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FADE IN:

EXT. DESERT MILITARY BASE - BINOCULAR VIEW - NIGHT

A small defensive fortification. Barracks. Bunkers. A 
perimeter berm. Rolled concertina wire. American and Iraqi 
flags fly over the HQ Bunker. 

SUPER: IRAQI ARMY FIREBASE ADIYA, 25 MILES SOUTHEAST OF 
MOSUL, IRAQ, MAY 31, 2014

INT. FIREBASE ADIYA - HQ BUNKER - NIGHT 

A bunker with three cots, a water barrel, and a “commo desk” 
full of tactical radios in the rear, near the emergency exit. 

Dark, buff, handsome save for a jagged scar on his left 
cheek, Sergeant RUSS GAMIL (31), a US Army Advisor of Arab 
ancestry, lies in restless sleep. A desert camouflage fatigue 
cap tipped over his eyes. A bunched up poncho his pillow.

High on the wall above his bed: A pair of crossed miniature 
flags, one American, one Lebanese, and a poster of Ice Cube’s 
“Amerikkka’s Most Wanted.” 

BUD (23), pale, thin, mustached, sleeps nearby. Next to his 
bunk, a Catholic cross hangs between two pictures: The Virgin 
Mary, and Mom in front of an American suburban home.

Across the bunker, a husky Iraqi CAPTAIN (40) snores long and 
loud. Photos of his wife and six children adorn his area, 
along with a poster of Beyoncé that reads, “I Was Here.”

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

A red-bearded, fair-skinned ISIS commander named JIHADI JOE 
(32), flanked by a platoon of multi-national ISIS fighters 
with blackened faces, lowers his binoculars. Shuts his eyes. 
Tilts his head back. Raises his arms to Allah.

Larger than life, he glows with a powerful, magnetic 
intensity, and his black-clad followers, wild-eyed under 
their martyrs’ headbands, regard him with fanatical devotion.

Prayer finished, Joe lowers his arms. Opens his remarkable 
cobalt blue eyes. Points a finger at Firebase Adiya.

JOE
(Cockney accent)

Why have we come here tonight? 



JIHADIS
Death to the Infidels!

JOE
Death to the Infidels. Yes, but 
why? 

Joe jumps in before they can answer. 

JOE (CONT’D)
The Infidels claim their prophet is 
Jesus. And we're the infidels, 
yeah? But they defile our land and 
people in the name of their REAL 
prophets - oil and money!

Murmurs of agreement rustle through the crowd. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Nothing they'd like to do more than 
wipe us off the face of the earth! 
We must fight them, defeat them, in 
the name of Allah, the prophet 
Muhammad, and the Holy Caliphate! 

JIHADIS
Allah Akbar! 

JOE 
Allah Akbar!

The ISIS fighters raise their rifles and howl. 

JIHADIS
Jihadi Joe! Jihadi Joe! Jihadi Joe!

EXT. FIREBASE ADIYA - PERIMETER FENCE - NIGHT

The Jihadis slither up to a perimeter fence, weapons, 
backpacks and ammunition pouches strapped to their shoulders 
and waists. 

Joe motions for them to freeze when Arabic voices carry down 
from the Iraqi base.

He signals MARCO (26), a tall, thin, studious-looking Bosnian 
in granny glasses, to set up mortars. 

Directs ADAM (25), a stocky Chechen, to cut through the first 
line of wire. 

Motions VLAD (30) a big, blond, mean-looking Brighton Beach 
Russian, to lead with his portable mine detector. 
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As they creep forward, BABA (15), a frightened little boy 
soldier, sticks close to Joe’s side. Looks up to him for 
encouragement. Joe smiles and nods at him with paternal 
affection.

FRANCOIS (17), a slender French-Moroccan boy, crawls beside 
Joe and Baba. Sneaks jealous glances at them.

Marco and Heinz (25), a skinny little German, fire off the 
first mortar round.

INT. FIREBASE ADIYA - HQ BUNKER - NIGHT

Russ and his bunker mates remain sound asleep, unaware of the 
whine of the incoming mortar round. 

A distant THUMP. 

Another whine and a BANG... This one closer. 

Russ twitches, jerks his head, lost in a bad dream.

DREAM - EXT. SEASIDE AVENUE - BEIRUT - DAY

In hazy noir, AMIR GAMIL (30) - a double for Russ save for 
his high-end late 1980’s clothing and hair style - opens the 
back door of his new Mercedes Benz 300 and straps LITTLE RUSS 
(5) into a car seat in back. 

Pretty MONA GAMIL (25), chic, like her husband, does the same 
for SISTER (3). Sister looks sleepy, but Russ looks hyper, 
unhappy to be constricted. Their parents climb in front. Mona 
turns to waggle a finger at Russ.

MONA
(Arabic, subtitles)

Don’t you dare wriggle out of that 
seat belt again, you naughty boy.

The instant Mona takes her eyes off Russ, he frees himself 
again. Aims a mischievous grin at the back of her head. 

Amir turns the ignition key. 

A blinding light.

END DREAM

INT. FIREBASE ADIYA - HQ BUNKER - NIGHT

BOOM 
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The bunker rattles. Sand sifts down through the rafters. 

Russ wakes from his nightmare with a start. Grabs a gun from 
under the poncho. Rolls out of his rack, ready for action. 

RUSS
Mortar attack!

His bunk mates sit up, shake the sleep from their heads. 

WHAM 

Behind Russ, the bunker door slams open. 

He whirls to face it, pistol raised. 

Francois crouches in the doorway, grenade in hand. 

They lock eyes. 

Russ fires and misses.

The boy tosses the primitive device into the bunker, awkward, 
underhanded. 

It hits the ceiling. Rolls across the dirt floor toward the 
groggy captain.

RUSS (CONT'D)
Grenade!

Russ fires again. Blows Francois off his feet. Vaults for 
cover behind the fifty gallon water barrel. 

BOOM 

The grenade explodes. Riddles the barrel with shrapnel. Water 
gushes out, floods the dirt floor. Rubble rains down from the 
ceiling.

INT. HQ BUNKER - NIGHT

On his stomach in a pool of water, covered with roof debris, 
Russ opens his eyes. A loud ringing in his ear cuts off all 
sound.

He reaches for his gun. Crawls to the bloody, lifeless body 
of the captain. Feels his pulse. Shakes his head. Spots Bud 
nearby, leg caught under a smoldering rafter. 

Russ heaves the beam off Bud, who grins a thank you and 
points to his ears. Russ nods. Tries to help Bud up, but his 
bloody leg collapses. 
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Russ drags him toward the emergency exit just as the rest of 
the ceiling starts to give way.

IN/EX. HQ BUNKER - EMERGENCY EXIT - NIGHT

Pistol raised, Russ pokes his head out the door. Gulps smoky 
air. Coughs. The ringing fades. Sound returns. 

Tracer rounds flash. Jihadis glide from bunker to barrack 
like spectres, tossing grenades inside. Explosions shake the 
earth.

JIHADIS (O.S.)
Allah Akbar!

EXT. FIREBASE ADIYA - NIGHT

Coast clear at last, Russ heaves Bud’s arm around his neck. 
Sets off on an awkward three-legged slog toward the perimeter 
berm. Peers around the corners of buildings before he 
advances. Keeps to the shadows.

Russ peeps around the corner of a portable military bunkhouse 
just as the enormous figure of Jihadi Joe emerges from a 
swirl of fire and smoke, and a squad of ISIS fighters 
materializes behind him. 

Bug-eyed, mouth hanging open, Russ points at the apparition, 
mutters under his breath, incredulous:

RUSS
Joey? Joey?

EXT. FIREBASE ADIYA - BURNING BUNKER - NIGHT

Five unarmed Iraqi soldiers crawl from a bunker into the 
Jihadis’ path. 

Joe signals his men to raise their weapons and take aim. 

Faces contorted in fear, the Iraqis stagger to their feet, 
wave dirty white handkerchiefs. 

The Jihadis laugh and jeer when one Iraqi, a young LIEUTENANT 
(24), pisses his pants.

LIEUTENANT
(Arabic, subtitles)

Please, please don’t shoot!

Joe ignores the Iraqi. Turns to his fighters. 
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JOE
So what is it then, lads? This?

He jerks up a thumb. Plays Roman emperor. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Or...

A pause to enjoy the look of terror in the Iraqis’ eyes. 

JOE (CONT’D)
This?

He tips his thumb down. 

JIHADIS
This!

Their thumbs turn down in unison. 

JOE
Allah Akbar! 

The Jihadis fire. 

All the Iraqis fall dead in a bloody pile except one, the 
soiled young lieutenant. He slips a grenade out from under 
his tunic. Pulls the pin. 

BOOM

When the smoke clears, bodies of Iraqi and ISIS men pepper 
the ground. Jihadi Joe sprawls nearby, clutching a wound in 
his side.

EXT. FIREBASE ADIYA - STOREROOM - NIGHT

Eyes fixed on the scene in horror, Russ takes a reflexive 
step toward Joe.

BUD
(sotto)

What, Russ? What is it?

Staring in disbelief, Russ nods toward Joe as Marco and Vlad 
lift him up and carry him off into the smoke.

RUSS
I think... I think I know that guy!

BUD
Sarge, you must’a got TBI from that 
grenade. That’s Jihadi Joe!  
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Bud elbows him, hard. 

BUD (CONT’D)
Come on! Let’s get the fuck outta 
here!

EXT. FIREBASE ADIYA - NEAR BASE PERIMETER - NIGHT

Russ lugs Bud on his back toward the base perimeter, pistol 
at the ready. 

A Jihadi appears from the shadows behind them. Fires. Hits 
Bud twice. 

Russ whips around and kills the attacker with two shots. 

He lays Bud out on the ground. Checks his pulse. Sighs. After 
a moment of silence, he closes Bud’s eyes. Rises to his feet. 
Scoops up the fallen Jihadi’s AK-47. 

BLACK SCREEN

The sound of Russ's heavy breathing, of machine gun fire and 
explosions in the distance. 

EXT. FLASHBACK - EAST LONDON, UK - ORPHANAGE - DAY

An orphanage school yard on a grey London day. A three story 
Victorian building of weathered English brick looms above it. 
A sign out front: ONE WORLD CHILDREN’S CHARITY.

A gang of rough BOYS in British school uniforms - grey 
pullovers, blue short pants, tall grey stockings - encircle 
and menace a slender, olive-skinned, dark-haired boy named 
RASHEED (11), and point fingers in his face as they chant:  

BOYS
Raghead, raghead, raghead!

Defiant, Rasheed slaps their hands away. 

A big chubby kid named EDDIE (12) creeps around. Tackles him 
from behind. Sits astride him. Pulls his head back by the 
hair. Rasheed bucks, rolls, fights to get him off. But the 
other boys run up to pin his hands down. 

EDDIE
Go back to Camel Land, Rasheed. You 
fuckin’ A-rab. 
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BOYS
Raghead Rasheed, Raghead Rasheed!

RASHEED
(struggling)

Fuck off!

JOE (12), a large boy with a shock of bright red hair and 
intense blue eyes, appears in the doorway above. A portable 
tape deck in his hand plays ICE CUBE’s “Bop Gun.” 

He clocks the action in the yard. Smiles, exposing a gap 
between his front teeth. Snaps the device off. Shoves it in 
his pocket. Leaps down the stairs to join the fracas.

All the boys but Eddie see Joe coming and scatter. Joe 
barrels into Eddie. Knocks him off Rasheed. Drives him into 
the ground. Straddles him. Pounds his face with a fist until 
he starts to cry.

EDDIE
Sorry, Joey. Didn’t mean it. 
Please.

Joe rises to his feet. Kicks Eddie in the side. Turns to 
address the others, who maintain a safe distance.

JOE
Anyone else wanna fuck with our 
man, then?

He points at Rasheed. They all shake their heads in fright.

JOE (CONT’D)
Lovely. Now we’re gonna say this 
once, and once only. 

Points at Rasheed again. 

JOE (CONT’D)
He’s our bruv now! Yeah? Name’s not 
‘Raghead.’ Not A-rab. Not ‘Rasheed’ 
no more. It’s Russ. Good old 
English name. Got it?

The boys all nod in affirmation, including Russ. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Anyone call him different? He dies!

He claps Russ on the shoulder.

JOE (CONT’D)
Come on, then, Russ.
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Russ aims a smile of thanks at Joe as he leads him away. 

Joe throws an arm around his shoulder. Pulls him in tight, 
tighter. 

When Russ starts to squirm in discomfort, Joe sniggers and 
lets him go. Then he takes out his cassette player and 
presses play on “Bop Gun. ” 

RAP MUSIC (O.S.)
“Ready or not here we come. Getting 
down for the one which we believe 
in...”

END FLASHBACK

SUPER: MOSUL, IRAQ, JUNE 1, 2014

EXT. MOSUL HOSPITAL - ER ENTRANCE - DAY

A truck pulls up to a large hospital.

Vlad and Marco help Joe out of the cab and into the ER 
entrance. Blood drips from his dirty bandaged wound.

INT. MOSUL HOSPITAL - OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Two female medical professionals - in sanitary caps, surgical 
masks and white scrubs - stitch and dab at an IRAQI SOLDIER’s 
stomach wound. 

The tall, thin, reserved one: Dr. TARA BASHUR (27). 

The short, edgy, curvaceous one: Nurse SABINA BASHUR (22).

BANG

The door bursts open. The women look up, startled. Sabina 
gasps, but Tara doesn’t flinch. 

Vlad helps Joe across the room while bespectacled Marco 
stands back to guard the door.

JOE
Kick him off the bloody table!

Vlad does as ordered. 

Tara and Sabina scream as the IV pump and endotracheal tube 
rip from the soldier’s body and he hits the floor. 

Vlad lays Joe on the operating table, cool as ice. 
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VLAD
(Brooklyn-Russian accent)

No sweat, boss. Have you outta here 
in no time. Awright?

The Iraqi soldier groans. Irritated, Joe slips his pistol out 
with his good hand, aims it over the edge of the operating 
table and 

BAM

He shoots him between the eyes. 

Tara and Sabina cry out, but Joe just sniffs and waves them 
off, as if their reaction seems overblown. Then nods at Tara.

JOE
Speak English? 

She takes a deep breath. Runs a finger over the cleft at the 
base of her throat. Gives a tight nod.

JOE (CONT’D)
Where’s the bleedin' doc, then?

TARA
I am the doctor.   

Tara's accent in English: Slow, careful and professional, 
with only a slight Kurdish lilt.

JOE
You? A woman? Attendin’ to a man?

Tara takes a deep breath and removes her surgical mask: Olive 
skin, chiseled features, big almond eyes. 

Sabina rips off her surgical mask as well, her defiant, heart-
shaped face set firm in solidarity with Tara. 

Joe raises his Makarov. Waves it in their faces.

JOE (CONT’D)
Oughta shoot you where you fuckin’ 
stand. 

SABINA
Kill us? You bleed out. 

Sabina's English differs from Tara's. It's quicker, less 
formal, her Kurdish accent more pronounced. 

Joe and Sabina lock eyes. Joe lets the gun fall to his side. 
Gestures for them to carry on. 
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The women pull on their surgical masks. Lean down to clean 
and examine his wound.

EXT. WADI - DAY 

Russ stumbles down a dry ravine called a "wadi," his AK-47 
slung over his shoulder. He stops. Wipes his brow. Cocks an 
ear at the roar of a truck in first gear as it nears a bend 
sixty yards to his rear. 

Studies the steep wall of the wadi. Runs a few steps toward 
the next bend a hundred yards ahead. Skids to a halt. Mouths 
the word 'shit.' 

Rolls with his gun beneath a slight overhang in the wall. 
Claws at sand to cover himself. Freezes as the truck, full of 
ISIS fighters, rounds the bend and thunders toward him. 

The sound of an approaching jet plane. 

The pickup skids to a halt forty yards away. The Jihadis leap 
out and throw themselves against the wall of the wadi. 

The jet, a Russian Air Force SU-25, shrieks over. Leaves a 
sonic BOOM that echoes up and down the wadi.

The Jihadis ululate in jubilation when it disappears, and 
leap back on their truck.

A MOMENT LATER

EXT. WADI - DAY

Coated with sand, Russ shuts his eyes as the wheels of the 
ISIS pickup grind by, inches away, and sand sprays his face. 

The rumble of the truck fades into the distance. Russ opens 
his eyes. Looks around. Nothing in view. Silence, save for 
the call of a desert lark. 

