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GORSKyvy A I GNMENT




A Screenplay by Andrew Adams

Directed by Ben & Andrew Adams

Starring Chase Arrington and Brian Hunt

Featuring Tyrien Obahnjoko

SCENE 1-“18 Months Ago...”
SETTING: An upscale neighborhood, city outskirts

[Already filmed without need for reshoot]

[Cue first half of beginning credits, including cast names and general crew]

SCENE 2-“The Gorsky Assignment”

SETTING: A dark interrogation room

[A tall, dark man walks into the room, a single fluorescent light overhanging, shifting rapidly in brightness against the darkened brow of a motionless, bloodied, and unshaven Sam Fisher, seated. The man pauses for a moment, looking strictly at Fisher, and then continues to sit down with a face of disdain.]

LAMBERT
2 casualties, 2 independent cases sabotaged, hours of hard work……..……ruined.

[The man pauses, looking again at Fisher, eyes met with him now. A glance of the hostage scene is shown. The man sighs, then continues to talk.]

Look. You are one of our finest in N.S.A.’s Project One, on the verge of promotion to Third Echelon. You could be working in cell operations soon. 
[Fisher head raises slowly at these words, his face masked by shadow. Quick flashback to hostage scene.]

We are willing to offer you reprieve.
[Fisher’s eyes widen slowly in interest. The man pulls out a file folder with an indiscriminant label and slides it over to Fisher’s tableside.]

At a cost.

[Another quick flash of the hostage scene, the Gunman screaming “You Killed Him!” Fisher’s face grimaces, a look of disgust now revealed.]

FISHER
I won’t do this. I can’t. Not again.

[Fisher begins to breathe heavily, closing his eyes tightly. The hostage scene is shown in its entirety. Fisher then opens his eyes again, as if in a state of petrified shock. Breathing heavily still, he is interrupted by the voice of the seated man. “Fisher?”]

LAMBERT
Fisher? There isn’t much of a choice here, you know. I’d consider yourself extremely lucky. Anyone else……….in your situation. [takes a heavy breathe] It would be far worse. Catastrophic, even.
[Fisher bites his lip, picks up the folder, looking at it for a moment and then dropping it to the floor.]

I assure you, Mr. Fisher, you are in no place to act-

[The man looks down at the fallen papers in the file folder.]

Cavalier.

FISHER
And you are, is that it? Mister……..?

LAMBERT
Lambert. My name is Irving Lambert.

[Fisher picks the file folder back up, setting it on the tabletop, then looking back up at the man]

FISHER
Wait, is this-

[Fisher pulls out a blurry, zoomed-in picture of a middle-aged man]
LAMBERT
Gorsky, yes. Your previous handler.

FISHER
Previous?

LAMBERT
Yes,

[The man puts out his hand to Fisher, as if to shake]

Previous. You see-

[The man tosses another folder onto the table]

Third Echelon has recently come into some intel regarding a Mr. Viktor Gorsky. This intel indicated that for the past 18 months,  Mr. Gorsky has been smuggling portions of Project One’s budget into offshore accounts and hiring dismissed operatives, all for the purpose of funding some sort of……hit list. 

FISHER
What? No, that’s……..that’s impossible. Gorsky was my mentor; he’s taught me everything I know. 

LAMBERT
Precisely, Mr. Fisher. Precisely. That’s why you’re still here.
FISHER
What?

LAMBERT
The very reason we’re talking, Mr. Fisher: Your first assignment. We believe it was all planned; the target, the hit, everything. The Gunman you pegged, we have been led to believe he’s still alive.
[Quick flashback to the hostage scene]

That’s why we need you. 
FISHER
I don’t understand…..uh….

[Fisher tries to recall the man’s name]

Lambert?

[Fisher is swiftly interrupted by the man, once again]

LAMBERT
We have a sensitive case for you, Fisher. Consider it a write-off for all the work you’ve sabotaged. A………..parting gift.

[Fisher becomes angered, his eyes now keenly fixated on the man]

Find Gorsky. Find out who he’s tracking, who he’s employing. Get the files from him. We believe this may be bigger than even Project One. Do this…….and you’ll never hear from us again. Do you understand?

[Fisher takes a deep breath, closing his eyes for a moment, then opens them]

FISHER
Yes, I understand………..sir.

