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[A black screen.

White text appears on behalf of the AWA legal team to inform you of the penalties
involved if you happen to do things with the Pay Per View that you're about to
watch that you shouldn’t.

From that, we fade to another black screen with the AWA logo splashed across a
starry field. A barrage of lasers flash in from all sides of the screen, etching along
the borders of the letters, illuminating the plain white text into glowing and
glittering gold. A deep voiceover begins. The words "American Wrestling Alliance"
come up one by one at the bottom of the screen.]

"The recognized symbol of excellence in professional wrestling.”

[Back to black for a moment...

...and then up on a television monitor showing the closing moments of the Prophets
of Rage’s victory over Violence Unlimited on Night One. At the sight of the three
count, someone claps their hands together and the screen abruptly turns off.

The camera pans back to reveal Sweet Daddy Williams dressed in a pair of black
athletic pants and a t-shirt that might be a tad too small for SDW'’s swelling

retirement belly.]

“I'll be damned. I've seen a lot of crazy things in this business in my time but to
see the two-time Cup winners knocked out in the first round?”

[He lets out a low whistle, shaking his head.]



"It just goes to show you that anything can happen. What once was 24 is now 16.
Sixteen of the best teams in the world coming together to see who is number one...
who is the best in the world. Teams coming from Japan...”

[Cut to a quick clip of the Kabukicho Assassination Maniac Squad and the Lights Out
Express in action.]

“...from Europe..”

[Now it's on to Ringkrieger in action.]

“Teams coming back to the business for the first time in a long time.”

[Cut to a promotional shot of Dynasty and then onto Kentucky’s Pride.]

“Teams who've never teamed up before at all!”

[We see a shot of Raphael Rhodes and Sid Osborne from Night One’s action and
then fade to one from SuperClash VII of Hannibal Carver and Ryan Martinez
standing toe to toe.]

“Legends...”

[Another shot of the Prophets of Rage, fresh off their victory over Violence
Unlimited.]

“The future...”

[Clips of the Shooting Stars and the Soldiers of Fortune.]

“We've got Idols...”

[Cut to the American Idols clowning for the camera.]

“...Dogs..”

[To the Dogs of War holding aloft their SWLL Trios Titles.]

“...rockstars...”

[To The Band.]

“...local heroes...”

[To Blake Colton and Jackson Hunter.]

“We've even got an Olympic gold medalist.”

[To the Gold Standard.]

“And the champs are here too.]

[Cut to Next Gen holding their World Tag Titles over their shoulders.]

“Sixteen teams. All with the same goal. The same thing pushin’ them forward...
drivin’ them on. The same dream. The same reality. One night to beat the best

and become the best.

To win it all.



To win the Stampede Cup.”
[A shot of the glistening cup in the spotlight... and then we fade to black.

We fade back up to an aerial shot above the field of Mosaic Stadium, pointing down
at the ring surrounded by a mass of over 40,000 fans on the field and in the stands,
hooting and hollering for the remaining night of action about to come their way.

Bursts of red, white, and gold pyro streak towards the sky as the fans get even
louder and the sounds of Rush’s “Fly By Night” rocks the Canadian fans to their very
souls.

More pyro flies into the sky as we get a panning shot of the stadium “floor” where
we see the ring set up with red and white ropes. The AWA protective mats
surrounding the ring are present as is a metal barricade keeping the rabid fans at
bay. We catch a glimpse of the two tables at ringside before cutting to a shot of
some screaming fans with their faces painted red and white, holding up a several
person long banner that reads "CANADA LOVES THE AWA!”

One more burst of pyro goes screeching towards the sky, drawing our attention to
the entrance stage where it erupted from. There’s a very large video wall hanging
above the metal stage... but it doesn’t stop there. Above the video wall is a giant
LED maple leaf flashing red and white. Right next to that is already one of the
most Instagrammed locations of the night - a giant animatronic brown bear tipping
back a can of Mooselips with a giant LED “neon” sign of the Mooselips logo right
underneath it.

As the smoke starts to clear, we get another elevated shot showing the long metal
ramp leading from the video wall and stage down towards the ring. We can see
steel chairs have been set up all over the field in addition to the permanent seating
of the stadium.

The voice of Gordon Myers cuts through the rabid Canadian din.]

GM: Hello, Saskatchewan! The AWA has ventured once more to the Great White
North and we are ON! THE! AIR!

[Another huge cheer goes up as the bear takes a big drink.]

GM: If you didn't join us last night here on Pay Per View, you missed one of the
most exciting nights in recent memory but don’t worry because you're here tonight
for one of the BIGGEST nights in AWA history with an enormous SEVENTEEN
matches scheduled to go down tonight!

