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INT. 
NEWBERRY HIGH 
SCHOOL 
CAFETERIA – 
DAY 

 
The brightly lit and bustling with high-schoolers engaged 
in lunchtime activity. SHAWN – 16-18, preppy-handsome and 
ebullient, the popular kid, and KELLY – 16-18, simple yet 
attractive, a tag-along. 
 
Kelly sheepishly advances amid the crowd, scans for open 
seats. Blabbering Shawn, a step behind, continues an 
animated anecdote she hardly hears.  
 
HIGH SCHOOL KRAIG – 16-18, tall and lanky, dressed by 
Thrift, stares at his feet avoids and all eye contact with 
EVERYONE, shoulders hunched and shifting as he negotiates 
the crowd. 
  
KRAIG glazes Kelly, an exchanged glance. 
  

KELLY 
Hey! 

KRAIG 
Ooops, sorry.  
 

Shawn intentionally RAMS into Kraig from behind, places a 
firm hand on bewildered Kraig’s shoulder, throws a big 
brother smile. 

SHAWN 
Hey! You okay bro? 

 
KRAIG 

Yeah. Sorry about that.  
 
Kraig smiles awkwardly, happily absconds, eyes still on 
Shawn and nods a continued apology. Shawn flashes a 
humorous BIG SMILE at Kelly; Kelly snickers friendly. 
  
Kraig, a full stride, slow to look where he’s headed, PLOWS 
squarely into Ryland, 18-19, brusque and grizzly, ratty 
hair, newly grown facial hair, earing and untied boots. 
 

RYLAND 
Watch it, fuck-nuts! 
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RYLAND, a two-handed shove. Kraig stumbles off-balanced, 
rights himself, red-faced but unfazed. Kraig looks for an 
exit. 
  

KRAIG 
Sorry. Man. 

 
Ryland senses a weaker man. 

 
RYLAND 

Not so fast, douchebag. 
 
SHAWN STEPS forward in TOUGH-GUY MODE. 
 

SHAWN 
Give it a rest, Ry. 
 

RYLAND 
Up yours. Mind your own business. 

 
Kelly slides behind Shawn. Faces turn. Kraig fades into the 
gathering crowd. 
 

RYLAND 
Oh, I see, playing Mr. Nice Guy 
for princess? 
 

SHAWN 
Just. Just go already. 
 

RYLAND 
How about I Just Go kick your ass. 
You’ll be long gone soon… greener 
pastures, right, there college 
boy? 

 
Shawn shakes off the comment. 
 

SHAWN 
You’re such a loser. I’m surprised 
they let you graduate. 

 
Ryland indicates and aggressively lunges. Shawn sidesteps, 
smartly brings his fists up. 
  

STUDENT 1 (O.S.) 
Cut it. Cut. Mr. Zillow’s coming.  
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Shawn drops his fists, scans. Ryland furtively turns and 
scurries. The crowd disperses. Ryland calls back to Shawn. 
 

RYLAND 
Outside in 5. Puss. 

EXT. 
NEWBERRY HIGH 
SCHOOL 
PLAYGROUND – 
DAY 

An area 
of grass and 
dirt. It’s a 
full on HIGH 
SCHOOL FIST 
FIGHT. 
Students 
encircle the 
event. Ryland 
and Shawn, 
both novice 
fighters. 
Shawn has 
technique and 
Ryland leads 
with 
aggression.  

 
Ryland and Shawn circle, display sharp footwork, changing 
lead legs, eye level. Ryland fakes a jab and Shawn doesn’t 
flinch. Shawn flashes left, and Ryland counter moves, but 
doesn’t back up. 
 
Ryland lunges and feigns a leg-shot grapple, Shawn starts 
to counter sprawl, and Ryland pivots upright, shoots a 
front kick which clips Shawn’s shoulder.  
 
Shawn’s jab strikes Ryland’s forearm with a painless SLAP. 
  

RYLAND 
What, wanna play paddicake? 

 
Ryland circles close, drops his body weight and lunges with 
an uppercut, which grazes Shawn’s cheek. Shawn drops and 
secures a clinch around Ryland’s waist and thigh.  
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Shawn pulls as Ryland hops on a single foot. Shawn sweeps 
out his foot, they both fall. Ryland arches his head to 
avoid impact, but still bounces hard. Shawn’s hands strike 
pavement, the impact grinds knuckle skin off. 
  
Shawn on top, presses his head against Ryland’s chin. 
Ryland gasps, and flails his fists high, trying to land a 
strike on Shawn’s head.  
 
Shawn moves into half guard, frees his hands, raises an 
arm, and drives an elbow down on Ryland’s chest, Ryland 
yelps.  
 
Ryland manages a rabbit punch into Shawn’s ribs, then paws 
his other hand across Shawn’s eyes, scratches down his 
face, an immediate trail of blood.  
 
Shawn shrieks, grunts loudly as he twists and drives 
another elbow down on Ryland’s mouth, blood droplets and a 
tooth fly.  
 
Ryland’s fists open to waving hands as Shawn powers hammer 
fists across Ryland’s defensive arms, chest, and face.  
 
Shawn stops the barrage, breathing heavy, and beams down at 
Ryland who has both arms cradling his head.  
 
Shawn exhales deeply and stands. Ryland whimpers and cries 
under his arms. The crowd is silent. Shawn towers over 
Ryland. 
 

SHAWN 
You’ll always be a loser! You’ll 
die in this city, in the same 
shitty trailer you were born in! 

 
Kelly eyes widen as Shawn’s words cut. 
 

BYSTANDER 1 
Fucked his shit UP! 
 

BYSTANDER 2 
Ry’s gonna need a facelift. 
 

SHAWN STANDS triumphant, looks at the crowd, EXAMINES his 
hands, which are scrapped and bloody, then walks. The 
circle parts as he approaches, then begins to slowly 
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disperse. Ryland remains on the ground, arms still covering 
his face. SHAWN PASSES by Kelly without a glance. Kelly 
looks at Ryland, stares, motionless, as the last of the 
bystanders slowly walk away. 

EXT. 
NEWBERRY HIGH 
SCHOOL FIELD – 
DAY 

High 
school 
graduation in 
the same field 
as the 
earlier.  Rows 
of white 
folding chairs 
in front of a 
stage. Upon 
the stage are 
several 
folding 
chairs, a 
podium, a few 
balloons; 
decorations 
are scarce.  

The seats 
are filled 
with the 
graduating 
class, wearing 
cap and gowns, 
over a mixture 
of jeans and 
dresses. Some 
family stands 
in the 
background. A 
woman behind 
the podium 
speaks, she is 
PRINCIPAL KAY, 
40’s, 
polished.  

 
PRINCIPAL KAY  
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And with that, I’d like to give a 
warm welcome to Mary, your class 
president.  
 

There is applause as MARY, 18, pretty and well-spoke, rises 
from a stage chair, walks to the podium. Principal Kay 
shakes her hand and steps aside. Mary scans the audience 
and pauses for effect.   
 

MARY 
Thank you. For most of us, high 
school is just the stepping stone 
onto the rest of our lives. As I 
leave here, I’ll know this is 
where people who I’ll remember the 
rest of my life, and I, enjoyed 
our time together. In four years 
when I finish up at UMASS Amherst, 
I hope to share a moment like 
this. As in life, not all of us 
follow the same path. Most of us 
have chosen college, but I’d like 
to acknowledge those who chose a 
greater path, to serve our 
country, in the military, as 
soldiers, or Navy personnel, like 
my boyfriend Steve. Please stand. 

 
 

Across the field of students, five stand, including Kraig 
and Steve, 18, hulking yet sheepish. Steve squirms eager to 
sit, looks around nervously. Students near Steve hoot. 
Kraig stares blankly straight ahead, surrounded by silence. 
  

MARY 
May all of you be safe. 

 
IN THE BACKGROUND Mary (O/S) continues with her speech.  
 
AMY, 18, quick witted, and attractive, sits next to Kelly. 
Kelly spots Kraig, taps Amy and nods. 
 

KELLY 
That’s the weirdo who got Shawn 
into that fight.  
 

AMY 
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Huh? 
 

KELLY 
That fight with Ry. 
 

AMY 
Yeah. I saw you talking with Ry. 
Guess you chose a side? 

 
Kelly blushes.  
 

AMY 
So, I’ll tell Kraig you owe him 
one?  
 

KELLY 
That’s his name, Kraig?  

 
Amy nods towards Kraig just as all the military students 
sit.  

KELLY 
That idiot? 

 
AMY 

Idiot. God no. He’s in my class. 
He’s like the 2nd smartest – he got 
into Dartmouth early admission – 
Yeah, I was wait-listed, HE gets 
in. 

 
Kelly stares acutely at Kraig, as her misconceptions race. 
 

KELLY 
I just thought. You know, he’s 
quiet, weird, going to the 
military… 
 

AMY 
Well, your noisy, fashionable, and 
going… where?  
Community college. 

 
Kelly blushes as she’s flustered. 
 

KELLY 
Well, yeah, but I may take a 
semester off.  
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AMY 

Yeah, after taking the summer off, 
and most of senior year off. Good 
luck! 

INT. TENT 
- SYRIA BASE - 
DAY 

 
In the desert, amongst rolling sand dunes, there’s a small 
military outpost. It’s scorching hot, brilliantly sunny, as 
rows of troops sit lined-up under a burlap tent, flaps 
bellowing in the gusty wind, which make a whirling noise as 
they flow through the tent. The troops are eating. A 
sergeant, male, 30’s, briskly approaches a table, stands, 
and eyeballs a squad of troops.  
 

SERGEANT 
Oooh rah.  
 

SQUAD 
Oooh rah, sergeant. 

 
SERGEANT 

I need two bodies to fill in with 
Golf Unit on patrol, leaving in 
10. 
 

Nearly every head drops in unison, eyes everywhere but at 
the sergeant, except for PRIVATE KRAIG, 18, slightly more 
muscular than HIGH SCHOOL KRAIG, eyes sharp, jaw defined, 
160lbs, who makes direct eye contact.  
 

PRIVATE KRAIG 
Oooh rah sergeant. 
 

SERGEANT 
One. And…. 

 
Sergeant scans the table, pointing one laser finger at each 
hunkered solider, stops on, YATES, 18, pale, meek, who 
looks like he’ll go without complaint. 
 

SERGEANT 
You. Private Yates. Go! 
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Kraig and Yates smartly arise. Kraig excitedly jogs, Yates 
mopes from the table. 
 

EXT. 
SYRIA ROAD 
AMBUSH – DAY - 
MOVING 

 
Four Humvees in motorcade are in patrol on a sand dirt 
road. Endless sand. The quiet desert heat is broken by the 
loud rumbles of the approaching motorcade. 
 
In the 3rd vehicle, Kelly is roof gunner on a .50 cal. Yates 
is in the passenger seat. Operating the vehicle is DRIVER, 
male, 30’s. 
 

DRIVER 
Keep your fucking eyes up. We’ve 
seen activity nearly every fucking 
day. We patrol these streets every 
couple hours, still those fuckers 
have no prob setting some raggety-
ass ambush.  

 
The lead Humvee knobby tires kicks up dust obscuring the 
road ahead. Yates indifferently hides his eyes behind the 
poorly fitted Kevlar helmet mixes glances between something 
on the floor mat and his reflection in the window. Kelly 
scans, waiting, both hands on the GUN. The Humvee radio 
chirps. 
 

RADIO (V.O.S.) 
Activity ahead. 100 meters. Foot 
traffic. Maybe 6, no 8. Middle 
aged males. Possible nomads. Small 
building. 

 
Humvee drivers acknowledge in succession “copy.” 
 

RADIO (V.O.S.) 
Slung weapons. Stay frosty. 

 
The motorcade slows to 20mph. Through the sand, and 
blemished goggles, Kraig sees the nomads ahead.  About 10 
meters from the dirt road, is a small rock hut and knee 
high wall, and a short distance between the hut and the 
road, are 8 males, in a huddle, a camel nearby and two 
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horses. The males exchange furtive glances at the 
approaching motorcade.  
 

RADIO (V.O.S.) 
Let’s go Code Orange.  
I repeat, Orange. 
This may be something. Gun up.  

 
Kraig reduces his profile, pivots, and swings the big gun 
around.  
 
The motorcade rolls closer. The huddle disperses as two 
males approach the road, two make their way towards the 
hut, and the last four drift behind the knee wall. 
 

RADIO (V.O.S.) 
Standby. 
 

DRIVER 
Ohhh.  
(Laughs) 
I’m getting that feeling. Right 
boys.  

 
Driver grabs at his groin, then looks over at Yates. Yates 
looks squeamish, his M-4 in a vice-grip, muzzle straight 
up. 

DRIVER 
You better put away your blankee 
and get that un-slung.  

 
Yates slowly maneuvers his M-4 into position. 
 
GUNFIRE. Muffled indirect small arms POP, POP, POP. CLINKS 
of small arms fire ricochets from the heavily armored lead 
Humvee.  
 
Heavy Gunfire follows as Kraig and the other gunners 
unload.  
 

CUT TO 
EXT. SMALL BUILDING AND INSURGENTS – DAY 
 
The heavy .50cal ROUNDS BLAST chucks of rock from the hut 
and knee wall, and TEAR LIMBS from several of the group.  
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The group members had opened fire from a mixture of firing 
positions, with little understanding of combat strategy, a 
few had no cover and are quickly SHREDDED by the .50 cal.  
 
The groups small arms fire CLINKS off the heavily armored 
Humvee’s, but the enemy gunfire quickly fades, ceases. Five 
seconds later. 
 

RADIO 
Cease fire, cease fire! 

 
CUT TO 

INT./EXT. HUMVEE TURRET – DAY 
 
The heavy bangs from the .50 continues. Driver grabs and 
shakes Kraig’s leg and he stops firing. The other gunners 
cease fire in unison.  
 

RADIO (V.O.S.) 
Contact team, move! 

 
Yates doesn’t flinch. Driver casts a look at a tranced 
Yates who still doesn’t budge. 
  

DRIVER 
That’s you sweetie. Get a move on. 

  
Yates, eyes riddled with fear, looks long at the Driver and 
considers a debate. The Driver’s eyes easily win. He slowly 
bumbles the heavy door open, stumbles and nearly falls as 
he exits.  
 