[The man smirks for a moment, then speaks again]

LAMBERT
Good. Congratulations Mr. Fisher, and welcome…

[The man pushes the folder towards Fisher yet again, the label clearly-read now.]

to “The Gorsky Assignment”.

[Camera pans in on the file folder’s label reading “The Gorsky Assignment” as it fades to text, the words “Splinter Cell” appearing above it.]

[Cue second-half of beginning credits]
SCENE 3- “Suit up.”

SETTING- Fisher’s locker room and cool-toned metallic room

[We see a black screen, then we here Fisher speak.]

FISHER (Voice-over)

Your life becomes disconnected. Happiness, joy, hope: these are the things you lose, with nothing gained. You detach yourself from society and become nothing more than a number. Your name, your past, your life:  they become statistics. This is the price you pay, to help them. You forget this, and the clock goes to zero. And so, to save what you love, you become a rogue. A splinter cell.
[Cue ‘Alien’ music. We see a very monochromatic, Batman-movie-esque suiting-up of Fisher in his espionage and tactical gear. We see him strap on his elbow, knee, and wrist pads; Load his guns, pack extra magazines, and finally place and turn-on his tri-goggle headset. The camera then fades black to where only the three green lights from the headset are visible, then they go black as well.]

SCENE 4- “Embassy Infiltration”

SETTING- A mansion-like foreign embassy, midnight

[The screen is pitch black, with only the sound of a ringing tone audible. The tone stops, and Lambert answers.]

LAMBERT (on phone)-
Hello?

[We see still-set water, moonlight-reflecting on it. The water is slowly draining down a large, circular sewage tunnel, the expanse of several yards.]
FISHER
Mission is a-go. Execute.
[Cue ‘Alien’ music once again. Fisher, almost instantaneously, appears from beneath the surface of the water, dressed in black aquatic gear, wearing his tri-goggle headset. He emerges from the water quickly and runs to the adjacent sewage tunnel. A silhouette within the tunnel of Fisher removing his aquatic gear and re-adjusting his tactical equipment is shown.]
LAMBERT
Ventilation duct. 40 yards west, 2 guards.

[Fisher begins an average-paced run towards the guards,]

FISHER
Affirmative. Standby for data-transfer.

[Fisher runs to behind the first guards, incapacitating him with a chokehold and beginning a montage of Fisher knocking-out guards.]

FISHER
Approaching primary building structure. 

[We see a quiet, lifeless shot from the inside of the vacant building, abruptly interrupted by Fisher’s bust through the back door. Fisher pummels-in, passing a snow-boxed television set and proceeding to the adjacent rooms, knocking-in each doorway to check for guards.]
I don’t think anyone’s here, Lambert. The building appears to be-

[Fisher proceeds to open a closet seemingly containing the Gunman he shot previous. Manically laughing, the Gunman puts a gun to Fishers head and pulls the trigger.]

“POW!”

[Immediate fade to black]

SCENE 5- “Fisher’s Apartment”

SETTING- A dark, desolate, decaying apartment complex; only room for one

[A manic Fisher awakes from a nightmare, horrified in a cold, nervous sweat. He proceeds to get out of bed and make his way towards a cluttered desk and a bulletin board pinned with multiple papers in disarray. He sits, and begins to type on his computer, looking up at the taped, pinned, and yarn-marked paper-clippings on the bulletin board; several reading “Vigilante” or “unidentified citizen”. This observation is quickly halted by the monotone ringing of Fisher’s phone, which he then answers.]
FISHER
Hello?

[Fisher is surprised to hear the voice of supposed felon, Gorsky]

Gorsky (on the phone)-

Don’t talk. I need your help, son. We need to meet. Now.
FISHER
What? No……I’m not- I can’t.

Gorsky (on the phone)-

5:00 a.m., tomorrow.

FISHER
What? Where? No, I can’t-
Gorsky (on the phone)-

Spring Oaks Park, near the ducks. Don’t be late.

[The phone Fisher is holding goes to a dead dial tone. He lays it down, perplexed and somewhat annoyed by the call. Still sweaty and sleep-deprived, Fisher takes second glance at the bulletin board, and continues typing.]

SCENE 6- “The Park”

SETTING- A fall-setting, a public park bench on the pond at sunrise

[A large, suited, middle-aged man sits on a wooden park bench, examining Fisher run down the park pathway in sweats, then sitting next to him. The man adjusts his sunglasses, then turns opposite Fisher and begins to talk.]

