.

HAROON

You' re not Af ghan.

MA
Muslim U ghur.

Beat .
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HAROON
Joi ned our jihad... Ma-Sha-All ah.

MA
How d you down that Cobra?

HAROON
Ameri can weapon. Pakistani training—back
during the Jihad agai nst the Russians.
(W pes sweat)
" m starving.

MA
Eat with us. We should talk... brother.

Haroon gl ances —a tail fin glints beneath the Jeep.

HAROON
Yeah. W shoul d.

CAMERA HOLDS on the Jeep —STINGER S SHADOW cast on the
sand.

CUT TO
| NT. MJD- BRI CK WASHROOM — NI GHT
A SINGLE OL LAW flickers, throw ng jagged shadows
across the cranped space. Just a HOLE in the floor and
a RUSTED WATER CAN.
Har oon crouches in the dimlight, CLUTCH NG his SONY
RADI O. His free hand CHECKS THE DOOR LOCK—agai n. Eyes
DARTI NG
CLOSE ON SCREEN —
H s FI NGERS TAP RAPIDLY:
FROM H HI KE
"2 stingers neutralized. Intel secured. Famly status?"

As he types ‘FAMLY , his |INDEX FI NGER HOVERS over the
“ENCI PHER | CON. TREMBLI NG

A DEEP BREATH-a qui et UFFF escapes him
SMASH CUT TO
EXT. BACKYARD — FLASHBACK (8 YEARS EARLI ER) — SUNSET

YOUNG Haroon (17) presses his forehead to SUN- WARMED
MUDBRI CK.
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HAROON
(counti ng)
...eight, nine, ten!
BEFORE HE SPI NS—

Hi s sister, Zahra (10) ducks behind the well. Brother,
Kanran (6) giggles, KICKING fromthe fig tree.

HAROON ( CONT' D)

(grinning)
Al l ah made trees for fruit... not boys!

Kanr an’ s LAUGHTER echoes—CAREFREE.
A KNOCK ON A DOCOR.
BACK TO PRESENT:

Har oon SLAMS his finger on ‘ ENCI PHER —GREEN FLASH.
Then—SENT.

A LOWBUZZ confirns delivery. ‘SENT" blinks on-screen

He COLLAPSES THE ANTENNA, POVWERS OFF the radio, and
SLIPS IT into his jacket’s inner pocket—

KNOCK- KNOCK! The DOOR RATTLES.

VOCE (O S.)
(in Pashto, subtitled)
Brother! You alive in there?

Har oon STI FFENS —t hen FORCES A CASUAL TONE

HAROON
(in Pashto, subtitled)
Just a bit of diarrhea.

He OPENS THE DOOR, stepping out with a STIFF, NEUTRAL
EXPRESSI ON-hand on his stomach.

| NT. LARGE ROOM - NI GHT

YELLOW FLAME froman oil lanp licks at the darkness.
Har oon scoops lanb and rice with right hand fingers.
Around him TALI BAN FI GHTERS eat in silence.

A SHADOWfalls across the food platter. Chew ng stops.
Zalmay, clad in a black turban, fills the doorway. H's
conbat boots caked wi th dust.



58.

ZALNVAY
(quiet intensity)
Har oon.

Har oon casually wi pes his hands with a tissue fromthe
NAPKI N STACK. Takes his tine.

HAROON
(measur ed)
Zal my Khan. You interrupt dinner.

ZALNVAY
(smles wthout warnth)
Al'l ah provides better neals where you're

goi ng.
EXT. COVPOUND GATE - NI GHT

MOONLI GHT glints off the arnored BLACK LAND CRU SER
TWO TOYOTA TECHNI CALS idle beside it, their DShK MACH NE
GUNS tracking |ike restless predators.

Har oon shoul ders hi s backpack, eyes | ocked on the
gunners.

ZALNVAY
(hand on Haroon's
shoul der)
You ride with brother Abu Sayed.
(1 owner)
Don’t speak unl ess spoken to.

| NT. LAND CRU SER - BACK SEAT - N GHT
Leat her CREAKS as Haroon settles in.

HAROON
As-Sal amu Al ai kum . .

ABU SAYED (40s), scholar’s beard, green eyes, polishes
hi s gl asses.

ABU SAYED
Wa Al ai kum As- Sal am Ghost of Arghandab.

The engine ROARS to life. Qutside, the technicals fal
into formation.

HAROON
(eyeing the escort)
Two technicals. I’meither inportant...

or you expect trouble.
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ABU SAYED
(smling)

| n Af ghani stan, brother, those are the
same thing

The | ead technical H TS A BUW—+he DShK SW NGS W LD
bef ore steadyi ng.

Haroon’s hand TWTCHES toward his thigh. Enpty. Just
refl ex.

ABU SAYED ( CONT' D)
(noti ci ng)
Al that training... does it ever sleep?

CUT TO
EXT. SPI NGHAR MOUNTAI NS - DAWN
SUPER: AL- QAEDA BASE — SPI NGHAR RANGE, AFGHANI STAN
The smal | convoy snakes through the rugged nountain
terrain —steep slopes, narrow passes, jagged outcrops.
First light stains the snow bl ood-red.

CLOSE ON HAROON' S (ALASSES —a subtl e CLICK. Hi dden camera
ACTI VATED.

| NT. LAND CRUI SER - CONTI NUOUS
Har oon watches the | ead technical’s BRAKE LI GHTS FLARE.

HAROON
You still haven't said where—

ABU SAYED
(grinning)
Wher e boys becone martyrs.
EXT. TORA BORA VALLEY - DAY

The Land Cruiser SLIDES into the valley' s jagged jaws.
Rocky ridges rise like fortress walls.

Vehicles halt at a CRUDE CAVE COVPLEX.
ABU SAYED
(exiting)
Wel come to Tora Bora. The lion's den

Har oon steps out, adjusting his glasses. Lenses VWH RR
| NTO FOCUS
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HAROON S POV:

- A cancer of caves and nud huts clinging to the
nmount ai ' s base.

- RECRUTS drill wth AKs. GUNFI RE ECHCES.

- Beyond them RUSSI AN TANKS, hal f-buried, nuzzles
SKYWARD.

ABU SAYED ( CONT' D)
(yel l'ing over noi se)
Al | ahu Akbar!
EXT. PATH TO CAVE - MOMENTS LATER
Gunfire fades. Haroon and Abu Sayed approach a CAVE
MOUTH - its darkness barely held back by flickering OL
LAMPS.
AT THE ENTRANCE -
ADNAN (30s), wolf-eyed, cleans his rifle with eerie CALM
ABU SAYED
(forced cheer)
Br ot her Adnan! The Shei kh in?
ADNAN
(eyes on Haroon)
Wth Abu Mohamrad. Who's this?
Haroon’ s watch ZOOVS | N-FACI AL RECOGNI TI ON SCANNI NG

ABU SAYED
Qur tank whisperer.

Adnan steps aside, face UNREADABLE
| NT. CAVE CHAMBER - DAY

O L LAMPS flicker. Shadows DANCE. Haroon steps into the
haze, follow ng Abu Sayed.

HAROON
(respectful)
As- Sal amu Al ai kum brot hers.

MALE VO CES (O S.)
Wal ai kum As- Sal am WA Rahnmat ul | ah.

Har oon rubs his eyes. He blinks—then freezes.

Two nmen energe fromthe haze.
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Al MAN ZAWAHI RI  (50s), turbaned, DAGGER- EYED. ABU MOHAMVAD
(30s), intense, robed.

ABU SAYED
Brother Aiman, this is Haroon. Mill ah
Ni azi’ s hi ghest recommendati on.

Zawahiri Cl RCLES him

ZAVWAHI RI
Where' d you | earn tanks?

HAROON
Commander Zabi ul | ah. Shol gar District.
Captured a T-62 and T-55.

ZAWAHI R
(nods)
Battl efield training.
HAROON

A deserter fromthe Conmmuni st regine
refined it. Later, Al Farouq.

ZAVAHI RI

And your Arabic?
HAROON

Qur’ ani c. Then Makkah.

BEAT. Then—
ZAVAHI RI
(al nost smling)
You answer well. Tonorrow, we begin.

Har oon reaches inside his Jacket, produces a blue pen
and Sei ko Wat ch.

HAROON
Smal | gifts from Makkah. For a mujahid
who chose jihad over Sharm el - Shei kh.

ZAVAHI RI

(grinning)
| have ny own. G ve themto Abu Mohammad.

ABU MOHAMVAD
(taking both, in Arabic)
Shukran, akhi .

CUT TO
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EXT. TRAI NI NG AREA — DAY

A desol ate vall ey choked wth dust. Jagged cliffs | oom
i ke sentinels.

Fi fteen AL- QAEDA FI GHTERS i n m smat ched canpb stand at
attention before a hulking T-62 tank, its cannon casting
a | ong shadow.

Har oon paces |like a Drill Sergeant, his VO CE cutting
t hrough the w nd.

HAROON
(pointing to the tank)
This is a T-62—ot sone relic. 115mm
snoot hbore gun. 12. 7mm anti-aircraft
machi ne gun. It doesn’t just Kkil
infantry—+t erases them

A beat. The nen exchange gl ances.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
(col d)
It takes four nen to tane this beast.
Commander. Driver. @unner. Loader.

He scans the group.
HAROON ( CONT' D)
(chal | engi ng)
Wo's not afraid of steel and fire?
ABU MOHAMVAD, ADNAN, and FAHD (early 30s) step forward.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
(eyei ng Fahd)

Narme.
FAHD
Fahd.
HAROON
(nods)
Good. Let’s find out if you bleed oil —er
fear.

They clinb the tank, boots CLANG NG agai nst netal .
EXT. T-62 TANK — DAY

CLOSE ON a hatch creaking open, revealing the
cl austrophobi ¢ hell inside.
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I NT. TANK CABI N - CONTI NUCUS

DI M LI GHT slices through periscopes. Haroon tosses
hel mets to the nen.