Yates tugs his gun. The taut elastic sling prevents his M-4 
from high ready and the butt recoils, mashes his jaw.  
 
The Driver in disbelief watches clumsy and unsound Yates. 
 

DRIVER 
Looks at this hot mess. Fuck. 
Maybe he should give the Girl 
Scouts another shot.  

 
Yates takes distant cover as the other contact team 
soldiers quickly advance on the hut, scanning downed 
targets as they approach. 
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Kraig remains aimed in, smoothly avoids putting the gun’s 
crosshairs on the contact team. Yates gasps for breath in 
an apparent panic attack. 
  

DRIVER 
Yo. Get your ass up there! 

 
Yates reluctantly advances, jittery, but with gun up. 
 

DRIVER 
(To himself) 
Train wreck. 

 
Driver looks up towards Kraig, then back to Yates. 
 

DRIVER 
Hey, nice shooting. He. Is he one 
of yours? 

 
Kraig doesn’t understand but grunts indiscernibly. 
  
Yates catches up with the contact team. They continue to 
search, checking the dead along the way. Yates leans over a 
body, ripped to pieces. Blood pools trickle down sand 
dunes.  
 
Yates spots a green shoe box sized metal ammo can. Yates 
leans over further, removes his strong hand from his gun, 
it hangs sling. Contact team #1 notices Yates gun go sling. 
 

CONTACT #1 
Yo. Gun up. Don’t touch no—- 

 
KABAM. An explosion tears through the silence. Yates 
triggered the booby-trapped mortar and his body disappears 
in an instant. Contact #1 and Contact #2 are knocked down 
by the shock wave. 
 

RADIO 
Man down. Man down. IED. An IED.  

 
The radio traffic comes alive. Kraig drops from the turret, 
gear clunking, and exits the Humvee. Kraig runs to where 
Yates WAS, but there is nothing but small flames and 
debris. Contact #3 is helping Contact #1 to his feet. 
Contact #2 is sitting up, checking himself over, and slowly 
getting to his feet. 
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Kraig stares where Yates had only stood a moment before. 
Kraig turns his head and looks at Contact #3 and Contact 
#1, who stare back.  

CONTACT #3 
(To Kraig) 
You okay? 

 
Kraig doesn’t reply. Kraig stands silently, eyes slowly 
dropping, exhales, turns, and begins to walk back to the 
Humvee. The Driver stands at the Humvee front, M-4 in low 
ready, looking perplexed. 
 

DRIVER 
I hate to say it. But I saw that 
coming. 
 

KRAIG 
You knew there was an IED? 
 

DRIVER 
No. Just, IT. The guy, your buddy. 
No matter what, he was going to 
get killed. 
 

KRAIG 
I don’t follow. 
 

DRIVER 
So, there’s NOW. This moment. Most 
people LIVE behind this moment, 
ALWAYS REACTING TO THINGS. Every 
single event is a fucking 
surprise, they are not prepared, 
like SHEEP when the wind blows. 
Can’t be the wolf, must be the 
wind – until the WOLF SHOWS.  
 

KRAIG 
(Minor scoff) 
That’s makes sense. 
 

DRIVER 
No. But out HERE. Well, anywhere. 
You need to LIVE AHEAD OF THE 
MOMENT.  
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KRAIG 
Now your talking crazy. You built 
a time machine? 
 

DRIVER 
No. But I knew, YOU KNEW, we ALL 
KNEW, about insurgents, IEDs. How 
dangerous THIS PLACE IS, as well 
as how dangerous ANYONE CAN BE.  
(Pause) 
 

Kraig contemplates. 
DRIVER 

Before you got on the turret, you 
need to picture in your mind, 
cycle through, every possibility. 
Shoot, don’t shoot. Take cover, 
retreat. If you think through each 
of these possibilities, then 
you’ll never be surprised, you’ll 
spontaneously react. 
  

The sound of Radio traffic becomes noticeable. 
 

DRIVER 
Even you. You were on the gun. 
You’re waiting until they opened 
fire. Once they fired, you decided 
to return fire. 
 

KRAIG 
Well, you need to. The whole RULES 
OF ENGAGEMENT THING. 
 

DRIVER 
I’m not saying F – ROE. I’m 
saying, mentally, you should plan 
on them OPENING FIRE, BE on the 
EDGE, KNOWING WHEN THEY FIRE, 
YOU’LL FIRE, and then, if nothing 
happens, decide NOT TO.  
 

KRAIG 
Backwards. 
 

DRIVER 
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Before you patrol next. Take a 
moment. Visualize the worst-case 
scenario. Not the most common 
scenario. You’ll never be 
surprised again. Always prepared. 
 

KRAIG 
(Likes this) 
Always prepared. I’ll try.  

 
The radio traffic is increasingly loud, is feverous, calls 
for Med-evac and coordinates.  
 
Helicopter in the distance moving closer, landing imminent.  
 
The Driver enters the Humvee, closes the heavy door. Kraig 
passes in front of the Humvee moving towards the passenger 
side.  
 
The radio traffic fades and Kraig walks O/S. 
 
EXT. NEWBERRY DOWNTOWN MAIN STREET GROCERY STORE - DAY 
 
An aged downtown intersection with commercial business on 
all side, moderate foot traffic, on an otherwise cool fall 
Saturday afternoon. A large parking lot leads to the 
grocery store and an adjacent Starbucks, in a typical strip 
shopping plaza configuration.  
 
A table and two chairs are set up aside the grocery store 
entrance. A US Army banner hangs from the front of the 
table. CAPTAIN PARKER – 30’S, clean cut, tan and polished 
stands with CORPORAL KRAIG –muscular, 180lbs, tanned, laser 
eyes, chiseled jaw, in full dress uniform.  
 
Kraig and Parker stand behind the recruiting table. Kraig, 
now ranks as a corporal, is tanned from time in the Middle 
East, has a few ribbons on his uniform, to include National 
Defense, Overseas Service, and Combat Action.  
 
Captain Parker has two rows of ribbons, reflective of his 
administrative role.  
 
A young man passes by, Captain Parker stands, tries to 
start a conversation, but the young man passes by blankly 
with a nod, Parker watches him pass. 
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CAPTAIN PARKER 
(To Kraig) 
Being promoted to E-4 in less than 
two years is an accomplishment. 
  

KRAIG 
Yes, sir. 
  

CAPTAIN PARKER 
I know soldiers who served a full 
tour and separated at that rank. 
You should really consider a full 
tour as a recruiter. I know this 
is just a detail, and I appreciate 
it.  
 

KRAIG 
Thank you, sir.  
 

Kraig continues to look almost straight ahead, rigidly, as 
Captain Parker loosens up a bit, and attempts to make the 
conversation more amiable. 
  
Kelly and Ryland have exited a parked car and walk towards 
the grocery store, making nervous small talk with each 
other, as they pass by Kraig and Captain Parker.  
 
Kelly barely gives Kraig a glance, but her eyes recognize 
something familiar.  
 
Captain Parker eyes Ryland as he approaches, awaiting eye 
contact as a jumping point for his introduction, but Ryland 
keeps his eyes low and ahead, ignorant of his surroundings. 
Kelly and Ryland enter the grocery store.  
 
Captain Parker pleads with Kraig. 
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
It’s not as exciting as wherever 
you’ve been up to. But it’s a nice 
break. A good opportunity to start 
a family. As you can see, I’m more 
than happy to fill in for the 
team, as sarge had a family even 
today… We are all in this 
together. 
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KRAIG 
Roger that, sir.  
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
You know. When I was younger, all 
I wanted was to be OUT THERE. Then 
I got the chance to WORK with 
people who were OUT THERE, and see 
what it did to them. 

 
Kraig pivots slightly, turns towards Captain Parker, 
actively listening. Captain Parker sees he caught Kraig’s 
attention, but becomes wary with his word choice and 
message. 
  

CAPTAIN PARKER 
I mean, these guys are AMAZING, 
the sacrifice, their contribution 
to MAKE THIS COUNTRY GREAT. Who 
can say they did what THEY DID. No 
One. I’m just saying there are 
plenty of contributions to be made 
on BOTH side of the equation. The 
guys OVER THERE need soldiers here 
to support them.  

 
Kraig smiles and looks down as the words settle deeply.  
 

KRAIG 
I understand, sir.  

 
Muted excited giggles (O/S). Ryland and Kelly emerge from 
the store entrance. Ryland has a case of Natural Light beer 
under his arm; Kelly has a tray of donuts. 
  

RYLAND 
I told you. Best time.  
 

KELLY 
But why donuts? 
 

RYLAND 
Exactly, because it throws them off and—- 

 
Ryland and Kelly are mid stride looking ahead as they reach 
Kraig and Captain Parker. Captain Parker makes eye contact 
with Ryland and points the Natural Light. 
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CAPTIAN PARKER 
(Barks sharply) 
Busy day planned?  

 
Ryland stops, nervous and jittery from his getaway, and 
Kelly jumps, the smile and laughter on both is gone. 
 

RYLAND 
Umm. Ahh.  

 
Ryland looks nervously and has not yet realized the Army 
uniform is not a police or guard uniform. Ryland looks down 
and sees the familiar Army logo, and relief washes across 
his face.  

RYLAND 
You guys are Army. Recruiters? 
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
I prefer to think we are your 
gateway to a better future.  

 
Kelly also recognizes the Army logo, looks at Captain 
Parker, then over to Kraig. Ryland is relieved and laughs 
slightly, but still jittery and eager to leave. Kelly’s 
eyes squint as she tries to place the face to a name. 
  

RYLAND 
Yeah, no thanks buddy. 
 

KELLY 
Hey, you’re Kraig, right? 
 

KRAIG 
Ahh. Yeah.  
 

KELLY 
We went to school together.  
 

KRAIG 
Ah, yes maam.  

 
Captain Parker smiles and looks from Kelly to Kraig. Ryland 
nervously shifts the Natural Light case from under one are 
to the other, then looks at Kraig. 
 

RYLAND 
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Yeah, whatever. Let’s go. 
 
Kelly stares at Kraig in an affectionate, quizzical manner 
and Kraig looks back, with a near blank expression. 
  

CAPTAIN PARKER 
Son, you should come by the office 
later. I can set up an appointment 
for you. 

 
Ryland is looking at Kelly and sees her interest, and that 
couple with Captain Parker’s offer, upsets him. 
 

RYLAND 
I’m not joining your loser club. 
Come on K, let’s get out of here.  

Ryland takes his first step away, looks down at the Natural 
Light. 

RYLAND 
Score! 
 

Ryland tugs at Kelly’s shoulder and Kelly is slow to turn 
but follows his lead. Kraig’s stern glare softens as Kelly 
walks away. The sound of Ryland barking indiscernible 
comments to Kelly fades as the walk. Captain Parker watches 
as Kelly and Ryland walk, and quietly mutters. 
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
(Under his breath) 
Nice folks. Good quality people. 
Seems like a couple of winners. 
(Aloud to Kraig) 
Friends? 
 

KRAIG 
No, not at all Sir. I graduated 
with them.  
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
Oh. Ok? When did you enlist? 
 

KRAIG 
July 15, last year. 

 
CAPTIAN PARKER 

You took a time off after school. 
 



21. 
 
 

KRAIG 
No, I went straight in. 
 

CAPTIAN PARKER 
So, your friend, was either old 
for high school, or he’s using a 
fake ID to buy alcohol. 
 

Kraig flashes his first genuine smile for the day, shakes 
his head slightly.  
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, he’s a tool. Fake ID.  
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
Like I said, a real winner. Her 
too. The girlfriend. 

 
KRAIG 

I don’t really know her. She 
seemed ok. But that was back then.  
 

CAPTAIN PARKER 
I think she liked you. I saw the 
way she looked at you. 

 
Kraig blushes a little, and smiles again. Captain Parker 
sees the reaction, and smiles too, nudges Kraig. Captain 
Parker continues to look at Kraig. 
  

CAPTAIN PARKER 
You’ll get plenty of that. All 
these small-town girls want out. 
Too bad most won’t make it. Be 
stuck with anchor babies and never 
leave.  
 

Kraig’s eyes follow as Kelly and Ryland, slowly drive past 
in an older model, dented and dirty, Nissan coupe, with 
expensive custom rims. 
 
INT. KRAIG RESIDENCE KITCHEN – NIGHT 
 
It’s a family meal. Kraig’s Mom and Dad, his younger 
Sister, and Kraig sit at the kitchen table. They are mid-
meal with half eaten plates of grilled chicken, vegetables, 
and salad. The Mom and Dad drink water with lemon, Kraig 
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and his sister drink milk, just as they did as children. 
The sound of flatware clinking against plates is loud 
against the lack of conversation.   
 
CAMERA shoots from above, centered on Kraig, and only shows 
the families arms and tops of their heads.  
The Dad stops eating, food on fork, and looks at Kraig. Dad 
jogs the fork as he speaks. 
  

DAD 
It’s good to have you back. I wish 
you could stay longer. 
 

Kraig is sitting upright, perfect posture, but his head is 
a little low, chin tucked, taking measured bites. Kraig’s 
speech is melancholy. 
  

KRAIG 
Me too. 
 

Mom looks around the table, and stops at Kraig. 
  

MOM 
We really miss you. 
  

Kraig’s chin drops further and his voice is almost 
strained.  

KRAIG 
I miss you guys too. 
  

The answer saddens Mom who looks momentarily over at Dad. 
Everyone continues to eat for several seconds. 
 

SISTER 
What did you do in Iraq? 

 
Kraig’s chin lifts, his voice a little sharper, but polite. 
 

KRAIG 
I wasn’t in Iraq. I was in Syria. 
It’s another country. Entirely. 
But the same idea.  

 
SISTER 

So what did you do in Syria? 
 

KRAIG 
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My squad’s AOR was known as Zulu-
Kilo, a patch of desert with dirt 
roads, nomads and farmers, 
outhouses, on patrol looking for 
insurgents.  
 

SISTER 
Insurgents? 
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, bad guys. Natives and 
foreign combatants. Enemies trying 
to overthrow the government. 

 
SISTER 

Did your squad win? 
 

KRAIG 
It’s ongoing. We killed a lot of 
them.  
 

SISTER 
Did any of your squad get killed? 
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, a few. Some are still there 
fighting. Most have gone on Iraq. 
Others are back stateside on 
bases.  

 
SISTER 

Are you going back. 
 
Kraig’s voice is decidedly more optimistic.  
 