GORSKY
I wasn’t sure you’d show.

[Fisher turns towards Gorsky, a face of disdain]

FISHER
I didn’t realize there was a choice. What do you want?

GORSKY
I have an assignment I want you to consider. A personal favor, of sorts.

FISHER
Look, I didn’t come to accept any offer. I came to let you in person that I’m not going to be working with you any longer. I thought some closure might-

[Fisher is abruptly cut-off by Gorsky’s deep, commanding voice]

GORSKY
Closure? Its closure you’re worried about? If thats truly your priority here, than you must know not why I called you. There’s a man who is a personal threat to me. I hired him for……...personal reasons.
[flashback to Lambert explaining Gorsky’s hidden agenda]

FISHER
What kind of personal reasons?

[flashback to the hostage scene]

GORSKY
It is irrelevant now, the point at-hand is that he now wants my head, and I fear that without his capture, I may be in real danger.

[Gorsky pulls out an envelope and hands it to Fisher, who is hesitant]

This folder will brief you.

FISHER
Why me? There are other people for this kind of work.

GORSKY
This is a rogue we are talking about. A man you have a personal feud with as well.

FISHER
No, I can’t be-

[Fisher quickly opens the envelope, revealing the rogue figure to be the Gunman from the hostage scene, as well as his nightmares. Fisher’s eyes widen in a startled, nervous flutter.]

Him.
[Looking at Fisher with a smirk of predictability, Gorsky begins talking again]
GORSKY
So, we will reconvene in 72 hours, I expect-

[Gorsky is quickly interrupted by Fisher’s nervousness]

FISHER
What-No! I mean- I can’t. I have other things to attend to.

GORSKY
It’s non-negotiable. You took the folder, you stayed and listened. At this point, you’re in no position to decline.

[Gorsky stands up and walks towards the park pathway before being stopped by Fisher]

FISHER
Wait! The man………..you want him dead?

[Gorsky turns back slowly, and then coolly responds]

GORSKY
Yes.

[As Gorsky walks into the light of the rising sun, we return to the opened envelope lying in Fisher’s hand. Fisher looks down at it, contemplating what to do, then shuffling it closed and walking off.]

SCENE 7- “The Other Side of Evil”

SETTING- A run-down, inner city neighborhood, nighttime

[We see the lonesome decay of an inner-city neighborhood in heavy rain. The only lighting is that of forgotten light posts and the subtle flashes of lightning. We hear the heavy steps of a young man, dressed completely in black in a heavy trench-coat, racing across a maze of alleyways and side streets. He comes to an even pace, his face masked by the night’s darkness. He slows his breath, then begins to speak, nervously.]

GUNMAN
Come on, where are you?

[The lightning flashes in a reflective puddle, revealing the man to be the Gunman from the hostage scene. The camera pans up from the puddle to the actual image of the Gunman’s face. He jolts around swiftly, apparently looking for some one person in particular. The Gunman breathes heavier, falling to his knees, the many bullets of rain still relentlessly hitting him. Breathing heavier and heavier, the camera pans in close to the Gunman’s left eye, which is revealed to be severely disfigured. We then see several longer flashbacks of Gorsky briefing the Gunman on kidnapping Reese, then a quick flashback to the ’18 months ago’ scene, then another quick flashback to the hostage scene, then a third longer flashback to Gorsky dismissing a bullet-wounded Gunman from the supposed case and driving off. We then return to the Gunman, lying there still.]

I can’t. I can’t do it, can’t find him.

[We see 2 other quick flashes of Gorsky, then of Fisher]

I can’t kill him.

[The Gunman proceeds to pull a small folder out of his coat-pocket and stare glaringly at it. Opening the folder, the camera now reads the words “Classified Archives: Project One, Subject Member-Samuel Fisher” The Gunman begins to grin at this info, then talks again, in a manic, menacing voice.]

“Fisher”.
SCENE 8- “Gorsky’s Hideout”

SETTING- A vacant, foreign interrogation room; below-ground

[Fisher walks around a dark, bloody, underground interrogation room. Passing the empty chairs and table of the room, Fisher notices the remnants of bloodied, forgotten torture instruments. Passing them in disgust, Fisher decides to exit the room, pressing his earpiece to the side of his face.]