HAROON
(patting the
commander’ s seat)
This seat decides who lives. One wong
nove—
(m mes expl osi on)
—you’ re cooked neat.

He slaps the Gunner’s Primary Sight with a sharp CLANG

HAROON ( CONT' D)
This is your Eye of God. Gunner’s Primary

Si ght —&PS.
(beat)
Spots. Ranges. Kills.
FAHD
(grinning)

| always thought GPS neant d obal
Positioning System Infidel |anguage is a
war zone of acronyns.

HAROON
(deadpan)
Gunner’s Primary Sight. The last thing
your eneny sees.
Beat. Then—
HAROON ( CONT' D)
(sm rking)
Let’ s wake the dragon.
He jans a lever. The engine ROARS to life.
EXT. TRAI NI NG AREA — DAY
The T-62 LURCHES forward, treads grinding stone to dust.

ONLOCKERS STUMBLE BACK as the cannon SW VELS—ocki ng
onto a di stant boul der.

| NSI DE THE TANK:
HAROON
(bar ki ng)
@nner! Traverse | eft!

Adnan wrestles the controls. The turret VWH NES.
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HAROON ( CONT' D)
(i nto headset)
Fahd! Load HEAT!

Fahd rans a shell into the breech. CLANG

HAROON ( CONT' D)
_— (eyes glued to scope)
irel!

BOOM The tank Kl CKS BACK. The boul der EXPLCDES in a
fireball.

The recruits CHEER—sone pray, others stare in awe.

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. AREA I N FRONT OF CAVE - DAY

Har oon kneels by a bucket, scrubbing clothes. His
hands—eal | oused, stained with oil and dirt—-wing out a
shirt. Water drips between his fingers like tinme slipping
away.

Abu Sayed approaches, shadows stretching long in the
| ate sun. He watches Haroon for a beat too |ong.

ABU SAYED
(soft)
Back hone... nen our age are in cafes.
Flirting. Drinking. Living w thout | ooking
over their shoul ders.

Har oon doesn’t pause. Just keeps wringing.

HAROON
(flat)
Al'l ah gave themtheir test. Qurs is
different.

A long silence. Abu Sayed kicks a pebble.
ABU SAYED
(sighs)
Sonetinmes | wonder what ny nother thinks
| " m doi ng out here.
Haroon finally | ooks up. H s eyes—hard, unreadabl e.

HAROON
She thinks you're becom ng a man.

CUT TO
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EXT. TRAI NI NG AREA — DAY
SUPER: ONE MONTH LATER
FI GHTERS stand ranrod strai ght, faces hardened by dust
and discipline. The T-62 | oons behind themlike a
sl eepi ng nonster.

Har oon strides down the |ine, slapping the tank’s cannon
with a CLANG

HAROON
You cane here as boys. Now? You can dri ve,
| oad, command, and kill with this beast.

He stops. Eyes them

HAROON ( CONT' D)
(chal | engi ng)
Last chance. Ask.

Adnan steps forward, chin up
ADNAN

The Russians had T-72s. Wiy’ d they | eave
us these old dogs?

HAROON
Because ol d dogs still bite.
(beat)
And they knew we’d turn their trash into
our teeth.

A runbl e of approval. Haroon nods—al nost proud.
| NT. CAVE — NI GHT

A SINGLE LANTERN flickers. Haroon tunes his Sony radio,
static crackling like distant gunfire.

SUDDENLY—

Abu Sayed fills the doorway, backlit by noonlight.

ABU SAYED
(grinning)
Still trying to catch lies fromthe BBC?

Har oon doesn’'t smle. Just turns the knob. A Farsi news
bull etin drones.

HAROON
Even lies tell you what the eneny fears.
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Abu Sayed snorts, picks up the radio. Turns it over in
hi s hands—too carefully.

ABU SAYED
(casual)
GCsama wants to neet you. Tonorrow. Lunch

Haroon freezes for a fraction of a second. Then nods,
taki ng the radi o back.

HAROON
(even)
An honor .

Abu Sayed lingers. The lantern light flickers across
hi s face—sonet hi ng unreadabl e t here.

ABU SAYED
(turning to | eave)
Sl eep well, teacher.

EXT. PATH TO TUNNEL - DAY

The narrow valley walls close in like prison bars. Haroon
foll ows Abu sayed, his eyes tracking every rock, every
shadow.

ABU SAYED
(over shoul der, | ow)
No handshakes. And speak only when spoken
to.

Har oon nods. The cave nmouth yawns before them-a stone
throat waiting to swall ow t hem whol e.

| NT. CAVE TUNNEL — CONTI NUOUS

D stant HUM of a diesel generator. Dripping water on
cordite and danp stone. Their footsteps ECHO |i ke faint
gunshot s.

Haroon’ s gaze darts—atches a GLINT in the shadows. A
VI DEO CAMERA, tracking them He doesn’'t react.

| NT. CAVE - DAY

Sunl i ght stabs through the cave’'s jagged entrance,
pai nti ng dagger-1|i ke shadows on the rough stone.

The air huns with the quiet clink of cutlery and | ow
murmurs in Arabic.

At the center, on a worn patterned tablecloth:
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Har oon and Abu Sayed, seated cross-I|egged -

Facing them OSAMA BI N LADEN, 50s, calmbut electric
presence, wears an M 65 Wodl and jacket over his robes,
a white turban crowning his head.

Leani ng agai nst the wall beside hi ma RUSSI AN KRI NKOV,
its orange BAKELI TE MAGAZI NE glowing in the dimlight.

They eat lanb and rice with their hands, conmunal plates
between them Scattered apples, and bananas.

A SUDDEN SHUFFLE at the entrance. All heads turn.

Abu Walid, sweat glistening on his brow, steps in,
adj usting his black Jacket.

ABU WALI D
(smling, hands raised)
As- Sal amu Al ai kum brothers. Don't let nme
i nterrupt.

Csana ri ses—+the others follow li ke a wave. Enbraces Abu
Walid warmy.

OSAMA
(Saudi Arabi c,
subtitl ed)

Welcone. You're a little late.

ABU WALI D
(in Egyptian dialect)
Car trouble. These nountains eat engines
alive.

Osanma gestures to Haroon.
OSAMA
Brot her Abu Walid Al -Masri—eur best |ED
i nstructor at Al -Farouq.

Har oon nods, respectful but not subm ssive.

HAROON
As- Sal anmu Al ai kum Ustadh. It’s been
nmont hs.

ABU WALI D

(studyi ng Haroon)
Ah. The one who coul d di sable a m ne
bl i ndf ol ded.

(beat, to GCsanm)
Hi s hands never shake.
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OSAMVA
That’s why he’s here. W need nen |ike
himin Panjshir.

Har oon hesitates. Fingers twitch near his plate.
HAROON

Wth respect...may | visit ny famly in
Peshawar first? A week.

Sil ence. The cave breat hes.
Osama strokes his beard, then—
OSAMA
(noddi ng)
One week. Then the war won't wait.
Har oon cl oses his eyes, exhales. Recites |ow, fervent:
HAROON
(subtitled Qur’anic
verse)
Cbey Al l ah, obey the Prophet, and obey
those in authority anong you.
Gsama smles—but it doesn't reach his eyes.

OSANVA
Go tonorrow.

CUT TO
| NT. CAVE — NI GHT

MOONLI GHT bl eeds t hrough the entrance. Haroon sits al one,
hi s SONY RADI O i n hand.

CLCSE-UP: HI'S FI NGERS - -
Pops the battery conpartnent. Flicks a H DDEN SW TCH

Reassenbles it—the screen SPRINGS TO LIFE, revealing a
TOUCH KEYBOARD.

HAROON
(whi spers, tapping
the screen)
Ya Allah... open a door.
ON SCREEN — TEXT MESSAGE W NDOW -

FROM TOMCAT
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FAM LY SAFE IN US. COMVE | F READY.
Haroon's fingers fly across the virtual keys.
FROM H H KE
PESHAWAR VI A TORKHAM BORDER, TOMORROW MORNI NG,
He taps ENCI PHER, then TRANSM T.
GREEN LI GHT pul ses— SENT.

Har oon qui ckly disnmantles the radi o, w pes sweat from
hi s brow.

CUT TO
| NT. / EXT. TOYOTA PI CKUP - DAY

A BATTLE- SCARRED TOYOTA HI LUX navi gates the human river
of Torkham s border bazaar. Through its dust-caked
W ndows:

Sacks of spices bleed vibrant reds and yellows. Flies
swar m goat carcasses on butcher hooks. G ocery stores
overflow with foodstuffs and cold drinks. Foot traffic
flows |ike ants—taborers pushing carts of used
appliances, famlies hauling all they own.

I NSI DE THE PI CKUP:

Haroon sits rigid in a black turban and dust-caked
shal war kaneez, hands resting on his knees. No weapon
in sight. H's eyes—dark, unreadabl e—-4tock onto:

A MONUVMENTAL STAR- AND- CRESCENT GATE. Behind it, a sun-
bl eached si gn reads:

TORKHAM BORDER // PAKI STAN 0.5 KM

The Hilux SCREECHES to a halt. Haroon’s door GROANS
open before the truck settles.

EXT. TORKHAM BORDER GATE — AFGHAN SI DE — DAY

Haroon stands at the iron barrier, backpack slung over
one shoulder. A lone figure amd border chaos. Vendors
shout. Children cry. Carts clatter. He doesn’t nove.

Paki stani Frontier Corps soldiers lean on rifles,
uni fornms darkened with sweat.
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SUDDEN MOVEMENT-A hand slices through the crowd. EMRAN,
in spotless white shal war kanmeez, brandi shes a bl ue
passport with theatrical flair.

EVMRAN
(smrk cracking his
weat hered face)
Come, boy. Your papers are... flexible.

Har oon steps forward—YWHACK! A baton cracks across his
chest.

PCLI CEMAN
(barking in Pashto,
subtitl ed)

Where’ s your stanp?