KRAIG 
I think. Soon. It’s good seeing 
everyone. I would have stayed 
there, a little longer. They make 
us take these 30 days off. Help 
out with recruiting. But I don’t 
think it makes things any easier.  

 
SISTER 

Don’t you hate it there? 
 

KRAIG 
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No. God no. Its purpose. I mean. I 
miss my squad. What’s here? 
Besides you guys? THEY are like my 
brothers. 

 
SISTER 

Or sisters… 
 
Kraig, Mom and Dad laugh, but the parents laugh is riddled 
with sadness. 
 

MOM 
Yes, like sisters. 
 

KRAIG 
It’s okay here. I mean. You guys 
just wouldn’t understand. 

  
Kraig takes a bit of his food. Dad just stares. 
 

DAD 
Well, it’s great to have you back. 
I’m sure you’ll want to get caught 
up with your friends while you are 
here. 
 

KRAIG 
That’s okay. There’s no one I want 
to see. 
 

DAD 
I think there were a couple kids 
this year who enlisted in the 
Army.  
 

Kraig looks up with interest.  
 

DAD 
I don’t know their names. 
  

Kraig’s interest passes. 
  

KRAIG 
It’s a big place – almost a 
million soldiers. I wouldn’t know 
them even if you knew their names. 
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DAD 
Uh. Ok.  

 
INT. HUMVEE - SANAA, YEMEN MARKET – DAY 
 
The Humvee pulls to a stop near a bazaar outdoor 
marketplace, sprawling with local merchants, rows of tents. 
SERGEANT HAMM – 30’s, block chin yet soft spoken in full 
combat gear seated next to Kraig in the Humvee backseat.  
 
Hamm has a series of laminated maps and plans bound with a 
ring and motions instructions with his finger. 
 

HAMM 
Alright, Corporal. We are here.  

 
Hamm moves his finger across the map. 
 

HAMM 
We are going to here. It’s only 
200 meters, but keep your squad 
tight. There’s been no issues in 
this block in several months. But 
hey-- 
 

KRAIG 
--You never know. 

 
Hamm nods solemnly in agreement.  
 

HAMM 
You never know, right. Good to 
know you listen. That’s why you 
get your own squad. Ohh Rah 
Corporal. 
 

KRAIG 
Ooh Rah Sergeant. 

 
Kraig shoves the heavy Humvee door open. Brilliant sunlight 
enters. 
  

CUT TO 
EXT. HUMVEE - SANAA, YEMEN MARKET – DAY 
 
Kraig steps out of the Humvee, shoves the door shut. Kraig 
sees his wispy reflection in the window, stares, for 
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several second. Kraig exhales deeply. PFC LANE – 20 years 
old, walks nearby, sees Kraig looking at his reflection. 
  

LANE 
(Polite, tactful) 
Looking good Corporal! Gotta date 
later? 
 

KRAIG 
No, no. Not that. Just needed to 
gather my thoughts. 
 

LANE 
(Nervous) 
About what? We okay? 
 

KRAIG 
Oh. Nothing. Just trying to, you 
know, think about what could 
happen out there. 
 

LANE 
(Jittery) 
Are we EXPECTING action? 
 

KRAIG 
You SHOULD ALWAYS expect ACTION, 
and be surprised when there’s 
none. 
 

LANE 
(Somewhat relieved) 
Sounds backwards. 
 

KRAIG 
I thought the same thing.  

 
Kraig takes several steps to a small gaggle of eight geared 
and gunned up soldiers, Lane trails, all watching Kraig 
approach in unenthusiastic anticipation. 
  

KRAIG 
Squad 6!  
 

Squad 6 offers a haphazard variety of “Yuts” and “Ooh 
raahs.” Kraig stops in front of the group, squares up to 
speak. 



27. 
 
 

KRAIG 
We’re moving six blocks South 
East. Buddy up. Keep a safe 
distance between you. Watch roof 
lines. There’s plenty of armed 
locals.. just smile and nod. Keep 
guns at low ready. What do we 
watch? 

 
LANE 

Hands. 
 

KRAIG 
(Coaching tone) 
Right! Hands will kill you. We 
have pick up in an hour. Let’s 
move. 

 
Kraig waves a circling hand over head for Rally Point. The 
Humvee’s pull away. The squad begins to meander down the 
dirt road, cautiously, but not tactfully.  
 

CUT TO 
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - SANAA, YEMEN MARKET – DAY 
 
The squad, walking in pairs, each of the four groups are 10 
meters apart, walks casually, weapons slung. There is light 
local foot traffic, few cars. Gunfire erupts, distinct 
sound of an AK-47, dust marks where bullets hit the dirt 
road near the lead soldiers. POP, POP, POP. Soldiers dive 
in panic, on the ground, against the walls. Soldier 1, 
partnered with Kraig, brings his weapon to high ready 
aiming high above the lead soldiers. A dark flash on the 
rooftop disappears.  

LANE 
Up, Up. Target on the rooftop! 
 

Kraig’s eyes move from the rooftop down to the street 
entrance. Two soldiers sought cover in the building 
doorway. Kraig and Soldier 1 move with haste to the 
doorway.  

KRAIG 
Anyone hurt? 

 
Kraig scans the squad. No reply. 
 

KRAIG 
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Stack on me! 
 
Kraig moves to the doorway hinge side. The squad moves in 
behind with Solider 1 on rear cover, on the radio. 
 

LANE 
(On radio) 
Bravo Kilo, Sierra, Bravo Kilo, 
Sierra. 
 

BK (O.S.) 
Go. 
 

LANE 
Enemy contact. Small arms fire. No 
injuries.  

 
BK (O.S.) 

Need support? 
 
Soldier 1 looks at the back of Kraig’s head. Kraig keeps 
his eyes on the door, just shakes his head slightly side to 
side. 

LANE 
Negative Bravo Kilo. We are good.  

 
Soldier 1 squeeze the arm of the soldier in front, who then 
squeezes the arm of the next soldier in line, and so on, 
until Kraig’s arm is squeezed. Kraig inhales deeply, KICKS 
the DOOR OPEN. The squad, all GUNS UP, enter the apartment, 
Solider 1 holds the doorway.  
 

CUT TO 
INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - SANAA, YEMEN MARKET – DAY 
 
The three-story apartment is tight cramped quarters, aged 
and conventionally uninhabitable, 15’ wide, 40’ deep. The 
floors are sand covered, walls concrete and pitted, no 
lights or fixtures, the only light comes in through the now 
unhinged door, and missing small windows. The stairway is 
dark, shadows are everywhere. 
  
Kraig, Gun at high ready, MOVES with purpose up the 
stairway, five soldiers closely follow, two Ground Level 
Soldiers clear the ground level. 
 

GROUND SOLDIER (O.S.) 
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Clear! 
 

Kraig reaches the second floor, scans quickly, and moves to 
the stairway. Three soldiers closely follow Kraig as two 
soldiers carefully clear the second floor. The footsteps 
from the Ground Soldiers can be heard as they hurry to 
catch up. 
 
Kraig moves to the third floor, scans, looking for the roof 
access. The room is sparely furnished with a few chairs, an 
old couch, boxes, and scattered clothing, makeshift room 
partitions of cloth and boards. 
  

SECOND FLOOR SOLIDER (O.S.) 
Clear! 
 

Kraig sees in the far end of the room, a ladder up to a 
small ceiling access panel. Kraig trains his gun on the 
opening and moves forward cautiously, stepping around 
scattered objects. 
  
The loud footsteps of the GROUND LEVEL SOLDIERS and the 
SECOND FLOOR SOLDIERS approaching Kraig’s position.  
Gunfire erupts. Pop, Pop, Pop. In the small room, the noise 
is tremendous. The echo carries. Kraig braces for impact, 
but remains standing and scans the room. The three soldiers 
dive for cover unsure where the SHOOTER is located. SHOOTER 
– 30-35, male, lean, scared face, scraggly beard, 
traditional dark garb.  
 
Kraig is still at high ready, SHOOTER GUNFIRE continues, 
Kraig spots the shadowy figure of the Shooter, in the far 
opposite corner of the room, crouched down.  
 
The SHOOTER FIRES through the partitions, not aiming, AK-47 
hip fired inaccuracy, spraying the room, quickly exhausts 
the magazine and begins to fumble with the reload.  
 
Kraig holds steady, unflinching, squeezes the trigger and 
fires a three-round burst, in full AUTO. Two rounds hit the 
SHOOTER.  
 
Kraig fires a second burst – all three rounds hit, the 
final round peels the top of the shooters skull off, as the 
body lets gravity finish. 
  
The echo of gunfire fades into complete quiet.  
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Kraig hasn’t taken a step, his eyes on the DEAD BODY.  
 
Kraig stands taller, confident the SHOOTER is dead. Kraig 
scans the room. The scuff of Kraig’s boot on the floor is 
the first sound. Kraig sees the other soldiers concealed 
and prone around the room, most in shock, not even aimed in 
at the SHOOTER. No one had fired. 
 

KRAIG 
(Eerily calm) 
You guys good? Any one hit? 
Anyone? 
 

Pause. Quiet. The soldiers begin to move about, stand, look 
over their own bodies for trauma. Soldier 2 takes a few 
steps up to Kraig, his gun still at high ready, trained 
toward the DEAD BODY.  
 

SOLDIER 2 
Good. I’m good. I think we are all 
good Sarge. I mean corporal.  
 

KRAIG 
Corporal. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
Yeah, that’s what I said. 
Corporal. 
 

Soldier 2 can now see the DEAD BODY.  
 

SOLDIER 2 
You sure shot the shit out of him. 

 
A few other soldiers move up and can now see the DEAD BODY. 
  

SOLDIER 3 
Holy crap. Nice work Sarge. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
Corporal 
 

SOLDIER 3 
Fuck, whatever insignia. He saved 
my ass. I’ll call him Sarge. 
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SOLDIER 4 
(Laughs) 
He’s a sergeant in my books. 

 
Kraig is very happy, chin lifted, eyes wide open, pleased 
with the warmth of having such a huge impact on his squad.  
 

KRAIG 
Gents, it’s corporal. And we still 
have business. Let’s get this 
called in.  

 
Kraig looks at Soldier 2 who nods and begins to walk 
towards the stairs. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
Got it, Sarge. 
 

KRAIG 
And let’s get him processed. 

 
SOLDIER 3 

We are on it.  
 
Kraig walks towards the window, as light splits his face 
diagonally, and he mildly conceals a smile. Soldiers behind 
him approach the DEAD BODY. 
  
Kraig switches the M-4 selector from Auto to Safe. 
 
EXT. MIMIS HOUSE – NIGHT 
  
It’s a small-town house party. The single-family home, 
patio, backyard, and kitchen, contain two dozen casually 
dressed 20-year-olds, blue collar, unemployed guests. AC/DC 
plays loudly. 
 
INT. KITCHEN - MIMIS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
The small cramped kitchen is shrunk further with breakfast 
table and chairs, Budweiser bottles on the counter, bags of 
chips strewn about.  
 
SERGEANT KRAIG – 180lbs, in blue jeans and a tight t-shirt, 
tanned, high/tight haircut, perfect posture. JASON – 20-25, 
similar to Kraig and MARK – 20-25, similar to Kraig stand 
around the table each with a beer in hand, have already had 
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a few, under the influence, but lucid. Laughing 
boisterously, grabbing handfuls of chips. Old friends, 
having a great time catching up. Mark is mid-story. 
 

MARK 
(Laughing, loud talking) 
So, he’s behind the wheel of the 
half-track, finally. Sand is like 
fucking two feet deep, at the 
bottom of the hill. The CO jumps 
in the back. Then wham! The 
fucking tranny drops. All you hear 
is grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.  
(Fit of laughter) 
The CO is So fucking pissed! 

 
Kraig and Jason laugh loudly, whooping, bending at the 
waist.  

KRAIG 
Damn. That guys only luck is BAD! 
 

JASON 
Yeah, that’s one guy who should 
SEP before his luck turns!  
(To Kraig, pointed) 
Sergeant in three years? Muy 
impresivo! Gonna re-up? 
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, probably.  
 

MARK 
Probably? 
 

KRAIG 
(Laughs) 
Definitely. 
 

MARK 
Figured. It’s a great fit for you. 

 
Mark and Jason both laugh. Kraig takes it as a compliment. 
 

KRAIG 
What about you guys? You’re only a 
year behind me. 
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MARK 
Yeah, I’ll do it. Be a LIFER.  
 

JASON 
I’m on the fence. 
 

MARK 
(Obnoxious sarcasm) 
Yeah, with all this to come back 
to! 

 
Mark scans the room wide-eyed, arms open out, beer sloshes 
from the bottle.  

 KRAIG 
It’s good seeing you guys. Like 
this. I mean, shit. What are the 
chances I see you in Yemen. 

 
Kraig looks at Mark. 
 

KRAIG 
And then you guys run into each 
other in Kaboom.  
 

JASON 
(Signs) 
Yeah, Kabul. It’s a SMALL WORLD 
AFTER ALL.. 
(Pause) 
Imagine if we never left. 
 

MARK 
Damn. We JUST wouldn’t know any 
better. 

 
Mark looks at Kraig. Kraig looks down for a moment in 
retrospect. Jason looks at Mark, then quickly at Kraig too.  
 
Loud laughter just outside the kitchen door, above the 
AC/DC. MID-AGED RYLAND – looks a little rattier than YOUNG 
RYLAND and MID-AGED KELLY – looks a little more disheveled, 
hasn’t deteriorated as much as Ryland enter.  
 
Ryland howls with laughter as enters, pulls a laughing 
Kelly behind him. Loud music spills in, Nine Inch Nails, 
Head Like a Hole, is playing.  
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Ryland lets go Kelly’s hand, steps to the fridge, opens the 
door, squats, and looks over the shelves.  
 
Kelly stands and looks at Jason, Mark and then Kraig, where 
her stare holds as she immediately recognizes Kraig. 
 
Kraig’s glace moves from Ryland’s movement, to Kelly’s 
eyes. Kraig holds the gaze for a second. Ryland is still in 
the fridge.  
 

RYLAND 
Fuck. This is shit. Shit party. 
Bud? What kind of gay ass party is 
this? 

 
Ryland grabs two Budweiser’s, stands, turns and continues. 
 

RYLAND 
When I go to a party, they better 
be serving something other than 
this shit! 
 