FISHER
Lambert? Lambert?!? This………..this, uh……….sick.

LAMBERT
I told you Fisher. This man, Gorsky……….your mentor. He’s no national savior, he’s terrorist. A killer.

[Fisher proceeds to swallow his gut and proceed back into the room, now noticing several disposed folders in a wastebasket near the corner of the room. Nearing it, Fisher realizes the top page in the folder contains a picture of the kidnapped boy, Reese, from the Hostage scene. Sparked with interest, Fisher continues toward the basket, picking up the top folder, and flipping through several pages of mission briefings stamped “CLASSIFIED” until he draws upon a single page in the folder.]

FISHER
No, he isn’t.

[Fisher picks up the page at-hand, containing a paper-clipped picture of the Gunman, and a “CLASSIFIED” file labeled “Subject Op- Hunt, Stephen]

But I know who is.

SCENE 9- “Fisher’s Vendetta”

SETTING- An industrial area of a major city, 3:00 am

[Fisher, angered by the haunting memory of the hostage scene, runs vigorously through a wasteland of industrial debris near a prison in an upstate city. Stealthily, Fisher makes his way to a docking warehouse, lightly guarded by camouflaged, masked individuals. Fisher grins at the ease of the situation, but, still angered, takes-off toward the main entryway of the guarded building. Stepping onto a vacant ladder, Fisher pounces down onto one of the guards, taking his rifle, and proceeding to shoot a second guard with it, using the first as a shield. Fisher then continues running into the building, constantly repeating two words.]

Fisher (in a faint whisper of a voice)-
Stephen Hunt………[breathes heavily] Hunt……Hunt……

[Fisher then pulls back out the folder salvaged from the wastebasket, retrieving a list of names, followed by 3 addresses. Fisher then continues towards the entryway of the building, all guards but one incapacitated.]

3 locations to search. 3 places, 10 names. 10 names, and I find Hunt.
[Fisher then jumps to the side of the covered front of the building, scaling the walls until he lays square-above the last guard. He then looks down at the last guard; grins, and begins to speak]

Hi there.

[The guard looks up in surprise, shoot off his gun as Fisher rappels onto him, grabbing the guard by the neck and busting his way into the building. A weapon drawn in one hand and the guard strangle held in the other. Fisher pushes his grasp down firmly on the guard, the resumes talking.]

Okay, here are you choices. A.) You tell me what you are doing here, who you work for, and where the nearest guard is. B.) You don’t play ball. I stab you in the leg with this filet knife.

GUARD
Please! I don’t know! This is a containment facility…..[chokes]……for something.

FISHER
[intensely] Something? What? 
GUARD
I……I don’t know! A man, he comes in every three weeks, puts his files in there…

[The Guard weakly motions towards a cornered office in the main atrium of the decaying, industrial building. Fisher’s eyes narrow down at the guard. He replies, sternly]

FISHER
What?!? What’s his name?

GUARD
I….I don’t know…….please……

FISHER
You’re lying!!! Tell me or I’ll cut your pinky finger off!!!

GUARD
I [Guard struggles to loosen Fisher’s grip]………okay………. [Guards begins to go faint] his……his name is Hunt.

FISHER
[Fisher grins] Thanks.

[Fisher then pushes the guard to the side, knocking him out, and pacing toward the office. Once there, he proceeds to the door, blasting off the handle, and entering the room. Once in, he notices two laptops with several disks and flash drives beside them.]

Lambert, stand-by for data transfer. I think we just hit the jackpot.

[Fisher picks up the disks and drives, then Lambert begins a voiceover. Cut to black. Lamberts continues…]

SCENE 10- “Third Echelon Surveillance”
SETTING- An A/V surveillance room at Third Echelon Headquarters

[…Lambert’s voiceover.]

LAMBERT
We got what we needed.

[A beeping sound begins. The faint blackness of the screen now reveals a large projection of pictures and files. Lambert crosses in front of the image, projecting part of it onto himself now, dust particles tracing the lines of light.]

Exactly what we needed. You see, the disks did us no good, they’re encrypted to an extent our tech can’t pass. But, the hard drives of the laptops proved useful.

[Fisher sits next to the projector glaring the image onto Lambert, looking and listening keenly. Lambert clicks a remote, and the screen changes to a series of more pictures of NSA executives, followed by children pictures attached.]

We found his motive. His reason for all this………money.