He jumps to his feet. Shakes off the sand. Raises a fist to 
the sky. Laughs out loud.

RUSS
Yeah!

He glances at his parched environs. Shakes his head at the 
irony.

RUSS (CONT’D)
Yeah. Right.
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EXT. SAND DUNE - NIGHT

Asleep, covered in sand, Russ wakes in fright when a large 
animal nuzzles his face.

Looks up to see a camel standing above him in the starlight - 
reins hanging in the sand, saddle empty, two heavy bags over 
its flank.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Early morning. Astride the camel, AK-47 over his shoulder, 
Russ makes no attempt to guide the animal. 

He searches a saddle bag. Finds a jug of water. Drinks deep. 
Leans forward to pat the animal’s shoulder. 

RUSS (CONT'D)
You're a real life-saver, buddy. So 
where we headed?

The camel nods its enormous head and snorts.

RUSS (CONT'D)
And what’re we gonna call you?

Pause. A look up at the blazing sky.

RUSS (CONT’D)
How ‘bout ‘Sundance?’ 

A loud bray of affirmation.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Sundance stops. Sniffs at a tall, wizened old BEDOUIN (70) 
sprawled dead in the sand, no wound visible. 

Russ strips the man of his filthy robe, head scarf, sandals 
and tote bag. 

Removes his own clothing. 

Pulls on the Arab’s things. 

Digs a grave in the sand. 

Rolls the man into it, then recites the Muslim "before-
burial" prayer in Arabic. 

Careful, reverent, Russ places his US Army gear and AK-47 
around the body, fills the grave with sand, and stands over 
it, head bowed, intoning the “after-burying” prayer.
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About to leave, Russ smiles. Turns back toward the grave.

RUSS
Oh, and thanks for Sundance, man.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Russ spies an oasis in the distance. Gets excited. But the 
camel lacks his enthusiasm. Refuses to pick up its pace 
despite its master’s constant prodding.

LATER

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The oasis seems no closer. Russ shakes his head. Leans over 
to pat the camel on the shoulder.

RUSS
You were right, Sundance. A fuckin’ 
mirage.

The animal bellows a reply. Then shakes its head and sniffs 
in a dromedary equivalent of, “I told you so.”

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Caught in a sandstorm, Russ and Sundance lie together in 
mutual shelter, and misery.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Russ and Sundance wake with a heavy coating of sand, and rise 
to shake it off. 

Russ cocks an ear at the sound of distant traffic. Squints 
toward the horizon where a green river valley and a busy 
highway appear through the morning haze. 

EXT. DESERT - HIGHWAY - DAY

Russ removes Sundance's saddle and bridle. Slaps him on the 
backside. The camel lingers, reluctant to part.

RUSS
Sorry, buddy, but you know how it 
is.

He pats the camel’s whiskery black nose. Murmurs in his ear.
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RUSS (CONT’D)
Go on now, Sundance. Time to say 
goodbye.

Russ hollers and waves at the animal till it shakes its head, 
snorts, casts one last longing look at its master, and trots 
off.

IN/EX. TRUCK CAB - OUTSKIRTS OF BAGHDAD - NIGHT

Russ and a bald, middle-aged TRUCK DRIVER chat in Arabic. The 
driver points at a big sign beside the highway ahead. 
“BAGHDAD” it says in Arabic and English. 

EXT. LARGE BATTLE-WORN ARAB CITY - DAY

An ex-American Humvee drives through a large battered city.

SUPER: MOSUL, IRAQ, AUGUST 7, 2014 

SUPER with SOUND EFFECT: TWO MONTHS LATER 

EXT. MOSUL - MUNICIPAL BUILDING - DAY

The Humvee pulls to a stop before an old, proud, yet damaged 
building. Black ISIS flags fly. 

Vlad jumps out, an AK-47 over his shoulder. Opens the door 
for Tara and Sabina, clad in colorful Kurdish outfits. Their 
hijabs leave their faces unveiled.

He escorts the women through a crowd of ragged local men in 
djellabas and casual wear, women in head-to-toe black, and 
Jihadis. Up a stairway past two heavily armed security men: 
the German, Heinz, and the Chechen, Adam.

INT. MUNICIPAL BUILDING - RECEPTION ROOM - DAY

Vlad guides the women toward an office at the rear. 

As he knocks at the door, he aims a suggestive grin at Tara. 
When she sniffs in derision and turns away, he hides a hurt 
and angry look.
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INT. MUNICIPAL BUILDING - JOE’S OFFICE - DAY

An industrial style office: open piping, two interior doors, 
two large desks. One faces french doors that lead to a 
balcony. The other holds communications equipment. 

Vlad opens the door and the women step in. 

Joe rises to his feet. Still stiff from his wound, he puts on 
a friendly face. 

JOE
Doctor Tara, Nurse Sabina! Come in, 
come in, and have a seat.

He flicks his fingers at Vlad, signaling him to go.

Vlad tips his head to the side, fingers an earlobe. By now it 
has become apparent that Vlad often hides his true motives 
and emotions. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Oy! You can leave us now, Vlad. 

Reluctant, Vlad nods and departs.

Joe eases back into his seat. Motions to a pair of chairs 
across his desk. The women swing into their seats and smooth 
their voluminous garments. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Wanted to thank you for all you 
done, ladies. Without you...?

He grimaces. Shuts his eyes. Raises his head. Slides a chary 
hand over his injured side.

SABINA
You’d be dead, if--  

TARA
No sudden moves, Sir. And you 
should be fit again within a month. 
I gather congratulations are in 
order... Commander of the entire 
battalion? 

JOE
Thanks.

A big phony smile. 

JOE (CONT’D)
You’re Kurds. Yeah?
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They nod, hold their breath. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Where from?

TARA
Turkey. Istanbul. We volunteered to 
come here as medical aid workers 
because we speak Arabic and--

SABINA
We are cousins.

JOE
Where’d you learn English, then?

TARA
Medical school. Not the Queen’s 
English, but--

JOE
Not our bloody queen, Luv. 

He switches to a godly tone.

JOE (CONT’D)
Our sole allegiance is to Abu Bakr 
al-Baghdadi, Commander of the 
Believers.

Tara runs a finger over the base of her throat and bows in 
obeisance, but Sabina remains upright.

JOE (CONT’D)
Well, anyway. You’re two very lucky 
girls. 

SABINA
Oh? Really?

Joe frowns at Sabina’s cheeky tone. 

Tara shakes her head. Gives her cousin a “cool it” look. 

Joe reins in a prideful, offended reaction.

JOE
We’ve decided to ignore the fact 
that you’re enemy aliens.

Sabina laughs.

JOE (CONT’D)
Impudent little thing, ain’t you?  
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SABINA
You, an Englishman, call us aliens?

JOE
You’re fuckin' Kurds, yeah? Our 
enemies to the death. By all rights 
we oughta strip you of...

He grunts. Gestures at their vivid red, yellow and blue 
Kurdish outfits, their unveiled faces.

JOE (CONT’D)
...Those bloody infidel costumes. 
Hand you over to our Jihadis for a 
bit of sport. 

TARA
Please forgive my cousin, 
Commander. She can be a little...

Joe's hostility turns to geniality in an instant.

JOE
Oy! We do like a bit of sauce with 
our meat, now and then, don’t we?

He fixes on Sabina.

JOE (CONT’D)
Anyhow, you ladies deserve a 
reward. Yeah? Savin’ our arse like 
that. We’ve orders to move out in a 
week. Headed for Syria, special 
mission. First stop Markadah. 

Tara fingers her neck again.

JOE (CONT’D)
How’d you like to run our Mobile 
Medical Clinic? State of the bloody 
art. Shiite Militia nicked it off 
the Yanks. We nicked it off them. 

SABINA
We have a choice?

Joe sniffs. Shakes his head.

Sabina opens her mouth to retort, but Tara jumps in.

TARA
Can you promise our safety?
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JOE
From what? 

SABINA
Men.

JOE
You don’t like men? 

TARA
We just want to do our jobs. You 
know? With no--

JOE
‘anky-panky?

A taut nod from Tara.

JOE (CONT’D)
(talking posh)

Then allow us to assure you, my 
dears. You shall receive no 
unwanted attention. From any man... 

A pause to pat his chest. 

JOE (CONT'D)
...Save those of the highest order.

Joe rises from his desk. Sees his lady visitors to the door. 
Opens it. Ushers Tara through. Stops Sabina with a hand.

JOE (CONT'D)
A word?

Tara looks concerned and fingers her neck, but Sabina nods. 

INT. MUNICIPAL BUILDING - JOE’S OFFICE - DAY

Joe and Sabina stand together behind the shut door. He steps 
up to her. Twirls a lock of her hair. 

Sabina stiffens. Her eyes twitch.

SABINA
I am Muslim, Commander. As you are. 
Would the Prophet Mohammed approve?

Joe inhales the lock of hair. Narrows his eyes. 

JOE
Hmm. That pretty cuz of yours? She 
might be a bit less saintly, yeah? 
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SABINA
Tara? She's such a goody-goody! 
She'd bore a man like you to death. 

Joe eyes the defiant little creature before him.

JOE
Think you could do better, yeah?

SABINA
For a certain price... You keep us 
safe...

She smiles and flourishes her bright, pretty garment.

SABINA (CONT'D)
And let us wear our Kurdish things.

JOE
Bloody hell.

He sighs, shakes his head, fingers his wounded side. 

JOE (CONT'D)
If we didn't think we'd pop our 
stitches? We'd have a go at you 
right now, Luv.

EXT. LARGE ARAB CITY - STREET - NIGHT

Russ, long-haired, black-bearded, dressed in a clean djellaba 
robe and head scarf, walks down a narrow, dim-lit, cobbled  
street. None of his fellow Arab pedestrians gives him a 
second glance. He opens the door to a cafe. Steps inside.

SUPER: BAGHDAD, SEPTEMBER 10, 2014  

SUPER with SOUND EFFECT: ONE MONTH LATER 

INT. COMPUTER CAFE - NIGHT

In the tacky florescent-lit interior, Arab men sip tea and 
tap at rusty old computers. On a flat-screen TV above them, 
ELISSA, Iraq’s hottest pop singer, undulates and ululates her 
latest release, Ya Merayti.  

Russ sits at a computer. Pulls up ISIS’s flashy English site. 
Types: "Looking for an old pal, now with ISIS. Grew up with 
me in a London orphanage. Had a little row at the end, but--” 

He stops, leans back, squints up at the ceiling. 
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FLASHBACK - EXT. SAINT KATHARINE’S PIER, EAST LONDON - DAY

At the foot of a cobbled boat ramp, Joe and Russ - in their 
British school uniforms - squat near the edge of the River 
Thames. 

Off to their right, the Tower Bridge looms, casting a long 
shadow on the river. 

Joe holds a sea gull just above the river surface, a wicked, 
manic grin on his face. 

Injured, feeble, the bird struggles to flap its wings. 

Russ reaches out to stay his hand.

RUSS
(Cockney accent)

Don’t, Joey, please. Don’t.

Joe dunks the gull. Pulls it out. Looks up, teasing. 

RUSS (CONT’D)
I got no say in it, Joe. What am I 
supposed to do?

Joe points to himself.

JOE
Why didn’t you tell us before, 
then, you li'l twat?

DUNK 

RUSS
Just found out today, didn’t I?

DUNK

JOE
And who the fuck’d take you in, 
then, anyway?

RUSS
Me mum’s people. In America. Now 
please...

Joe dunks the gull very deep this time. It beats its wings, 
splashing wild.  

RUSS (CONT’D)
Stop!
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Russ slams a fist down on Joe’s wrist. He drops the gull and 
it sweeps off in the ebbing tide. 

Joe spins around. Scoops up a loose cobble slab. Slams it 
into Russ’s jaw and knocks him in the river. 

RUSS (CONT’D)
Help!

Joe looks down at him. Sneers.

RUSS (CONT’D)
I can’t swim!

JOE
What you get, innit? 

RUSS
Please!

Joe butt-skids down the ramp. Reaches out for Russ. Snaps his 
hand back, taunting. 

JOE
You! 

He points at the gull, now far off down the river.

JOE (CONT’D)
Free as a bloody bird. 

He reaches out again for Russ. Whips his hand back.

JOE (CONT’D)
Leavin’ Joey in the shite.

RUSS
Help me!

Joe grabs Russ’ leg. Pulls him out. 

Half-conscious, retching, Russ bleeds from a long deep cut in 
his jaw. 

Joe takes Russ’ head in his lap. Strokes his hair. Stares 
down at him in anguish. 

JOE
Didn’t... didn’t mean to do it, 
mate. I swear!

Russ’ eyes blink open. 

Joe stares down into them as his own brim with tears.

21.



JOE (CONT’D) 
Dunno what got into me. Yeah?

He runs a finger over Russ’ wound. Licks the blood off. 
Swallows it. Slides a finger over the cut again. Sticks it 
between Russ’ lax lips. Rubs it in. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Blood bruvs now. Yeah? Forever.

His tears fall on Russ’ face. Drip, drop. The sound enhanced. 

DRIP DROP

END FLASHBACK

INT. MUNICIPAL BUILDING - JOE’S OFFICE - DAY

Joe leans back in his chair, feet on desk, fast asleep. 

DRIP DROP 

Water plops on his cheek.

He starts awake. Fingers a wet spot on his face. Looks up at 
a leaky pipe. Grunts in annoyance. Sits upright and scoots 
his chair in close to his desk. 

Opens his laptop. Scrolls through messages on the ISIS 
website. Freezes when he comes across one from Russ Gamil. 
Reads it. Bites down on his thumbnail. Then bangs the table 
with glee and types out a rapid reply.

INT. MOSUL - JOE’S PRIVATE QUARTERS - NIGHT

A dim-lit room, a mixture of tacky Islamic and English decor. 
Military paraphernalia litters the room. Joe sits up in bed, 
reviewing a map on his I-Pad, his massive red-haired chest 
reflected in a large mirror on one wall. 

KNOCK KNOCK

JOE
Come in.

Vlad opens the door. Leads in an unhappy-looking Sabina in a 
stunning golden Kurdish dress, a matching scarf wrapped about 
neck and head.

VLAD
Took a while to get her with the 
program.  
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Joe looks up. Grins.

JOE
Feisty little thing. Yeah?

VLAD
Just your type.

Sabina hisses and glares as they back and forth like she's 
not in the room.

VLAD (CONT'D)
I'm more into the quiet type.

JOE
Like her cuz, yeah? The doc?

Vlad nods, enthusiastic.

JOE (CONT'D)
Sorry, mate. Got her tagged for 
someone else. 

VLAD
Who's that?

JOE
You'll find out. He'll be here 
soon. 

Vlad tips his head, fingers an earlobe, then waves a hand, as 
if it's no big thing, and steps back out the door. 

Joe rises from bed in dirty underwear. Strides over to 
Sabina. Looks her up and down. Fingers her golden scarf. 

SABINA
What is this, forcing me over here 
in the middle of the night? Talking 
about me and my cousin like we're 
just... meat for sale in the 
marketplace.

He circles behind her. Slips a hand about her waist. Presses 
up hard against her. Sniffs her hair. Slides the scarf off 
her neck. Nuzzles her ear as she cringes at his touch.

JOE
Hate to say it, dear, but that's 
just what you are. A love slave. 
Yeah?  And it's about time you 
start payin'...

He raises the gold scarf in front of her face.
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JOE (CONT’D)
(talking posh)

...For this infidel frippery.

He tosses the scarf aside. 

Sabina breaks away. Grabs a straight razor off his dressing 
table. Whirls to face him, fire in her eyes, presses the 
blade to her neck.

SABINA
Tell me you won't hurt me or my 
cousin. You'll keep us safe! Or I 
swear, I'll...

Joe stares into her big green eyes. She does not flinch.

JOE
You. You are bloody divine. 

He grabs her arm. Forces her to drop the razor. Spins her 
around. Shoves her over the bed. Pulls his shorts down with 
one hand. Lifts her skirts with the other.

Sabina shuts her eyes tight. Cries out in agony. A single 
tear tracks down her cheek.  

IN/EX. IRAQI CITY - BUS - DAY

A big old bus roars into a large city. 

SUPER: KIRKUK, IRAQ, DECEMBER 9, 2014

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: THREE MONTHS LATER

Passengers elbow their sleepy seat-mates to gawk at the 
ancient mud-colored castle that looms over it on a hill. 

In a seat toward the rear, dressed in Arab garb, a pair of 
audio buds in his ears, Russ listens to a live radio stream.

