a man is standing in a small colorless room. we view him shoulders to the top of his head. He is an older man with experience under his belt. he states his name. “corporal Graeme Ballard, boseman, Montana.”. 

cut to. same room. another man. once again, introducing himself “Winston alvarez. San Diego, California” he states. Winston is a Hispanic with a thin mustache and a buzz cut.

cut to. same room. the third and final man, like the others, introducing himself to the camera. A thick rimmed glasses wearing ‘kyle hurley’ explains hes from ‘Dayton, ohio’. 

cut to. a small oil plant, in the middle east. five men in white button up shirts and blue work pants are walking around a small oil plant, sharing stories and laughing about prior to their shift. the turn into a small change room where each of them puts on a set of blue coveralls and a hardhat. each with their name in their langue written on them. the men are. kirshna, noor, mohammad, mohammed, and omar. the men each break up into several sectors of the oil plant.

cut to. the battle field. our American troops are soon to be engaged in an urban combat with a small army fighting with them. they are walking around a small neighborhood, patrolling the town next to a nearby check stop. as a car pulls up and explodes more people fall out of random places and are firing at the soldiers. they are shooting at militants who have ambushed them. guns firing, innocent by standards being hit by ricocheted and stray bullets, man, woman, child, no one is safe. the more and more people start hitting the ground, it is more apparent to Ballard that this is an ambush they are not going to survive.

Ballard sprints across the way to where alvarez is and orders him to retreat. They tell the others to retreat also. As the men fall back the attack doesn’t let up. more and more US soldiers are hitting the ground. leaving only a few left. as they fall back even further, they run into a scared kyle hurley and alec Dixon, shooting guns randomly, just fulfilling their quota of bullets shot. The three men gather together in a small safety shelter as the gun fire continues. Ballard attempts to call for help but there is no signal. out the back of the door is the desert. The men decide it’s a chance at survival from gunfire and they exit the back door sprinting for the open desert. As the four men run, Dixon is hit and hits the ground. dead. Hurley runs back and takes his gun and canteen and continues running away. 

cut to. the oil plant. omar is testing samples of oil and writing down numbers while the mo’s are debating what to do with machinery that kirshna is trying to fix. noor is the supervisor of the plant and is watching all of this going on. he pulls out a white handkerchief and wipes his forehead with it. it is hot outside. 

cut to. the desert, where hurley, ballard and alvarez are stopped sitting on the sand thinking of a plan. ballard suggests making it to a nearby checkstop where american troops are stationed, its only 5 more miles. the three can make it with the water they have. after deciding the plan and figuring out which direction to head. the men start their journey.

cut to. its lunch time now and the five men are sitting at a small table eating food that their wives have prepared for them earlier in the day. the men are sharing stories of their sons and bragging about how successful they have become. 

cut to. walking for safety with guns at their side, the three soldiers talk about their families at home, who are waiting for them. Alvarez has three kids and a wife, while ballard has one kid in university and is currently divorced. Hurley isn’t speaking much, he is still a kid. In the distance over a small sand hill they see a small oil plant. With guns now in their hand, ballard suggests that they cautiously pass through and onto their destination. they eventually get closer to a small shack where the lunch room is and where the oil workers are. as they get closer a door opens and Noor steps out and reaches for his pocket. Ballard yells at noor. “get down on the ground, now” noor doesn’t comprehend and reaches into his pocket. Ballard shoots. Noor hits the ground dead, with a white handkerchief in his hand. Omar, Kirshna, and the mo’s hear the sound and put on their hard hats to investigate.  They go outside and see three american soldiers standing there with guns drawn. “get down on the ground now” yells ballard. Kirshna is yelling back at them asking why they shot Noor, but in his own language, not English. Alvarez shoots and kirshna this the ground. Omar and the Mo’s start running for a telephone/safety. Hurley opens fire and unloads a clip, not hitting a single one. Ballard sends instructions for hurley to flank right, while alvarez goes left and ballard goes straight. Omar is hiding behind a box, crying because like hurley, he is young and new to this. Ballard turns the corner and sees him and fires a gun.

The mo’s are still running and trying to get out of the plant and avoid trouble, when gun shots are heard. Hurley is opening fire on them but not connecting. Alvarez and ballard reach hurley and start shooting with him. Eventually. the mo’s are shot dead.

cut to. ballard. in the room where we started off. explaining what happened. “it was then where one of the terrorists pulled out his gun and opened fire on us…”

cut to. alvarez. same room. “…there were five of them. yelling out hate towards America. we had no choice but to open fire and save ourselves.”

cut to. hurley, same room. “it was a mess...” (“it was a real disaster” / “it was sick”)

it cuts to an American in a black suit, wearing a USA flag pin on his lapelle. He is the one speaking to the troops. He says “we have evidence to prove that there were no signs of returned fire. For that matter, no sign of guns in the area outside of your own”
cut to the blank face of ballard.

Cut to the blank face of alvarez.

Cut to hurley. “like I said. It was a real mess”