FISHER
Money? No- that’s……..why?

[Lambert smirks, eases his stance, then clicks to another picture of a map.]

LAMBERT

The offshore accounts. They weren’t for a conspiracy, they were for him. He was trying to rob his own goddamn country.

[Lambert turns around, faced closely to the screen now.]

Sum’ bitch was ripping-off Uncle Sam himself.

[Fisher’s eyes lower in interest as Lambert re-adjusts his glasses, takes a breathe, then turns around to face Fisher]
See this? These are Gorsky’s executives. People who trusted him. These?
[Lambert turns and clicks the remote again]
Their children. He was running a goddamn kidnapping circus. He had hired this Hunt do the job, kidnap these kids. I guess the guy felt betrayed, because- …………you know. Files here indicate that he had cleaned-out half of the employees here for ransom. That is…..before-

[Lambert pauses. Fisher looks at him with intensity, his eyes darkening and twitching furiously.]
FISHER
Before me? Is that what you’re trying to say?

[Lambert takes a deep breathe and gives Fisher a strict, commanding eye.]

LAMBERT
Look. You know what you did, alright? Let’s not forget that. Gorsky may have led you into a bogus misson. He may have put you there, but he didn’t shoot the boy, you did. Accident or not, we both know what happened.

[Fisher inhales and exhales deeply several times, his eyes fixated furiously on Lambert. Twitching wildly, he becomes pained by the pounding memories of the kidnapping scene. Fisher opens his eyes slowly, and responds with a slow, calm voice.]

FISHER
No, I didn’t! [Fisher begins to yell] 

I didn’t, AND YOU KNOW THAT! You know who did it! YOU KNOW WHO GODDAMN DID IT!!!
[Fisher goes back to a reasonable volume]

You know. It was Hunt…alright? [Fisher catches his breathe and begins a whisper]

......(solidly)Hunt.

LAMBERT
Look. Look at me, alright? I want to believe you……Sam. I really do. But, until we can validate this….Hunt, until we can confirm his identity, you are held accountable. Same as always.

FISHER
Uh……….I don’t- 

[Fisher takes a deep breathe and continues]

Alright. I understand, sir. It’s just…….this Hunt.

LAMBERT
We know his role now, alright? We know his position on this….Gorsky Assignment. Gorsky assigned him personally to kidnap the executives’ children. We got that. But:

[Lambert eases-in closer to Fisher, now within inches of him.]

We need proof. I need proof. This data…….it’s inconclusive; only enough to tag Gorsky to it. We’ll get Gorsky…………….. you get Hunt. You get me my proof. You bring me this son-of-a-bitch, and I’ll guarantee you clearance of all charges.

FISHER
Bring him to you?

[Lambert begins to walk out of the room, but stops and turns back toward Fisher; similar to how Gorsky did in the Park, contrasting the 2 characters. Lambert opens his mouth and reacts with a semi-smirk.]

LAMBERT
I think you know what I mean.

SCENE 11- “Gorsky’s Office”

SETTING- A gloomily-lit office building in the outer-city

[Gorsky sits, typing at his desktop in an office building. Finishing his work, Gorsky stands up and proceeds to a file cabinet in-which he pulls out a thin black briefcase. The case reads several Russian markings and a label titled “Project: Midnight Virus”. Moving with the case back to his desk, the phone rings suddenly. Answering it in a startled manner, Gorsky recognizes the tone and voice to be that of the Gunman. Gorsky smirks in a subtle, juvenile way, then speaks.]

GORSKY
Heh. Sounds of a ghost, dwindling between life and death….what do you want?

[The camera then goes to that of the Gunman, seated in an inner-city phone booth, near ‘Gorsky’s Lair’. Angered, the Gunman continues talking in a cool, menacing fashion.]

GUNMAN
Don’t screw with me, you washed-out prick. I……will………kill you.
[With these words, Gorsky’s continuing chuckle turns into a monotone voice of seriousness.]
GORSKY

You think I owe you something? Huh?!? You think I’m the one our great “search-and-destroy” nation is looking for? No. It’s you.
GUNMAN

You put me in this asshole!!! YOU RUINED MY LIFE! I-

[Gunman slowly falls in a jolt of pain from his bullet wound on his eye. Falling to his knees, the phone still on, he settles his voice and continues.]