BBC RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
In further news, the ginger-haired 
ISIS commander known as 'Jihadi 
Joe,' an apparent Englishman, 
beheaded an American journalist 
yesterday, posted a video of it on--

Russ rips the buds from his ears. Breathes deep.
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EXT. KIRKUK - BUS STATION - DAY

Russ emerges from a busy bus station amid a crowd of arriving 
passengers, an Arab tote bag slung over his shoulder.

Van drivers wait in the parking lot, holding up signs in 
Arabic. Russ walks toward one with a sfiha, an Arab pizza, 
painted on the side. BULUT (50), a little man in a flat cap 
and baggy salwar trousers, motions for him to hop in. 

INT. HIGH-TECH SURVEILLANCE ROOM - ELECTRIC LIGHT

Enormous screens hang from the walls. One offers a satellite 
view of Kirkuk and its environs that includes coordinate 
lines and numbers, and the local time right down to a tenth 
of a second. The computer screen language: English.

On a large digital map, a blinking GPS dot traces Bulut’s van 
as it leaves Kirkuk. Simultaneous audio transmission records 
the sound of its laboring old engine and of Russ and Bulut 
chatting low-voiced in Arabic.

On another screen, labeled “Drone 10”, an aerial view from 
two thousand feet of a van crossing an irrigated river 
valley, crawling up to an arid plateau, entering a vast 
desert. 

A constant buzz feed hums in the background.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The pizza van drives through a village, crosses a dry river 
on a narrow bridge, approaches a pair of high berms that face 
each other on a desolate landscape.

EXT. TEMPORARY BORDER POST - DAY

An Iraqi flag hangs from a pole beside a defunct gas station. 
A pair of unshaven Iraqi soldiers lean on a rusty metal gate. 
Others lounge behind the berm that lines the border.

SUPER: DEMARCATION ZONE BETWEEN IRAQI AND ISIS FORCES

Bulut pulls his van up to the gate. Slaps a five hundred 
dinar note in the hand of a soldier.

Russ jumps out of the van with a backpack and slips through 
the open gate. Marches across a no-man’s-land. Passes a line 
of black ISIS flags and a sign in Arabic and English: WELCOME 
TO THE ISLAMIC STATE OF IRAQ AND THE LEVANT.
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EXT. DEMARCATION ZONE - ISIS BERM - DAY

A dozen well-armed Jihadis, in camouflage fatigues and black 
keffiyeh head shawls, recline behind a berm facing the Iraqi 
side. 

Vlad rises from amongst them as Russ walks up. Lowers a 
cellphone from his ear. 

VLAD
Name?

RUSS
Russ.

VLAD
The one you were born with, bro.

He smiles at Russ, but something about his expression seems 
creepy and insincere.

RUSS
Rashid Hakim Gamil. 

VLAD
Password?

RUSS
One world. 

VLAD
Passport? 

Russ hands over a Lebanese passport.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Prior residence?

RUSS
Los Angeles, California.

VLAD
Birthplace?

RUSS
Beirut, Lebanon.

VLAD
You Lebanese... 

He assumes a friendly, jocular tone.
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VLAD (CONT'D)
...Always go where the money is, 
right?

RUSS
So they say.

VLAD
Cellphone?

Russ questions him with his eyes.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Not gonna need it here, Russ. 
Passport either. Awright? You’re 
here till...

Vlad switches from his rough Brighton Beach vernacular to a 
pontifical tone with a sardonic tinge to it.

VLAD (CONT’D)
‘The defeat of the Armies of Rome 
and the coming of the Apocalypse, 
or your martyrdom in the cause.’

EXT. DEMARCATION ZONE - ISIS BERM - NIGHT

An ex-American Growler jeep pulls up. 

The driver, Marco, gives Vlad a friendly smile and a nod. 

MARCO
Hey Vlad.

Marco's English: fluent and colloquial, with only a faint 
Slavic accent, as if he spent a long time in the USA.

VLAD
How you doin', bro?

MARCO
No complaints.

He laughs, raises his goggles, rubs his eyes.

MARCO (CONT'D)
'Cept for this fuckin' grit
in my eyes.

Marco glances at Russ out of the corner of his eye, and then 
exchanges a look with Vlad that indicates they share a deep 
suspicion of the new recruit.  
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MARCO (CONT'D)
Hey, listen Vlad. Can I talk to you 
a minute?

Marco leads Vlad away from Russ, a few yards out into the 
desert where they can talk alone.

MARCO (CONT'D)
So what do you think?

VLAD
A fuckin' mole if I ever saw one. 
CIA written all over him.

MARCO
The hell is wrong with Joe? 

VLAD
What can I say? Boyhood friend? All 
that shit. 

MARCO
(scoffing)

Never thought of him as the 
sentimental type. 

VLAD
He's had his head up his ass for so 
long with that 'dirty bomb' of his? 
He's lost his focus. If not his 
fuckin' marbles.

MARCO
So what do we do with...?

He tilts his head in Russ's direction.

VLAD
Send him in harm's way?

MARCO
(laughing)

Sounds good to me. Just don't let 
the boss find out.

VLAD
Oh yeah. But hey, I'm gonna need 
your help with somethin' else, bro.

MARCO
Oh fuck, not that tight-ass Tara 
bitch? 

He gestures at Russ again.
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MARCO (CONT'D)
Joe's got her all lined up for-- 

He tilts his head at Russ again.

VLAD
Naw, I got it figured. We fuck her, 
then kill her. Make it look like an 
accident.

MARCO
Get outta here, you sick fuck!

They share a hearty laugh.

EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - NIGHT

Marco guns the jeep and roars out onto the rough, single lane 
highway, lights out, guided only by starlight.

VLAD
We gonna be in time for the big 
show tomorrow, Marco?

MARCO
Barring unforeseen events.

Vlad aims an grin at Russ.

VLAD
Don’t wanna miss this one, bro. 

He runs a finger across his own throat.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Sssssssssst!

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF A DESERT CITY - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - DAY

The jeep crosses a river on a long bridge. Heads toward a mud-
walled town on the other side. 

EXT. RIVERSIDE - DAY

On the river’s sandy fringes, Syrians of all ages, separated 
by sex, bathe fully clothed. 

SUPER: MARKADAH, SYRIA, DECEMBER 10, 2014

SUPER with SOUND EFFECT: ONE DAY LATER 
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IN/EX. GROWLER - CITY STREETS - DAY

Russ stares at the sights of the town: Black ISIS flags fly 
from every tumbledown, war-battered building. Children beg, 
sell pots of gruel on crumbling sidewalks. Dead men in orange 
jumpsuits hang from crosses at dusty intersections. 

EXT. MARKADAH - CENTRAL SQUARE - DAY

The Growler pulls into a decrepit central square. Somber, 
scared-looking local Syrians crowd its fringes: young men in 
holey T-shirts and jeans, old men in dirty white robes, women 
in tattered black burqas and veils. 

Marco parks in front of an ancient mosque. He and his 
passengers step out beside two striking women: Tara and 
Sabina.

Vlad winks at Tara. But when she ignores him to lock eyes 
with handsome Russ, he turns away, tilts his head, rubs an 
earlobe with his finger.

Then a loud shout draws everyone’s attention to the center of 
the square, where a line of six young boys in Jihadi garb 
hold pistols at the heads of six kneeling, handcuffed 
prisoners in orange jumpsuits. 

Behind them looms Jihadi Joe. He nods to an ISIS CAMERAMAN, 
raises a hand, and flings it down.

JOE
Allah Akbar!

EXT. CENTRAL SQUARE - VIDEO CAMERA VIEW - DAY

One by one, coordinated from left to right, the boys fire 
into the skulls of the men before them. 

The victims fall face-first and hit the ground with a thump, 
thump, thump.  

At the end of the line, Baba misses his target, a YOUNG 
SOLDIER, and fires into the dirt. 

Eyes wide in astonishment, the young soldier turns his head. 
Sees the dead bodies. 

YOUNG SOLDIER
(Arabic, subtitles)

Please. Please.
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Joe steps over to Baba's side. Smiles. Takes the boy's gun 
hand in his own. Fits Baba's finger around the trigger. 
Points the gun between the young soldier's terrified eyes.

BAP 

A puff of dust as the soldier falls dead. 

Joe raises Baba's blood-spattered hand in triumph, but the 
boy looks about to burst into tears.

JOE
Allah Akbar!

The Jihadis cheer and fire their guns at the sky.

Russ and Tara lock eyes again, register their mutual horror, 
and she reaches up to stroke the base of her throat.

EXT. MARKADAH - ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - DAY

With the sun low in the west, Marco pulls up in front of an 
old municipal building with two black ISIS flags and a large 
sign in Arabic and English hanging outside: ISLAMIC STATE 6TH 
BATTALION HEADQUARTERS.

Marco escorts Russ up to the massive wooden door of the 
building, where Heinz and Adam stand guard, but waves them 
off when they seem about to pat him down.

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - WAITING ROOM - DAY

Bloody, blindfolded, chained hand and foot, six young Syrian 
soldiers and a grey-haired Shiite IMAM (67) in a filthy white 
djellaba and skullcap sprawl against a wall, mouths taped. 

Six ISIS recruits - all races and colors, average age twenty-
five - line the opposite wall and murmur to each other in 
various English accents. The most singular members: ZAKARIA 
(24), an immense Nigerian, and TARIQ (25), a tall Pakistani. 

Marco motions for Russ to take a seat beside them.

MARCO
Okay, recruits, he’s the last one 
today. Another hour or so? We start 
calling you in. Okay? One by one. 
First come, first served. This is 
an English-speaking unit. So no 
worries if you don’t speak Arabic. 
At least for now. Believe me, you 
will learn it in time.
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On the opposite wall, the old Imam groans, rolls about on the 
floor. Marco steps over and kicks him in the groin. 

MARCO (CONT’D)
Shut your face, you stinking 
Shiite. 

Russ winces.

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

The door opens. Marco steps out. Beckons to Tariq. 

MARCO
You first. 

He hands him a key. Points to a teenage Syrian soldier.

MARCO (CONT’D)
Take that one.

Tariq rises. Strides across the room.

TARIQ
(Pakistani accent)

Acha! Come with me, my friend.

He unchains the petrified boy. Helps him to his feet. Leads 
him through the door.

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - WAITING ROOM - NIGHT 

Only Russ and the Imam remain. Marco steps in. Beams a big 
phony smile at  him.

MARCO
All right, you’re last. Okay?

He hands Russ a key. Flings his head towards the Imam.

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - COMMAND OFFICE - NIGHT

Russ guides the tottering Imam through the door. Raises his 
eyebrows in surprise when he spots Vlad seated at Joe's desk. 

VLAD
Chain him up there, Russ.

He points to a water pipe in the corner. Russ does as 
ordered. The Imam slumps against the pipe. 
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Vlad motions for Russ to take a seat. Then turns on an audio 
device.

VLAD (CONT’D)
So this is gonna be your official 
interview, awright?

Russ nods, makes himself comfortable. 

Vlad laughs, points to the audio device.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Hey, talk to me, bro! This is 
recorded.

Something in Vlad's voice seems fake, full of secret 
animosity.

LATER

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - COMMAND OFFICE - NIGHT

Russ and Vlad still sit across the desk from each other. 

VLAD 
Okay. Let’s fast-forward. Your base 
is under attack. You step out of 
your bunker and... Boom! A one in a 
million coincidence. You see your 
old pal Joe take one in the ribs. 
And you feel for his pain. Figure 
it’s...

He glances at his computer screen. Flicks his fingers to 
signal a quotation. Grins, scoffing.

VLAD (CONT’D)
'A sign from Allah.’ 

Russ nods. Vlad points to the device.

RUSS
Yeah.

VLAD
Can’t see fightin’ against your old 
amigo anymore. So you go AWOL in 
Baghdad. And you... 

He laughs and shakes his head.

VLAD (CONT'D)
Email him? 
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RUSS
Yeah.

VLAD
Look, bro. I don't wanna sound too 
hard-nosed, but you know what I 
smell right now?

He leans in close and wafts a hand under his nose.

VLAD (CONT'D)
Shit.  

Russ leaps to his feet, infuriated, waves a hand at Vlad.

RUSS
Hey, White-ass. You got no idea of 
the shit I go through. Served in 
the US Army ten years. Five in 
combat. Never granted citizenship. 
So every time I land at LAX? Some 
cop grabs my balls 'cause I look 
like a 'raghead,' and have a 
Lebanese passport, so I must be a 
terrorist, right? Fine. They want 
me to be the enemy? I'll be the 
enemy. Fuck America!

VLAD
(mocking)

Hey, you talk a good game, bro. 
But...

Vlad pulls a big Makarov pistol from the desk. Aims it 
between Russ’ eyes. 

BANG 

The side door bursts open. 

Russ recoils like he just got shot.

Jihadi Joe clumps out the door, arms wide, grinning. 

JOE
Enough of this good copper, bad 
copper shite!

Russ exhales, rises from his chair.

RUSS
Dude! 

Joe turns to Vlad.
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JOE
Listen to that Cali talk, will you?

He makes a “West Side” gang sign.

JOE (CONT’D)
You finally went all the way ‘West 
Coast, dude’.

RUSS
(mimicking Ice Cube)

‘That’s why, I’m sick of gettin' 
treated like a goddamn step 
child...’

JOE
(picking up on Ice Cube)

‘Fuck a punk cause I ain’t him.'

JOE AND RUSS 
(together)

‘You gotta’ deal with the NINE-
DOUBLE-MM!’

The boys "dap." Joe gives Russ a noogie on his head.

JOE
What else you learn out there in La 
La Land, you wanker? What’s it 
been? Twenty years?

RUSS
Guess I do sound kind of different.

He glances over at Vlad.

RUSS (CONT’D)
(imitates Joe)

Not like me old mate ‘ere. A right 
bloody yob, yeah?

JOE
Fuck off, you plonker. 

Joe sends a look Vlad’s way.

JOE (CONT’D)
That’ll be it for tonight, Vlad.

Vlad dips his head, fondles an earlobe, resentful, then steps 
out.

RUSS
What's with that guy? 
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JOE
Eh?

RUSS
He took my fuckin' cellphone. 

JOE
Only two in the whole unit, mate. 

He pulls out his cell. 

JOE (CONT'D)
This one? And Vlad's. You want one? 
You gotta earn it. 

LATER

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - COMMAND OFFICE - NIGHT

Russ and Joe at his desk. The Imam sleeps in the corner.

JOE
After you left? Nothin’ but 
trouble, mate. Run off at 
seventeen. Hung with a bad crowd. 
Did some time. Old Paki doin’ 
twenty for murder? Converted our 
arse to Islam. 

RUSS 
That easy, huh?

JOE
Oy, a year of that Paki preachin’? 
Couldn’t wait to get out and join 
the Jihad. Arms and adventure? Fame 
and fortune? A love slave or two? 
Then a martyr’s death! 

He takes a deep breath, tries a smile.

JOE (CONT’D)
How ‘bout a breath of air? 

EXT. MARKADAH - CITY STREETS - NIGHT

Russ and Joe step out the back door of the municipal 
building. Walk down an alley past a garbage dumpster. Out 
onto a deserted, dim-lit avenue. 
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RUSS 
Listen, Joe. When we were kids? You 
had my back. Right? 

JOE
Uh, yeah?

RUSS
Now I got yours. 

JOE
Lovely.

RUSS
I mean, I never been much into 
politics, or religion, but I guess 
I’m just wondering if you thought 
this through?

JOE
Oy! The fuck you goin’ with this?

He pulls Russ up close, glares into his eyes.

JOE (CONT’D)
You’re green, Russ. And we go back, 
Yeah? So lemme give you some 
advice. Keep your fuckin' opinions 
to your self. 

EXT. MARKADAH - CITY STREETS - NIGHT

They walk around another corner in silence. Joe takes a deep 
breath. Composes his face.

JOE
Yanks, they get drunk, doped up. 
Fuck each other’s wives. Bomb our 
women and children. Steal our oil. 
And they call us 'barbarians?' 

He pats his old friend on the shoulder.

JOE (CONT'D)
Heard you back there with Vlad, 
mate. Not sure it was all on the up 
and up. But Allah’s ways are 
infinite, yeah? And our Caliphate? 
It's somethin’ to believe in. A 
home. A family. Like you and me 
never had. You want Joey’s back? 
Join the Jihad!
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The high wailing chant of the Ishaa, the night cry of a 
muezzin, blares from a nearby loudspeaker. 