JASON 
Hey. It’s BYOB. This— 
 

Jason nods to the fridge. 
 

JASON 
--is courtesy. 
 

KELLY 
(Softly) 
Hey. Kraig. 
 

KRAIG 
Hi Kelly. 

 
Ryland recognizes Kraig too, scowls, and waves his two-beer 
fisted hand at Kraig. 
 

RYLAND 
What the fuck is he doing here?  
 

JASON 
(To Ryland) 
Who invited you?  
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RYLAND 
Mimi.  

 
Ryland steps closer to Jason. Jason doesn’t blink. 
 

RYLAND 
Who invited you? 

 
JASON 

I’m Mimi’s cousin, dipshit. And I 
don’t think he’s gonna tolerate 
you slamming his beer selection. 
You fuck with Bud, you’ll get your 
ass tossed out of here. 

 
RYLAND 

Yeah, good luck with that. 
 

JASON 
That it.  
(Sings) 
Not time for the slime.  
(Stern) 
You gotta go, bro! 

 
Kraig steps in between Ryland and Jason. 
  

KRAIG 
(Soft spoken but stern) 
You need to go. Now. 
 

RYLAND 
We are not going anywhere. 

 
RYLAND leans in and shoves Kraig’s shoulder, which barely 
moves; Kraig gives him the BAD IDEA look. Ryland face turns 
to shock and surprise at how little impact the shove made. 
  

KRAIG 
I’ll pretend you didn’t do that.  
 

JASON 
Ry. Leave. My boy Kraig will stomp 
your shit quick. And no one here’s 
gonna stop him.  
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Ryland realizes he needs to leave. Ryland looks to Kelly. 
Exhales in submission.  
 

KRAIG 
And I’ll take those… 
 

Kraig reaches for the beers in Ryland’s hand and takes 
them, methodically, a slight. Ryland surrenders, like a 
child, with no options. 
 

RYLAND 
(Pitifully frustrated) 
Kelly, let’s get out of loserville –  
(trails) 
get high somewhere else.  
 

Ryland moves around Kraig to the door, REACHES his hand for 
Kelly’s to meet halfway. Kelly stands her ground, looks 
longingly at Kraig. RYLAND GRABS Kelly’s hand firmly, tugs. 
Kraig looks at Kelly, their eyes meet for a second, as 
Kelly turns and follows. 
  

JASON 
Fucking civvies. 
 

The trio reform a circle around the kitchen table. Smiles 
and laughing with a playful tone. 
 

MARK 
Who the fuck does he think he is? 
Comes into Mimi’s HOUSE, and talks 
SHIT about BUD! 
 

JASON 
That mutherfucker is walking on 
thin ice. 
 

MARK 
And what’s up with the chick? 
She’s not that bad. Definitely way 
too good for him.  
 

JASON 
What’s her name again? 
 

KRAIG 
Kelly. Her name is Kelly. 
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INT. BRIEFING ROOM - BAGRAM AIR FORCE BASE – DAY 
 
The operations briefing room is dimly lit, spacious, filled 
with several rows of computer screen, the large far wall is 
covered with three LIVE FEED maps from drones of desert and 
mountain landscapes.  
 
Senior enlisted personnel man the laptops, a few officers 
walk the rows, observing activity. MAJOR CLINTON – 40’s, in 
Dress Uniform takes it all in.  
 
Kraig approaches an already standing Clinton. Clinton, 
adjacent to his desk, is reviewing a Top-Secret binder. 
Clinton looks up, closes the binder, and places it upon the 
desktop. There’s a black and white photo paperclipped to 
the front of the binder of a male. Kraig notes. Kraig 
offers a salute and Clinton salutes in return. 
  

CLINTON 
Sergeant. Platoon Red Sword, 
correct? 
 

KRAIG 
Yes, major. 
 

CLINTON 
New? 

 
KRAIG 

I’m filling in for Staff Sergeant 
Vasquez. 
 

CLINTON 
On leave? 
 

KRAIG 
No, he’s injured. 
 

CLINTON 
Serious? 
 

KRAIG 
No. Just to his foot. Plantar 
fasciitis, or something. He’s just 
out a few days. 
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Clinton laughs. Clinton looks to the wall screen. The black 
and white drone video toggles from high above to close up 
of black specs seated amid a bivouac site. 
  

CLINTON 
Lots of that going around. Remind 
your troops to change their socks 
at least three times a day. Wet 
socks don’t work. Everyone’s 
sweating in the Stan. 

 
Clinton looks around the office. It’s cool, the air 
condition hum can be heard. 
  

CLINTON 
Except maybe in here. That’s why 
we get the big bucks! 
 

KRAIG 
Yes, sir. 
 

CLINTON 
First time out with the platoon on 
your own. Good opportunity. Who 
dumped it on you?  

 
KRAIG 

I asked Captain Werks. He said 
okay.  
 

CLINTON 
Volunteered. Exceptional, 
sergeant! So, you know the 
routine? 
 

KRAIG 
Yes, sir. 
 

CLINTON 
Good to see the initiative. You’ll 
go far.  
(pause) 
Who is filling in for you? 
 

KRAIG 
Corporal Lane Birdwell. 
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CLINTON 
Wow. A corporal in for the 
sergeant, and the sergeant in for 
staff. An All-Rookie cast. Well… 
(pause) 
We’ve been grid searching for Zulu 
for a while. He’s either zig-
zagging, found a deeper hole, or 
he’s not here. Still, we push on. 
Let’s get this quadrant cleared. 
(Pause) 
Call me, directly, if you need 
anything. Be safe soldier. 
 

Kraig smiles slightly, he’s content. Kraig moves from 
parade rest to attention, smartly salutes, and Clinton 
returns the salute. Kraig walks O/S.  
 
EXT. 24 HOUR FITNESS – DAY 
 
Crisp early morning, sunny. Strip mall anchored by fitness 
center. Sparse foot-traffic, vast parking lot more empty 
than full. Kraig exits the gym doors. Kraig’s sweaty, 
fatigued, in workout attire, headphones, listening to Tom 
Petty, Running Down a Dream. 
  
A Peet’s coffee shop shares the same parking lot. Kraig is 
walking towards Peet’s as Kelly exits. Kelly looks ragged, 
heavy, hair a mess, sad. Kelly has a coffee and a to-go 
snack bag, shoulder purse, generic brand, frayed strap, and 
stained. 
  
Kraig spots Kelly as their paths are about to pass. Kraig 
pulls an earbud out.  
 

KRAIG 
Hey, Kelly.  

 
Kelly’s mind was elsewhere, upon hearing her name, returns 
to the moment. Kelly looks up, makes eye contact. Kelly is 
happy to see Kraig, but other problems weight heavy. Kelly 
stops and stands several feet away.  
 

KELLY 
Hi Kraig. Back again? What’s it 
been? 
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KRAIG 
Well, I just finished an 18-month 
deployment. So. I guess. 18 
months. 
 

KELLY 
No time off? 
 

KRAIG 
I get 30 days paid off a year. I 
took two weeks off to see the 
folks. Last leave, I took two 
weeks in Aman. Just to see the 
sights. 

 
KELLY 

Aman? Is that a place?  
 

Kelly is puzzled.  
KRAIG 

It’s a city in Jordan. Jordan, is 
country. Ever heard of Petra? 
 

KELLY 
No. 
 

KRAIG 
Did you see Indian Jones – 
remember the Canyon of the 
Crescent Moon, with the palace cut 
into the rock wall? 
 

KELLY 
Uhh. Yeah. 

 
Kraig sees Kelly is trying to recall but has no idea. 
 

KRAIG 
Ok. Alright. Let’s just say I 
spent my vacation in the middle 
east. 
 

KELLY 
Rather than come home?  
 

KRAIG 
(Aptly) 
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Yes.  
 

KELLY 
Do you get paid when you’re not 
working? 
 

KRAIG 
Well, yes. Everyone in the 
military gets 30 days off a year, 
paid.  

 
Kelly looks interested. Kraig continues, upbeat. 
 

KRAIG 
Also get free meals, travel 
expenses, health care, retirement… 
It’s like a real job. And I get 
paid every two weeks. And there’s 
never any layoffs, no one gets 
fired. 
 

KELLY 
I just never really thought about 
it. 
 

KRAIG 
What are you up to? Headed to the 
gym? 
 

KELLY  
No. I need to. But I’ve been busy.  

 
KRAIG 

Good. Busy is good. Are you 
working? Back to school? 
 

KELLY 
No. I just had a baby. 
 

Kraig doesn’t miss a beat.  
 

KRAIG 
Well. Congratulations. Who is the 
lucky guy?  
 

KELLY 
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Um. It’s not what you think. 
Ryland.  
 

Kelly looks for feedback. Kraig nods, and exhales, hands on 
his hip.  
 

KRAIG 
He’s a little immature, but I’m 
sure he’ll come around. 

 
Kelly’s eyes are watering up. Kraig still upbeat.  
 

KELLY 
We are not together. He didn’t 
want me to carry.  
 

KRAIG 
Are you still married? 

 
KELLY 

No. No. We never even got engaged. 
 

Kraig’s upbeat tone fades a little. 
  

KRAIG 
Marriage is not for everyone. 
Maybe you are better off without 
him.  
 

KELLY 
It’s not that simple.  
 

Kelly looks down, grasping for words to explain the 
details, now emotionally vested in this conversation. Kraig 
wants to curtail the long story, takes small steps towards 
Peets.  

KRAIG 
It’s as simple as you make it. 
Every problem has a solution – 
whether you learn it today, or 
later, is up to you.  

 
Kelly recognizes Kraig’s waning interest and that ANGERS 
HER, her eyes beam at him. 
  

CUT TO 
INT. PEETS COFFEE – DAY 
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Kraig picks up his coffee and whole wheat bagel to go. Nods 
to thank the clerk. Kraig stops mid-step, looks towards 
where he and Kelly spoke. Whispers to himself. 
 

KRAIG 
Damn. 

 
Kraig exhales, and takes purposeful steps towards the door, 
expecting to see Kelly still there. 
  

CUT TO 
EXT. PEETS COFFEE- DAY 
 
Kraig stands the doorway, keenly scans the parking lot. 
Kelly is gone. 
 
Kraig stands, looking over the parking lot.  
 
EXT. RAMADI NEIGHBORHOOD, IRAQ – NIGHT 
 
Residential urban neighborhood in Ramadi neighborhood. It’s 
dark with few shadows cast from the moonlight, stars, and 
rare residential lights. Quiet except for intermittent dog 
barking. A long alleyway divides rows of three and four-
story homes, most windowless, without doors, vacant, few 
have balconies with garments air drying on lines. 
  
The dark alley ahead. The sounds of bootsteps approaching 
on sand and gravel, creeping. 
 
P.O.V. KRAIGS night vision goggle greenlight, shoots down 
the same alley. A squad moves in near silence down the 
alley. All soldiers have M-4’s at high ready, panning 
fields of fire, scanning rooftops, doorways, generally 
moving down the alley.  
 
Two figures stand in the rear, watching the squad advance. 
Moonlight and other indirect light provide limited 
visibility of the Two figures. The figures turn to face 
each other, the NVG’s are lifted.  
 
Staff Sergeant Kraig and Sergeant Lane are a foot apart and 
whisper. 
 

KRAIG 
He’s here. I feel it. 
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LANE 

Gotcha Staff Sergeant. We’ll get him. 
 

KRAIG 
Brass wants him alive. He’s kill 
or capture. I’m not taking changes 
with my men. He barricades, we 
frag his ass. 
 

LANE 
Gotcha there, staff sergeant. 
 

RADIO IN LANE’S EAR PHONE (O.S.) 
Indiscernible 

 
LANE 

This block’s done. We are starting 
the pivot. Overwatch has nothing. 
Sweep moves in 30 seconds.  
(Pause) 
I like the plan, but— 
 

KRAIG 
--Hey, I didn’t invent it. SEALS 
starting using his last year in 
Tikrit. Worked for them. We are 
just adopting it. First wave moves 
in making noise, bad guys hunker 
down until we pass, then abscond, 
and should run right into our 
Ninjas. Like fishing with 
dynamite. 

 
LANE 

Fishing with dynamite. Whatever the fuck that 
means? Where you from, again. 

 
Kraig laughs quietly.  
 

KRAIG 
The good news is if this doesn’t 
work tonight. We still get paid to 
try it again tomorrow.  
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Kraig lowers his NVG’s and Lane follows. Kraig raises his 
M-4 to low ready, and moves down the alley, silently, and 
Lane follows a couple steps behind.  
 

CUT TO 
EXT. ALLEY RAMADI NEIGHBORHOOD, IRAQ – NIGHT 
 
Kraig and Lane are moving cautiously down the alley, 
hugging the wall. 
  

CUT TO 
P.O.V. KRAIGS night vision goggle greenlight.  
  
The last soldier of the sweep squad disappears around the 
right-side corner a block ahead. ZULU – 30ish, male, enemy 
combatant, appears last, dwelling on the alley, right side, 
in the doorway.  
 

CUT BACK 
EXT. ALLEY RAMADI NEIGHBORHOOD, IRAQ – NIGHT 
 
ZULU CARRIES AN AK-47, stock to shoulder, muzzle straight 
down, dress in ALL-BLACK GARB, body pressed against the 
concrete alcove, peering around the corner for the tail of 
the squad.  
 
KRAIG trains his gun on target raises his left hand up for 
Lane to HALT. Lane takes a half-step before seeing the 
sign. 
  

KRAIG 
(Stern whisper) 
Zulu. 
 

LANE 
(On radio) 
Bravo three, bravo three, Zulu, 
Zulu, to your Six. Single armed 
Zulu, on your tail.  

 
KRAIG 

I think I can WING him. Tell B-3 
to take cover position in case— 

 
CUT TO 

P.O.V. KRAIGS night vision goggle greenlight.  
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Kraig is aimed in on Zulu’s head, laser point slowly 
lowers, exactly to Zulu’s right shoulder, and holds.  
Kraig’s trigger finger, moves from along the M-4 receiver, 
to inside the trigger guard, and holds. 
 

CUT BACK 
EXT. ALLEY RAMADI NEIGHBORHOOD, IRAQ – NIGHT 
  

LANE 
(On radio) 
B-3, take cover, prepare to inter— 

 
Two soldiers, M-4’s at high ready, doubled back on the 
radio traffic, and emerge just beyond Zulu, in Kraig’s 
field of fire. 
  