Look......look. I…….I need this. I………need to finish this. Finish my life. There’s nothing left for me here. Nothing……anywhere. All I have is this one ambition. All I need……..is to finish this.  Kill………..him.

[Gorsky looks slowly at the thin, jet-black briefcase, his eyes widening to an ease. He takes a slow, drawn-out breathe, then responds in a calm yet stern voice.]

GORSKY

Fisher?

GUNMAN

Yes.

[Gorsky looks again, more intensely at the case, now opening it, revealing several liquid cartridges and needle syringes. On Gorsky’s face there slowly emerges a sly, conniving look of interest.]

Are you in the lab now?

GUNMAN

Yes, but-

[Gunman is swiftly interrupted by the commanding, evoked voice of Gorsky, a tone of urgency evident in his voice.]

GORSKY

Stay there.

[Gorsky closes the thin case with force, again reading “Project: Midnight Virus”.]

I think I can help.

SCENE 12- “Gunman v. Splinter Cell: Pt. 1”

SETTING- Nighttime, the previously shown ‘Gorsky’s Lair’, with more exterior

[Epic music builds, a black screen lingering. Building to a pounding break in the music, we see low-angled dollying-in shot of the decaying fortress of Gorsky’s Lair. We then see a slow-motion montage of Fisher racing toward the building, then Hunt closing and unplugging several servers and laptops from a makeshift office; followed by Fisher still racing towards the building, looking for an opening into the fortress. We then cut to Hunt, nervously stashing zip drives, handcuffs, and weaponry in several duffel bags. Hunt then, in a silhouetted hallway shot, turns towards the camera, lingering, then walking quickly off-screen. The pounding music stops in unison with Fisher’s pounding steps down onto the floor of the building. Fisher surveys the area, then speaks.]
FISHER
Okay, Hunt. Where are you.

[Fisher’s voice echoes in the stark vacancy of the industrial room. Pacing, Fisher continues.]

WHERE ARE YOU!!?!

[As the loud cacophony of Fisher’s voice resonates through the gloomy hallways on the building, a figure appears in the shadows, cutting-off the sound with a cool reply.]
GUNMAN

Here.
[The figure steps in the light, revealing to be Hunt a.k.a. Gunman. Hunt strikes a match, holding it up as it burns, and proceeding towards Fisher, beginning to talk again.]

Funny isn’t it? How such small things can….ignite?

[Hunt smiles in an arrogant, Fisher gritting his teeth, holding a face of acute intensity.]

You let them settle, keep them away from agitation, and all-of-a-sudden…………they burn out. Gone. Just like that. Hmmm…….

[Hunt laughs, now walking to a table and picking up a handgun. The weapon in-hand, Hunt stops chuckling and continues towards Fisher again, now in a serious tone.]

But that’s not the kind of person you are, is it…..Sam?
[Hunt holds the gun to Fisher’s head, clicking the magazine in and staring at him fiercely.]
FISHER

Look, I don’t want to hurt you, alright? You’re distraught. You just-

[Fisher takes a deep, fearful breathe, then continues]

 You just put the gun down, and-

[Fisher is abruptly cut-off by an annoyed Hunt, who delves back into his speech.]

No, you aren’t one to let things die out, are you? You don’t care what happens, you don’t care if everything goes to hell, is consumed by flame. You’d rather let it drag out as painfully as possible, if it meant, after all the destruction, the flame would finally………….be gone. It’s a selfish thing to do, really. But, you just can’t let go, can you? You can’t stand the fact that I’m still here. Still breathing…..
[Hunt cocks the gun, pulling it back a bit from Fisher head, as if preparing to shoot.]

…..still burning.

[Hunt fires the gun at Fisher, who dodges the bullet, and takes a running leap at Hunt, knocking him to the ground.]

FISHER

You know nothing about me, you understand? NOTHING!

[Hunt begins laughing again, this time with a mouthful of blood]

GUNMAN

Hahahaha.

[Hunt stops laughing, then raises his fist, punching Fisher in the face. Fisher staggers back, then pulls out his leg pistol, and shoots at Hunt, missing.]
FISHER

Come one. [fiercely] Come on!

[Hunt then shoots a ventilation pipe, spewing tons upon tons of gas into the room. Fisher still stands, looking through the opaque gas. As he peers into nothingness, Fisher is caught from behind by a blow from Hunt. This ensues a fist-to-fist battle through a murky, constant fog.]