INT. MARKADAH - MOSQUE - NIGHT

A small domed mosque with a central area for prayer. Walls 
bare. No furniture. Small rugs line the floor. 

Russ, Joe, Vlad, Marco, Heinz, Adam, Zakaria, Tariq and all 
the other worshipers, mostly Jihadis, pray in Arabic, 
standing, kneeling, and standing again. 

INT. WOMAN'S QUARTERS - NIGHT

In Kurdish robes, Tara and Sabina kneel amid twenty burqa- 
clad WOMEN. They all rise to their feet and pray to Allah.

EXT. MARKADAH MEDICAL CLINIC - ER ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Deep in conversation MOS., Tara and Sabina stand at the curb.  
Their hushed voices fade in. 

SABINA
So why not get what I can out of 
the bastard?

TARA
Like what? 

SABINA
Our lives!

TARA
You're right, but I wish you 
weren't.

An Asian in a red fez pulls up to the curb in an old car. 
Baba, riding shotgun, hops out. Opens the rear door. Smiles.

TARA (CONT'D)
And how is my little Baba today? 
The one bright star in this crazy 
world.

BABA
(Arabic accent)

Good, Miss Tara. Very good! 
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INT. MARKHDAH - TEA HOUSE - NIGHT

Laughing and chatting MOS., Russ, Joe, Vlad and Marco step 
into an empty Arab tea house. 

They flop down on a floor lounge behind a long low table 
designed for cross-legged sitting.

JOE
Zafir!

Bearded old ZAFIR (75) stoops out from behind an awning. Joe 
turns to Russ.

JOE (CONT’D)
Hot tea and honey cakes!

Zafir shrugs and shakes his head to indicate that he doesn't 
understand. 

RUSS
Alshshay alssakhin waleasl 
walkueak.

Zafir bows and ducks back into his kitchen.

Joe turns to Russ.

JOE
So listen. Couple of years after 
you run off? Our local, the Greedy 
Goat? Coppers run ‘em out of 
business. 

RUSS
No! The old Greedy Goat? Damn. Best 
pub in East London. 

Joe turns to Vlad.

JOE
Barman let us slip in the back door 
and have a nip now and then. 

RUSS
Recruiting future customers. 

They all laugh. Then Joe’s voice catches. Goes from friendly 
to hostile in an instant. 

JOE
Would’ve seen you dead, Russ. 

Russ raises his hands to protest. 
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JOE (CONT’D)
Don’t say a fuckin’ word!

Joe whips around. Clutches Russ by the neck. Leans in close.

JOE (CONT’D)
Runnin’ out on your bruv like that.

Russ tries to choke out some words, but Joe just growls and 
squeezes tighter. 

Russ' face turns red. 

Vlad attempts without much success to hide his pleasure at 
the sight.

Then Joe shakes his head, as if remembering himself. Lets go. 
Grins. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Hmm. Yeah. The old Greedy Goat...

Zafir walks in. Lays out a tray of honey cakes and tea. 

Joe reaches for a cup. Carries on as if nothing happened. 

Shaken, Russ plays along. Grabs a couple of honey cakes.

LATER

INT. TEA HOUSE - NIGHT

Baba leads Tara and Sabina into the tea house. 

Joe motions Sabina to sit at his side, Tara to Russ, Baba to 
Vlad and Marco. 

Apparently displeased at the seating arrangement, Vlad 
indulges himself in his unique anger and stress management 
gesture, tipping his head and rubbing an earlobe.

JOE
Russ, these two ladies, they’re our 
medical pros. Doctor Tara, and 
Nurse Sabina, my--

SABINA
Sex slave.

JOE
Cocky li’l tart, innit? 

Joe waves her off. Turns to Baba.
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JOE (CONT’D)
And this lad here?

He slaps the boy on the back. 

JOE (CONT’D)
He’s our mascot: Baba.

Russ nods hello to the group.

JOE (CONT’D)
Russ here’s our blood bruv. We was 
lads together. And now he just 
defected from the U.S. Army! Vlad 
here thinks he's a spy. We got a 
bet goin’.

A hush descends on the table. 

Vlad remains inscrutable.

Joe bursts out laughing.

JOE (CONT’D)
Ha ha! Just takin’ the piss.

INT. MEN'S ROOM - TEA HOUSE - NIGHT

Baba stands peeing into the urine receptacle. Marco steps up 
beside him.

MARCO
Hey Baba. 

BABA
Yeah?

MARCO
Got a job for you.

BABA
Huh?

MARCO
Keep your eye on that new recruit,  
okay? 

BABA
(puzzled)

Russ?

He nods.
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BABA (CONT'D)
You don't trust him?

MARCO
Just let me or Vlad know if you see 
him doing anything that doesn't 
look right. Okay? 

BABA
Joe know about this?

MARCO
No, but I bet he'd like to know if 
his old school friend is up to 
something.

Baba nods, suspicious. 

MARCO (CONT'D)
Just keep your eyes open. Okay? And 
we'll make it worth your while.

Marco smiles, nods, rubs his forefinger and thumb together. 

Baba's eyes light up.

INT. TEA HOUSE - NIGHT

Joe, Sabina, Baba, Vlad and Marco chat in the background. 

Tara leans in close and whispers to Russ. 

The other men cock their ears and glance at them out of the 
corner of their eyes, but from  their furrowed brows it 
appears that they cannot decipher her words.

TARA
(Arabic, subtitles)

Today, in the square...

She shakes her head in sorrow. 

TARA (CONT'D)
I am a doctor. I save lives.

Russ lowers the piece of honey cake he was about to pop in 
his mouth and regards her with sympathy.

RUSS
I understand.

Tara glances at Joe, Vlad and Marco. Then back to Russ, 
questioning him with her eyes. 
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TARA
What are you doing here?

RUSS
Long story. 

She aims a sardonic grin at him. 

TARA
I bet. 

Russ offers her his honey cake. She hesitates. Runs a finger 
over the base of her throat. Then accepts it with a cautious 
look, and holds his eyes as she bites into it. 

INT. ISIS 6TH BATTALION HQ - COMMAND OFFICE - NIGHT

Joe leads Russ back into his office. Points to the old Imam 
chained in the corner.

JOE
Saved him just for you, mate. 
Syrian. Shiite. Buggers that blew 
your family to hell.

Russ looks at the Imam, falters.

RUSS
Look, Joe. Put me out there on the 
battlefield? I’ll whack all the 
Syrians you want. But--

JOE
When we was kids, you wouldn’t harm 
a bloody flea, would you?

RUSS 
Gotta admit. Wasn’t much into 
tearing the wings off insects. Like 
some I know.

JOE
Fuck off. Here you gotta earn your 
wings.

Joe whips out his knife. Holds it up to Russ. Motions to the 
french door and terrace behind him. 

Searching his old friend’s eyes, finding no sympathy there, 
Russ grabs the knife, steps over to the water pipe, unlocks 
the Imam’s chain, and helps him up, though the old man weeps 
and resists. 
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JOE (CONT’D)
Oy! You can do better than that!

Joe stomps over. Strong-arms the Imam from Russ. Drags him 
over to the terrace. Motions for Russ to assist. They lean 
him over the railing.

Exchanging a deep, sorrowful look with the old man, Russ 
slits his throat. 

A muffled cry. Blood spurts onto the railing. The Imam 
collapses in Russ’s arms. 

Joe helps him lift the body up and over. It flips in the air. 
Lands with a wet thud. 

Russ peers over. In the garbage dumpster below, the Imam 
sprawls atop the bloodied bodies of the six young Syrian 
soldiers. 

He vomits honey cakes onto the corpses. 

JOE (CONT'D)
Popped your cherry! Yeah? 

Joe laughs. Smacks Russ on the back, hard. Russ coughs up 
more honey cake. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Welcome to the Jihad!

EXT. SYRIAN DESERT TOWN - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - NIGHT - 
INFRARED

Jihadis celebrate in the war-torn main square. Throw old 
Syrian flags into bonfires. Flashes of gunfire.

SUPER: SUKHNAH, SYRIA, JANUARY 6, 2015 

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: ONE MONTH LATER

EXT. MAIN SQUARE - NIGHT - MOONLIGHT

A short distance from the fires and festivities, Joe, Marco, 
and Vlad talk MOS.  

MARCO
Should've taken this town in half 
the time. With half the losses. 
Ever since your old amigo Russ 
joined up? Seems like...
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Vlad nods and takes in his breath, as if to second Marco's 
opinion. Then glances at Joe and keeps his mouth shut.

JOE
Shut your trap, you Bosnian bugger. 
We'd have been toast without 
Russ... He can actually shoot 
straight, unlike you lot. 

EXT. MOBILE MEDICAL CLINIC - NIGHT - MOONLIGHT

A large RV type bus - its faded US Army markings showing 
under a new Red Crescent insignia - sits beside the old 
municipal building where patrols of Jihadis hoist up ISIS 
flags.

Sounds of gunfire and revelry from a short distance away. 

INT. MOBILE MEDICAL CLINIC - NIGHT

In the clean, well-appointed interior, Tara and Sabina sit 
cross-legged on the floor before a low folding table and two 
cups of tea, in the midst of a hushed conversation in 
Kurdish. 

SABINA
Why do you keep doing that, Tara? I 
am not letting him 'get to me.'

TARA
Fine. Just keep it that way. Okay?

KNOCK KNOCK 

They eye each other. Sabina rises. Cracks the door. 

Russ, transformed into a long-bearded Jihadi with a red neck 
scarf, combat boots, and a full rucksack, stands on the 
trailer’s step. A Growler waits behind him, engine running.

RUSS
I’m here to see Tara, in private. 

Tara glares at him, fingering her throat. 

SABINA
She’s your little prize, nuh? For 
joining the Jihad. I hear Vlad’s 
breathing fire over it.

RUSS
May I come in?
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Fists clenched, Sabina remains in place.

RUSS (CONT’D)
Joe said, uh, I’m supposed to send 
you back in his jeep. Says you're 
gonna stay together full-time now. 
Baba will pick up your things 
tomorrow.

Sabina turns from the door, leaving Russ free to step in. She 
slips on her shoes, grabs her bag, locks eyes with Tara.

TARA
(Kurdish, subtitles)

Take care, cousin.

SABINA
You take care. 

Sabina steps out the door. 

Tara watches, scowling, as Russ sets his rucksack on the bed, 
flops down beside her, and removes his boots. 

RUSS
Okay, I want to-- 

TARA
What! You want it right now? Is 
that it? 

RUSS
No, no! Uh... I just want to say 
you don’t have to follow orders. 

She sniffs and waves a hand at him in disbelief. 

RUSS (CONT'D)
No, I respect you, Tara, and I 
would never--

TARA
Oh really? You're respectful, huh? 
So why join the Caliphate?

RUSS
That’s another story. 

TARA
Talk to me then. I would love to 
hear it.

He smiles at her. Looks away.
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TARA (CONT’D)
Thought so.

RUSS
Tara, listen. All we have to do 
is...

TARA
What?

RUSS
Pretend.

TARA
OK, Captain America. Outside? We 
pretend. But in here? 

She grabs his rucksack. Throws it off the bed. 

TARA (CONT'D)
You get the floor!

EXT. DESERT - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - DAY

A column of technicals speeds across a desolate plain, dust 
billowing up behind them. 

In the lead, Russ drives with Joe beside him. Vlad and Marco 
at the gun in back. 

SUPER: ARAK REGION, SYRIAN DESERT, FEBRUARY 20, 2015.

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: TWO MONTHS LATER

INT. TRUCK CAB - DAY

Joe searches the sky, frowning. 

RUSS
What's up, bro?

JOE
Another bloody drone... Can't tell 
if it's a Ruski or a Yank, but 
they're fuckin' up our schedule.

RUSS
What schedule? 

Joe aims an appraising look at Russ. Shakes his head. Looks 
down at the I-Pad map of Syria in his lap.
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The sound of an approaching jet plane. 

A Syrian Air Force MIG-25 sweeps in fast and low. Stitches 
the column with cannon fire. Sets a truck ablaze.

Everyone with a machine gun, rocket launcher or anti-aircraft 
cannon fires after it. 

The plane swoops around for another approach. 

A napalm bomb flips through the air. Flies over the Mobile 
Medical Unit.

IN/EX. DESERT - MOBILE MEDICAL CLINIC -DAY

Inside the bus, Tara and Sabina peer out a window and scream 
as liquid fire incinerates a troop-filled truck beside them.

EXT. DESERT - SKY - DAY

The Foxbat climbs at a 90 degree angle. Spins to avoid 
rockets and tracer rounds. 

THUMP. The right wing blows off and the plane falls in 
flames. 

The ejection system ignites and the SYRIAN PILOT blasts into 
the air. 

EXT. DESERT - CONTINUOUS

The ejection seat plummets toward earth. The pilot separates 
from his seat. The parachute opens a second before he hits 
the ground. 

The ISIS troops cheer and fire into the sky, then remount 
their vehicles and speed after him. 

The brawny middle-aged pilot, battered, flight suit tattered, 
works to remove his chute. Russ skids up in a cloud of dust 
just as it blows off in the wind. 

Russ, Joe, Vlad and Marco leap out, AK-47s at the ready. 

The rest of the trucks skid up, form a dusty circle around 
them, and their passengers, including Adam and Heinz, leap 
out to enjoy the show.

Tall, fearless, the pilot glowers at them all. 
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JOE
Hold your gun on him, Russ.

Joe stomps up to him. Pulls out his saw-toothed knife.

JOE (CONT’D)
On your knees!

The pilot shrugs. Annoyed, Joe motions for Russ to translate.

RUSS
Nankib ealaa rakbatayk!

The pilot remains as he was.

PILOT
'Anhani 'ay rajul 'illa Allah.

JOE
The fuck’s he sayin’? 

RUSS
He bows to no man save Allah.

JOE
Oh no? Bet he bows to Jihadi Joe. 
Watch him, Russ.

Joe reaches into his backpack. Pulls out a long black hood 
with a narrow eye slit. Motions for the little German Heinz 
to step over. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Get this on video, yeah?

Heinz pulls out his phone. 

Joe lowers the hood over his head. Pulls out his knife. 
Gestures at Russ to knock the pilot to his knees.

When Russ hesitates, on the verge of disobedience, Joe gives 
him the eye through the slit in his hood. 

Russ heaves a breath. Steps up behind the pilot. Kicks him 
behind the knees. Forces him down with a hand to his neck.

Joe motions Russ to step aside. Leans over. Jerks the pilot’s 
head back by the hair. Holds the blade to his neck. Tilts 
toward the camera and his audience, all drama. 

PILOT
(Arabic, subtitles)

Long live Assad and the Syrian Arab 
Republic!
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The pilot slips a hand into his flight suit. 

Russ spots it and fires. 

The pilot falls dead, a bloody hole in his temple.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The pilot's headless corpse lies on the sand. Joe holds the 
head high, fingers locked in its dark greying curls. Swings 
it about like a lantern. 

JIHADIS
Allah Akbar!

As his fans continue to cheer, Joe flings the head down on 
the sand with an impatient gesture and turns on Russ, the 
bloody knife still in his hand. 

JOE
The fuck you shoot him for?

RUSS
Looked like he was gonna pull a gun 
on you.

JOE
He wanted you to shoot him, you 
fuck-wit. To make it quick. You 
bolloxed our video. 

RUSS
What?

JOE
Woulda gone viral.

RUSS
You fucking kidding me?

JOE
No. And next time?

He raises the bloody knife. Grins his evilest grin. Pats Russ 
on his scarred cheek with the flat of the blade.

JOE (CONT’D)
Fancy a slice on the other side, 
mate?
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EXT. SMALL WAR-TORN DESERT TOWN - NIGHT

Eating their dinners, Adam, Heinz and other Jihadis sit 
outside old mud-brick buildings to the north of a parched 
soccer field. 

At the other end of the field: the mobile medical unit, a 
platoon tent encampment, and a number of parked ISIS 
vehicles.

SUPER: HULAYHILA, SYRIAN DESERT, FEBRUARY 27, 2015

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: A WEEK LATER

EXT. HULAYHILA - SOCCER FIELD - NIGHT

Russ and Tara slow-walk the length of the soccer field toward 
the mobile medical clinic. Russ kicks a bullet-riddled soccer 
ball out of Tara's way. 

TARA
You were kids with Joe... You know 
him better than anyone. How... how 
did he get this way?