Emran taps his breast pocket—+upee stacks outlined
beneath. The policeman’s eyes flick, then the gate
unl atches with a CLANK

Har oon crosses w thout a gl ance back.
EXT. PEARL CONTI NENTAL HOTEL - DAY

A SHOANROOM+ PERFECT WHI TE COROLLA, tinted w ndows, glides
up to the Pearl Continental's gated entrance.

Har oon steps onto the i muacul ate driveway. H's cracked
PESHAWARI CHAPPALS | ook bl asphenous agai nst the inported
Italian marble.

Enran adjusts his gold-framed Ray-Bans, flashing teeth
at the shotgun-toting guards.

EMRAN
(low, to Haroon)
Welcone to the lion's den. Five stars on
t he outside, spies on the inside.

| NT. PEARL CONTI NENTAL HOTEL - SU TE - DAY

LOW ANGLE - Two teacaps preci se shadows across a rug as
Har oon and Enran recline on ornate couches. The clink
of fine china echoes.

EMRAN
Monents fromnow, you'll neet a VIP

HAROON
Hope it’s not another general in disguise.
Haven't seen a civilian face in nonths.



71.

A SUDDEN ELECTRONI C BUZZ. A hidden door in the wood
panel i ng slides open.

MKE, |late 30s, tall, athletic, African-Anerican, ex-
Speci al Forces posture, fills the doorway. No greeting.

Boss wants M. Haroon inside.
| NT. ADJACENT SUl TE - CONTI NUOUS
REVEAL — A sprawl i ng pent house suite. Floor-to-ceiling
w ndows overl ook the hotel’s azure pool, five stories
bel ow.
Tom seated, watches the shimrering blue far bel ow

The door clicks open behind him Tom doesn’t turn.

| nstead, he snooths his |apel, alnost |ike he's rehearsed
this nonent.

Har oon enters, cautious, eyes scanning —The | uxury,
the calm —all feel |oaded.

Tomrises slowy, still facing the gl ass.
Beat. Then he turns.

TOM
(warm

Long tinme, no see, M. Haroon.

Haroon freezes. A flicker of sonething —disbelief?
Then he noves forward, extending a hand.

They shake —firm formal. No warnth.

HAROON
Sir! What brings you—

TOM
(sharp)
Busi ness, not pleasure. Progress report.

Har oon steps forward, sits. Unclasps his vintage SEI KO
sets it on the table between them —click

HAROON
That’ s chapter one.
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FROM H S POCKETS —

Two Zetroni x canmera pens. An eyegl ass case. A second —
slinmrer, metal. He places themw th care.

HAROON
And this is chapter two. |I’msure you
know how to read them

Tom doesn’t even gl ance. He pockets the itens.

TOM
Well done, M. H-Hike.

Beat. Then —

TOM ( CONT' D)
Mke will take you to New York. Your
passport and ticket are ready.

HAROON
What about the Sony transistor?
My burst term nal =2

TOM
(al ready wal ki ng away)
Gve it to Mke. Safe trip.

Har oon wat ches him go. Then —a shadow | oons. M KE st ands
behi nd him

CUT TO

| NT. PASSENGER PLANE — DAY

Har oon —cl ean-shaven, navy bespoke suit —gazes out
the wi ndow, transforned fromthe rugged Operative we
knew. Beside him M ke dozes, seat reclined.

A PRETTY STEWARD, 23, crisp uniform taps his shoul der
gently.

STEWARD
(smling)
Sir, we're about to |l and. Please bring
your seat upright. Thank you.

THROUGH THE W NDOW — cl ouds part to reveal:
EXT. LOAER MANHATTAN — SKYLI NE — DAY

The TWN TOXERS rise majestically above the urban spraw
—silver spires piercing the heavens.
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Bel ow, New York stirs —bridges stretch |like steel veins,
yell ow cabs swarm | i ke ants.

EXT. JFK | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT — DAY (AERI AL)

A BOEING 777 touches down in a hiss of vapor. Its shadow
streaks al ong the runway.

SUPER: JFK | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT, NEW YORK
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. LONG | SLAND EXPRESSWAY - DAY

A BLACK SUBURBAN mnuscl es through traffic, its chrone
grille snarling in sunlight.

| NT. SUBURBAN — MOVI NG — DAY

Har oon watches strip Malls blur past —an alien world
after the caves of tora bora. Mke checks his watch. A
d ock 19 bul ges subtly beneath his tailored shirt.

M KE
12 Cornwal | Lane, Hicksville. Famly’s
i nsi de.

EXT. 12 CORNVWALL LANE - DAY

The SUBURBAN curbs at a pristine colonial. American
flag. Basketball hoop.

M KE
(not unki nd)
Knock. Driver’ Il handl e your bags.

Har oon steps out. Hi s polished oxfords crunch gravel.
| NT. SECOND- FLOOR BEDROOM — DAY

Kanran, now a teenager in a Real Madrid jersey, freezes
m d- Pl ayStation. H's eyes lock on a |one figure standing
at the curb.

Beside him his nother—draped in a white hijab—parts
the curtain, then slowy lets it fall shut.

EXT. DRI VEVWAY — CONTI NUCUS
The Suburban’s trunk THUNKS open. The DRI VER, 40s,

African-Anmerican, mlitary fade, lifts Haroon's suitcase
and a pristine Apple | aptop box.
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Har oon stands at the red door, finger hovering over the
bell ...

WHOOSH —t he door FLI ES OPEN
Kanran barrels into Haroon, huggi ng hard.
KANMRAN

(1 aughi ng)
Big brother! You re real!

Haroon blinks fast. H's hands wap Kanran cl oser.

HAROON
(hoar se)
M ssed you too, chanp.

OVER HAROON S SHOULDER —t he Driver extends the | aptop
box.

DRI VER
Compliments of M. M ke.

Haroon's grin flashes —then falters. He notices a USMC
tattoo on the Driver’s knuckl es.

M ke, back in the SUV, gives a two-finger salute. The
tinted w ndow HUMS shut .

| NT. FOYER — CONTI NUOUS

WARM LI GHT filters through stained glass. Photo franes
line the wall —graduations, birthdays... one frane
conspi cuously enpty.

Har oon’s MOTHER rushes forward, floral dress swaying.
She cups his face, studying the Man beneath the shave.

MOTHER
(Dari, subtitled)
My wandering heart... \Were does the w nd

t ake you?

Har oon ki sses her pal ns —hands that once stitched his
chi | dhood wounds.

HAROON
(l'ying snoot hly)
To those who need words.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — MOMENTS LATER

Har oon sinks into an overstuffed couch. Kanran drops
the suitcase —it THUDS like it’s full of bricks.



75.

HAROON
VWhere’'s Dad? And Zahr a?

Kanran fiddles with his controller, avoiding his gaze.

KAVMRAN
Zahra's working part-tine at Wal mart.
HAROON
And Dad? Where is he?
KAVMRAN
(reciting softly,
subtitled)
Inna lillahi wa inna ilayhi raji’un..

SUBTI TLE: "I ndeed, we belong to Allah, and to H m we
shall return.”

HAROON
(br oken)
When?
KAVRAN
January. The cancer... It took himfast.

CLOSE ON HAROON —t hroat tight, jaw clenched.

HAROON
(whi spers)
He died while | played ghost.
(beat)
Not war. Not martyrdom Just a hospital

bed.

A single tear escapes—tracks down his corporate-clean
cheek, catching light fromthe chandelier above.

CUT TO
EXT. LUXURY SW MM NG POCL — DAY
SUPER: TWO WEEKS LATER

Har oon soars from a sl eek, nodern diving board —arns
slicing the air, body tight as a torpedo.

UNDERWATER POV —

He pierces the turquoi se depths. Silence. Precision.
Focus.
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W DE ANGLE — POOLSI DE
Loungers sip cocktails, sunglasses tracking his graceful
resurfacing. Haroon glides to the edge —cal m unshaken.
Reborn.
| NT. 1 NDOOR SHOOTI NG RANGE — DAY

A sterile, high-tech facility. Soundproof walls. Hanging
baffles. @Qunfire pops like distant firecrackers.

Har oon stands centered. Cal m Laser-focused.
Rai ses a GLOCK 19M —POP. POP. PCP

Targets ripple with clustered headshots.

Wt hout pause, he swaps hands —now the left.
POP. POP. POCP.

Sane perfect grouping. Shooters down the |ine steal
gl ances.

Har oon | owers the weapon, expression unreadabl e.
| NT. LIVING ROOM — NI GHT

A soft LEATHER SCFA creaks as Haroon settles beside his
MOTHER. Her hands, worn and silent, grip a cushion

The gl ow of a SONY TV dances on their faces.

| NSERT — TV SCREEN

A bl onde CNN REPCRTER stands am d snoke and rubbl e.

REPORTER (V. Q.)

Pent agon confirns: seventy-five Tomahawk
m ssiles | aunched fromthe USS Abraham
Lincoln... in retaliation for the August
7t h enbassy bonbi ngs. .

EXT. ARABI AN SEA — NI GHT

FWOOSH — A TOVHAWK i gnites, rocket flanme searing the
battl eshi p deck

MATCH CUT TGO
EXT. AFGHANI STAN — NI GHT SKY

M SSI LES scream across the stars—
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BOOM A hangar vaporized. BOOM A cave nouth col |l apses
in flame and fury.

EXT. AL- FAROUQ TRAI NI NG CAMP — DAY — FLASHBACK
SUPER: NEAR KANDAHAR — 0730HRS — SEVEN MONTHS EARLI ER

Through SPY CAMERA GLASSES POV —Haroon spies on a
hangar .

| nsi de: TALI BAN FI GHTERS eat, nurmur in Pashto.

| NT. CAVE — DAY — FLASHBACK

Har oon sits cross-|egged across from OSAVA Bl N LADEN

He tears bread, never breaking eye contact.

Gsama whi spers sonmething to ABU WALI D AL- MASRI .

Haroon listens, a silent observer in the lion s den.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — NI GHT ( PRESENT)

The screen glows with REPLAYS of the strikes.