KRAIG 
(Clear whisper) 
Shit! 

 
Kraig’s line of fire leaves no room for error. Zulu is mere 
feet from two approaching soldiers, separated by the edge 
of the residential alcove.  
 
CUT TO 
P.O.V. KRAIGS night vision goggle greenlight. 
 
Kraig sees Zulu’s darker green silhouette is manipulating 
his AK-47, as the two lighter green silhouettes, with 
distinct markings, advance, cautiously, guns at high ready, 
unsure where Zulu is located.  
 

KRAIG 
No shot. Tell them to back off. 
 

LANE 
(With urgency) 
Bravo three, BACK UP, BACK UP, 
you’re in the field of fire. I 
repeat. 

 
Lane adjusts his radio volume, and cord control, unsure if 
the outbound traffic was clearly heard. The two soldiers 
hear the traffic, stop their advance, and slowly begin a 
puzzled retreat, unsure exactly where to move. Lane’s radio 
squawks as the earpiece cord jars. 
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Zulu heard Lane’s the radio squawk in the quiet street, 
turns and sees the backlit silhouettes of Lane and Kraig, 
largely exposed, in the dimly lit alley. 
  
Kraig’s plan has changed from CAPTURE OR KILL to COVER AND 
CLOSE WITH. Kraig gets a hand on Lane and shoves and jumps 
towards an opposing doorway, in search of cover.  
 
GUNFIRE ERRUPTS.  
 
Zulu fires wildly, in high ready, his bullets strike the 
areas around Kraig and Lane. Lane is mostly behind cover; 
Kraig on the floor, is mostly exposed, with partial cover, 
in a kneeling position. 
  
Radio traffic erupts. 
  
ZULU FIRES a full magazine toward Kraig and Lane, then 
peers over the gunstock for movement. Seeing nothing but 
dust and darkness, ZULU TURNS and enters the building.  
 
A bullet struck Kraig’s leg, and concrete debris from 
another bullet tore open Kraig’s cheek. Kraig is bleeding 
badly and in pain.  
 
Lane looks over Kraig, lowers his weapon to start medical 
care for Kraig. Kraig is angry that Lane is interested in 
his care more so than capturing Zulu. 
   

KRAIG 
(Groans) 
Get the fucker. 
 

LANE 
(On radio) 
Bravo three, engage, engage. Zulu 
is back inside building. Building 
nearest to YOUR POSITION, ON LEFT. 
Door is ajar. No known friendlies.  
Break. 
Medivac needed. Kilo One is down. 
Request immediate close air 
support, F-AV removal, hot zone.  
 

Squad Bravo Three quickly reforms at the building exterior. 
Footsteps approach from the Lane’s rear, it’s squad Bravo 
Two. Sergeant Bryce – 30’s, fresh uniform. 
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BRYCE 

What we got?  
 

LANE 
Kraig’s stable, but with a couple 
new holes. Medevac en route. ETA 3 
minutes. Three is making entry.  

 
A solider begins to assess Kraig, removes a STOP BLEEDING 
patch from his pack, applies pressure to the Kraig’s leg 
wound; Kraig grimaces. Bryce watches, casually, as if he 
were at a picnic.  

 
LANE 

One hostile. May be our guy. Up 
ahead, at your two. 

 
Lane points up the alley. Then, GUNFIRE, GRENADE BLASTS, 
the 3rd floor wall EXPLODES into the street, noise tearing 
loudly across the neighborhood. Gravel and dust spread 
across the alley. Bryce laughs. 
 

LANE 
What the fuck! 
 

KRAIG 
Jesus, holy hell.  
 

BRYCE 
Those guys… 
 

LANE 
(Radio) 
Bravo three, status?  
(Pause) 
Bravo three? 

 
Soldiers from Bravo Two run haphazardly towards the blast 
site. As they near, soldiers from Bravo Three exit, 
TRIUMPANTLY.  
 

VOICE ON RADIO 
We’re good. Got him. Zulu is down. No injuries. 
 

LANE 
Zulu kia? 
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KRAIG 
Got confirmation?  
 

LANE 
(Radio) 
Positive ID?  
 

VOICE ON RADIO (O.S.) 
Shit, no. But if you want DNA, 
there’s probably pieces of him all 
over the street. 
 

KRAIG 
Crap. 
 

LANE 
(On radio) 
Suicide vest? 

 
VOICE ON RADIO (O.S.) 

Negative. He was holed up. We set 
cords. C-4’d him. (Laughter) 
 

BRYCE 
Another dollar.  

 
The noisy diesel engine loudens as a half-track approaches. 
 

LANE 
Staff, you good? You’re rides 
here.  
 

KRAIG 
I’m fine. I just need a few 
stitches.  
 

LANE 
You’ll need a little more than 
that. 
  

KRAIG 
Get the boys back, get the low-
down. Let’s call it a night. A 
team can come out here at 
daybreak, see if they can get a 
DNA sample.  
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The headlights from the half-track provide illumination to 
the alley. Kraig sees a SEVERED FOOT, still in a shoe, 
nearby. Kraig nods to Lane, motions to the SEVERED FOOT.  
 

KRAIG 
Maybe just grab that. Instead. 
 

Bryce picks up the SEVERED FOOT, makes dinosaur noises, and 
moves the SEVERED FOOT in big, swooping steps. Bryce 
laughs.  
 
INT. LIVING ROOM – KRAIGS HOUSE – DAY 
 
Kraig on crutches, moves about the room, wearing shorts, 
his injured leg bandaged. A step with both crutches, then a 
step with his bad leg bearing weight. Grimace.  
 
Kraig half hobbles to the couch, takes a load off, sits.  
 
Kraig grabs the remote, turns on the TV, quickly flicks 
through several channels. Nothing worth watching is on. 
Huff. Sigh. 
  
The phone RINGS.  
  

MOM (V.O.S.) 
I got it. 
(pause) 
Hello. 
Yes, he’s here.  
(pause) 
Sure. Stop by. 
(pause) 
Alright. Bye. 
 

KRAIG 
Who is that? 

 
Mother walks into the living room, phone still in hand. 
 

MOM 
You have company coming. 
 

KRAIG 
Company? Who? 
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MOM 
Kelly.  
(quizzes) 
I don’t remember you ever talking 
about a Kelly.  
 

KRAIG 
Kelly? Guy or girl? 
 

MOM 
She’s a GIRL. 
 

KRAIG 
That’s because I haven’t. I know a 
Kelly, but I don’t think she’d 
know I was here. 
 

MOM 
Well. A lot of people know what 
happened. Know you are here. What 
you’ve done. We are all very proud 
of you. A lot of people care. 
 

KRAIG 
I appreciate all that. But, I’m 
not up for company. Especially 
when I don’t know who might that 
company be. 
 

MOM 
Ok. Well you can’t sit here all 
day, just doing your physical 
therapy, yelling curses at all the 
reporters on CNN. Douchebag this, 
and scumbag that… 
 

Kraig laughs. Still unsure, but somewhat intrigued, of his 
pending guest. 
 
An hour has passed. Kraig just finished a set of light 
weight bearing leg extensions, kerplops on the couch, 
massages his bandaged leg. 
  
The doorbell rings. A moment passes. The sound of an 
opening door. 
 

MOM (O.S.) 
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Well, hello. 
(pause) 
Welcome. He’s right over here… 

 
Mother enters the room doorway, arm outstretched towards 
Kraig, unveiling a prize. Kelly enters, sheepishly, with a 
smile. 
 

KELLY 
Hello.  
 

KRAIG 
Hi. Kelly. 
 

MOM 
Looks what your visitor brought 
over. I like her already. 

 
Mother holds up a small homely bouquet of weed-like flowers 
which CLEARLY WERE PICKED FROM A YARD, and a plastic bag 
filled with homemade, already crumbling cookies. 
  

KRAIG 
Cool.  
 

Kraig stands, favoring his good leg. 
 

KELLY 
No, don’t get up. 

 
Kelly quickly moves over towards Kraig, gives him an 
awkward half hug, while Mother hovers in adornment of the 
moment.  

MOM 
Well, I’ll leave you guys. 
 

KRAIG 
Umm. Okay.  
 

KELLY 
I heard…about your injury. I’m so 
happy you’re okay. I was worried.  
 

Kelly looks at the bandaged leg, Kraig follows her gaze. 
Kelly leans in, contemplating touching the bandage, Kraig 
recoils slightly and Kelly keeps her distance. 
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KRAIG 
I’m okay. It’s not as bad as it 
seems. Not nearly as bad as it 
could have been. I was lucky.  

 
KELLY 

You call that lucky? 
 

KRAIG 
I know a lot of guys not this 
fortunate. Will never walk again. 

 
Kelly, angst, shock. 
 

KELLY 
You’ll never walk again?  
 

KRAIG 
Me. No. Of course, I’ll walk 
again. I’ll be back to full duty 
in 30 days. Hopefully back to my 
platoon in a couple months. 

 
KELLY 

So, you’re not staying? 
 

Kelly’s head tilts. Thinking. Kraig’s guard lowers. 
 

KRAIG 
Well, no. I’m just here to get out 
of the hospital a bit. I was 
cooped up for almost two months. I 
have leave to burn up. 
 

Kelly is puzzled with the terms, but understands he will 
depart soon. 

KRAIG 
It’s been a while. The last time I 
saw you— 

 
KELLY 

Yeah. 
 

KRAIG 
So, what’s new? 

 
KELLY 
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Todd is doing great. He’s a 
handful. 
 

KRAIG 
Todd? 
 

KELLY 
My son.  
 

KRAIG 
Yeah. That’s great to hear. He’s 
about 2?  

 
KELLY 

Yes. Always into something. 
 

KRAIG 
Ry? 
 

KELLY 
We’re done. He’s a deadbeat. I 
don’t want him around my son! We 
are better off without him! 

 
Kelly’s fired up. Kraig stepped on the landmine. Kelly 
realizes she’s off the deep-end and gets a grip. 
 

KELLY 
I just don’t think Ry is what-best 
for us. 
 

KRAIG 
So. Are you working, back at 
school? 

 
KELLY 

Uh. No. Just taking care of Todd.  
 

KRAIG 
Where are you living? 
 

KELLY 
With mom. She’s got Todd now. I’ll 
need to get back soon. I wanted to 
say Hi. 

 
Kraig has the platform to end the visit and jumps at it. 
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KRAIG 
(Semi-cold, curt) 
Well. Hi. Thanks for stopping by.  

 
Kraig rushes to stand, hobbling, looks down the hallway. 
Kelly is uneasy, slow to comply, but rises, gaze never 
leaving Kraig’s face, almost in disbelief how the encounter 
is ending.  

KELLY 
Ok. Can I come by and see you 
again?  
 

KRAIG 
Uh. I have a lot to do. I’ll be 
out of here in a few weeks. 
 

KELLY 
I could come by tomorrow. 
 

KRAIG 
I have a full day planned. Lots of 
recovery. Reading. 
 

KELLY 
Uh. Ok. Maybe the next day then? 
 

KRAIG 
No, the week’s ALL bad. 
 

Kraig, oops. 
KELLY 

Alright, this weekend! I’ll see 
YOU then! Maybe we can watch a 
movie? 
 

Kelly, attitude changes on the dime, now is all smiles. 
Kraig is still swooning from his mis-speak, struggles to 
get a handle. Kelly, absconding, is moving towards the 
hallway. Mother was just down the hall, hears enough to 
move in. 

MOM 
That was a quick visit! 
 

KELLY 
I want him to get his rest. It was 
great meeting you.  
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Kelly turns, still moving, twisted back to fully face Kraig 
with an ear to ear grin. 
 

KELLY 
Bye Kraig. See you Saturday. 

 
Kraig is speechless and ponders, as Kelly and Mother 
disappear down the hallway, in chit/chat. Kraig sits, 
slowly reclines, still alert. A few second later, the door 
opens and closes. Kraig’s relieved, she’s gone, it’s over. 
Mother returns to the room, smiling, as she knows 
something. 
 

MOM 
She’s precious. You never told me 
about her? 
 

KRAIG 
There’s nothing to tell. We met in 
high school. Never stayed in 
touch. She got knocked up by some 
loser. Living at home… 
 

MOM 
You’re living at home. 

 
KRAIG 

No, I’m not! 
 

Mother’s hands to hips, motherly and reminds. 
  

MOM 
You’re under my roof.  
(pause) 
Well, I like her. I guess we’ll 
see her again soon. 
  

Kraig ponders her position and wonders. 
  
Kraig stands, lightly favors the uninjured leg, leans 
against the wall, phone to ear. 
  

KRAIG 
Sir. No. My clearance has 30 days 
left of restriction. 
  

PHONE VOICE 
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(Inaudible) 
 

KRAIG 
No, no. I’m ready NOW.  
 

PHONE VOICE 
(a few words but only one is 
discernible) 
…doctor. 
 

Kraig looks down at a physician’s note in his hand which 
reads “Limited Duty 30-days. Follow up needed for Fitness 
for Duty.”  

KRAIG 
No. I don’t have full combat 
clearance.  
 

PHONE VOICE 
(inaudible) 

 
KRAIG 

Alright. Thank you, Sir.   
 
Kraig hangs up, disappointed, staring at the phone, sighs, 
a pause. The phone jumps to life, RINGS.  
 

KRAIG 
Hello? 
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
Hey Kraig. It’s Kelly! I was going 
to come by.  
 

KRAIG 
Uh. It’s not a good time. 

 
KELLY (O.S.) 

Is everything ok? 
 

KRAIG 
Yeah. Yeah. I’m just talking to my 
CO. 
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
Ok. Well I’ll come by LATER. 
 

KRAIG 
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Listen— 
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
--Your mom said I could bring Todd 
by. She’d love to meet him. 
 

Kraig, in shock. 
 

KRAIG 
She’s busy. I mean, I’m headed 
out. 
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
Where? 
 

KRAIG 
Errands. Grocery store. I need to 
get out a little.  
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
I’ll help. I like grocery 
shopping. 

 
Kraig muses a non-confrontational exit… nothing on the tip 
of his tongue. 
 

KRAIG 
Uh. Ok. Ok.  
 

Kraig, dam! 
 

KELLY (O.S.) 
I can be over in 10 minutes and— 
 

KRAIG 
--No, no. I’ll meet you out. 