RUSS
His life as a kid was a fucking 
nightmare.

After tilting her head like a make-believe schoolmarm and 
shaking a finger at him for cursing, she motions for him to 
elaborate.

DISSOLVE TO:

FLASHBACK - INT. JOE’S CHILDHOOD APT

A visual montage in hazy noir of Russ’ narration.

RUSS (V.O.)
His mom was a prostitute. A drug 
addict. Locked him in the closet 
every time she turned a trick. 

Five-year-old Joe in a small closet. His mother, in 
silhouette, outside the door. BAM. The door slams. Blackness. 

RUSS (V.O.)
Sometimes all night. Beat him to a 
pulp whenever he cried.
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The door opens. 

A tearful little Joe emerges, cautious, from the darkness. 

Mummy slaps his face. WHACK.

RUSS (V.O.)
Government removed him from her 
custody when he was only six.

The closet door opens again. 

A man in a blue uniform reaches in. 

Haggard, rib-skinny, little Joe blinks, confused, as the man 
leads him out the door, into the light. 

END FLASHBACK

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - MOBILE MEDICAL CLINIC - NIGHT

Russ and Tara continue to walk the soccer field. 

RUSS
So when he got to the orphanage? He 
was pissed at the world. Took it 
out on everyone else. I mean  
like... one  time? Some kids tried 
locking him in a closet, right? To 
get back at him. And he went 
ballistic. Put one boy in the 
hospital. After that, he developed 
this kind of... Manson thing. Had 
us all under his thumb.

TARA
Classic case... Malignant 
narcissism. 

RUSS
(nodding)

When I moved to the States? I 
actually felt guilty about leaving 
him behind. Even missed the 
bastard. 

She reaches out to touch his arm in sympathy.

TARA
It’s what made you follow him here, 
Russ.
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RUSS
Believe it or not, I actually 
thought I could--

TARA
Turn him?

He nods.

TARA (CONT'D)
Lost cause.

They approach the steps to the Medical Unit. Russ hesitates 
at the door. Turns back to her. 

RUSS
Ever thought of gettin' into 
psychiatry, doc? You'd make an 
awesome shrink.

She waves a hand at him and laughs, but seems to appreciate 
the compliment.

INT. MOBILE MEDICAL CLINIC - NIGHT

They step inside the bus. Remove their shoes. Sit together at 
her tea table, legs folded.

TARA
So tell me. How does a sweet little 
Lebanese boy end up in an English 
orphanage?

Russ
Oh? So now I’m sweet? 

TARA
Hey! Do not get so cocky, Yank. I 
could change my mind any second.

RUSS
Some foreign correspondent made it 
happen. British, I heard. 

TARA
And the car bomb? 

RUSS
My dad was a member of Parliament. 
A Sunni. Had issues with the 
Shiites and Syrians, I heard.
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TARA
And you? How did you...?

RUSS
Got blown out a window. Landed in a 
pile of donkey shit.

TARA
Well then, thank God for donkey 
shit!

They laugh together for the first time.

EXT. SYRIAN VILLAGE - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - NIGHT

A dim-lit village on a hill in the middle of a desert, 
crammed with Syrian Army vehicles, surrounded by a defensive 
perimeter of mud walls, berms and trenches. 

SUPER: BIYARAT, SYRIAN DESERT, MARCH 26, 2015 

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: ONE MONTH LATER  

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Russ, Vlad, Marco, Zakaria, Tariq and the rest of the "new 
recruits" lie in darkness atop a hill several hundred yards 
from a sandbagged defensive trench. 

Vlad points to it as he whispers to Russ.

VLAD
Looks like sleepy time. Slip in. 
Blow the munitions bunker. Run like 
hell... Fuckin' cake walk, bro. 
Slack City. 

He points at Marco, who has a portable radio strapped to his 
back.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Me and my radio man? We’ll be 
waitin' right here. Awright?

Russ squints and cocks his head, suspicious of something in 
the Russian's tone.

VLAD (CONT’D)
Not gonna wuss out on us, are you, 
bro? 
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Russ rolls his eyes. Signals to his men to move forward and 
follow Zakaria, who sweeps the field with a portable mine 
detector.

EXT. SAND DUNE - NIGHT

Lying side-by-side at the crest of the sand dune, Vlad and 
Marco watch as the men disappear beyond a far dune.

After tipping his head and stroking an earlobe, Vlad pulls 
out his cellphone and thumbs in some numbers, much to Marco's 
surprise.  

VLAD
(Russian, subtitles)

Target en route. 

Listens.

VLADIMIR
The bomb? Yeah. Right on schedule. 

He puts the phone away. 

MARCO
The fuck was that all about?

VLAD
You don't speak Russian in Bosnia? 

Marco laughs, shakes his head. 

MARCO
In Bosnia? We speak Bosnian. Has 
nothing to do with Russian. 

VLAD
What do you mean? They're both 
Slavic, aren't they?

MARCO
Yes, but the last time they could 
understand each other was about a 
thousand years ago.

VLAD
That's good!

MARCO
Why?

VLAD
I won't have to kill you now.
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Marco's mouth drops open in fright. 

VLAD (CONT'D)
Just fuckin' with you, bro. 

He bursts into laughter.

Marco recovers his poise with some effort. 

VLAD (CONT'D)
Remember what we was sayin' the 
other day? When we picked the 
newbie up?

MARCO
You mean about... 'harm's way?'

Vlad nods.

MARCO (CONT'D)
Okay. So we put him in 'harm's 
way?' But what about the rest of 
his platoon?

VLAD
'Collateral damage.' 

Marco waves a hand, scoffing.

VLAD (CONT'D)
No, really. Sometimes you just 
gotta figure it in as the price of 
victory. 

MARCO
Whose victory you talking about, 
Vlad? 

VLAD
Sorry, but I'm afraid that 
information is above your pay 
grade.

MARCO
(laughing)

Typical Russian. Play both ends 
against the middle? See how things 
turn out? And cash in at the end.

VLAD
You with me, or not?

MARCO
One hundred percent.
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VLAD
And the Caliphate?

MARCO
What I've learned? It's as fallible 
as any other religious sect. All I 
want to do now? Get outta here in 
one piece. So fuck the Caliphate!

They laugh together and slap hands in a "high five."

EXT. BIYARAT - DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - NIGHT

Russ and Zakaria creep up to the enemy trench. Listen. Crawl 
over the sandbags. Jump down. Leap to their feet, ears 
cocked, AK-47s at the ready. 

Russ waves a hand above the trench. 

The Jihadis crawl over the sandbags and jump down beside him. 
Russ turns to Tariq, his radio man.

RUSS
Tell Vlad it’s way too quiet out 
there.

Tariq tries, but gets only static. 

RUSS (CONT’D)
Run back there, Baba. Tell Vlad 
something weird’s going on here.

Baba nods. Starts to obey. Russ hisses at him. Motions for 
him to stay in place.

RUSS (CONT’D)
Wait!

In the distance: the sound of footfalls from three 
directions. 

Zakaria glances at Russ. Shakes his head. 

Baba snivels.

TARIQ
A trap!

They rise to the top of the trench and aim their weapons just 
as a platoon of Syrian infantrymen charges at them out of the 
northern darkness, firing as they go. 

Two more units race in from east and west. 
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Red tracer rounds whiz overhead.

EXT. DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - TRENCH - CONTINUOUS

Caught in a ferocious crossfire, Russ’ Jihadis offer little 
resistance. One by one they get cut down and reel back into 
the trench.

Russ catches a round in the shoulder, Baba one in the thigh. 
Zakaria and Tariq fall dead atop them. Other dead and wounded 
fighters fall on them as well, and shelter them from the 
fierce gunfire.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - TRENCH BOTTOM - DAY

Russ lies in the dim light of dawn beneath a pile of dead 
bodies, struggling to breathe, Baba unconscious beside him.

EXT. DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - TRENCH RIM - CONTINUOUS

Old Syrian Army Corporal KHURY and young Private YAZID walk 
up to the trench. Lean over to inspect the bloody bodies 
below. YAZID carries a five gallon gasoline can.

EXT. DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - TRENCH BOTTOM - CONTINUOUS

Russ cocks an ear when he hears two Arabic voices blare out 
above him.  

YAZID
(Arabic, subtitles)

My God, do they stink!

KHURY
So. Let’s light ‘em up.

A sound like raindrops.

Russ crinkles his nose. Sniffs. Works his head out from under 
the dead. Sees Khury pouring gasoline onto the corpses as 
Yazid lights a flare. 

Eyes wide with fear, Russ jerks his pistol free and aims.

BAP

Yazid falls to his knees at the edge of the trench, the flare 
still in his hand. 
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BAP. 

Khury drops the gas can onto the bodies below and falls dead 
on the rim.

Still on his knees, Yazid lets the flare slip from his 
fingers onto the corpses below. 

POOF 

The bodies explode in flames. 

Yazid reels into the inferno.  

YAZID
Aaaagh!

Russ pulls half-dead little Baba from under the bodies as the 
flames race toward them.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

In early morning light, Russ struggles up a dune with Baba 
slung over his shoulder. Bullets whiz past their heads, 
pepper the ground around them.

They reach the summit, pursued by two Syrian armored troop 
carriers in a cloud of dust. 

EXT. SKY - DAY

A thousand feet above them, a Predator drone fires two 
rockets.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

The rockets strike the pursuing vehicles and obliterate them. 
Send their occupants sky high in a swirl of fire and smoke. 

The morning sun still behind him, a bedraggled Russ - gun in 
hand, Baba flung over his shoulder - emerges from the smoke 
and debris. 

Behind them, two Syrian vehicles lie on their sides, smoking, 
their dead passengers scattered about them.
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EXT. DESERT - DIRT ROAD - DAY

An ISIS pickup truck races down a dirt road, a trail of 
luminous white dust behind, Vlad at the wheel, Marco beside 
him. 

Joe bounces around in the bed with Baba's sleeping head in 
his lap. 

Russ sits beside him, his bloody shoulder exposed. 

JOE
Thanks, mate. I owe you one. 

Gesturing at the boy's rough, bloody tourniquet, Joe fights 
back tears. 

JOE (CONT'D)
This little mutt? Loyal to the 
death. Love him like a son.

RUSS
Stroke of luck, Joe. One of their 
mortars fell short. Otherwise, we'd 
have both been dead meat.

JOE
Oh yeah? Vlad and Marco say they 
seen a glint of metal in the sky. A 
drone, maybe.

RUSS
Bullshit. It was a mortar. 

JOE
Anyway, seems like those Syrians 
was waitin’ for you, yeah?

Russ flicks a glance at Vlad, up in the cab.

RUSS
No one's tighter with Assad than 
the Russians. 

JOE
Nah. Old Vlad? Been our top dog for 
two years now, and--

RUSS
Hey, you're the boss. But someone 
snitched.  

Joe eyes Russ, then Vlad, then sleeping Baba, and smiles.
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JOE
Right! Well, one more crack at ‘em 
here and we’ll be on our way to 
Palmyra, yeah? Only twenty klicks!

RUSS
What's Palmyra?

JOE 
Palmyra? You dim bastard! The most 
important archaeological site in 
the Middle East. A near perfect 
Roman city. And guess what our job 
is? 

RUSS 
You got me.

JOE
Blow it all to bloody hell! 

EXT. ARAK - HOSPITAL - DAY

Vlad pulls up in front of a run-down hospital with ISIS flags 
flying. Adam and Heinz stand in front as security guards. 

Joe jumps down with Baba in his arms. Heads toward the ER. 

Russ, Vlad and Marco start to follow, but Joe gestures for 
Vlad to stop.

JOE
Stay with the lorry, Vlad. 

VLAD
What? 

JOE
You heard me.

Vlad glares at Russ. Joe catches it. Grins to himself as the 
Russian returns to the truck.

RUSS 
Divide and conquer, huh? 

JOE 
Just like old Henry the Eighth.

RUSS
Just like in Junior School... So 
how about getting me a phone like 
Vlad's?
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MARCO
Yeah, and me too, while you're at 
it. 

JOE
Fuck off. The both of you.

INT. ARAK HOSPITAL - SURGERY ROOM - DAY

Russ lies on an operating table, half-naked. Sabina cleans 
his wound while Tara prepares to stitch it up. 

On a medical cot nearby, Baba lies hooked up to an IV pump, 
his leg bandaged. 

Tara directs Russ's attention to the boy, who looks asleep.

TARA
He should not be here, in a war 
zone. If Joe cares about him so 
much, why does he send him into 
danger?

RUSS
Tough love, he says. Wants to make 
him a soldier. 

TARA
Oh really? And why does Joe care 
for the child so much? Is he...?

RUSS
Naw.I think he reminds him of his 
little brother. Bobby. Died in the 
bathtub. His mom’s fault.

Across the room, Baba opens an eye. Seems to be listening. 

SABINA
Hey! Wait! 

Sabina points to some white bits in Russ’s wound.

SABINA (CONT’D)
What is this? Looks like... 
plastic.

Tara steps over. Probes it with a gloved finger as Russ 
winces in pain. Looks from Russ to Sabina, to “sleeping” 
Baba, and back to an uneasy looking Russ. 
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TARA
Paint chips, I think. From the 
ceiling. This place is falling 
apart. Just clean it up, will you? 
So I can stitch it up. 

Sabina frowns, but continues to clean the wound as Russ emits 
exaggerated grunts of pain. 

INT. ARAK HOSPITAL - POST OP WARD - DAY

Russ and Tara alone now.

Tara finishes bandaging his arm. 

TARA
Okay, you are all set. Just one 
thing. 

She points at his wounded arm. 

TARA (CONT’D)
An RFID sub-dermal implant? That is 
some pretty sophisticated 
technology for a Jihadi like you, 
Russ. 

She leans in close. 

TARA (CONT’D)
So, tell me who the bastard 
sleeping in my van every night 
really is? And why does he have a 
tracking device embedded in his 
shoulder?

RUSS
Tara, you don’t understand.

TARA
All right, well, maybe we can bring 
Marco in here to help figure it 
out. He is just down the hall.

RUSS
You wouldn’t.

TARA
Try me. 

RUSS
I can’t.
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She opens her mouth as if to call Marco. He grasps her arm.

RUSS (CONT’D)
Listen! This is bigger than me or 
you, Tara. Thousands of lives are 
at stake.

TARA
Oh, I see. So you are some kind of  
martyr? 

RUSS
Please. My life is in your hands. 
I’m asking you to have faith.

She looks out the window and back at Russ, who drips with 
sweat. Then turns and leaves the room.

EXT. ARAK HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - ELECTRIC LIGHT

Sabina and Tara nearly collide outside of the Post-Op door. 

SABINA
Kurdish, subtitles)

Hey, Tara.

Sabina guides Tara into a corner. 

SABINA (CONT’D)
We both know that wasn’t paint in 
Russ' shoulder. What was it? Some 
kind of microchip?

TARA
Nothing of the sort, Sabina... You 
hear me?  

SABINA
You don’t trust me anymore? Put 
your trust in that... Bloody Yank?

TARA
You see? You are starting to talk 
like Joe! You wonder why I worry 
about you?

SABINA
Should I be worried about you?

Sabina walks off.

Tara stares after her.
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EXT. ARAB VILLAGE - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - DAY

A line of ISIS technicals fire at Syrian armored forces as 
they retreat toward the same Arab village where Russ and Baba 
were wounded. 

SUPER: BIYARAT, SYRIA, MAY 2, 2015

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: ONE MONTH LATER

EXT. DESERT - BATTLEFIELD - DAY

An ISIS technical swerves across the desert battlefield on 
the outskirts of Biyarat. In back: two Jihadis and Russ load 
and fire a twin barrel rapid-fire anti-tank cannon. 

Russ hits a tank and the turret blows off. 

Hits another and its crewmen crawl out aflame and roll to the 
ground. 

Fires at a troop transport filled with Syrian infantrymen and 
blows it sky high. 

His crew mates, including he Chechen Adam and the German 
Heinz, cheer and slap him on the back. 

LATER

EXT. DESERT - BATTLEFIELD - DRONE VIEW - DAY

ISIS troops chase the Syrians into the setting sun. Syrian 
vehicles explode one by one.

EXT. ANTIQUE ROMAN TOWN - CENTRAL SQUARE - DAY

Sundown. 

Russ, Joe, Vlad and Marco - in separate technicals - roll 
into the square at the head of a long column of vehicles 
flying ISIS flags. 