Har oon stares, haunted. Fingers digging into the cushion.
WHAP. WHAP. A pink ENVELOPE smacks hi s cheek.

ZAHRA (O S.)
Hey, big brother! Earth to Haroon!

He blinks. Turns.

HAROON
Just wat ching the news.

ZAHRA
(now | ate 20s)
You fought. You fled. You're alive.
(pokes his chest)
Li ve. Afghani stan won’t heal in our
lifetine.
(softly, sincere)
But maybe you can.

HAROON
That doesn’t nmean we stop fighting for
it.

KAMRAN (Q. S.)
She just wants you narried so she can
chase boys quilt-free.
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ZAHRA
Kanran! Just shut up!

She curls into their nother’'s lap. The old woman strokes
her hair, smling.

MOTHER
(in Dari, subtitled)
Bring me a daughter-in-law..or | starve.

Har oon chuckl es —then WHAP! Zahra snacks the envel ope
agai nst his cheek again.

ZAHRA
Mary. Works with me. Prays. Smart.
Beaut i ful .
(grinning)

Asked about you after seeing your photo.
Har oon opens the envel ope.
| NSERT — PHOTO

MARY, 25. Al nond eyes. A gentle smle under a soft-
colored Hijab. Beauty quiet as a breeze.

HAROON
You running a mat chmaki ng busi ness now?

ZAHRA
Just investing in the future —ny future
ni eces and nephews.
She stretches, heads out.

ZAHRA (O S.) (CONT' D)
Sleep well. Sweet dreans...

Har oon gl ances back at the screen. Another expl osion.
CLICK. TV off. Silence.

CLOSE ON Mary’s photo —bathed in the dying screen’s
gl ow.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. WEDDI NG HALL — NI GHT
A gol den CHANDELI ER drips light Iike honey. Laughter

bubbl es. Crystal glasses clink. In one corner, a SINGER
croons a Farsi |ove song, backed by a small |ive band.
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CAMVERA FLOATS —

—Haroon’s MOTHER, regal in mdnight-blue, trades secrets
wi th el ders.

—LITTLE G RLS spin in sequined dresses, casting rai nbow
spar Kkl es.

—Zahra and Kanran dance wildly, syncing to dhol druns.
Appl ause erupts.

AT THE HEAD TABLE

Har oon, in bl ack-on-black tux, |leans close to Mary —
radiant in pearl silk and enerald crown.

HAROON

(whi spers)
Five m nutes, janem

She arches a brow. Try ten. He grins, rises.
HAROON S POV — ACRCSS THE ROOM

Tom and Mke in sleek suits. Crystal, backl ess orange
gown blazing like fire.

They raise their glasses —w de grins.
Har oon navi gates the crowd.

TI GHT ON HANDSHAKES —firm famliar. Crystal grabs his
forearm nails sharp

HAROON ( CONT' D)
You flew hal fway around the worl d.

TOM
Wul d’ve swumif we had to.

M KE
To the mles ahead being shorter than the
ones behi nd.

CRYSTAL
(brandi shing envel ope)
Pack your sunscreen, Loverboy.
Har oon opens it.
| NSERT — TI CKET

“UNI TED FI RST CLASS. SHERATON NASSAU — OCEANFRONT VI LLA."
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HAROON

| don’t know what to say...thank you.
TOM

Mss the flight, and I’ mdivorcing you

i nst ead.

Har oon yanks theminto a crushing hug. The band EXPLODES
—druns |ike thunder

Hi s not her watches, hands cl asped, tears streaking her
sm | e.

THE CHANDELI ER BURSTS | NTO LI GHT.

FADE TO BLACK:
EXT. SPACE - SATELLI TE VI EW - DAWN
The BAHAMAS gl eam bel ow. Ocean veins through cl ouds.
EXT. SHERATON NASSAU RESORT — MORNI NG

A gl ass pal ace on Cabl e Beach. Pal mtrees bow Waves
whi sper ashore.

| NT. PENTHOUSE SUI TE — BEDROOM — MORNI NG

Sunlight paints the king-sized bed gold. Haroon stirs,
bar e- chested, stretching.

| NT. MASTER BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Steam curls around him Water fl ows over nuscl ed
shoul ders.

HAROON
(calling out)
Mary, O Mary! My queen

| NT. BEDROOM — CONTI NUQUS
Mary stirs beneath silk sheets. A sleepy snmle.

MARY
(Huski l'y)
Yes, ny Kking?

HAROON (O S.)
Can you bring nme clean underwear?

Mary grins, slipping frombed |ike a goddess wapped in
sil k. She unzips their SAMSONI TE suitcase, retrieves
crisp boxers.
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AT THE BATHROOM DOOR—

MARY
Here, azizem..

DOOR SW NGS OPEN—
Haroon pulls her in, dripping. Towel |ow on his hips.

MARY
You're insatiabl e.

HAROON
Never enough.

He kisses her jaw, hands roam ng, playful.
| NT. OCEANFRONT RESTAURANT — LATER
Mary tastes papaya, juice glistening.
MARY
Let’s visit Marina Village. Gfts for
your not her. Zahra.

HAROON
Let’s get dressed and nake a day of it.

| NT. BEDROOM — LATER

Mary lines her eyes with kohl. Gold neckl ace gl eans at
her throat.

Haroon slips into linen pants, kisses her neck.

MARY
You're a thief.

HAROON
(in Dari, subtitled)

Qand- e- Duzdee Che-gadar Sheerin Ast.

(Stolen sugar is sweetest.)
She adjusts his collar, smling.

DI SSOCLVE TO

EXT. NASSAU S| DEWALK — DAY
Sunlight glares. Mary strolls, purse sw ngi ng—

A BLUR-A SKATEBOARDER CCLLI DES, RIPS her purse.
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MARY
(screans)
HAROON!
Har oon EXPLODES into a sprint.

THE CHASE —cobbl estones, tourists, spilled fruit,
narrowi ng all eys.

EXT. | NTERSECTI ON — CONTI NUOUS

The skat eboarder brakes at a red light. Ginning.
GREEN. Gone.

Har oon sl ows. Chest heavi ng. Wi spers:

HAROON
| left Mary... for a damm purse..

He spi ns—+uns back.

EXT. SIDEWALK — LATER

Mar y—GONE

Haroon’s eyes dart. Enpty.

A | arge Baham an man in a security uniformrushes over,
radi o crackling—

SECURI TY GUARD
(breat hl ess, pani cked)
Two guys—masks, guns—+n a white anbul ance
van! Took her east!
Har oon pal es. Staggers back to the hotel —unning.
| NT. PENTHOUSE SUI TE — DAY
DOOR BURSTS OPEN—Haroon in, drenched in sweat.
He grabs his LAPTOPR.
ON SCREEN: Password pronpt.
BRRRI NG The suite phone shrieks
Har oon grabs it.

HAROON
Hel | 0?



83.
MAN' S VO CE (V.0Q)
M. Bakhtari. W have your beautiful Mary.
Par adi se I sl and Bridge. Eleven. Shorts.
Sl eevel ess. No police. No friends. No
t oys.

HAROON
Wai t -+

CLI CK. Dead.

Har oon freezes. Then sl ans the phone. Opens the | aptop.
ON SCREEN:

He types fast:

SPOUSE ABDUCTED. PARADI SE | SLAND BRI DGE. 1100H. POSSI BLE
RUSSI AN | NVOLVEMENT.

SEND.

CUT TO
EXT. PARADI SE | SLAND BRI DGE — DAY
A taxi SCREECHES to a halt. The door FLIES open—Haroon
steps out, nuscles taut under his white tank. The adi das
shorts cling to his thighs.
H S POv:

The bridge stretches endl essly. Ocean churns bel ow. Not
a soul in sight —just a few commuting cars.

| NT. TAXI — CONTI NUOUS
Har oon shoves a $50 bill at the driver.

HAROON
Keep it.

The driver’s grin fades as he gets a good | ook at Haroon.
DRI VER
(nervous)
You sure you wanna be here, boss?

But Haroon's already out the door, striding toward the
bri dge—

EXT. PARADI SE | SLAND BRI DGE — DAY
SUPER: PARADI SE | SLAND BRI DGE — NASSAU, BAHANMAS



84.

Har oon’ s sneakers slap the asphalt. Wnd hows. A seagul
screans over head.

Ahead: a white M N -BUS AMBULANCE, engine idling.
SUDDEN—
The side door SLAMS open. A gl oved hand snat ches Haroon—
YANKS hi m i nsi de.
BLACK.

SMASH CUT TO
I NT. M NI -BUS — MOVI NG — DAY

Haroon’ s face sl ammed agai nst steel flooring. Boot digs
into his spine—CRACK. Ri bs give.

THREE MEN
— GUNMAN, burly, AK-47 barrel grazing Haroon' s ear.

— GRUNT, nmasked, tw sting Haroon’s arnms—€L|I CK—handcuffs
| ock tight.

—TECH, scanni ng Haroon’s body with a blinking signal
det ect or.

TECH
Were's the tracker, pretty boy?

Haroon spits blood. Gins through the pain.

HAROON
Up your ass.

BEEP- BEEP- BEEP. .. The devi ce shrieks over his sneakers.
TECH
(snarling)
Cheeky fuck.

He slips off Haroon’s right Adidas sneaker in one swft
not i on.

EXT. BRI DGE — CONTI NUOUS

The shoe arcs through the air—SPLASH into the waves
bel ow.
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I NT. M NI -BUS — CONTI NUCUS
Tech’s fist slans into Haroon's gut—OOMPH-air escapes.

TECH
We said no tracking!

Haroon roars, slanms his forehead into Tech’s j aw€RACK
The Gunman reacts, boot crunches down on Haroon's ribs.
A gasp. A choke.

GUNVAN
(pressing barrel to
Har oon’ s tenpl e)
Il paint this van with your brains.

TECH
(wi ping blood from
his |ip)
Not yet. Contract says alive.

A tense beat. Gunman snarls, but |owers the weapon
Haroon neets their eyes—eal cul ati ng, unbroken.
The m ni -bus accel erates, heading for the coast.