BW: Seventeen?! I should’ve worn dark pants.

[Gordon chuckles as we cut to the video wall flashing that BoS logo to even more
cheers.]

GM: Joining me of course for Night Two of this special Pay Per View event is my
longtime broadcast colleague, Bucky Wilde... and Bucky, welcome to the Battle of
Saskatchewan Night Two!

BW: Night Two is here! Sixteen teams are left! The whole world wants to know
who is gonna walk out of here with the Stampede Cup and the million bucks...
American dollars by the way... and we're going to find out before this night is over.

GM: But the tournament isn’t the only reason we’re here tonight, fans. We've got
two big non-tournament matches as well - the mysterious No Man’s Land battle
between Supreme Wright and the Korugun hired gun King Kong Hogan.



BW: We have no idea on the stipulations for this one but if Supreme cooked them
up, I have no clue what to expect.

GM: And of course, we've got the AWA World Title on the line here tonight when
Johnny Detson - the champion - defends the greatest prize in professional sports
against the Number Three contender and according to Javier Castillo, the winner of
the Memorial Day Rumble this year, Kerry Kendrick.

BW: Of course he won the Rumble! We all saw it!

GM: No, what we saw was the man known as the Masked Outlaw win the Rumble.
A man who would later unmask to reveal Sup-

BW: Tut tut, Gordo. You know how El Presidente feels about promoting people who
don’t work for the company.

[Gordon sighs.]

GM: I know that Kerry Kendrick being declared the Rumble winner is a sham. You
know it, Bucky, and these fans know it too. So, he may be deserving of a title shot
based on his ranking in the Top 10... but it is someone far more deserving who won
that Rumble.

BW: You’'re skating on thin ice, Gordo.
GM: What’s he gonna do? Send the Mounties after me?
BW: I hear the Mounties always get their man.

GM: In just a few moments, fans, we're going to head to Rebecca Ortiz for the
introductions of our first Stampede Cup matchup of the night. We’ll see the second
round, the Quarterfinals, the Semifinals, and the Finals themselves here tonight and
speaking of the second round, we’re going to kick things off with a very intriguing
clash of styles. It'll be the legendary duo known as the Prophets of Rage taking on
the upstart controversial squad of the Soldiers of Fortune. Let’s go backstage and
hear from both teams!

[We fade to "Sweet" Lou Blackwell backstage, standing in front of the Battle of
Saskatchewan logo.]

SLB: Thank you, Gordon and Bucky! I'm looking forward to the second round of this
tournament that's going to kick off momentarily. My guests at this time are part of
the first match of the second round of the Stampede Cup, they are the number one
contenders to the AWA World Tag Team Titles..

[The Soldiers of Fortune, Joe Flint and Charlie Stephens, walk onto the screen. Flint
is standing on Blackwell's right side, while Stephens is standing on Blackwell's left
side. Both men are already dressed for action. They are both wearing camouflaged
pants. Flint is wearing a black singlet underneath the pants, while Stephens is
wearing a t-shirt with the "Soldiers of Fortune" shield logo on it.]

SLB: The Soldiers of Fortune, and thankfully Joe Flint's not puffing on a cigar..
JF: Just you wait, "Sweet" Lou, we have a box of the finest American made cigars
waitin' for us and you're gonna join us after we light 'em up after each and every

one of our victories!

SLB: No thank you! Anyway, gentlemen, this is gonna be...



[Flint interrupts with a laugh.]

JF: We've been ridin' the Fat Man up and down this desolate land all week, and now
we're finally here. We got it gassed up once again, ready to show these idiots who
have never seen a fantastic piece of work like this in their lives.

SLB: The Fat Man..
[Blackwell looks confused.]
SLB: Are you referring to...

JF: Our custom made Hummer, I don't think any of these people have ever seen
anything like it in their lives. Probably ridin' around in their stupid electric vehicles,
all environmentally friendly... only to break down on the highway at the worst
possible moment. Maybe a good idea on paper, but poor in execution.

CS: They suck.
[Flint nods his head, as Stephens starts to look a little bit agitated.]

JF: If they need any help, we have the know how to put together a vehicle. No car
can ever match anythin' that was American made, and that's the truth.

SLB: Well, if we were talking about cars, I guess this would be a good starting
point. However, Joe, I want to talk to you about your match tonight. This might be
the second round, but this match against the Prophets of Rage would likely be a
great Finals match in any tag team tournament - that’s how stacked this
tournament is!