 
KELLY (O.S.) 

(Joyous) 
Alright. See you then!  

 
The phone clicks. Kraig is perplexed and getting HOT.   
 
EXT. GROCERY STORE – DAY 
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Kraig’s rushing to get as much done as he can before 
Kelly’s arrival. Kraig hobbles across the grocery store 
parking lot, grabs a shopping cart, and enters. 
 

CUT TO 
INT. GROCERY STORE – DAY 
 
Kraig is rushing, grabbing odds items from shelves, tossing 
the hodgepodge into the cart. There is no shopping list for 
this coverup. 
  
Kraig is done, satisfied with a half full cart, smiles with 
his accomplishment, and makes haste towards the front 
registers.  
 
As the cart turns the aisle corner, Kraig comes face to 
face with Kelly, with Todd high on her hip.  
 
Todd is neatly dressed, hair recently suave, but Todd is 
ornery, with chocolate smears around his mouth, hastily 
smeared, leaving his cheeks red, hair is flopping in 
disarray.  
 
Kelly is mid-wipe on Todd’s face, Todd squirms, Kelly is 
manic, in the middle of some disparaging comment to the 
youngster.  
 
Kelly stops at the foot of the cart, NOW sees Kraig.  

KELLY 
(Edgy) 
Hey!  
(Turns on a dot - Fake calm and 
sweet) 
Hey. 
 

KRAIG 
Oh, hi Kelly. 
 

KELLY 
I thought you’d wait. Sorry, just 
a few minutes late. He’s not 
cooperating. 
 

KRAIG 
It was just few things anyways. No 
biggie.  
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Todd flails, get his hands into Kelly’s hair, and pulls. 
Kelly’s eye’s show rage and for a second, she’s ready to 
explode.  

KRAIG 
I. I think he just wants to get 
down. He can walk, right? 
 

KELLY 
Little bas— 
(catches herself) 
Yeah. Well if he WANTS to walk. He 
can walk. 

 
Kelly sets the squirming toddler down, he collapses to the 
floor, rolls onto his stomach, continues to wail, and 
flail. Kraig stares in disbelief. Kelly squats and attempts 
to upright the resisting Todd. No control.  
 

KELLY 
Nap time! Nap time! 

 
Kelly swats Todd’s buttocks, Todd cries louder. Kelly is 
losing it. Kraig moves around the cart, squats down.  
 

KRAIG 
(Calm) 
Hey kiddo! Todd? Hey Todd. 

 
Kraig snaps his fingers. Todd quiets, eerily calm, nearly 
frozen, looks Kraig right in the eyes. 
 

KELLY 
I just don’t know what to do 
sometimes. Is it me? The doctor 
said his development may be a 
little slow but he’ll be a normal 
kid. I just NEED to keep him away 
from Ry. 
 

Todd gets his footing, starts walking in small circles 
around the still kneeling adults, humming a kid’s chorus 
from Barney, still out of breath.  

 
KRAIG 

Good luck keeping a kid from his 
dad.  
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KELLY 
Well, I filed a restraining order. 
 

KRAIG 
Recently? When? 
 

KELLY 
I don’t know, sometime last year. 
 

KRAIG 
You have to renew them, like every 
month or something. Why did you 
file? 
 

KELLY 
(Terse) 
He’s a fucking drug dealer. I 
don’t want that around my son. But 
he keeps coming around. 
 

KRAIG 
If you want to keep him away, you 
need to keep filing the 
restraining order. Did it work 
when you had it? 
 

KELLY 
Ahh. For a couple days. But then 
he just keeps coming back. 
 

KRAIG 
Did you call the cops when he 
came?  
 

KELLY 
No.  
 

Kraig looks puzzled. 
 

KELLY 
I didn’t want Todd to see the 
police arrest his dad. 
 

KRAIG 
That kind of defeats the purpose 
of the order. Right? 
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KELLY 
Right. I’ve got to find a better 
solution. Just need to get him to 
leave ONCE AND FOR ALL.  
 

KRAIG 
Why are you telling me all this? 
 

KELLY 
I don’t know. I just thought. You 
know. You’d know what to do?  
 

Kraig gives the topic a moment of consideration as Kelly 
looks on and Todd looms closure, his hand moving from each 
squatting adult shoulder like duck-duck-goose.  

 
KRAIG 

So, I was in this firefight. My 
squad was getting picked apart. I 
had an angle on the gunman, but 
the backdrop wasn’t clear. I shot 
the guy, but the bullet went 
through his neck, into some 
woman’s face. Killed her. She was 
in the wrong place. But I saved my 
men.  
 

Kelly stares in disbelief at the casual delivery of the 
horrific event. 
 

KELLY 
What was her name? 
 

KRAIG 
Whose name? 
 

KELLY 
The woman you killed. 
 

KRAIG 
(casually) 
Oh. I don’t know. But the point 
was I made a DECISION, that I HAVE 
TO LIVE WITH. I may not like what 
I did, the decision I made, but I 
was DESTINED.  
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Todd wanders close, trips on Kelly’s foot, off balance 
leaning heavily of Kelly but she’s unaware. Kelly, still 
stares at a distant space, contemplating Kraig’s odd story, 
loses her grip on Todd’s torso, but still has his arm. Todd 
head smacks on the floor. Wailing resumes. 
  
Kelly is back to angry mom, and is a terrible mess.  
 
Kraig remains calmly squatted as Kelly’s eyes begin to 
water, grasping Todd’s legs and arms, trying to pick Todd 
off the floor.  
 
Kraig studies close-up of Kelly’s complete lack of control.  
 
Kelly almost has Todd off the floor. Other shoppers slowly 
pass by, staring, scoffing at the spectacle.  
 
Kraig is not concerned. Kelly notices the passerby, snaps. 
 

KELLY 
What? What. Mind your own business.  

 
The passerby resumes pushing the cart, eyes uncomfortable 
looking straight ahead, as if a hot-mess of a woman wasn’t 
wrestling with a crying baby only five feet away.  
 
Kraig just continues to watch like it was a TV show. 
  
Kelly perseveres and gets Todd back on her hip.  
 
Kraig and Kelly both stand.  
 
Kelly is a wreck; Todd’s wailing hasn’t slowed, Kraig is 
cool as a cucumber. 
 

KELLY 
I need to get him out of here. 

 
Kelly storms off, the hurried clacks of her high heels and 
Todd’s wailing quickly fade as they move O/S. Kraig moves 
behind his cart, slowly begins to head to the cashier. 
 

KRAIG 
That was interesting.  

 
INT. PLATOON HQ OFFICE, GERMANY - DAY 
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Inside a commercial style military office building. A large 
open floor space with an area of matted flooring and a row 
of desks.  
 
Soldiers practice ground-fighting on the matted floor; 
others mill about.  
 
Kraig sits tall behind his desk, manila folders in neat 
piles. Multiple military style plaques hang on the wall, 
one clearly reads “Bamberg, Morgen.”  
 
Kraig flips carefully through a folder. Kraig looks bored, 
mildly entertained by the poor demonstration of fighting 
skills put on by the young soldiers. 
  
A Mail Room Soldier in full fatigues enters, bundle of mail 
under his arm. Grunts are heard from the ground-fighters, 
and hoots from the circled audience. 
  
The Mail Soldier stops at the desk next to Kraig’s, flips 
through the pile, and tosses a dozen letters, and walks 
O/S. 
 
The letters sit, the ground fighting continues. From the 
mat, a SLAM, YELPS, and a piercing whistle. Kraig abruptly 
stands. 

KRAIG 
(Commands) 
What part of 50% speed DON’T YOU 
GET! 

 
MULTIPLE SOLDIERS 

Oooh raah staff sergeant! 
 
Kraig looks at the soldier, CORPORAL ARBES, on the mat, 
laying supine, holding his wrist, sweating profusely, 
clearly in pain. The combatant, SOLIDER 1, kneels over him. 
 

KRAIG 
Corporal Arbes, you okay?  

 
Arbes holds his wrist, staring straight at the ceiling, 
panting. 
 

KRAIG 
Get him up. Take him to medical. 
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SOLIDER 1 and others help Arbes to his feet.  
 

SOLDIER 1 
(To Arbes) 
Bro, you’re such a pussy.  

 
ARBES 

Up yours. Let’s see how you’d like 
a broken wrist. 
 

SOLDIER 1 
Depends which wrist. I can always 
spare one.  

 
ARBES 

(Laughs a little) 
Yeah, just one though. 

 
Arbes moves slowly, nursing his wrist, with aid, moves O/S. 
Kraig sits. Soldier 2 sort through the mail. Soldier 2 
begins calling out names, and flinging mail airborne at the 
respondents.  
 

SOLDIER 2 
Hey staff. You got one. 

 
Kraig looks over with piqued interest. Soldier 2 
precariously steps around the desk to hand the mail piece 
to Kraig. 
  
Kraig looks at the mail, doesn’t open it, just flicks it 
into a trashcan.  

 
SOLDIER 2 

Staff, didn’t this chick write you 
last week? She must really love 
you… 

 
Soldier 2 looks in the direction of the trash can. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
I can tell the feeling is mutual.  
 

Several soldiers laugh. 
  

KRAIG 
No. I think she’s a little crazy. 
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SOLDER 2 

Well, if she’s only a LITTLE 
CRAZY, you should keep her. Most 
are fucking nuts! 

 
All laugh. Kraig smiles a little. Back to work.  
 
INT. LIVING ROOM – KRAIGS HOUSE – DAY 
 
Kraig enters, backpack over shoulder, in uniform. Back from 
Germany. See dad seated in a chair, mom on the couch… 
 

KRAIG 
Hey folks! 
 

In Kraig’s mind, it settles that seated next to Mom are 
Kelly and Todd. Kraig is puzzled at the sight of Kelly, 
comprehends who Todd is, instantly pissed, but hides it 
well. Dad stands, moves quickly to a warm embrace, big hug. 
Kraig returns a half-hug.  
 

DAD 
Welcome back! And early too? 
 

KRAIG 
(Enthusiasm fades) 
Yeah, good flight. Taxi was ready. 
 

DAD 
Great, that’s great! So how have you been? 
 

KRAIG 
Ah. Ah. Good. I just need to run 
out. I just need to grab. A few 
things.  
 

DAD 
You don’t want to sit, for a 
while?  
 

KRAIG 
I just remember. It’s important. I 
need to grab some gear. 
 

DAD 
(Puzzled) 
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Out? I can give you a ride. 
 

KRAIG 
Just to Big 5. Mind if I borrow 
your car? I’ll be back in a few.  
 

DAD 
Ahh. Sure.  

 
Kraig storms out. Mother, unsure of the cause of his 
soddenly odd behavior, looks at Dad, then speaks to Kelly, 
covers for Kraig. 
 

MOM 
(To Kelly) 
He’s a bit wound up. Probably 
tired, needs a little time to 
unwind. He gets like that. 
 

KELLY 
I’m sure.  
(Smiles) 
He just flew around the world. 
 

MOM 
Half way. Germany is in Europe.  

 
EXT. SHOPPING PLAZA – DAY 
 
Kraig is hot. Walking the aisle at local sporting goods 
store, looking at jackets, as a function, not an activity. 
Kraig is passing between displays of outdoor sporting 
apparel. 
  
Nearby, Ryland is moving clearance tags to expensive items. 
A Store Clerk, a teenagers first job, ill-equipped, 
approaches Ryland. 
  

STORE CLERK 
Sir. Please leave the tags alone. 
It’s just going to throw off our 
inventory, and create additional 
work for our staff. We appreciate 
your help. 
 

RYLAND 
Whatever. Fucker. 
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Ryland turns and sees Kraig had watched the clerk’s 
interaction with amusement.  
 
AIDEN – 25, sidekick oaf, walks up to Ryland, shares the 
glance at Kraig. Ryland finishes a text on his cell phone. 
 

AIDEN 
Hey, is that him? 
 

RYLAND 
(Low tone to Aiden) 
Yep, sure is.  
(Loud to Kraig) 
 

Ryland takes a few steps towards Kraig, Aiden trails. 
 

RYLAND 
Just visiting soldier boy? In town 
to bang my girl, ruin another 
marriage?  
 

KRAIG 
I don’t want any problems. And if 
that’s your girl-- 
(Nods to Aiden) 
--You can keep her. 
 

AIDEN 
Fuck you. 

 
Kraig smiles and points. 
  

KRAIG 
Ladies undergarments are over 
there. 

 
Ryland and Aiden are in a frenzy, shocked and confused with 
the rare challenge to their brazen behavior. Ryland 
composes first, and halves the distance between them. 
 

RYLAND 
I’m not afraid of you. 
 

KRAIG 
Famous last words. 
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RYLAND 
I know where you live. 

 
Kraig’s smile fades a little, and he calmly squares up his 
shoulders. 
 

KRAIG 
(Sincere) 
Hey, I’m sorry. Just having a 
little fun. I’m leaving in a week, 
just here to see my mom– I don’t 
give a fuck about what goes on 
around here. So-- 
(Warns) 
--Stay the fuck away from me. 

 
Kraig turns and takes a few steps away, begins to take 
interest in CLEARANCE JACKETS.  
 
Ryland and Aiden linger, perplexed with Kraig’s 
disinterest, notice STORE CLERKS WATCHING THEM nearby, and 
in unison, Ryland and Aiden decide to depart.  
 
INT. LIVING ROOM – KRAIGS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Kraig is on the phone, huddled against the wall, whisper 
talking a private conversation.  
 

KRAIG 
Well, ok. If anything comes up, 
just give me a call. 
 

VOICE ON PHONE 
(Inaudible) 
 

KRAIG 
Yes, anything. ASAP. Just cut 
orders and tell me where to 
report. 
 

VOICE ON PHONE 
(Inaudible) 
 

KRAIG 
Yes sir. Thank you. 
 

Kraig hangs up the phone, turns, and steps into— 
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CUT TO 
INT - LIVING ROOM – KRAIGS HOUSE – DAY 
 
Mother is seated on the couch, with Todd seated under her 
arm. The TV plays SpongeBob SquarePants. Todd doesn’t 
blink. There are graham crackers and hot cocoa on the 
coffee table, candy wrappers, kid books – grandma is in 
heaven.  

MOTHER 
She’s such a nice girl. 
 