CUT TGO
EXT. SKY OVER PARADI SE | SLAND BRI DGE — LATER

An MH 60R SEAHAWK hovers like a dragonfly, rotors slicing
t hrough the hum d Baham an air.

THROUGH THE COCKPI T GLASS—

M ke grips the controls, eyes | ocked on the GPS screen.
The signal BLINKS erratically.

BESI DE H M

Crystal |eans forward, her knuckles whitening on the
dash.

M KE
(i nto headset, voice
i ke gravel)
Charlie 2—descend and sweep. Signal’s
hot .
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| NT. SEAHAVWK — REAR COVPARTMENT

Two OPERATIVES, arnmed with a sniper rifle and machi ne
guns, strapped in body arnor, snap their harnesses tight.

One yanks open the side door—
WND HOALS I N as the other deploys a FAST- ROPE.
EXT. OCEAN SURFACE — MOMENTS LATER

The | ead operative H'TS the water, retrieves a handhel d
tracker from his waterproof pack. The devi ce SCREECHES—

H S POv:

A single ADI DAS sneaker bobs in the swells. He sw ns,
GRABS i t.

OPERATI VE

(into mc, grim
Item secured. Pulling out.

EXT. SEAHAVK — DOORVWAY

The rope TIGHTENS as they haul himup. Crystal catches
t he sneaker-her face darkens.

CRYSTAL
(to Mke)
They’ re nocki ng us.
M KE
(grits teeth)
Let’s see them | augh when we’re knocki ng.
EXT. SKY — CONTI NUCUS
The Seahawk banks HARD toward the coastline—
BELOW

Two speedboats carve white lines toward a sl eek 80-foot
yacht - " THE WAVE BUSTER'

| NT. COCKPI T — CONTI NUOUS
The tracker suddenly BEEPS W LDLY—
M KE

(snarl s)
Ther e!
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EXT. YACHT HELI PAD — DAY

The SEAHAWK' s rotors SCREAM as it touches down, ki cking
up mst and salt spray.

Bef ore the bl ades stop spi nni ng—
M ke storns out, ducking |ow.

JACK, 300 | bs, ADIDAS TRACKSU T, cigar glued to his
grin, waddl es up, arnms w de.

JACK
(nock outrage)
M ckey- fucki n' - Mouse! You bring SWAT and
Di sneyland to ny swi m cl ub?

M KE
(deadpan, crushing
hi s handshake)
Just returning your jackass energy.

Crystal steps in, slaps a photo to Jack’s chest.

CRYSTAL
Asian male, early 30s. Abducted an hour
ago.

JACK

(snaps fingers)
Steve! Get your butt over here!

A bearded deckhand, STEVE, 30s, fish scales on his shirt,
hustl es over, w nd whi pping his cap.

STEVE
(shouting over the
rotors)
Yeah—Whi t e anbul ance m ni bus. Dropped a
guy like himat a Meridian-class yacht —

FLASHBACK — EXT. DOCK — NOON — S| LENT

A white AMBULANCE M NI -BUS SCREECHES to a halt in a
bustling tourist marina | ot —charter boats BOB, SEAGILLS
circle overhead, a steel band plays faintly in the

backgr ound.

Steve, canera in hand and CHEAPEAU pul | ed | ow agai nst
t he sun, snaps photos of a smling tourist couple —the
vi brant dock and npored yachts in the background.

As he franmes another shot, sonething catches his eye:
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TWO M LI TARY- TYPE MEN energe fromthe anbul ance, faces
shadowed by caps. They haul a slunped ASI AN MAN (26) in
a wheel chair —one of themcarrying a BLACK MEDKIT —
bul ky, rigid, oddly shaped.
Steve subtly pivots, SNAPS a quick frane.

CAMERA TRACKS t he wheel chair’s SQUEAKY WHEEL as t hey
roll toward a gl eam ng yacht.

THE NAME PAI NTED ON THE STERN —
“THE MERVAI D' —bol d, navy lettering.
Steve | owers his canera, brow furrowed.

BACK TO PRESENT —

M KE
(gripping Steve's
shoul der)
You certain?
STEVE

(air quotes)
“The Mermaid.” Nane was ten feet w de.
|’ ve got perfect vision —Iike ny camera.

CRYSTAL
(cutting in)
Mermaid. .. or Mercury?

STEVE
(of fended)
Mermaid. | don't mss letters, |ady.
M KE
(to Jack, already

novi ng)
Prep your boat. W go now.

Steve m nes a basketball shot at Crystal. She ignores
hi m

EXT. SKY — MOMENTS LATER

The Seahawk helicopter LURCHES upward, its shadow
ski mmi ng the waves |i ke a bl ade.

| NT. LONER DECK CABI N, YACHT - DAY
A functional crew cabin - marine-grade walls under harsh

LED lights. Stale air thick with snoke. Engi ne vibrations
pul se through the textured fiberglass fl oor.
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Har oon, barefoot and handcuffed, lies on the floor. A
dried streak of blood cracks at his nouth as he shifts,
his ribs flaring wth pain.

At a sturdy alum num fold-out table, two nen slap down
pl astic cards:

BULBOUS NOSE MAN (30s), thick brows, a crooked, busted
nose.

NARROW EYED MAN (35), pale, slitted eyes—snake-cal m
AK-47s | ean against their chairs.
Har oon eyes them
HAROON
(1 n Russian; subtitled)
| need the washroom
Bul bous Nose snorts, flicking ash.

BULBOUS NOSE MAN
Speak English, bastard.

Har oon smrks, sw tches tongues:
HAROON
Was speaki ng the | anguage of hell. You’'l
need it soon.
A beat. Narrow Eyed's fingers tense on his cards.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
Washr oom Now.

BULBOUS NOSE MAN
Not al | owed.

Har oon shrugs. Rel eases his bl adder.

Pi ss soaks his ADI DAS SHORTS, pooling beneath him The
stench H TS.

Narr ow- Eyed Kl CKS Haroon’s ri bs—HARD

NARROW EYED MAN
You fucking ani mal!

Haroon grunts, rolling onto his side. Eyes gl acial.

HAROON
Your choi ce. WC or barn.
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Bul bous Nose gags, waves a hand.

BULBOUS NOSE MAN
Let him go! Christ!

Narrow Eyed nmutters in Russian, unlocks the
cuffs—+refastens themin front.

Har oon stands slow, testing his ribs.

NARROW EYED MAN
Straight. Left. No | ock.

Har oon noves, steps heavy, toward a narrow door marked
"LAVATCRY. "

Narrow Eyed follows, hand on his gun

Har oon steps inside—eyes the hinges. A flicker of
cal cul ati on.

| NT. WASHROOM — CONTI NUQUS

A conpact but well -appoi nted yacht bathroom Polished
teak walls, gleamng chronme fixtures. The sink is
spotless, the mrror flaw ess but for a single hairline
crack near the edge.

Har oon peels off his soiled shorts and underwear. He
cranks the faucet—erystal-clear water rushes out. Scrubs
the fabric fast, kneading out the stain under the stream

Then —teeth grip the DRAWSTRING S AGLET. A sharp tw st.
The plastic cap cones | oose.

A MCROGPS CHHP —a tiny black tracker (1 inch), its
surface non-reflective —drops into his palm A single
press wwth his fingers on both sides. It blinks green —
active.

Snoot h, practi ced—he reaches behind the pristine toilet

tank, presses the chip against the hidden side of the
chrome pipe. It adheres seanl essly, undetectable.

CREAK -

The door pushes i nward—an AK-47 barrel intruding into
the space. Through the gap: Haroon’s bare back, the
nmuscl es taut under the LED |lighting.

NARROW EYED MAN (O S.)
Hurry up.

Har oon doesn't flinch. Voice calm neasured:
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HAROON
Al nost done.

Silence. Only the soft hiss of the faucet, the distant
thrum of the yacht’s engines.

I NT. YACHT — CONTROL ROOM — DAY

A sl eek, marine-grade space with waparound wi ndows and
humm ng el ectroni cs.

In a wde, revolving captain’s chair, a man in a crisp
WH TE SUIT sits like royalty. H's brown beard is trimed
sharp. A thick cigar glows between his fingers. A
bodyguard, rifle slung, flank himsilently.

At the helm ROGER, dark-skinned, 40s, conpact and
focused, mans the yacht’s controls.

MAN | N WHI TE
(l'ighting his ciagar,

exhal i ng sl ow)
Roger. How nuch | onger?

ROGER
(adjusting the helm
Five mles to the island, sir.

MAN | N WHI TE
Can’t you speed it up?

ROGER
W're at full throttle.

SVASH TQO
EXT. SKY / OCEAN — DAY

A bl ue-and-white recreational boat slices through the
endl ess ocean bel ow.

CAMERA TI LTS —the POV of a circling M+ 60 SEAHAVK
HELI COPTER

The chopper dips, banking toward the sleek yacht. Painted
across the stern in bold navy letters:

"THE MERMAI D
| NT. YACHT — CONTRCL ROOM — MOMENTS LATER

The I ow roar of rotors vibrates through the cabin walls.
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ROGER
(to Man in Wite)
Boss, it’s a U S. bird. No clue how they
found us

MAN | N WHI TE
(rising, calmbut
grim
Then we fight to the last drop.

ROGER
VWhat’'s the nove?

MAN | N WHI TE
(gl anci ng out the
w ndow)
Hol d course. Let’s see who blinks first.

EXT. SKY ABOVE THE OCEAN — DAY

The Seahawk hovers low, its shadow sprawling across the
yacht’s deck

| NT. / EXT. SEAHAWK COCKPI T - MOMENTS LATER

M KE
(over external speakers)
This is Coomander M ke of the U S. Navy.
You are under arrest for the abduction of
an Anerican citizen. Change course and
return to shore. Non-conpliance will result
ina Hellfire mssile strike.

| NT. YACHT — CONTROL ROOM — CONTI NUQUS

MAN | N VWH TE
(into yacht’s mc,

st eady)
We don’t know what you’re tal king about.
We're just tourists... on a rented yacht.