SUPER: PALMYRA, SYRIA, JUNE 9, 2015

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: A MONTH LATER
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EXT. ROMAN TEMPLE - NIGHT

Joe’s truck in the lead, the vehicles skid up to the Roman 
temple in a cloud of dust. 

Excited Jihadis bail out. Race up the marble steps. Raise 
their arms in wonder.  

JIHADIS
Allah Akbar!

Joe, Russ, Vlad and Marco jump down from their trucks, bump 
fists. Engage in excited conversation MOS. Their voices fade 
in. 

JOE
And wait’ll you see the villa we 
got reserved for our HQ. Fuckin' 
royal it is!

As they make for the temple steps, Joe turns to Marco.

JOE (CONT’D)
Get your mobile out, mate. Anything 
goin’ viral, this is it!

Turns an evil eye on Russ.

JOE (CONT’D)
And I’m warning you, Russ. Don’t 
fuck this one up.  

A pregnant pause.

JOE (CONT’D)
‘Less you want gut-cut.

He laughs. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Groin to gullet.

He mimes the motion.

JOE (CONT’D)
Phhhht! 

Joe, Vlad and Marco crack up. Russ plays good sport. But his 
face betrays his tension. 

As Joe mounts the stairs, the Jihadis go silent and part ways 
in deference. At the top, he motions everyone to descend a 
few steps below him. Then signals Marco to start filming.

66.



EXT. ROMAN TEMPLE - MARCO'S CAMERA VIEW - NIGHT 

At the top of the steps, with the temple as his backdrop, Joe 
surveys the crowd with fiery eyes. Assumes the grandiloquent 
stance and tone that he employs before large audiences.

JOE
Jihadis! The Roman Empire led the 
world into moral decay. Just as the 
Western Powers do today.

He steps forward. Looks into the camera.

JOE (CONT’D)
Let the world know now. As we blow 
these remains of the Empire of Rome 
to hell, it's but a small taste of 
the destruction to come. 

JIHADIS
Allah Akbar!

EXT. CENTRAL SQUARE - NIGHT 

A crowd of Jihadis and nervous Arab townspeople stare at the 
Roman temple as Marco aims his camera at it. 

EXT. ROMAN TEMPLE - MARCO'S CAMERA VIEW - NIGHT

BOOM BOOM BOOM 

The temple blows sky high. Marble columns collapse in a storm 
of white dust. When it clears, the temple lies in ruins. 

EXT. CENTRAL SQUARE - NIGHT

White chalky dust covers everyone. Joe and his Jihadis cheer, 
fire their guns at the sky. The townspeople stand silent, 
horrified. 

Back at the truck, Russ stews in disbelief as Joe swaggers 
up.

JOE
Always were the artsy-fartsy type, 
yeah?

Shaking his head in disgust, Russ walks off.

JOE (CONT’D)
Go on. Fuck off, then, limp-dick! 
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Marco and Vlad walk up to Joe, AK-47s slung over their 
shoulders. 

VLAD
You know, boss, for a Jihadi, your 
old amigo don't seem to take much 
to the pleasures of the Jihad. I'm 
starting to agree with Marco.

JOE
About what?

MARCO
He can't be trusted.

JOE
Nah. Old Russ? He can be awkward, 
I'll give you that. A right twat, 
at times. But the Syrians got the 
mole for us... whoever he was. 

MARCO
You sure about that, boss?

JOE
You ain't noticed? Ever since those 
recruits got snuffed? No more 
ambushes. And we're right back on 
schedule. 

VLAD
What about those fuckin' drones? 
Ever since Russ got here, seems 
like...

Vlad hands him his rifle with scope.

VLAD (CONT'D)
Look. Nine o’clock. 

Joe lifts the gun scope to his eye. Searches. Focuses on a 
drone in the sky. 

JOE
Could be Ruski. Could be Yank. Who 
knows?

MARCO
Forgive me, sir. But we're so close 
now... And given what's at stake? 
Could you be letting your feelings 
for your childhood friend cloud 
your judgement? 
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Joe hands the gun back to Vlad, a glint of suspicion in his 
eye. 

EXT. CENTRAL SQUARE - NIGHT

Joe walks up to Russ, grimacing. Grabs his arm, hard. 

Russ spins around, flings his hand off. 

RUSS
The fuck?

JOE
Got a question for you, mate. I--

At that instant, Sabina’s loud, angry voice rises from across 
the square and cuts Joe's question short.

SABINA (O.S.)
You bastard! You fucking bastard! 
You ever try that again and I’ll...

All heads turn. Joe rushes toward the sound of her voice. 
Breaks through a large crowd of Jihadis, trailed by Marco and 
Vlad. 

In the center, Sabina and Adam glare at each other. 

JOE
The fuck's goin' on here?

Russ and Tara appear on the fringe of the crowd as Sabina 
points a finger in Adam's face.

SABINA
This bastard was trying to feel me 
up. Like I’m some kind of slut!

Joe looks from Sabina to Marco.

ADAM
Bullshit. Your woman was coming on 
to me!

SABINA
He’s lying!

JOE
So what do you want me to do about 
it, Sab?

SABINA
Shoot him.
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Joe looks at Adam. Then at Sabina. Whips out his Makarov. 
Jams it between the Chechen’s wide eyes. 

JOE
You sure 'bout that?

She nods.

BAP 

The crowd gasps and Heinz cries out as his buddy Adam drops 
like a stone and his blood flows onto the cobbles.

JOE (CONT'D)
Good enough for you, Luv?

SABINA
Yes. 

Russ and Tara stare at each other open-mouthed, as if they 
cannot believe the evidence of their own eyes. 

EXT. PALMYRA SUBURB - VILLA - NIGHT

Two technicals pull up in front of a Roman-style villa 
surrounded by pools and gardens. Vlad, Marco and Baba in one. 
Joe, Sabina and Heinz in the other, with Russ and Tara in the 
truck bed. 

Sabina’s face glows from the light of Joe’s phone as she 
thumbs a game of "Candy Crush," impervious to all else around 
her.

Everyone exits the vehicles except Russ and Tara, who remain 
seated in the truck bed. Joe steps over, looks up at Russ, 
gestures at the enormous villa.

JOE
Fit for a king, yeah?

He motions for Russ and Tara to climb down. 

TARA
But our things? They are still--

JOE
Come on, let's go. 

After a quick glance at each other, Russ and Tara jump out of 
the truck. 

Russ lands by Joe, Tara by Sabina. 
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Tara does a double-take when she spots Sabina playing 'Candy 
Crush' on Joe’s phone, as if numb to her complicity in Adam's 
murder.

RUSS
(to Joe)

What’s the rush?

Joe pulls out his pistol. Sticks it in Russ’ face. 

Tara gasps in horror. 

Vlad and Marco grin and nod. 

Baba looks wide-eyed at Joe. 

Sabina just keeps playing her game.

JOE
The rush? Lemme ask you, mate. You 
CIA?

RUSS
If I was, you’d be dead by now, 
bro.

JOE
That a threat?

Joe’s finger tenses on the trigger. 

Russ freezes.

JOE (CONT’D)
Lucky we go back, Russ. 

He lowers his gun. 

JOE (CONT'D)
One more fuck up...

He turns and walks over to Sabina. Takes his phone from her 
hand tenderly, as if aware of her childish attempt to abolish 
her feelings of guilt. Leads her up the stairs of the villa, 
followed by everyone in his entourage.

Only Russ and Tara hold back. 

Baba stops on the stairs to aim a suspicious look back at 
them before limping after the group on one crutch.
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INT. VILLA - JOE AND SABINA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Joe shows Sabina into their grand bedroom: Red tile floor. 
Furnished faux-Roman style. Enormous draped windows overlook 
a beautiful garden. 

SABINA
All this for me?

She twirls around, laughing, dancing.

Joe looks like he could eat her alive.

JOE
Worth every drop of Syrian blood. 

He plops his cell on the bedside table, tears off his filthy 
shirt, grabs her, pulls her close.

JOE (CONT'D)
The Koran says to perform our 
ablutions first. But ole King Joe? 
He feels compelled to bless his new 
realm on the body of his Desert 
Queen. 

SABINA
The Koran also says you should...

She flicks her long lashes at him.

SABINA (CONT'D)
...Please your queen.

He ogles her as she removes her clothes, flicks them down on 
the floor one by one.

KNOCK KNOCK 

Joe stomps to the door, flings it open and confronts Heinz, 
who remains expressionless as he eyes Joe's furious 
countenance, his state of dishabille, and Sabina naked behind 
him.

JOE
The fuck is it?

HEINZ
Uh, good news.

JOE
Bloody well better be!
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HEINZ
From the commander of the 
believers. Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi 
himself.

JOE
Yeah?

HEINZ
The bomb. It’s ahead of schedule. 

Joe’s expression transforms from irritation to exultation.

HEINZ (CONT'D)
Moving it out the day after 
tomorrow.

Joe grins. Squints at the ceiling. Looks back at Heinz, who 
lingers in the doorway for a thank you, but just slams the 
door in his face.

Then he strides to the window, throws it open, and fills his 
chest with air.

INT. VILLA - RUSS AND TARA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Russ and Tara stand at their open window, staring out at the 
moonlit garden. 

An outlandish roar shatters the silence.

At first shocked, they soon recognize the yowl as that of 
their inimitable leader, and swallow a laugh.

INT. VILLA - JOE AND SABINA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Joe rips the sheet from Sabina’s naked body. Falls on her. 
Shoves her face into his hairy armpit.

JOE
Smell it. Smell the power.

Sabina rises up. Looks him in the eye. Presses his face into 
her sumptuous bosom. 

SABINA
No, Joe. You smell the power.

She shoves his face down her body. 

He offers no resistance. 
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Her victorious expression turns to one of pleasure.

INT. VILLA - RUSS AND TARA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Russ and Tara, still at the window, listen to the grunts and 
howls of Sabina and Joe as they make love. 

When they come to their raucous climax, Tara shuts her eyes, 
fingers her throat, turns to Russ.

TARA
She is lost! I do not even know who 
she is anymore. 

Russ takes a step closer. Smooths her shoulders. 

TARA (CONT'D)
A nightmare!

She looks up at him. A tear tracks down her cheek.

TARA (CONT'D)
You, Russ. You are the only thing 
that keeps me going.

He cups her face in his hands, draws her close, and they 
kiss, long, soft, and sweet.

The emotional stress leaves their faces, converts to desire, 
and they fall back on the bed. 

On the verge of succumbing, Tara pulls back. 

Russ seems to understand, and pulls back as well. They sit up 
together, and their breathing returns to normal.

RUSS
Tara, I’m so tired of killing. I 
killed a Shiite holy man. May God 
forgive me... 

She holds him tight.

TARA
Shhh, habibi. War makes monsters of 
us all.

RUSS
I gotta get us out of here.

TARA
So we go.
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He shakes his head, takes her hands in his.

RUSS
I can't. Not yet, anyway.

TARA
Why not? 

RUSS
Listen. After my base got overrun? 
My commander was gonna court 
martial me.

TARA
For what?

RUSS
'Dereliction of duty.'

TARA
Was he right?

RUSS
Probably... But when I told him 
Jihadi Joe was my old friend? 

TARA
He dropped all charges. Of course 
he did! But is spying on Joe more 
important than our lives? 

RUSS
Tara, ISIS has a dirty bomb.

Her mouth drops open in shock.

EXT. VILLA - JOE AND SABINA’S BEDROOM - DAY

Early Morning. Sabina wakes to the sound of Joe's angry voice 
behind the bathroom door. 

JOE (O.S.)
Last night he told us we’re good to 
go. Now it won’t be leavin' Jubal 
for three more fuckin’ days? 

Joe listens. Responds with rising anger.
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JOE (CONT'D)
Listen fuck-head. That’s our baby, 
and it better be off that mountain 
tomorrow night, delivered to 
Istanbul, ready to blow the day 
before Ramadan, or you can tell the 
Commander of the Believers that 
Jihadi Joe is gone... Gone!

Sabina freezes at the mention of Istanbul and Ramadan. The 
doorknob turns. She throws herself back in feigned sleep. 

Joe slams the door open. Bangs it shut behind him. Stomps 
into the room. Kicks a chair over. Then turns to drive his 
fist into the door. 

JOE (CONT'D)
Sod it!

Picks up an antique vase and flings it against the wall.

JOE (CONT’D)
Sod it!

Wrenches some drapes down, flings them to the floor, and 
sunlight pours in. 

JOE (CONT'D)
SOD IT! 

In the sudden light, he calms. Looks over at 'sleeping' 
Sabina. Strides to the bed. Glowers down at her. Leans in 
close. Grabs her by the hair. Hisses in her ear. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Wake up, bitch!

INT. VILLA - RUSS AND TARA’S BEDROOM - DAY

Dressed for the day, Russ and Tara step to their door. Russ 
opens it, and Baba tumbles into the room. 

TARA
(joking)

Baba! Are you spying on us?

BABA
Uh, no. 

He avoids Russ’ eyes. 

BABA (CONT’D)
Just gonna knock on your door.

76.



TARA
What for?

BABA
Uh, a ride?

Tara laughs at the boy. Offers her arm to him.

IN./EX. TECHNICAL - WAR-TORN STREETS OF PALMRYA - DAY

The truck weaves and bounces through the rubble with Russ and 
Tara in the cab. 

From the truck bed, Baba peers at them through the back 
window. 

Russ glances in his rear view mirror. Meets the boy's 
churlish stare. Whispers to Tara. 

RUSS
You think he can hear us?

TARA
No, he cannot hear us. And he is a 
scared little kid, Russ, not a spy.

She glances back. Baba flashes a big, innocent smile at her.

TARA (CONT'D)
So tell me more about this... 
'dirty bomb.' 

RUSS
It was Joe’s idea. We think the 
Russians supplied the plutonium.

TARA
The Russians? ISIS is their enemy! 
They fight on the Syrian side.

RUSS
Russia is on Russia's side. As I'm 
sure Vlad could tell you. 

TARA
Is Vlad a spy?

RUSS
What do you think?
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TARA
(nodding)

So what does ISIS plan to do with 
it?

RUSS
The bomb? I'm not so interested in 
what they're going to do with it as 
where they've got it stowed right 
now.

TARA
And if you find out?

RUSS
I get to a cell phone. Thumb in the  
coordinates. And the US Air Force 
does the rest.

TARA
Sounds good. But where do you get 
the phone?

RUSS
How 'bout Sabina? I see her playing 
games on Joe's cell all the time.

TARA
Are you serious? You saw what she 
did yesterday.

She shakes her head, sad, but vehement.

TARA (CONT'D)
Sabina is lost. 

Russ pulls up to the war ravaged Palmyra Hospital, festooned 
with black flags, Heinz and another ISIS GUARD (21) posted 
out front. 

Russ and Tara squeeze hands and exchange hopeful looks. 

TARA (CONT'D)
Be careful, habibi.

INT. PALMYRA HOSPITAL - OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Tara and a NURSE stitch up the arm wound of a young soldier. 
Behind them, the doors open. 

Sabina limps in, frantic-eyed, breathing hard. 

78.



Tara looks up from her patient. Her eyes widen. She murmurs 
to the nurse, who then wheels the patient out and shuts the 
door. 

Tara steps up to Sabina. Pulls down her mask to reveal a 
black eye and bruised face.

TARA
(Kurdish, subtitles)

Allah preserve, Sabina! What has 
that devil done to you?

Sabina waves her off, struggles with emotion. 

SABINA
This morning? Joe had a call. He 
got so mad... I... He...

TARA
What? What?

SABINA
He's got a bomb. And--

TARA
I know. A dirty bomb.

Sabina's face turns white.

TARA (CONT'D)
What else? What else did he say?

SABINA
(sobbing)

Tara! Our family!

TARA
(gasps)

Istanbul?

SABINA
He's insane! 

TARA
Sabina, where is the bomb? Do you 
know?

SABINA
There was a problem, uh, getting it 
down the mountain... That's why he 
was so--
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TARA
What mountain? Where, Sabina, 
where?

SABINA
Jubal... Jubal Mountain.

Tara grabs her by the arms.

TARA
Listen to me. Listen, Sabina. For 
the sake of our family and everyone 
you have ever loved, I need you to 
do something... 

INT. PALMRYA HOSPITAL - OUTSIDE OPERATING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Baba sits outside the operating room, an ear cupped to the 
door, as Tara and Sabina speak in hushed tones inside. 

In the distance, another artillery bombardment commences. 

The boy cringes at the sound. 

The explosions draw nearer. 