------------------------Choreography to be determined-----------------------------

[After the fight, both Fisher and Hunt are left exhausted. Both beaten and bloodied, the stand on opposite sides of the room. The gas has begun to settle, Fisher and Hunt now visible to eachother. Hunt, breathing heavily, raises a cunning smirk on his face, raising an object in his hand. As Fisher tries to focus-in on Hunt, he realizes it’s his goggles. Deeply angered that Hunt has them, Fisher clenches his fists, and begins to walk towards Hunt, halted quickly by Hunt’s words.]

GUNMAN
I would stop there if I were you.

[Infuriated now, Fisher still continues to walk, now in a running-pace, towards Hunt.]

GUNMAN

[In a juvenile voice] No. No. No.

[Hunt then looks up at the set of lights, raising his gun, and shooting them out. The room suddenly turns pitch black. Fisher still stands, breathing heavily. We are unable to see Fisher, only here him. Fisher breathes more heavily, until we here a thump noise, and then Fisher speaks]
FISHER

Aaaah!

[Fisher is knocked unconscious]

SCENE 13- “Hunt’s Interrogation”

SETTING- Sunrise, the previously shown ‘Gorsky’s Lair’ interrogation room

[A black screen is show for several seconds, followed by the rising breath of Fisher. We hear a click, then a gunshot resonating. In unison with the gunshot, the screen opens to a beaten, bloodied, distraught Fisher, tied to a chair in the Interrogation room. Fisher looks forward at a smoking gun, held by Hunt.]

GUNMAN
You…….just do not know how much I want to kill you. All this time, and I still have to wait.

[Gunman pulls out a syringe and injects Fisher in the neck with a grey liquid. Fisher’s stumbles to speak.]

FISHER

[coming-to] I don’t……what?

[Hunt paces towards Fisher until he’s within inches of him.]

GUNMAN

He’s coming. Gorsky. You know it, don’t you?

FISHER
Wait. You just………wait. What is it you want?

[As Fisher looks in a drowsy confusion, Hunt pulls back, gathering his thoughts, then replying in a serious manner.]

GUNMAN

Cole Johnson? Do you know who that is?
[Hunt catches his breath and pauses. Fisher remains speechless, frantically fingering his wrists for slack in the rope he is tied to. Finding some, Fisher retains a face of solitude. Hunt continues in a slow yell.]
DO – YOU – KNOW - WHO – THAT – IS!!! It’s the name of the person that ruined my life.

[Fisher’s eyes widen in anger.]

FISHER

The boy.

[Quick flashback to Hostage scene. Hunt laughs, then holds a gun up to Fisher’s head.]

GUNMAN

I could put a bullet through your head…right here, right now. But what would that accomplish, how would that….solve everything? The fact is, it wouldn’t. But you,……you can. I let you go, you can get me where I need to be.
FISHER

I’ll never help you get anyth-

[Fisher is interrupted by a rambling Hunt]

HUNT

Or. Or……………you could kill me. Take me in. Leave me for dead. It doesn’t matter…and why, because….

[Hunt lowers his gun and begins to walk around Fisher. Fisher loosens his ties with his fingers, now ready to escape.]

Why do it in the first place? I killed nobody, I don’t deserve to die!

FISHER

Oh yes you have. Don’t even try to excuse what you’ve done. You here me!? YOU FILTH!

[Fisher spits on Hunt’s face, now nose-to-nose with him.]

I remember it well enough. You killed that boy. Let him loose, then killed him, in cold blood.

[Hunt paces to the side of Fisher’s face, then speaks, infuriated, in gritted-teeth]
GUNMAN

I killed nobody. Nobody.
FISHER

How can you say that, YOU PULLED THE TRIGGER!

GUNMAN

You obviously aren’t getting it! This isn’t about me, it isn’t about you. It’s about something bigger. We’re just pawns, don’t you get it?
[Fisher looks up, stunned.]

FISHER

What?

[Loud ‘boom’ noise. Cut to slow-motion of Gorsky riding in a car, looking straight-forward.]

GUNMAN (Voice over)

Gorsky, he’s coming here now. You want to know why he’s coming here? He’s coming here, to kill you. Do it himself.

[Cut back to interrogation room. Fisher’s eyes widen again, this time in fear. Untied from his shackles, he stalls for time to plan his escape, replying to Hunt.]