EXT. /I NT. SEAHAWK — COCKPI T —

M ke wat ches the yacht continue its course-blatantly
i gnoring his warning.

M KE
(i nto headset)
Crys. G ve thema warning shot.

CRYSTAL
(hesi tating)
Sorry, 1’ve got a killer headache.
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Long beat... Then-She presses the trigger. A controlled
burst of gunfire tears into the ocean just ahead of
"The Mermaid' .

| NT. CONTROL ROOM — YACHT - LATER

MAN | N WHI TE
(to guards)
Get the Igla ready. And bring up the Afghan -
he's our insurance against mssiles.

GUARD
(rushing off)
On it, boss.
MAN I N WHI TE
(to Roger)

Sl ow down. Signal conpliance. That’'s a
conbat chopper—they won’'t hesitate.

ROCGER
(spinning the helm
Executing U-turn now.
EXT. OCEAN — W DE SHOT

THE MERMVAI D arcs into a slow turn as the SEAHAW circl es
overhead, mrroring her path.

| NT. CONTROL ROOM — YACHT — CONTI NUCUS

Har oon, hands cuffed, is shoved inside. The Narrow Eyed
Man fol |l ows, AK-47 at the ready.

| NT. SEAHAVWK — BACK SEAT — SAME TI ME

A C A SNI PER zeros in through his scope—his crosshairs
settle on the Narrow Eyed Man' s head.

| NT. CONTROL ROOM — YACHT — CONTI NUCUS

RED LASER DOT dances briefly across the Narrow Eyed
Man’ s forehead—+then—

POP. HE crunpl es. Dead.

Har oon reacts instantly—+tw sts. Sidekicks the Man in
White across the room

As the Man in Wiite funbles for his weapon, Haroon bolts
for the deck
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EXT. YACHT — DECK — SECONDS LATER

Qunfire erupts behind himas Haroon sprints for the
edge.

More gunfire—rom above—+ains down fromthe Seahawk,
pi nning the Man in White back.

HAROON LEAPS—
EXT. SEA — CONTI NUCUS

He hits the water hard. Sinks. Then-
sur f aces—gaspi ng—handcuf f ed, but sw nmm ng.

CUT TO
EXT. YACHT - AFT DECK - DAY

A GRI M FACED OPERATOR shoul ders a Russian Igla mssile
system The targeting | aser SNAPS RED—LCCKED ON.

| NT. SEAHAWK COCKPI T - CONTI NUCUS
ALARMS SCREECH
M ke, steely-eyed, doesn’t flinch.
M KE
(i nto headset)
Hot | aunch! Deploying flares!
Hi s hand SLAMS t he counter neasures—

EXT. SKY - CONTI NUCUS

FLARES ERUPT from the chopper, streaking white-hot
t hrough the air.

The Igla mssile LAUNCHES with a deaf eni ng THAOOOSH
The Seahawk DI VES TOMRD THE WAVES—

THE M SSI LE CORKSREWS past it, detonating in a FlI REBALL
t hat shakes the sky.

| NT. COCKPI T - CONTI NUOUS
M ke FLIPS THE SAFETY COVER off the Hellfire controls.
M KE

(col d)
Payback.
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Hi s finger stabs the TRI GGER
EXT. SKY - CONTI NUOQUS
The HELLFI RE SCREAMS TOMRD THE YACHT—
| MPACT.

The upper deck DI SI NTEGRATES i n a MAMMOTH EXPLOSI ON
Fire GUTS the vessel.

EXT. OCEAN - MOMENTS LATER

Har oon, handcuffed, GASPS in the churning water, kicking
back from the BURN NG WRECKAGE.

A RESCUE TUBE SPLASHES DOWN besi de him
EXT. SEAHAWK - CONTI NUOUS

The chopper HOVERS, searchlight PINNING Haroon in its
beam

EXT. OCEAN - W DER

The WAVE BUSTER CUTS THROUGH WAVES, Jack and Steve on
deck, rifles ready.

CUT TO
EXT. HOSPI TAL — MAI N ENTRANCE - DAY
SUPER: THREE DAYS LATER

Har oon, cl ean-shaven and sharp in a fresh suit, exits
besi de M ke.

They descend the steps just as paranedics rush a
stretcher past, an unconscious patient hooked to |Vs.

M KE
(pointing to the |ot)
Car’ s over there.

EXT. HOSPI TAL PARKI NG LOT — DAY

They approach a bl ack 1995 Lincoln Town Car. Behind the
wheel, a MAN I N BLACK (28) adjusts his hat, obscuring
nost of his face.

I NT. LI NCOLN TOMWN CAR — DAY

Har oon clicks his seatbhelt.
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HAROON
Any news on ny | ost gen?

M KE
Not vyet.

The car pulls out. Through the w ndshield, the hospital
sign | oons:

" PRI NCESS MARGARET HOSPI TAL"

HAROON
So what’'s the plan?
M KE
Tom wants you out of the city-sonewhere
qui et .
HAROON
And your charm ng partner?
M KE
Call ed in sick.
HAROON
| don’t buy it.
M KE
Meani ng?
HAROON
Thi ngs started goi ng south the nonent |
met her.
M KE
(smrks)

By the way—how d you activate the tracker
with cuffs on?

HAROON
(grinning)
Wet nyself. They had to uncuff nme to the
front for the bathroom Gave ne just enough

time to clean up... and activate the chip.
M KE
(1 aughs)
You m ght be the first spy to weaponi ze a
bl adder .
HAROON

All’s fair in |ove and war.
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EXT. H GHWAY — LATER

A LI NCOLN TOMN CAR crui ses a two-1 ane hi ghway—green
hills rolling on both sides.

As they crest a hill—
VHUP- VWHUP- WHUP—

A HELI COPTER roars overhead, its rotor wash bendi ng
treetops.

EXT. HELI COPTER — SKY — DAY

A MASKED GUNMAN | eans out, unleashing a torrent of
BULLETS.

I NT. LI NCOLN TOMWN CAR —
GLASS SHATTERS. METAL SCREAMS. BLOOD SPRAYS—

M ke jerks as bullets rip through his thigh and chest.
He slunps, barely alive.

Haroon grits his teeth—blood streaks his armfroma
grazi ng shot.

The DRI VER drops, DEAD. The wheel | erks.

The Lincoln veers off the road, CRASHI NG t hr ough bushes—
EXT. H LLSI DE — CONTI NUOUS

The car barrels downhill through thick underbrush

| NT. LI NCOLN TOMN CAR — MOMENTS LATER

Har oon struggles to stay upright as the vehicle bounces
violently.

Branches slap the windshield. Dirt sprays. The car
careens faster—

Har oon unbuckl es his SEATBELT, reaches across, YANKS
open Mke’s belt—

HAROON

(grimy)
Hol d on, brother.

Wth effort, he SHOVES Mke’s |inp body toward the back
door—kicks it open—
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EXT. H LLSI DE — CONTI NUOUS

M ke's body tunbles out into the brush, rolling to a
st op.

The Lincoln spins sideways, skidding toward a drop.

Har oon sees a thick overhangi ng TREE BRANCH-hi s only
shot .

Wth a breath, he LEAPS out, arnms grabbing the branch—
The Lincoln sails forward—
EXT. POND — CONTI NUOQUS

SPLASH' The Lincoln CRASHES into the pond, subnerging
nose-first.

I NT. SI NKI NG CAR — UNDERWATER

The DRIVER S lifel ess body floats in the dark, drifting
into nmurky shadow.

EXT. HELI COPTER — SKY — MOMENTS LATER
The chopper banks over the water.
| NT. HELI COPTER — REAR COVPARTMENT

The GUNMAN drags a WOMAN with | ong, bl ack hair—tI MP,
LI FELESS—and shoves her out.

EXT. POND — CONTI NUQUS

SPLASH She vani shes beneath the surface.
CLOSE ON — WATER SURFACE -

Bubbl es rise. Ripples spread..

Then—HER BODY FLOATS UP—ace-up, notionless.

EXT. SKY ABOVE POND - CONTI NUOUS

The HELI COPTER banks hard, vani shing beyond the treetops.
EXT. H GAVWAY - MOMENTS LATER

A GM TRUCK VAN skids to a stop. Jack and Steve junp
out—+ifles up, eyes sweeping the terrain.
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EXT. WOODED SLCOPE -

Jack checks a handheld GPS. A blinking dot |eads him
forward

He pushes through brush—-spots HAROON dangling froma
tree branch, blood dripping fromhis arm

JACK
(sm rking)
Sorry. We're a little |ate.
HAROON

(gri maci ng)
Rough | andi ng.

Jack clears his rifle, extends the barrel. Haroon grabs
hol d.

JACK

(flatly)
Blew a tire after |eaving the hospital.

Soneone tipped them of f.

HAROON
(wrapping his arm
with his tie)
No doubt. But we need to find Mke—fast.

JACK
Steve's already on it.

Just then, Steve energes fromthe trees, carrying
M KE—bl oody and unconsci ous—ever hi s shoul der.

JACK (CONT' D)
(grabbing Mke's wist)
He breat hi ng?

STEVE
Barely. Took two through the vest—arnor-
pi erci ng rounds. He's bl eedi ng out.

JACK

Tomis on his way with a chopper.
HAROON

Tom s here?
JACK

He’ s runni ng your extraction hinself.
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EXT. HORI ZON - LATER
A HELI COPTER slices through the sky, blades thundering.
EXT. CEMETERY - DAY
SUPER: MJSLI M CEMETERY, NEW YORK - THREE DAYS LATER

A SEM - Cl RCLE OF MOURNERS st ands before a rectangul ar
grave - dug east-west per Islamc custom No flowers.
Only bare earth.

Si x pal | bearers, including Haroon, |ower a plain wooden
casket using ropes - no nails, per Sunnah. The wood
CREAKS under its burden

AT CRAVESI DE

An | MMM 60s, white beard, begins sealing the grave
wi th hand-pressed clay bricks as he recites:

| MAM
(in Arabic, subtitled)
Al | ahuma ghfir | aha warhamha. . .
(Ch Allah, forgive her and grant her
nmercy...)