Shivering in fright, Baba scuttles into the Operating Room. 

BABA
Doctor Tara! Doctor Tara!

INT. VILLA - HEADQUARTERS ROOM - DAY

Four men in the HQ room as the windows shake and light up 
with distant explosions: 

Vlad at the door. 

Joe at his desk. 

Russ nearby with a field telephone to his ear. 

Joe’s young BROADCAST OPERATOR at his radio with a mic to his 
mouth, tuned in to excited battlefield chatter in Arabic. 

A FIELD RADIO OPERATOR blares out in Arabic over the 
Broadcast Operator’s tactical device. 

Russ sticks a finger in his ear. Shouts into his phone. 
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RUSS
(Arabic, subtitles)

Sorry, I can't hear you, Sir. Just 
a second, please.

Russ lowers the phone, covers the mouthpiece with a palm as 
Joe jumps up, knocks his chair over. Clumps across the room. 
Smacks the Broadcast Operator across the back of his head. 

JOE
Tell the bugger what we said 
before. Hold for twenty-four, 
minimum. On pain of fuckin’ death.

The Broadcast Operator looks to Russ.

RUSS
Eaqad' limuddat arbe weshryn 
saeatan!

The Operator shouts into his mic.

BROADCAST OPERATOR
Albaqa' limuddat athnay eashar sae!

JOE
Now shut that bleedin’ thing down 
for a minute so we can think 
straight.

Russ gives the "cut it" sign. The Operator adjusts a knob. 
The room quiets down. 

Joe returns to his desk. 

Russ takes a deep breath. Speaks into the phone again in 
Arabic. Listens to the long response. Turns to Joe.

RUSS
'Keep up the good fight,' he says.

A supersonic jet streaks low overhead. Rattles the windows. 
They all duck.

JOE
You tell him the Ruskis rule our 
air space? And we got nowhere near 
enough anti-aircraft guns? You tell 
him that?

Russ nods.
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JOE (CONT’D)
And the fuckin' Syrian Eighth Army, 
with Hezbollah reinforcements, is 
only twelve klicks west of town?

RUSS
Yup.

JOE
Tell him again!

Russ talks into the phone again. The outraged response blares 
out of the receiver. When the phone goes dead, Russ replaces 
the receiver with a soft click. 

RUSS
No retreat, he says. 

JOE
Fight to the last bloody man?

Russ nods.

JOE (CONT’D)
With no reinforcements? No resupply 
of weapons?

RUSS
Orders are: Prepare booby traps. 
Blow all the Roman monuments.

JOE
With what? We got nothin’ left. 
They blew our ammunition dump.

RUSS
‘Use your wits,’ he said.

JOE
Bloody hell! How far they out now?

Russ steps over to the Broadcast Operator. Motions for him to 
turn up the volume again. Listens to the Arabic chatter, the 
sound of explosions.

RUSS
Eleven klicks and closing.

JOE
Need eyes on the ground... Get your 
arse out there, Russ. Let us know 
what's up. Yeah? Win us some time 
to prep a retreat. 
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RUSS
Retreat?

JOE
Don’t think we’re gonna sacrifice 
our boys for some manky old shite 
in Raqqa, do you? Not when we 
finally got our bomb...

He scrutinizes Russ' reaction. Seems a bit suspicious. Then 
waves a hand and points at the door.

JOE (CONT'D)
Now, get your cunty arse out there!

As Russ heads for the door, Joe calls after him. 

JOE (CONT'D)
Oy! And make sure you don't get 
lost along the way. Yeah? Wouldn't 
want anything to happen to that 
foxy lady of yours, would we now?

EXT. VILLA - DAY

Dawn. Peaceful gardens and grounds. Empty save the Jihadis 
standing guard. 

A bomb sounds close by. Then another.

SUPER: PALMYRA, SYRIA, JUNE 09, 2015

SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: ONE DAY LATER

INT. VILLA - JOE AND SABINA’S BEDROOM - DAY

Joe rises naked from beside ‘sleeping’ Sabina. Ignoring a 
nearby explosion, he walks into the bathroom. Shuts the door.

Sabina cracks an eye. Reaches out, grabs the cell on his 
night table. Her hands shake as she thumbs the keypad rapid 
fire.

With no warning flush, the bathroom door bangs open. Sabina 
thrusts the phone under her pillow. 

Joe flops down beside her. Glances at her pillow, at her 
bruised and guilty face. 
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SABINA
Okay, time for me to go now. They 
need me at the hospital. 

She starts to rise, but Joe holds her back.

JOE
We need a translator today, Luv. 
Got Russ out in the field. 

He pulls the cellphone from behind the pillow.

JOE (CONT’D)
Playin’ that Candy Crush, again?

SABINA
Yes.

JOE
Why’d you hide it, then?

SABINA
Wanted to get it out of the way...

She flicks her eyes at him, sexy.

SABINA (CONT'D)
But you took too long. 

JOE
Always time for a romp, Luv.

He rips off the covers and falls on her.

She lifts her eyes toward the ceiling, revealing anger, fear, 
and determination.

EXT. DESERT AIRSTRIP - DAY

Morning. A pair of sleek F-22 Raptors take off into the sun.

SUPER: CAMP VICTORY AIR BASE, BAGHDAD, IRAQ

IN/EX. CAPTAIN FORREST’S COCKPIT - DAY

From ten thousand feet, US Air Force CAPTAIN FORREST’S view 
of: A high, craggy desert mountain with a winding dirt road 
to the top. A deep, ashen grey quarry with prefabricated 
buildings and anti-aircraft emplacements on its rim.
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The captain gives his wing man, LIEUTENANT THOMS, a high 
sign.

CAPTAIN FORREST
Target in sight. 

LIEUTENANT THOMS
(Texas accent)

Roger that, Cap’n.

EXT. JUBAL MOUNTAIN - COVERT ISIS FACILITY - CONTINUOUS

ISIS artillerymen shout in Arabic. Point at the jets. Run to 
their weapons. Swing them up and around. Take aim.

EXT. JUBAL MOUNTAIN - SKY - CONTINUOUS

The Raptors peel off. Dive for the camouflaged mountain 
facility. Below them, anti-aircraft cannons fire.

IN/EX. CAPTAIN FORREST’S COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Smoky black flak thumps outside the cockpit as the target 
grows large in the Captain's windscreen and digital display.

CAPTAIN FORREST
Fire away!

EXT. JUBAL MOUNTAIN - COVERT ISIS FACILITY - CONTINUOUS

ISIS artillerymen fire at the diving planes. 

As the Raptors streak overhead, the gun crews cease fire. 
Then scurry for cover as four laser-guided bombs streak 
toward them. 

IN/EX. CAPTAIN FORREST’S COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

FLASH 

BOOM

The plane shudders so hard the captain's helmet bangs on the 
canopy. He whips his head around to see a gigantic mushroom 
cloud rise toward the heavens. 

Off his wing, Lieutenant Thoms waves a fist at him.
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LIEUTENANT THOMS (V.O.)
Eeeeeeeehaw! 

INT. VILLA - HEADQUARTERS ROOM - DAY

Vlad, Marco, Sabina, Baba, Joe and his BROADCAST OPERATOR 
gather around a radio and listen as a loud, excited RADIO 
VOICE jabbers in Arabic. The message ends. 

Joe turns to a fidgety, wide-eyed Sabina. 

JOE
The fuck was he so riled up about?

SABINA
Uh, big explosion, he says. 

JOE
Where?

SABINA
Jubal, uh... Jubal Mountain.

JOE
What the fuck? 

SABINA
Crusaders, he says... A-Americans.

Joe whips out his Makarov and fires a couple of rounds into 
the ceiling. 

Everyone jumps back, terrified.

Baba sucks in his breath, loud, and casts an accusing look at 
Sabina. 

JOE
What is it, Baba? 

The boy opens his mouth. Seems unable to get the words out

MARCO
Hey! What've I been paying you for?

VLAD
Come on, spit it out, kid!

BABA
I... I, uh, hear them talk about... 

JOE
What?
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BABA
Bomb. Say they need cellphone... to 
text location. 

Joe slams a fist on his desk. 

JOE
Who? 

BABA
Uh, Doctor Tara, and...

MARCO
Talk, kid, talk!

BABA
M-Mister Russ, and...

Joe slouches against the desk as if punched in the gut. Shuts 
his eyes and raises his head to the ceiling. 

VLAD
Hullo? What’d we tell you, boss? 
What’d we fuckin’ tell you? 

Joe ignores Vlad. Takes a deep breath. Turns to Baba again.

JOE
Who else, Baba? Who else is with 
'em?

BABA
Uh, uh...

Joe raises a hand at him. 

JOE
Who!

Terrified, Baba raises a shaky finger at Sabina.

SABINA
What? He’s lying, Joe! The boy is 
lying. I swear.

Joe thrusts a hand in his pocket. Comes out with his 
cellphone. Looks down. Thumbs it.

JOE
(exaggerated Cockney)

'ello, what've we 'ere, then? 

He turns to Sabina, all smiles. 
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WHACK 

Drops her with a backhand. 

Then turns on little Baba and shoves a finger in his face.

JOE (CONT’D)
How long you known this, you li’l 
cunt?

BABA
Uh, uh.

JOE
Go on, then! 

BABA
Not, not t-too long. Y-Yesterday?

JOE
Thought of you like a son, Baba. 
And you didn’t tell us? 

Baba lowers his head in shame. 

JOE (CONT’D)
You know the penalty for betrayal. 
What you got to say for yourself?  

BABA
P-please. One m-more chance.

Joe draws his pistol, slow. Sticks the barrel straight 
between the boy’s crying eyes. 

JOE
Sorry.

He shakes his head.

JOE (CONT’D)
But Jihadi Joe? He don’t deal in 
second chances. 

BAP 

Sabina looks on horrified as Baba's small body and crutch hit 
the floor (O.S.). Then makes a break for the open window. 

Joe grabs her by the hair. Pins her to the wall. 

She fights back to no effect. 
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He draws blood when he jams the pistol barrel between her 
lips, then traces the bloody barrel down between her breasts.

JOE (CONT’D)
Said you loved us. 

Sabina looks him in the eye.

SABINA
I lied. 

Joe whacks her across the cheek with the pistol. 

She claps a hand to her bleeding cheek.  

SABINA (CONT’D)
Ah, what a loving man you are, Joe. 
What a faithful Muslim. Allah, he 
sees what you really are. A 
monster!

JOE
Shut the fuck up, you bloody whore!

He steps back. Aims between her unblinking, defiant eyes.

SABINA
I die now. Yes. For my family. But 
you will die alone, Joe. Just as 
you began. 

Joe roars like a lion.

BAP 

Sabina falls to the floor (O.S.)

Joe steps over to look down at her. A tear escapes his eye. 
Runs down his cheek. Perches on his lip. He wipes it away.

He then whirls on Vlad and Marco. Snarls. Waves the gun in 
their faces. 

They freeze, horror-struck. 

Joe stares straight through them for a moment. Then lowers 
the gun, all smiles. They finally breath out, and regain a 
modicum of composure. 

JOE
Should’ve listened to you boys. 
Only ones to have our back. Guess 
you won that bet, Vlad, yeah?
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Vlad tilts his head, fondles an earlobe.

VLAD
If you say so, boss. 

MARCO
So, now what? You want us to go out 
there and...? 

He makes a chopping gesture with his hand.

JOE
Nah. Bring 'em in here. Let's play 
with 'em a while, yeah? 

EXT. ISIS DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - FIRING LINE - DAY

A Jihadi infantry company lies prone behind a defensive berm. 

A half mile to their front, a line of Syrian tanks rumbles 
closer. 

A Russian jet hurtles overhead. 

BOOM

Shrapnel flies over the berm.

Vlad and Marco run up to the line of troops from behind. 
Throw themselves down beside the German, Heinz, and his RADIO 
MAN. Vlad whacks him on the leg to get his attention.

HEINZ
What?

VLAD
The fuck you doin' here, runnin' a 
platoon?

HEINZ
(a happy smile)

Got a promotion.

VLAD
(sarcastic)

Congrats. So where's Russ?

Heinz motions down the line.

MARCO 
Hey, can you hold here another half 
hour?
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HEINZ
Maybe. Then what?

MARCO
Run like hell.

Heinz smiles. Nods. 

Vlad and Marco slip away from Heinz. Crawl down the line to 
where Russ faces the enemy alongside the squad he commands.

VLAD
Hey. Russ.

Russ turns to find two big Makarov pistols in his face.

EXT. ISIS DEFENSIVE PERIMETER - DAY

Hands bound with rope, Russ runs from the firing line, 
flanked by Vlad and Marco. 

They race for the shelter of an enormous boulder as a MIG-35D 
sweeps over and cannon shells patter the ground behind them. 

Vlad prods Russ around the rock just in time to avoid the 
barrage. Cab door open, a blue Hi-Lux hides in its shadow.

Marco climbs behind the wheel. Vlad prods Russ into the truck 
bed, and climbs in beside him. 

Marco hits the gas and heads for town just as another 
incoming MIG drops a napalm bomb that obliterates the ISIS 
line and sends Heinz, his radio man, and the entire platoon 
skyward in a storm of fire.

EXT. PALMYRA HOSPITAL - ER ENTRANCE - DAY

Marco screeches up in front of the ER. 

Vlad motions for a a SECURITY GUARD (20) to come over and 
guard the prisoner. 

Vlad and Marco run inside the hospital.

INT. PALMYRA HOSPITAL - OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Vlad and Marco march in. Find Tara at work on a young 
Jihadi’s chest wound. Vlad grabs her by the back of the neck. 
Forces her down on the patient’s bloody chest. The patient 
shrieks in pain.
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TARA
What are you doing? 

Vlad pulls her around to face him. Lifts his arm. Makes a 
pistol with his hand. 

VLAD
Lemme show you what happened to 
your cuz. Awright?

Tara's eyes widen in horror.

VLAD (CONT'D)
POW!

TARA
No!

MARCO
(laughing, sneering)

And your little friend Baba, too.

The muscles in Tara’s face collapse. She falls to her knees. 

Vlad grabs her arms. Lifts her up. Motions for Marco to help 
him. 

They swing her up onto an empty bed, face down. 

Marco holds her hands over her head while Vlad jerks her 
medical scrubs down, exposing her bottom.

Vlad unzips his pants and climbs atop her. 

FADE TO BLACK:

Tara screams in agony (O.S.).

The sound of Vlad humping at her body (O.S.).

FADE IN:

CLOSE UP of the salacious look on Marco's face as he watches 
the rape. 

FADE TO BLACK:

Tara's screams continue.

MARCO (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Now it's my turn. 
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EXT. ER ENTRANCE - TRUCK - DAY

Vlad and Marco throw Tara into the truck bed, next to Russ. 
Eyes shut tight, she gasps for air, and seems only semi-
conscious.

Marco gestures for the security guard to return to his post  
in front of the ER entrance and heads for the cab, leaving 
Vlad to guard the prisoners. 

As the truck starts to move, Russ scoots over to Tara, leans 
in close, whispers in her ear. 

RUSS
What? What did they do to you?

She says nothing, just continues to sob, but the extremity of 
her emotion allows for only one conclusion. It shows on 
Russ's face, and he aims a look of murderous hatred at Vlad.

But Vlad only laughs, cocks his finger like a gun, then makes 
an obscene gesture with his left hand wrapped around his 
right index finger. 

Just then another jet wails over, very low, and everyone 
ducks except the insensible Tara. 

With his hands still bound behind his back, Russ tries to 
shield her with his body.

A bomb whistles in, destroys a building across the street, 
sprays the truck with debris, and knocks out three tires. 

EXT. WAR-TORN AVENUE - DAY

Vlad and Marco prod Russ and a slumped, stumbling Tara down a 
broad avenue thick with smoke and debris, as bombs explode 
all around them. 

LATER

EXT. WAR-TORN AVENUE - DAY

Three Syrian scouts step around a corner and fire. Bullets 
zing into the pavement. Ricochet off bomb-damaged buildings. 

Vlad and Marco roll into a stairway that leads down to a 
basement tailor shop and return the Syrian fire.

Russ boots Tara into the doorway above the shop. Backs up 
against the door. Reaches out for the knob with his bound 
hands. Twists it with his fingers. Finds it locked.
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Vlad and Marco shift their aim from the Syrians to Russ. He 
ducks, and a bullet strikes the doorway inches above his 
head.  