KRAIG 
What part of the STAY OUT OF IT 
MEMO did you miss?  
 

MOTHER 
My house— 
 

KRAIG 
--my rules. I get it. If you want 
to run day-care or kiddie camp. Go 
right ahead. You like noodles, and 
I like Yakisoba, and that’s fine. 
I don’t make you eat Soba, do I? 
 

MOTHER 
So, what’s your plan. Single until 
death?  
 

KRAIG 
Who said I had a plan?  
 

MOTHER 
Well, I’ll like to enjoy our time 
together while I’m still on this 
Earth. 
 

KRAIG 
That would make me happy too.  

 
There’s a pause. Sponge Bob continues on the TV. Todd 
laughs as Sandy the Squirrel awakens from hibernation. 
 

MOTHER 
How long are you in town? 
 

KRAIG 
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I’m not sure. Maybe just a few 
more days. Could be a couple 
weeks.  
 

MOTHER 
I’ll say it again. She’s a really 
nice— 
 

KRAIG 
--Enough. 

 
There’s an audible noise as the door opens. Footsteps. A 
phone call ends.  
 
Kelly enters the room, rigidly tucking her phone into her 
purse. Kraig takes a mental note.  
 
Kelly flashes a giant fake smile that Mother adores and 
sends Red Flags to Kraig. 
  

KELLY 
(To Kraig) 
Hey there! 
 

Mother looks to Kraig to gauge his reception. Kraig smiles 
coldly. Kelly moves to hug Kraig to which he barely 
reciprocates but still Mother is thrilled.  

 
MOTHER 

Hey Kel! How was lunch?  
 

KELLY 
It was good. Just us GIRLS catching up. 
 

MOTHER 
Oh. Who? 
 

Kelly’s silenced phone vibrates, Kelly ignores it though 
Kraig can hear the familiar sound. 

 
KELLY 

(Stumped) 
Who, what? Oh. You wouldn’t know them. Just girls 
I know. 
 

KRAIG 
(Piles on, somethings rotten) 
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I may. What’s their names? 
 

KELLY 
Ahh. Jen, and Kim.  
(Fishes) 
..And Jenny.  
(Nervously changes topic) 
How’s my little man? 
 

KRAIG 
(Sing-whispers to himself) 
 And Kimmy, and Kenny, how about Jimmy.. 
 

Kelly squats squarely affront Todd; he squirms to see the 
TV over her shoulder. Kraig gives Kelly some more rope, 
considers his questioning an overt warning.  

 
MOTHER 

He’s a great kid. Just a pleasure. 
 

KELLY 
Well, it’s wonderful you can watch him. 
 

MOTHER 
I’ll take him anytime.  
 

KELLY 
That reminds me. Cliff and Molly 
are having a party, over at their 
place tonight. Like a BBQ. I guess 
his farm got some kind of orgamic 
certification. 
 

KRAIG 
(corrects) 
Organic. 
 

KELLY 
Oh. Right. So you’ll come? 
 

KRAIG 
Ahh. No. I was just— 
 

Kraig hears Kelly’s silenced phone vibrates again and 
again, Kelly ignores it. 
 

KRAIG 
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Someone’s phone ringing?  
 

MOTHER 
--You should go! I’ll watch Todd. 
It will be my pleasure. It will 
make me the happiest.  
 

Kraig’s enjoyment is seeing Mother happy. 
 

MOTHER 
Like a grandma.  
(Gives Todd an annoying shake) 
Right my little Toddie… 
 

Kraig notes Kelly still hasn’t looked at her purse, almost 
intentionally avoiding a glance in that direction.  
 

KRAIG 
I don’t even know Cliff. 
 

KELLY 
You’ll love them. They love 
solider people too.  
 

KRAIG 
Geez, that’s great. It’s just 
SOLDIERS. But I really— 
 

MOTHER 
--want to make me happy. Then go!  
 

KELLY 
Good, we’ll leave in an hour. I 
just need to run home and get 
changed and grab Todd’s stuff. 
 

MOTHER 
Todd has everything he needs here. 
Just put yourself together.  
 

Mother is smiling from ear-to-ear. Kraig’s plan to couch 
surf was waylaid; Kraig feels something just isn’t right 
with Kelly’s unnatural mannerism. 
 

KRAIG 
(Laughs quietly) 
Ah. What the hell.  
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Kraig watches from his peripherals, as Kelly heads towards 
the kitchen, and is not even out of sight, she’s fishing 
through her purse, pulls out her phone, and glances back at 
Kraig. Kraig is suspicious.  
 
Mother’s chatty but the words are DROWNED by the incensed 
RINGING in Kraig’s head.  
 
 
INT./EXT CAR ON DIRT ROAD – NIGHT – MOVING 
 
The radio plays a cruisy tune by Riptide. The sun is low in 
the sky. Kraig is driving his Dad’s Honda Accord, Kelly 
sits in the passenger seat. Kraig wears blue jean, a t-
shirt, and Kelly has a simple dress.  
 
The ride is largely quiet as Kelly asks probing questions 
and Kraig keeps his answers brief. The lengthy stretch of 
dirt road, albeit in good condition, kicks up dust. 
  

KELLY 
Any idea when you’ll go back? 
 

KRAIG 
Nope, just waiting on a call. 
 

KELLY 
Do they usually do that? 
 

KRAIG 
What? 
 

KELLY 
Just call, tell you to come back? 
 

KRAIG 
They, my CO, commanding officer, 
can do whatever the hell he likes. 
He could call RIGHT NOW, and I’ll 
have to get on a plane, go to god 
knows where. 

 
KELLY 

Your mom said you get paid. 
 

KRAIG 
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Paid? Of course I get a check. 
This is fun and all, but I ain’t 
out there busting my hump for 
free. 
 

KELLY 
What do you spend your money on? 
 

KRAIG 
Well. There isn’t much. I mean, 
maybe I’ll make 30-35 this year. 
But I save most of it. Get my 
folks gifts, birthdays, Christmas.  
 

KELLY 
30-35, an hour? 
 

KRAIG 
Uhh. No. 30 thousand a year.  

 
Kelly is amazed with the large number.  
 

KELLY 
Oh my god. That’s a lot. And you 
get free food too? 

 
Kraig brags a little. 
 

KRAIG 
Meals, a private room, and insurance.   

 
Kelly fumble with her purse. Her phone was vibrating. Kelly 
turns the phone screen a little, but noticeably, away from 
Kraig.  
 
Kelly quickly texts, returns the phone to the purse, and 
looks out the window. 
  

KELLY 
So, what do you wear to work each 
day? 
 

KRAIG 
Utilities. Camouflaged pants and 
shirt. Except for ceremonies, 
where we wear Dress A’s. 
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Kraig expected Kelly to ask what Dress A’s are, and when 
she doesn’t, realizes she’s not paying attention.  

 
KELLY 

Oh, that’s good.  
 
EXT. CLIFFS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Cliff’s house, a sprawling ranch style home appears among 
the trees in the distance. Interior lights are on. A 
bonfire is in the yard. Twenty or so people can be seen in 
the yard, on the patio. The driveway is filled with cars.  
 
EXT./INT. CAR ON DIRT ROAD – NIGHT – MOVING 
 
Kelly is looking antsy and Kraig notices. There’s a 
clearing street side, near a cluster of trees. Kelly is 
looking intently ahead.  
 

KELLY 
Park there. 
 

KRAIG 
I can park closer. 
 

KELLY 
No, you can’t. There won’t be any 
spots.  
(snaps) 
Just park there.  

 
Kraig, weirded out. 
 

KRAIG 
Alright. There IT IS.  

 
Kraig pulls the car into the somewhat isolated clearing. 
 
Kelly is looking around everywhere, clutching her purse. 
Kraig feels uneasy, but not alerted.  
 
Kraig stands on the dirt road, takes steps towards the 
driveway, and Kelly joins him, still looking ridged.  
 
EXT. PATIO - NIGHT  
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Kraig and Kelly approach the patio, paces apart. Kelly sees 
someone she knows. Kraig grabs a beer, eyes the small 
crowd, comfortable not speaking with anyone, enjoying the 
night air.  

CUT TO 
INT. LIVING ROOM – CLIFFS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Kraig is in the living room, in a three-person 
conversation, small talk about fabled stories of CROP 
CIRCLES.  
 
Kelly is chatting with a girlfriend at the doorway. Kelly’s 
movement goes ridged, and the change catches Kraig’s 
attention.  
 
From the corner of Kraig’s eye, he notes Kelly’s casual nod 
in Kraig’s direction.  
 
Aiden enters, wearing a baseball cap, careful not to make 
direct contact with Kelly. 
  
Aiden speaks out loud, artificial and rehearsed, Aiden’s 
posture is squared at Kraig, though Aiden scans the room 
like he’s addressing everyone. Kraig knows its directed at 
him. 

AIDEN 
Hey, I backed into a car. A gray 
Honda. Anyone knows who it is? 
 

KRAIG 
Uhh. Yeah. It’s mine. 

 
Kelly ignores. Kraig knows this was rehearsed but plays 
along.  

AIDEN 
I’m sorry man. It’s a small ding. 
But you should really check it 
out.  
 

KRAIG 
I suppose. 
 

AIDEN 
What’s your name. 
 

Kraig, oh we are playing that game. 
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KRAIG 
Kraig. And you are? 
 

AIDEN 
Caiden.  
 

Kraig…SO clever. Kraig shakes Aiden’s hand – Aiden’s hand 
is like dough in Kraig’s calloused vice-grip. Aiden nerves 
show.  
 

AIDEN 
You wanna check it out now? 

 
KRAIG 

Yeah, yeah. Alright. I’m just 
gonna hit the head FIRST. 
 

AIDEN 
The what? 
 

KRAIG 
The bathroom. 

 
CUT TO 

INT. BATHROOM – CLIFFS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Kraig looks closely at himself in the mirror. Time slows. 
 

CUT TO 
EXT. PATH TO CAR – NIGHT 
 
Kraig and Aiden walk. 
 

AIDEN 
Yeah, I’m real sorry. 
 

KRAIG 
You said that.  
 

AIDEN 
The ding isn’t too bad, I just wanted to, you 
know, take care of it. 
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, you said that too. 
 

AIDEN 



79. 
 
 

I did?  
 
Aiden’s pace slows noticeably, and Kraig is now in step 
with him. Aiden looks ahead in the brush.  
 
Kraig knows what’s ahead, but can’t see what Aiden already 
spotted. Aiden stops.  
 
A twig snaps from a nearby footstep. Aiden’s tone changes. 
 

AIDEN 
Man. You should just stay away. Go 
back where you came from. 
 

KRAIG 
Alright. Go ahead. Get it off your 
chest. Ryland, you there too? 

 
A shadowy figure comes into view. It’s Ryland. He postures 
and warns. 
 

RYLAND 
You know. Kel and I have our 
problems. You just fuck things up.  
 

KRAIG 
I. I fuck things up? I’m here, 
like a couple weeks a year. I 
hardly see her, YOU, turn up, like 
a bad penny. 
 

RYLAND 
I’m making things work. I’m not 
BIG MR MILITARY guy. You fucking 
disappear – show up, all cool with 
your haircut. 
 

KRAIG 
I don’t want any problems. Did you 
guys fuck with my dad’s car? 
 

RYLAND 
Uhh.  
 

AIDEN 
No. We didn’t do anything.  
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KRAIG 
Really? 
 

AIDEN 
Really.  
 

RYLAND 
I wanted to talk. 
 

KRAIG 
Phone broke? Or, crap, it’s a 
party. You could have come inside. 
 

RYLAND 
It would be shit. Kel’s there. 
With you.  
 

KRAIG 
I guess. 
 

RYLAND 
You’ll leave soon? 
 

KRAIG 
Like any day. 
 

RYLAND 
I really want to make this work 
with Kel and I. You know your moms 
been watching Todd?  
 

KRAIG 
Yeah, I heard. 

 
RYLAND 

I’m okay with that. I mean, I 
don’t have options. I gotta work. 
What I do isn’t really kid-
friendly. Kel’s a wreck. No 
patience. 
  

KRAIG 
Gottcha there. 
 

RYLAND 
I want to apologize for earlier. I 
mean I care for Todd. 
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KRAIG 

Did you, and Kelly talk about 
this?  
 

RYLAND 
Yeah, several times, today. I know 
I’m an ass. I’ve fucked up. Kelly 
doesn’t’ deserve this, and Todd 
definitely deserves better. wants 
it to work. 
 

KRAIG 
Ok.  
 

RYLAND 
So, we good? 
 

KRAIG 
We ARE good. You coming inside? 
 

RYLAND 
No. I gotta roll.  

 
Ryland turns, and Aiden follows, small talk ensues. Kraig 
stands, stares, follows their departure, slight smiles and 
sighs. Kraig turns, disbelief.  
 

CUT BACK  
INT. BATHROOM – CLIFFS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Kraig’s STARING into the bathroom mirror. 
  

KRAIG 
(To himself) 
Yeah, that’s not it.  
 

Kraig stands upright, final glance at the mirror, the turns 
to the bathroom door, and exits.  
 

CUT TO 
EXT. PATH TO CAR – NIGHT 
 
Aiden leads and Kraig follows. Kraig picks up the pace, 
abreast with Aiden. Aiden speeds up a little, but not 
enough, Kraig is taking long strides, and Aiden’s legs 
can’t keep up.  
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Aiden stumbles on a clump of mud and grass, catches himself 
before a fall. Kraig hears the familiar sound but doesn’t 
slow.  

AIDEN 
Hey, no rush, right. 
 

KRAIG 
Sorry, am I walking too fast? 

 
Kraig doesn’t slow down. Kraig’s shoulders are raised, his 
head slightly lowered, but eyes scan from side to side. 
 

AIDEN 
No, you just don’t want to trip, 
it’s so dark and all. 

 
Kraig continues sure footed in quick time. Now a few paces 
ahead of Aiden. Kraig sees an unusually dark area, between 
two trees, the place where HE would set an ambush, about 30 
meters ahead. 
  

KRAIG 
You know, it’s admirable, what 
you’re doing. 
 

AIDEN 
(Puzzled) 
How? Why? 

 
Kraig is 10 meters away, and arcs wide to the far side of 
the trail, figuring the best way to spring a trap. The 
sounds of Aiden’s footsteps are of a slow unwanted jog. 
  