Handful s of dirt THUD agai nst the casket.
W DE ANGLE

Mourners fade away |i ke shadow puppets, |eaving only
HAROON S FAM LY by the gravesi de—sol emtm, unnovi ng.

THEN —

Tom approaches with two federal agents, their bl ack
suits crisp, sunglasses concealing any trace of enotion.

A UNI FORMED NYPD OFFI CER stands at a respectful distance,
hat in hand.

TOM

(quietly)
|’msorry for your |oss, Haroon. W did

everything we coul d.

HAROON
(somber, holl ow)
| know.
(beat)
Thank you, Tom

DI SSCLVE TQO
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I NT. HAROON S BEDROCOM — DAY
SUPER: NEW YORK — THREE WEEKS LATER

Haroon sits on the edge of the bed. A half-fol ded newspaper
rests in his lap. Beside him a framed photo of his late
w fe.

A GENTLE KNOCK at the door

Zahra, warm and worn, enters with a tray of toast and
t ea.

ZAHRA
(forcing cheer)
Mor ni ng. Eat sonet hi ng.

She sets the tray on the side table. Haroon doesn’t
| ook up.

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
Kanran’s at school. I’mtaking Momto
physi o—doc says her back m ght i nprove.

Har oon nods faintly. D stant. Holl ow

ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
(hesi tates)
You should quit... that mlitary gig.
Fi nd sonet hi ng safer.

HAROON
(flat)
Contract’s airtight.

A long beat. Then—

HAROON ( CONT' D)

(bitter |augh)
Spent ny life training—boxing, |earning
| anguages, studying spies. Even fought
wi th the Mij ahi deen.

(beat)
For what? Russians left. Taliban cane. |
| ost everything.

Zahra places a gentle hand on his shoulder. No reaction.

ZAHRA
Maybe it was never about w nning.

H s jaw tenses.
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ZAHRA ( CONT' D)
(checks wat ch)
| ve got to go.
She exits. A nonent of silence.
RI NG RING The bedsi de phone.
Har oon pi cks up.

HAROON
Hel | 0?

MALE VO CE (V. 0O)
(di storted)
Good norning, sir. Is this M. Haroon?

HAROON
Speaki ng.

MALE VO CE (V.Q)
This is FedEx. W have a package for you

HAROON
VWho' s the sender?

MALE VO CE (V. Q)
Nanme says... Mary.

A beat .

HAROON
That’ s m ne.

MALE VO CE (V.Q.)
Just confirm ng your address—2 Cornwal |
Lane, Hicksville?

HAROON
That’ s correct.

MALE VO CE (V. Q)
Perfect. I'll be there in twenty m nutes.

HAROON
Awesone.

He hangs up. Sonething shifts in his eyes.
FLASHBACK — | NT. SHOOTI NG RANGE — DAY
A YOUNGER HAROON (20s), |ean and sharp-eyed, stands in

a bunker. SILHOUETTE TARCETS sway on notorized
tracks—ife-sized torsos riddled with old bullet holes.
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Haroon grips a pistol with his left hand. He steadies..
FI RES. M SS.

Behind him DI M TRY wat ches—arns crossed, uni npressed.
DI M TRY
You di sgrace this acadeny. Go scrub
toilets.
Haroon | owers his gun, humli ated.
BACK TO PRESENT:

The | ow hum of the dial tone lingers. Haroon blinks.
Focus sharpens. He noves fast.

| NT. BASEMENT — MOMENTS LATER

Haroon strides to a wall-munted MAP OF AFGHANI STAN. He
slides it aside—+evealing a hidden cabi net.

I NSI DE: a bul |l et proof vest, helnmet, shotgun, and
revolver. He grabs it all.

| NT. KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS
Har oon opens the fridge—ponegranate juice in hand.

He grabs a long white plastic bag froma kitchen's drawer
and bandages fromthe first aid kit.

ON COUNTERTOP:
— Pours ponegranate juice into the plastic bag.
— Seals it tight with adhesive tape.

—Places it on the helnet’s frontal side, securing it
with nore tape.

— Waps it with bandages, snearing juice and tomato
sauce across the right side—+fake bl ood.

He straps on the vest under his shirt. Helnet on. Wapons
| oaded.

| NT. FRONT DOOR — MOMENTS LATER

Har oon peeks out. The sky above—evercast, thunder
flickering on the horizon.

He | eaves the door unl ocked and rushes back upstairs.
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| NT. BEDROOM -
Har oon checks hinself in the mrror.
—Adj usts the hel net.
—Ti ghtens the bandages around his head and chin.
He sits on the bed.
—Retrieves his GLOCK 19 from under the pillow

—Positions the dock and the shotgun under the quilt
on his right side.

—Places the revolver under his left thigh.
He pulls the quilt up to his abdonen—waaiti ng.
EXT. STREET - DAY

A FedEx M NI -VAN pulls up to the curb outside Haroon’s
house.

| NT. VAN — MOMENTS LATER
A BEARDED MAN, early 50s, clad in a gray raincoat, sits
behind the wheel. He pulls out a scuffed burner phone
with a long pull-out antenna and dial s.

CUT TO
| NT. HAROCON S BEDROOM — DAY
The hone phone rings. Haroon picks up.

HAROON
Hel | 0?

MALE VO CE (V.Q)
Your package is behind your door, sir.
Coul d you cone down and sign for it?

HAROON
The door shoul d be open—ny sister just
left. I can’t cone down because of ny

injuries. Mnd bringing it up?

MALE VO CE (V.Q)
Not at all, sir. FedEx al ways goes the
extra mle.
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EXT. STREET - DAY
The bearded man steps out of the van, carrying a snal
handbag. He approaches 12 Cornwal |l Lane, tests the
handl e, and sli ps inside.
| NT. FOYER — MOVENTS LATER
Foot steps, soft but deliberate, clinb the stairs.
| NT. SMALL CORRI DOR — CONTI NUOUS

HAROON (O S.)
My roomis on the right. Door’s open.

| NT. HAROCON S BEDROOM —

The man steps in, his gaze sharp, cal cul ating.

THE MAN
Good norning, M. Haroon. Got your package
ri ght here.
HAROON
(calmy)

Appreciate it.

The man unzi ps hi s handbag.

THE MAN
| kept it inside to protect it fromthe
rain.
(beat +hen, suddenly)
SWOOSH!

A SI LENCER- EQUI PPED PI STOL energes fromthe bag, ained
directly at Haroon.

HAROON
(startled, tensing)
What kind of delivery is this?

THE MAN
(sm rking)
Anmerica s adventurism has even reached
FedEx. W don’t just deliver packages
anynore—we deliver death

HAROON
(narrow ng his eyes)
Dmtry? O should | say...Prof. David?
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DI M TRY
(grinning)
There’s that sharp brain. Took you | ong
enough.
HAROON

(casually noving his
hand beneath the
quilt)

So...what now?

DI M TRY
(rai sing the gun
slightly)
Don’t. Move. Sweep your gun onto the floor.
Now.

Har oon uses his leg to nudge a shotgun off the bed.

DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
Smart. Now t he d ock.

Har oon pushes the d ock 19 off the bed with his right
hand.

DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
(mocki ng)
Cooperative. | like that. You ve been
dodgi ng death for too | ong, Haroon. But
t oday...your |luck runs out.

HAROON
Before you pull that trigger, answer two
gquesti ons.
DI M TRY
(amused)
Go on. Hunor ne.
HAROON
Wy did you kill my wife?
DI M TRY
(sm rking)

We just wanted you to work for us too—share
what you | earned fromthe Taliban, Al-
(aeda...and the CIA's |little ganes in
Af ghani stan. But you didn't |isten.

(shruggi ng)
You tipped off your ClA friends, which
got our people killed and our |uxury yacht
destroyed. Killing your wife? That was
retaliation.

( MORE)
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DI M TRY ( CONT' D)
(beat, darkly amused)
Besi des, those Bahama gangsters...they
woul dn’t have spared her either. You know
t hat .

HAROON
(anger sinmering,
eyes narrow ng)
You bast ard.

DM TRY

(grinning)
Bl anme the ganme, not the player.

HAROON
(studyi ng him
suspi ci ous)
The di sgui se... how?

Dmtry grins. Reaches up—peels off a mask.
A different face. Conpletely.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
(stagger ed)
My CGod...

DI M TRY
(chuckling, raising
hi s gun)
Different face, sane ni ghtnmare.
(ai ns)
Tinme’s up. Goodbye, conrade.

BANG

The first shot rips through Haroon’s right arm The
second shot M SSES, enbedding into the wall. The third
shot hits his forehead—er so it seens.

Ponmegranate juice spills from beneath Haroon’s bandaged
helmet. It |ooks |ike blood.

Anot her shot —ehest. But Haroon wears a bul |l et proof vest
beneath his shirt. He slunps. Breathes shakily.

HAROON
(in Arabic, subtitled)
La Ilaha Illallah, Mhammadur Rasoul | ul ah.
Then goes still. A beat. Dmtry lowers his gun slightly,

assessing. Silence. Suddenly—

BANG BANG
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Two shots tear through DDmtry’s hand and shoul der. He
staggers, dropping his gun.

DI M TRY
(cursing)
You notherf—+ How the hell did you shoot
| eft - handed?!

HAROON

(icy)
The CIA trained ne better than you ever
did. But it was you—your country’s
politics—that nade nme who | am Tw ce.
First, when you invaded ny honel and.

(beat)
Now, by forcing ny hand in ny new one.

DI M TRY
(grow i ng)
Fuck you.

BANG Haroon shoots himin the KNEE. Dimtry how s,
col | apsing, clutching the shattered joint.

Haroon rises, revolver still ained. Steps forward. He
kicks Dmtry’'s gun away.