The Syrians narrow in on Vlad and Marco's location with a 
spray of bullets. They spin from Russ to return their fire. 

Russ stands up, kicks at the door with all his might. It 
bursts open, and he shoves Tara inside.

INT. WAR-DAMAGED BUILDING - DAY

Russ and Tara stumble through the building and out the back.

EXT. DAMAGED ROW HOUSES - DAY

Jets scream overhead. Bombs land all around on a narrow  
street of row houses. Russ butts Tara through the shattered 
door of another half-ruined domicile.

INT. DAMAGED HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY

Russ leads a dazed Tara down a hall. Spots an undamaged 
bathroom through an open door. 

EXT. WAR-TORN AVENUE - STAIRWELL - DAY

Still pinned down, no way out, Vlad and Marco wave white 
handkerchiefs at the Syrian scouts. The firing stops.

VLAD
RUSSKI! RUSSKI! 

A SYRIAN OFFICER shouts back in rough English.

SYRIAN OFFICER
Drop gun. Stand up. Walk to me.

Vlad and Marco throw their AK-47s out into the street. Rise 
to their feet. Raise their hands. Soft-step toward the Syrian 
soldiers on the corner. 

VLAD
(smiling)

Hullo. We are Russian military. You 
can radio Russia-Syria Joint 
Operations to verify. Awright? 

Another Russian plane streaks overhead. Vlad and Marco 
pretend to get all gleeful and excited. Point up at the jet.
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VLAD (CONT’D)
Look, look, Russian plane! 

The Syrians raise their heads to the sky. 

Vlad and Marco whip their Makarovs out. Pop off six quick 
rounds.

The Syrians drop their weapons and fall to the ground. 

Vlad and Marco run up and fire into their heads. Grab a pair 
of AK-47s and some extra ammo. Then sprint a few feet. Hide 
in a doorway. Repeat the maneuver all the way down the 
street.

INT. DAMAGED HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY

While Tara leans her forehead against the wall in a stupor, 
Russ kicks at the bathroom mirror till it breaks into pieces. 
It makes a big racket, but does nothing to rouse Tara.

RUSS
Hey. 

He bumps her shoulder with his.

RUSS (CONT’D)
Sabina would not want to see you 
like this. 

Tara raises her head.  

RUSS (CONT’D)
And I really need your help if 
we’re gonna get out of this, Tara.

She nods. Takes a couple of deep breaths. Backs up to the 
sink. Grasps an edge of glass with her fingers. 

Russ shuffles up against her, butt-to-butt. She saws away at 
his bonds.

INT. DAMAGED HOUSE - DAY

Hands now free, Russ and Tara search the house. 

Russ finds nothing, but Tara scares up a T-shirt, jeans, 
sneakers and a cap. 

She returns to the bathroom. Throws off her dirty clothes. 
Gives herself a brief sponge bath. Puts on her new things,  
and rejoins Russ with a look of vengeful determination.
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TARA
Now we go get the bastards.

EXT. WAR-LITTERED STREETS - DAY

Russ and Tara run through the burning streets of Palmyra, 
dodging gunfire and exploding shells.

They spot a white, machine gun equipped Hi-Lux technical 
driving down the street. 

Tara rips her cap off. Shakes her long hair out. Flags the 
lone driver down with a smile.

Russ pulls his knife. Sneaks up to the driver's open window. 
Reaches in. Grabs him by the hair with one hand. Slits his 
throat with the other. Drags him out onto the road. 

Tara climbs in the driver’s seat. 

Russ pulls off his long red neck scarf. Ties it around the 
aerial. Leans in the cab. Grabs the dead man's AK-47. 

In the truck bed he finds some ammo. Loads the heavy machine 
gun. Switches off the safety. Cranks it back. Bangs on the 
roof. 

Tara burns rubber for the edge of town. 

IN/EX. WAR-LITTERED STREETS - CORNER - DAY

Tara skids around a corner. Runs into a party of ISIS 
Jihadis, including Joe, Vlad and Marco, standing around a 
pair of armed Hi-Lux's, one red and one blue. 

She takes aim for Joe, but he rolls under a truck, so she 
aims for Vlad. 

But Vlad shoves his buddy Marco into her path to propel 
himself out of her way and

BAP

She smacks into Marco. He flies into the air, flips over her 
hood, and smashes into her windshield, cracking it, spraying 
blood all over.

She swerves to impel Marco off her hood, then turns to glare 
back at Joe, who has crawled out from under the truck and 
stands over Marco's dead body with Vlad, the two of them 
shaking fists at her.
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TARA
(Kurdish, subtitles)

Fuck you! You sons of a bitches!

Then she dips her head in fear when the Jihadis fire at her 
on full automatic, their rounds smacking into her truck's 
metal frame, smashing her rearview mirror.

In the bed of the truck, Russ shoots back at them with his 
heavy machine gun, knocking over three of them, then ducking 
and weaving when red tracer rounds flash over his head. 

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF PALMYRA - CONTINUOUS

When Tara's truck disappears around a corner, Joe runs to the 
red truck, Vlad to the blue, and they climb in back to man 
the guns. Their drivers jump in the cabs and tear off in 
pursuit.

EXT. DESERT - AERIAL DRONE VIEW - DAY

A vast desert plain. Tall black smoke clouds billow on the 
horizon. 

Trailing great clouds of dust, ISIS forces flee from 
attacking Allied planes. One ISIS technical explodes in 
flames.  

In the foreground, two trucks, blue and red, pursue a white 
one past tall sand dunes and a maze of wadis. 

Vlad stands in the bed of the blue truck, Joe in the red one, 
Russ in the white one with the red scarf flying. 

IN/EX. F-22 RAPTOR COCKPIT - DAY

Captain Forrest and Lieutenant Thoms streak across the desert 
at a thousand feet. Spy the blue and red trucks in pursuit of 
a white one. Note the red handkerchief.

CAPTAIN FORREST
We just found our man. Any Russians 
in sight?

LIEUTENANT THOMS
Air Ops cued ‘em. We’re good to go.

CAPTAIN FORREST
Okay. Fire away. 
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IN/EX. DESERT - BLUE TRUCK - DAY

Vlad fires rockets at the Raptors. Cannon shells patter 
around his truck. 

BOOM. 

He gets blown off his feet. 

Up in the cab, Vlad's driver slumps, his blood splattering 
the wind-shield. 

The truck rolls to a stop, just short of the wadi. 

Wounded in the hip, Vlad struggles into the cab beside the 
dead driver. Opens the door. Shoves him out. Turns the key in 
the ignition. Dead, too. 

He takes out his cell. Thumbs in some numbers.

VLAD
(Russian, subtitles)

Emergency. Request immediate 
extraction.

UNKNOWN RESPONDENT (V.O.)
(Russian, subtitles)

Unable to fulfill request at this 
time. Repeat, unable to--

VLAD
The fuck you talking about? 

UNKNOWN RESPONDENT (V.O.)
We have an air space agreement with 
the Americans. Effective for six 
more hours. 

VLAD
The Americans just fucked our plan, 
pal. Listen. I’m in a world of shit 
down here. 

UNKNOWN RESPONDENT (V.O.)
Hold your position. Repeat. Hold 
your posi-- 

The battery goes dead. Enraged, Vlad slams the phone against 
the wheel and knocks it to pieces. Then tilts his head to the 
side, shuts his eyes, and rubs his earlobe between his thumb 
and forefinger. 
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EXT. DESERT - WHITE TRUCK - DAY

Russ mans the heavy machine gun in the bed of his white Hi-
Lux, with Joe right on his tail in the red one. 

CLICK. 

Out of ammo, Russ bangs on the cab, signals to Tara.  

She swerves to avoid Joe’s fire. Veers into another deep, 
sandy wadi.

EXT. DESERT - WADI - CONTINUOUS

Tara skids to a stop on the far side of a sharp curve. Russ 
picks up his AK-47 and they lay in wait. 

The red pickup hurtles round the curve. Russ fires at it on 
full automatic. Its windshield shatters. Its driver slumps 
behind the wheel. 

Tara guns her engine and speeds away.

EXT. DESERT - WADI - CONTINUOUS

The red truck rolls to a gentle stop on the dry river bed. 

Joe jumps out. Throws the driver to the sand. Sweeps broken 
glass out of the cab with his hand. Leaps behind the wheel.

IN/EX. DESERT - WHITE TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Tara hurtles out into dune territory. 

In her rear-view mirror, the red technical bursts from the 
wadi in hot pursuit.

IN/EX. DESERT - RED TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Still straining to close distance on the white truck, Joe 
fires his AK-47 out the broken windshield with his right 
hand, drives with his left. 

CLICK

His gun runs out of ammo. 

JOE
Fuck!
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Ahead, the white truck veers around a sand dune.

IN/EX. DESERT - WHITE TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Tara’s engine starts to cough. She squints at the gas gauge: 
Empty. Swears in Kurdish. Beats her fists on the wheel as the 
truck burps to a halt.

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT - SAND DUNE - CONTINUOUS

Joe’s red truck flies over the sand dune. T-bones the stalled 
white Hi-Lux. Knocks it over on its side. 

Russ catapults into the air. Hits the sand. Rolls with his 
rifle till he comes to a stop ten feet from the truck. 

INT. WHITE TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Tara lies unconscious in the overturned cab. Her bloodied 
head lies against the cracked door window. 

EXT. DESERT - CONTINUOUS

Joe jumps from his battered Hi-Lux, holding his gun by the 
barrel like a baseball bat, and sprints for Russ. 

Woozy, Russ raises his rifle. Pulls the trigger. 

CLICK 

Russ flips the gun around and deflects Joe's blow with its 
uplifted barrel. 

Caught between fury and sorrow, sobbing like small boys, Russ 
and Joe swing the butts of their AK-47s at each other, 
swiveling, swirling and parrying like Kendo stick fighters 
with loud whacks, grunts and howls.

JOE
Traitor! We was like family!

RUSS
Still are, Joey. Give it up, and 
I'll tell 'em I turned you.

JOE
You'd do that for your old bruv?
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He drops his guard. 

Russ does the same. 

Then Joe springs at him. 

Russ parries a blow to the head. But Joe fakes him out again. 
Whacks him on the leg. 

Russ drops his rifle. Breaks his fall with an elbow. But Joe 
is on him in an instant.

Behind them, in the upended cab, Tara pulls herself out the 
truck’s passenger window, a jagged cut on her head.

Sobbing again, Joe presses the barrel of his rifle against 
Russ’ throat. 

JOE (CONT'D)
Joey? He was nothin' to you, Russ. 
Your blood bruv. Nothin'.

Perched on the Hi-Lux, suffering from double-vision, Tara 
sees Russ struggling beneath Joe. 

She leaps to the ground. Tumbles forward. Lurches to her 
feet. 

Vision stabilized, she grabs Russ’ rifle. Grips it by the 
barrel. 

JOE (CONT'D)
... And now you're nothin' to him. 

Joe presses his rifle barrel down harder. Russ turns red in 
the face. His eyes pop.

JOE (CONT'D)
(quoting Ice Cube)

‘It ain’t about how right or wrong 
you live/ But how long you live.’

Tara runs up behind Joe. Swings the rifle. Smacks him on the 
side of his head. 

He topples over into the sand, a surprised look on his face. 

Russ rolls atop Joe. Holds him down. Resists his feeble 
attempts to rise. Looks down on him with sadness, regret. 

Tara stands above them, rifle raised, without an ounce of 
pity.
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TARA
Why, you devil? Why Sabina? And 
little Baba? He was just a kid!

Joe chokes out a laugh.

JOE
For the fun of it, Luv. What else?

Tara raises the gun higher, her face a mask of hatred.

Russ reaches out to stop her. Too late. 

Tara slams the rifle butt down on Joe's head.

TARA
(Kurdish, subtitles)

May you burn in Satan’s fire, and 
may Allah have no mercy upon your 
soul.

Russ rises up beside her. They stare down at Joe with his 
bloody red hair spread out on the white sand. 

Russ’s eyes cloud with tears, but Tara appears to be in a 
state of shock. 

She blinks, shakes her head, as if awakening from sleep. 
Starts to finger the base of her throat.

TARA (CONT'D)
I am... I am a doctor. Never... 
never thought I could...

She starts to sob. Russ reaches out, wraps her in his arms.

RUSS
Like you said, Tara: ‘War makes 
monsters of us all.’

THWUMP-THWUMP-THWUMP: The sound of a helicopter fades in. 

IN/EX. DESERT - HELICOPTER - SKY - DAY

The chopper clatters off the desert floor. Flies away from 
the dark spirals of smoke that dot the horizon. 

On board: Russ, Tara (head bandaged), PILOT (29), RADIO MAN 
(23), CREWMAN (20), MEDIC (24). 

Broad grins all around. Except for Russ and Tara. The pilot 
clocks their sad looks. Turns to them, smiling.
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PILOT
Great job, Sarge. Heard they put 
you in for a Silver Star!

Russ nods. Tries to smile without much success. 

EXT. DESERT - WADI ENTRANCE - DAY

The ruin of a blue Hi-Lux at the entrance of a wadi. 

Vlad sits in the truck bed, legs spread out before him, 
nodding off, blood seeping from his wound, yet still fondling 
his earlobe. 

THWUMP-THWUMP-THWUMP.

Vlad wakes and searches the sky. Spots the helicopter. 
Struggles to his feet. Mans the rocket launcher. 

WHOOSH

IN/EX. DESERT - HELICOPTER - SKY - DAY

The pilot spots the rocket rise from beyond a dune.

PILOT
Incoming! Brace!

His terrified passengers grip their seats.

IN/EX. F-22 RAPTOR COCKPIT - DAY

Captain Forrest spots the same rocket blast off. Motions to 
his wing man. They dive down. Spot the damaged blue pickup, 
now with Vlad perched behind the rocket launcher. 

LIEUTENANT THOMS 
Thought we got that one! 

CAPTAIN FORREST
Let's make sure this time. 

Both pilots fire at once. The blue Hi-Lux truck explodes. Its 
fragments, and one rag doll human figure, swirl high in a 
cloud of fire and smoke. 

LIEUTENANT THOMS
(over Forrest's Radio)

Eeeeeeeehaw!
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IN/EX. HELICOPTER - SKY - DAY

The passengers grip their seats. The missile climbs higher, 
nearer, in seeming slow motion. Russ and Tara lock eyes.

The pilot twists, turns and banks to avoid it. 

BOOM

Shrapnel peppers the chopper. Sunlight shows through jagged 
chinks in the fuselage.  

Everyone holds their breath. 

And all exhale at once when they hear the helicopter’s rotors 
THWUMP along as usual.

PILOT
Anyone hit?

They check their bodies. Shake their heads when they find no 
apparent wounds.

MEDIC 
All present and accounted for, 
Captain. 

PILOT
How 'bout our passenger in the 
rear? 

The medic turns to glance back at Joe, unconscious but 
breathing, bound to a stretcher and caked in blood.

MEDIC
Still alive, I’m afraid. 

Russ turns to Tara, smiles.

RUSS
You believe in second chances?

She smiles back through her grief, fingers the cleft at the 
base of her throat, nods.

TARA
I do now. 

EXT. URBAN AREA - MILITARY BASE - NIGHT

A large building surrounded by a barbed wire fence.

SUPER: SATHER MILITARY PRISON - BAGHDAD - JULY 20, 2015
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SUPER WITH SOUND EFFECT: FORTY-TWO DAYS LATER

INT. CELLBLOCK - NIGHT

A fluorescent-lit prison corridor lined with heavy metal 
doors. Joe - clean shaven, head swathed in a bandage, wearing 
an orange jumpsuit - stumbles along, prodded by two MPs. 

They halt before a cell. One MP opens the door, exposing the 
dark, unlit interior. The other shoves the prisoner inside. 

INT. CELL - NIGHT

Joe falls to the floor. Pushes himself up onto his knees. 
Turns to face the light of the still open cell door.

FLASHBACK - INT. JOE’S EARLY CHILDHOOD - CLOSET - DAY 

The montage of Joe’s childhood abuse flickers, rapid-fire. 
Ends with five-year-old Joe on the closet floor. 

Tearful, he stares up at his mummy’s silhouette in the 
doorway, haloed in light, her hand on the door.

END FLASHBACK

INT. CELL - NIGHT

Joe’s face crumples in anguish as the merged silhouettes of 
an MP and his mother stand outside the cell. 

The door slams shut. 

BANG!

CUT TO BLACK:

The sound of a key turning in the lock. 

CLICK.

THE END
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