KRAIG 
Most people just don’t do the 
right— 

 
A flash of an aluminum bat strikes Kraig’s shoulder and 
glances off his head.  
 
Kraig goes down to his knees, one arm protecting his head. 
 
Ryland emerges. No words.  
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Ryland stands towering over Kraig, raises the bat over his 
head, swings down, but he’s too close, the bat’s head hits 
dirt as it impacts Kraig’s thigh. 
  

RYLAND 
Gotcha, bitch! 
 

AIDEN 
Surprise muther fucker! 

 
Aiden clumsily kicks Kraig from behind, follows with a 
hoot.  

RYLAND 
Betcha didn’t expect this. Huh? 

 
Ryland’s gasps for air, adrenaline dump. Kraig peeks up.  
 

AIDEN 
Fucker! 

 
Aiden kicks again, poor form has little impact on Kraig’s 
shoulder.  

RYLAND 
You should have stayed away. 

 
Ryland winds up with the bat to his side and begins a 
swing.  
 
Kraig springs forward, head to Ryland’s stomach, the swing 
interrupted.  
 
Ryland cries out in surprise.  
 
Kraig wraps his arms around Ryland, his weight knocks 
Ryland back. 
  
Aiden’s war cry is pathetic as he tries to aid Ryland by 
jumping atop the pig pile. 
  
Kraig is a beast. Though Ryland has two hands on the bat, 
it’s useless. Even with Aiden on Kraig’s back, Kraig 
postures up, one hand on the bat.  
 
Aiden squirming, vying for a headlock. Kraig drills a FIST 
into RYLAND’s face. The GROUND MOVES. 
  
Ryland’s grip on the bat fades.  
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KRAIG TWISTS his torso and FLIPS AIDEN. Aiden flops heels 
overhead and lands, face down, with a heavy THUD. 
  
Kraig raises his arm wide, and drills an ELBOW into 
Ryland’s exposed RIBS.  
 
Ryland’s face, already bloody, his eyes go white when 
Kraig’s elbow strikes. 
  
Ryland wants OUT, releases his grip on the bat and turtles 
up. Kraig single-handedly grabs the bat, still kneeling on 
Ryland, and takes a monster single-handed swing, LIKE THE 
BAT WAS WEIGHLESS, the bat whooshes, crushing the back of 
Aiden’s skull, noise like an egg breaking. 
  
There’s no doubt - Aiden’s dead – no one would survive such 
a clean strike. 
  
Clearing his glance at Aiden, without a look, Kraig brings 
the bat high over his head, double handed, turns to face 
Ryland, KRAIG SMASHES THE BAT Ryland’s face; Ryland’s hands 
don’t even slow the impact.  
 
Ryland’s body goes limp. Kraig is breathing heavy, but 
otherwise fine. There’s no noise. 
 
Kraig rises, shakes his shoulder, and touches his already 
swelling head. Kraig limps a half-step and examines his 
handy-work. 
  
It’s dark, but neither Aiden or Ryland are breathing. Steam 
rises from the corpses and pours off of Kraig.  
 
Kraig drops the bat between them, takes a step back.  
Kraig takes the deepest breath he’s taken all day. Turns 
and slowly begins to walk the trail towards the house.  
 
A STEP. Not his. It’s close. Kraig is on alert. 
   
Kraig creeps ahead. Another STEP. Kraig sense prey, and not 
another threat. 

KRAIG 
Hey. Who is there? 

 
Out of the black, appears Kelly, still dark, in shadows. 
Close enough to have clearly heard EVERYTHING.  
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KRAIG 
Well, Hello.  
 

KELLY 
Is EVERYTHING OKAY? I heard some 
noise and— 
 

KRAIG 
--came out in the darkness to 
investigate. No, I think you were 
here. You planned to be here. 
 

KELLY 
No, I didn’t— Oh my GOD, is that, 
are they… 
Dead? 

 
Kraig looks over his shoulder at the DEAD BODIES, dark 
masses lying still. 
 

KRAIG 
Not what you expected, huh? 
 

KELLY 
Expected? What do you mean? 
 

KRAIG 
I know you called them. Arranged 
this.. 

 
KELLY 

I don’t know what you’re talking 
about. What are you accusing me 
of. 
 

KRAIG 
Hey. I’m not concerned. The police 
can sort his out. 
 

KELLY 
Police? No wait. 

 
Kraig takes steps towards the house, passing Kelly. Kelly 
panics, TEARS STREAM. 
 

KRAIG 
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Yeah, dead bodies. I’m pretty sure 
the police should be here. I’m 
SURE if you didn’t set this up, 
detectives will clear you. 
  

KELLY 
I didn’t want YOU hurt. I wanted 
you to KILL HIM. It was his idea. 
I just knew you’d be okay. Please. 
Please. 

 
Kraig slows his walk, still taking measured steps away as 
Kelly pleads. 

KRAIG 
You set me up to KILL THEM? 
 

KELLY 
No. I didn’t set you up. Please, I 
love you. 

 
Kelly grasps at Kraig hipped arms, stagger stepping on the 
trail. 

KRAIG 
Love me? You don’t even know me. 
If you had anything to do with 
this, either way, I see prison 
time in your future. 
 

KELLY 
No. I can’t. You’re the ONE who 
killed them. You attacked them. 
They are dead. You’ll go to jail. 
 

KRAIG 
No, I don’t think so. It’s self-
defense. I’m sure your shit-head 
buddies have some kind of frequent 
flyer program with the police. 
Right? Real shocker there… 
 

Kelly’s face says THEY SURE DO. 
 

KRAIG 
Well, I’m leaving this shitshow. 
 

KELLY 
No. You need to stay. I’ll tell. 
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KRAIG 

Pardon? 
 

KELLY 
I’ll tell the police I saw you DO 
IT. That YOU STARTED IT. That you 
killed them in COLD BLOOD. 

 
Kraig stops in his tracks, and squares up with Kelly. 
Pause. 
 

KRAIG 
Why would you do that? 
 

KELLY 
It doesn’t have to be this way. It 
doesn’t. Just listen to me. I’ll 
tell the police anything you want. 
Do the right thing. Be smart. 

 
Kraig takes a solid pause, glances skyward, then back to 
Kelly. 

KRAIG 
WHAT? 
(Pause) 
Wait. You planned this?  
 

KELLY  
I didn’t plan anything. 

 
Kraig realizes. His tone is powerful. 
 

KRAIG 
Who the fuck do you think you’re 
talking to you little shit? 

 
Kraig takes a step closer to Kelly. Fear in her eyes. 
DARKNESS.  

CUT TO 
EXT. DIRT ROAD – NIGHT 
 
Kraig walks with purpose, not racing, to his car.  
 
INT./EXT. CAR – NIGHT – MOVING 
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Kraig opens the door, enters, drives away, cleanly, the car 
glides, light rubble comes off the road. Kraig leaves 
alone. 
 
INT. KITCHEN – KRAIGS HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Kraig enters the kitchen. Mom quickly appears, in pajamas. 
It’s nearly 10:00 p.m.  
 

MOM 
You’re back early. How was the 
party?  
 

KRAIG 
Yep. It was lame. 

 
Mom is peering behind Kraig, towards the door. Kraig sits 
at the table.  
 

MOM 
Is Kelly with you? 
 

KRAIG 
No. No. She. Well. Her Ex was there.  
 

MOM 
She left with him. 
(Sighs) 
She told me about him. Didn’t 
sound like it was over. 
 

Mom take a seat next to Kraig.  
 

KRAIG 
Ah. Yep.  
 

MOM 
I’m sorry. Are you okay? 
 

KRAIG 
No loss. I’m fine.   
 

MOM 
Well. I imaging she’ll be by in 
the morning for Toddie. 
 

KRAIG 
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What? Oh yeah. In the morning. I’m 
sure. 
 

MOM 
By the way, you got a call from 
some Lieutenant Colonel Morris.. 
 

KRAIG 
--Morrison. Great! What did he 
say? 
 

MOM 
Just to give him a call at O- 
something or another. Maybe, does 
0-800 sound right? 
 

KRAIG 
Yep, that fancy for 8 o’clock. 
 

MOM 
Does that mean you’ll be leaving? 
 

KRAIG 
I was leaving anyways. Just maybe 
a little sooner. 
 

MOM 
Well. Your dad and I love seeing 
you. I know it’s hard to come 
back. All your adventures. 
 

KRAIG 
And my teammates. My other family.  
 

MOM 
That too. 
(Pause) 
Maybe Kelly will come around? 
 

KRAIG 
I don’t know about THAT. I 
appreciate you looking out for me.  
 

MOM 
Well, I hope she’ll still let me 
care for him. Until my own 
grandchildren arrive. Someday… 
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KRAIG 

Someday.  
 
EXT. YARD – KRAIGS HOUSE – DAY 
 
Kraig is pacing the living room, phone pressed to his head, 
eager. Looks at his watch, it’s 07:40. 
  

KRAIG 
Yes, I’ll hold. No problem. I’ll 
keep holding. 
 

VOICE ON PHONE 
(Indiscernible)  
 

KRAIG 
No. Maam, it’s not a problem. I’LL 
HOLD. 
 

The slight tone of HOLD MUSIC emits from the phone. Kraig 
slowly paces, determined. 
 

VOICE ON PHONE 
(Indiscernible) 
 

KRAIG 
(On phone) 
Hello. I’m still here. I’ll hold. 
(Pause) 
Okay. 
Yes, Good Morning Sir! 
 

VOICE ON THE PHONE 
(Indiscernible) 

 
CONTINUOUS 

CUT TO  
INT. KITCHEN – KRAIGS HOUSE – DAY 
 
Kraig walks into the room, hovers, then sits at the kitchen 
table, getting impatient, hands a visor on his forehead. A 
Kitchen Radio plays the news quietly in the background, 
drowned out by Kraig’s voice. 
  

KRAIG 
(On phone) 
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Yes, sir. No, I’m ready TODAY. 
  

VOICE ON PHONE 
(Indiscernible) 
 

The Kitchen Radio news story plays, comingled with Kraig’s 
excited banter. Kraig slowly understands the new story as 
he continues.  

KRAIG 
(On phone) 
I’ll call travel and get the 
flight coupon. TDY order are good. 
We can PCS later. No, I’m okay 
with temporary duty orders just to 
get rolling. 
 

KITCHEN RADIO 
Police continue to investigate 
three bodies discovered this 
morning near Lake Street. Victim 
identities have not been released. 
Initial reports are two men, 
apparently died of blunt force 
trauma, and an unidentified 
female, strangled, on a trail near 
Lake Street, sometime last night. 
Police suspect foul play, and 
believe it may be a case of a drug 
deal gone bad. 
 

KRAIG 
(Quieter, on the phone) 
Yes, sir! Thank you sir! I’m 
looking forward to it. I’ll get on 
TRAVEL right away. 
 

Kraig excitedly stands, pushing back and knocking over the 
chair. 
  
EXT. PARKED HUMVEE MOTORCADE – SYRIA - DAY 
 
Several soldiers, geared up, stand around the front of a 
Humvee convoy. Preparing for a patrol. Small talk. Kraig 
walks briskly, approaches the group.  
 
The side conversations slow, they turn in unison, 
continuing to softly speak, awaiting guidance.  
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SOLIDER 1 
Man, my shits were just clearing 
up. What was that shit they 
served? 
 

SOLDIER 2 
Man. No one knows. I can wait to 
get back home.  
 

SOLDIER 3 
Fucking heat. Fucking sand.  
 

SOLDIER 1 
G’morning, Staff Sergeant. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
F-that. This food’s trash! 
 

KRAIG 
Morning gents! 
The SNCO mess ain’t any better. 
Probably the same stuff. Was your 
filet mignon overcooked too? 
Lobster not fresh off the boat? 
I’ll call the general, let him 
look into it. 
 

All laugh. 
 

SOLDIER 2 
Naw, it’s all good Staff. Just 
eager for leave. I fly home on 
Friday.  
 

Kraig’s easy-going smile fades, stone serious.  
 

KRAIG 
This IS home. Don’t ever go back. 
It’s fucked.  

 
INT. KITCHEN TABLE – KRAIGS HOUSE - FLASHBACK 
 
Dad exits the room, Mom and Kelly are sitting at the 
kitchen table across from one another, at the end of a 
light breakfast, mid conversation. Todd, barely walking, 
meanders hand to hand, from chair to chair. 
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MOM 
Well, he never writes me. 
 

KELLY 
Not at all? 
 

MOM 
Maybe once for Mother’s Day, or 
Christmas… 
(Pause) 
You must be very special to him. 
You know he’s very private. Likes 
to keep things to himself. 

 
Kelly smiles. 
 

KELLY 
He loves you very much. I’M just 
hopeful. I worry about him so 
much.  
 

MOM 
Me too. 
 

KELLY 
Just if he gets hurt. Will the 
Army take care of him? You know, 
doctor’s and stuff? 
 

MOM 
Yes. Yes. They have amazing care, 
benefits, lifetime medical care 
for them, dependents keep getting 
paid, life insurance. 
 

KELLY 
Dependents? 
 

MOM 
Yeah, like wives, kids, those who 
DEPEND ON THEM. The Army give them 
care too. And if something 
happened to Kraig, HEAVEN FORBID, 
I think they pay out $200,000, not 
that we want to think about that. 
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Kelly looks away to hide how her eyes lit up at the payout 
amount.  

CUT TO 
EXT. PUBLIC PARK – DAY - FLASHBACK 
 
Ryland hops atop a picnic table, sits, and Kelly sits on 
the bench. 

RYLAND 
So, this plan of yours…YOU WIN 
EITHER WAY.  
 

KELLY 
C’mon. It’s not like that. I want 
what’s best for US. 
 

RYLAND 
(Justifies) 
With him out of the way, the mom 
will go to the Ends of the Earth 
for Todd. 
 

KELLY 
She’s a caregiver.  
 

RYLAND 
(Reasons) 
And. You know otherwise, he’ll 
eventually put an end to it.  
(Cautions and reminds) 
He don’t care none about you.  
 

RYLAND 
(Knows) 
And. If it go sideways. You’ll 
still be in the clear. 
 

KELLY 
(Promises) 
It won’t.  
 

RYLAND 
How will I get my cut? 
 

KELLY 
It’s OUR CUT, and leave that to 
me.  
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RYLAND 
What we got to lose?   

 
FADE OUT 

 