Then—YWHAM A sharp |l eft hook smashes into DDmtry’s
] aw—er acki ng a tooth, spraying bl ood.

HAROON
(low and | et hal)
Taste the strike of a weak hand..
That’s for ny wfe.

Dmtry groans, clutching his bloody jaw, breath ragged.
He spits out a broken tooth, eyes flickering with
pai n—and sonet hi ng darker. Fear.

HAROON ( CONT' D)
|’d love to finish this nyself...But the
FBI ? They' Il get creative.
(smrks)
| hear waterboarding’s back in fashion

DI M TRY
(weak, spitting bl ood)

You think this ends with ne? W pl anted
seeds everywhere..

In the di stance—SI RENS WAI L. Haroon stands tall.
OVER H M—
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EXT. STREET QUTSI DE HAROCON S HOUSE — DAY

A STORM of red and blue lights. FBI SUVs. Anbul ances.
Police cruisers. Oficers |ock down the street. Tactica
agents and nedi cs rush inside.

| NT. HAROCON S BEDROOM — DAY

Two FBI ACENTS restrain a bloodied Dimtry Vavil ov,
snappi ng cuffs around his wists. PARAMEDICS |ift Haroon
and Dimtry onto stretchers with swift precision.

EXT. /I NT. AMBULANCE — DAY

The wounded are | oaded into separate anbul ances. SLAM
The doors shut. Escorted by | aw enforcenent, the convoy
peel s off.

EXT. STREET — MOMVENTS LATER
A NEWS VAN SCREECHES to a halt.

A pol i shed ANCHORWOMAN, 30s, bl onde, sharp, |eaps out,
M C in hand. Her CAMERAMAN trails her, already rolling.
She intercepts a flustered POLI CEMAN

ANCHORWOVAN
Sir, we've received reports of a shoot out
in this area. Can you confirmany detail s?

The officer hesitates, choosing his words.

PCLI CEMAN
Two individuals were involved. One is in
critical condition. Both have been
transported to a hospital. The FBI is
handling the investigation. That's all
can say.

CUT TO
| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM — DAY
A STERI LE VWH TE ROOM WMachi nes BEEP in rhythm c nonot ony.
Har oon, weat hered but sharp, lies in bed. An IV drips
into his arm H's fingers clench the thin hospital
bl anket —knuckl es white.
SUPER: LONG | SLAND COVMUNI TY HOSPI TAL — THREE DAYS LATER
The door CREAKS OPEN

Tom enters, casual but purposeful, holding a snal
bouquet .
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Two STOC MEN in dark suits and sungl asses fl ank
hi m-si |l ent shadows. They post up by the door.

TOM
(placing the flowers
on the nightstand)
How s our nost expensive Afghan asset
doi ng?

HAROON
(pressing the bed
control, raising
hi msel f)
Alive. That’s sonet hing.

TOM
Got good news.

HAROON
God knows | need sone.

TOM
We took down nore of David s network.
And Crystal ? She’s in custody.

HAROON
Had ny doubts about her since the
honeynoon. That’s when ny w fe vani shed.

TOM
M ke suspected her too. That's why she’s
bei ng i nterrogated.

HAROON
Yeah... the day M ke was escorting ne to
your Bahamas saf ehouse—She stayed back
Cl ai med she was sick
(beat)
Al ways wondered if she tipped off the hit
team That anbush nearly killed us.

TOM
You were right to wonder.

HAROON
She al so knew where we honeynooned. She
nmust’ ve | eaked ny ties to the Afghan
Comruni st Security Service.

TOM
She di d.
(beat)
The Bahamas? That was her i dea.
( MORE)
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TOM ( CONT' D)
She even footed nost of the bill—lights,
hotel, the whole romantic setup

HAROON
(breathes in, jaw
cl enched—al nost a
scof f)
And David? H s real name?

TOM
Dmtry Vavilov. Your old K@ shooting
i nstructor.

HAROON
(smrks)
O course. Snake finally shed its skin.

TOM

(gl ancing at his watch)
He canme over in 93, right after the Soviet
col l apse. Entered as a skilled worker—Ph. D
in Russian. Later earned another in English
Lit fromColunbia. Started teaching at
the University of Nebraska... all while
quietly feeding intel back to Myscow.
Cl assic Russian tradecraft. C ean. Subtle.
Just bol d enough to pass.

HAROON
Fi gures. Conmuni st Security Service never
| acked i magi nati on.

TOM
(gl ances at his watch)
Once you' re out, you get a full reset.
New | D, passport, credit cards, the works.

HAROON
So...Haroon Bakhtari’s fini shed?

TOM
He’'s a ghost now. M ght wanna consi der
pl astic surgery too. New life, new face.

HAROON
(grinning)
1’11 keep the face. The past gave it
character.
TOM

(smles, rising)

W'l see.
( MORE)
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TOM ( CONT' D)
(extends a hand)
Take care, Haroon.
HAROON
(grips it firmy)
You too, Tom See you on the other side.
| NT. SURGA CAL CLINIC — NI GHT
Bright lights. Sterile room Haroon lies on the operating
table. H s eyes stare upward—al m resigned—-as the
anesthetic mask | owers over his face.

DOCTOR (O S.)
Count back fromten...

Har oon exhales slowy. H's world fades.

MONTAGE — HAROON S REBI RTH

—Surgical instrunents glint under white |ight.
— d oved hands make careful incisions.
—Bandages wap his swollen, altered face.

—Days pass. Bruising fades. Swelling reduces. The mrror
reveal s a new man.

I NT. HOSPI TAL — I CU — NI GHT

Machi nes beep rhythmcally. Tubes snake around a stil
figure—M KE. Pal e. Eyes cl osed.

NURSE checks vitals. Mnitors flicker. Then—
BEEEEEP. Fl atli ne.

The nurse silently presses the code button. DOCTORS
rush in—but it’s too late. A sheet is gently pulled
over Mke's face.

EXT. UNKNOWN CI TY — NI GHT

A man steps into a crowd. A new face. Haroon's eyes.
He di sappears into the sea of strangers.

FADE QUT.
THE END... OR A BEG NNI NG?
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	214	EXT. SEAHAWK – DOORWAY
	215	EXT. SKY – CONTINUOUS
	216	INT. COCKPIT – CONTINUOUS
	217	EXT. YACHT HELIPAD – DAY
	218	THE NAME PAINTED ON THE STERN —
	219	BACK TO PRESENT —
	220	EXT. SKY – MOMENTS LATER
	221	INT. LOWER DECK CABIN, YACHT - DAY
	222	INT. WASHROOM – CONTINUOUS
	223	INT. �YACHT�–�CONTROL�ROOM�–�DAY
	224	EXT. SKY / OCEAN – DAY
	225	INT. YACHT – CONTROL ROOM – MOMENTS LATER
	226	EXT. SKY ABOVE THE OCEAN – DAY
	227	INT./EXT. SEAHAWK COCKPIT - MOMENTS LATER
	228	INT. YACHT – CONTROL ROOM – CONTINUOUS
	229	EXT./INT. SEAHAWK – COCKPIT –
	230	INT. CONTROL ROOM – YACHT – LATER
	231	EXT. OCEAN – WIDE SHOT
	232	INT. CONTROL ROOM – YACHT – CONTINUOUS
	233	INT. SEAHAWK – BACK SEAT – SAME TIME
	234	INT. CONTROL ROOM – YACHT – CONTINUOUS
	235	EXT. YACHT – DECK – SECONDS LATER
	236	EXT. SEA – CONTINUOUS
	237	EXT. YACHT - AFT DECK - DAY
	238	INT. SEAHAWK COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS
	239	EXT. SKY - CONTINUOUS
	240	INT. COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS
	241	EXT. SKY - CONTINUOUS
	242	EXT. OCEAN - MOMENTS LATER
	243	EXT. SEAHAWK - CONTINUOUS
	244	EXT. OCEAN - WIDER
	245	EXT. HOSPITAL – MAIN ENTRANCE – DAY
	246	EXT. HOSPITAL PARKING LOT – DAY
	247	INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR – DAY
	248	EXT. HIGHWAY – LATER
	249	WHUP-WHUP-WHUP—
	250	EXT. HELICOPTER – SKY – DAY
	251	INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR –
	252	GLASS SHATTERS. METAL SCREAMS. BLOOD SPRAYS—
	253	EXT. HILLSIDE – CONTINUOUS
	254	INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR – MOMENTS LATER
	255	EXT. HILLSIDE – CONTINUOUS
	256	EXT. POND – CONTINUOUS
	257	INT. SINKING CAR – UNDERWATER
	258	EXT. HELICOPTER – SKY – MOMENTS LATER
	259	INT. �HELICOPTER�–�REAR�COMPARTMENT
	260	EXT. POND – CONTINUOUS
	261	EXT. SKY ABOVE POND - CONTINUOUS
	262	EXT. HIGHWAY - MOMENTS LATER
	263	EXT. WOODED SLOPE –
	264	EXT. HORIZON - LATER
	265	EXT. CEMETERY - DAY
	266	THEN —
	267	INT. �HAROON’S�BEDROOM�–�DAY
	268	INT. BASEMENT – MOMENTS LATER
	269	INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
	270	INT. FRONT DOOR – MOMENTS LATER
	271	INT. BEDROOM -
	272	EXT. STREET – DAY
	273	INT. VAN – MOMENTS LATER
	274	INT. HAROON'S BEDROOM – DAY
	275	EXT. STREET – DAY
	276	INT. FOYER – MOMENTS LATER
	277	INT. SMALL CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS
	278	INT. HAROON'S BEDROOM –
	279	EXT. �STREET�OUTSIDE�HAROON’S�HOUSE�–�DAY
	280	INT. HAROON’S BEDROOM – DAY
	281	EXT./INT. AMBULANCE – DAY
	282	EXT. STREET – MOMENTS LATER
	283	INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY
	284	INT. SURGICAL CLINIC – NIGHT
	285	INT. HOSPITAL – ICU – NIGHT
	286	EXT. UNKNOWN CITY – NIGHT