FISHER
Then maybe you’re right. Maybe you should kill me, right here. Why leave it to him? Why give him that satisfaction? I put you in this place. You should kill me.
[Hunt looks up in surprise, agitated by Fisher’s cool response to Hunt’s speech. Hunt retaliates, holding the gun back up to Fisher’s head. The two begin to talk at the same time.]

GUNMAN

Stop it! Stop!

FISHER
You do it!  You pop one through me!

GUNMAN

STOP!!!

FISHER

Point-blank range, just….POW!

GUNMAN
I said SHUT UP!!!!!!!

[The room falls silent, Hunt raises the gun up in the air, and fires. Fisher looks up at Hunt with a malicious smile, then speaks.]

FISHER

Oh, and Hunt….

[Cut to back of Fisher’s hands, unraveling the rope slowly. He pulls them, still behind him, to the side, eye-balling his goggles and pistol on an adjacent table.]

You should’ve shot me.
SCENE 14- “Gunman v. Splinter Cell Pt. 2”

SETTING- Gorsky’s Lair, a dark, hollow corridor

[Fisher winks, Hunt realizing that he is planning something. Hunt races back to pick up the gun, by is stopped by Fisher, who rises out of the chair and throws himself at Hunt. The two fall over a table, breaking it, then rolling to opposite ends of the floor. A gritty fight ensues]

----------------------------------Choreography to be determined-------------------------

[In the end of the fight, Fisher falls to the floor while wearing his goggles. Banging his head on the cement, the goggles shatter, leaving Fisher aching and partially blinded. Rolling to his side in pain, Fisher looks up through the heat vision-lit goggles, seeing a glowing red blob raise a hand. Pushing the goggles off, Fisher realizes it’s Hunt, who is loading the gun, feet away from him. Fisher pushes himself back a few feet, his leg apparently broken. Fearful, Fisher mutters a solemn word.]
FISHER

[in pain]…No…

[Hunt laughs, cocking the gun, and leaving a snide remark.]

GUNMAN

See you in hell-

[Hunt proceeds to pull the trigger. Close-up on Fisher’s face, bracing for the bullet’s impact. A loud gunshot is heard, then we cut to a focus on the smoking gun. We pull-out of the gun, showing Hunt, shot in the back of the head. He falls, revealing his killer to be Gorsky. Fisher looks up, saying:]

FISHER
Gorsky.

SCENE 15- “The Finale”

SETTING- Interior and exterior of Gorsky’s Lair

[Cut to Splinter Cell Alien Music. We then hear a loud stomp noise. Cut to the doorways of the building being smashed-in. Several troops enter, followed by Lambert. Gorsky drops the gun, and raises his hands in the air. Two guards come to him, cuffing him and taking him off. Fisher rises to a sitting position on the floor, looking at Gorsky in amazement. Cut to slow-motion shot of the back of Gorsky being carried-away. Gorsky, turns his head slightly back to the side, peering solemnly at Fisher. Fisher stares back at Gorsky relentlessly, then holds the side of his head in an instant, excruciating pain. The 
pain settles, and Fisher looks down at the empty vile and syringe, that the Gunman had injected him with earlier. Holding his head, Lambert comes to Fisher’s side and begins talking to him]
LAMBERT

Are you alright? Hey! Sam…?

[Fisher lets go of his head and slowly responds. The sound of Lambert and Fisher slowly becomes a muted echo as Lambert speaks]
Can I get a medic! Medic!
[Lambert’s voice fades out. Cue Ticker Music. Pan out and into crane shot of Fisher lying on the ground with men surrounding him, Lambert at his side. Crane pulls up and begins to fade out as voice over of Fisher begins.]
FISHER (Voice-over)

Your life becomes disconnected. Happiness, joy, hope: these are the things you lose, with nothing gained. You detach yourself from society and become nothing more than a number. Your name, your past, your life:  they become statistics. This is the price you pay, to help them. You forget this, and the clock goes to zero. And so, to save what you love, you become a rogue. A splinter cell.
[A black screen becomes illuminated by three bright-green, vivid lights. The goggles sound is heard. The lights race toward the camera until they completely cover the screen in a quick flash of green, then black again. A title comes up, reading: “GAME OVER”] 

SCENE 16- “End Credits”
End Credits
THE END.