JF: It's true that once upon a time the Prophets of Rage were the cream of the crop
when it comes to tag teams. There were a lot of great teams twenty years ago and
the Prophets put up a Hall of Fame resume in that era. They absolutely should be
Hall of Famers, yer never gonna get an argument from me. Much like Curt Schilling,
another person with an easy Hall of Fame resume, they could never keep their
mouths shut long enough, and they continue to dig their own grave. They couldn't
even beat Violence Unlimited without the help of John Law!

[Flint shakes his head.]

JF: Unlike Violence Unlimited, the Prophets of Rage are gonna need a whole police
force to stand a chance. Hell, they could even bring out some members of the...

[Flint chuckles.]

JF: ...Canadian Army if they want to beat us tonight. They certainly don't have each
other's back, so they're gonna need all the help they can get. Look at it this way,
Lou, ya got two brothers that can no longer get along versus a well oiled American
Made machine. You have the greatest team of an era long gone vs. the greatest
team of an era that's just begun. We're gonna make the Prophets of Rage kneel and
acknowledge us as the best tag team in the business when we get through with
them. Maybe we'll beat the only thing they can agree on into 'em tonight.

SLB: I gotta say...
CS: Lou.

[Stephens clamps his hand on Blackwell's left shoulder, which makes Blackwell
jump in confusion.]



CS: LOU.

SLB: Oh! Goodness!

[Blackwell pauses a moment to regain his composure.]
SLB: Can I help you, Charlie?

CS: Lou. Does the date November 14, 2015 ring any bells?
[Blackwell pauses again, then nods his head.]

SLB: We had a show that night...

CS: All Star Showdown, that night rings my bell. On that night, something got
knocked loose and it's been rattlin' around in my head ever since then. On that
night, I wanted to come out and win myself the Television Championship. No one
wanted to step in the ring with hat stark ravin' mad lunatic, Shadoe Rage, but I was
the only one that night that had the stones to come out and confront him while he
was in his Television Title induced haze...

...all it got me was a knee to the side of my head and I woke up forty five minutes
later, asking the doctors if I left my oven on.

[Stephens spits off to the side.]

CS: In the end I ended up being nothin' more than yet another forgotten victim of a
madman's rage while he tried everything necessary for months... by hook, or by
crook, to keep his Television Title. The name Charlie Stephens never crossed his
mind again until tonight. I've never forgotten. That was the night where I needed to
do something. My career was in a tailspin and all I ever thought about was gettin'
revenge on almost every single damn name that has ever crossed my path. It
wasn't working. I was a broken mess until this man, Joe Flint, came to my side.
Without him, I'd have never gotten these opportunities again. An opportunity...

[A rare grin crosses Stephens' face.]

CS: Smack dab in the middle of Rage Country, forty thousand people frothin' at the
mouth. After everything Shadoe Rage has done in his career, even to his own
brother, these are the only people left that'll have him.

Rage Country, it's time to get these boots on the ground. Every damn time we've
had these boots on the ground, we've came away the winner.

[Sweet Lou raises his eyebrow in confusion. Flint just stands there, grinning, not
caring enough to correct this obvious inaccuracy.]

CS: You better have broken bread with your brother, Shadoe, because tonight, he'll
be the only thing saving you from being broken by me.

[Stephens turns and marches off camera. Flint puts his hand on Blackwell's
shoulder, the grin never leaving his face.]

JF: That right there is a true soldier. A true hero, and I couldn't be any prouder.
[Flint follows Stephens off camera as Blackwell turns towards the camera.]
SLB: Alright, the Soldiers of Fortune are definitely ready for their match with the

Prophets of Rage, especially Charlie Stephens who has been looking forward to
another shot at Shadoe Rage. This is certainly going to be a barn burner... and now



let’s head over to Mark Stegglet who is standing by with the Prophets of Rage!
Mark?

[We fade to another part of the backstage area where Mark Stegglet stands with
the massive Derek Rage. The younger half of the Prophets of Rage stands before
the camera, arms folded across his powerful chest. He stares down at Stegglet
with condescension. He is garbed in new ring gear: red and white togs in honor of
his home and native land.]

MS: Thanks, Lou... and... well... I'm certainly standing by with one-half of the
Prophets of Rage at least.

[Stegglet looks around in confusion.]
DR: Lost something?

MS: I was going to ask the same thing of you. Where’s your partner? Your brother,
Shadoe Rage.

[Derek snorts derisively.]

DR: Don’t worry... he’ll be along shortly. He likes to make an entrance.

[Stegglet looks up, fidgeting a bit.]

MS: Should we wait?

DR: You good at your job, Stegglet? It's kinda all about asking questions.
[Stegglet grimaces then shakes it off.]

MS: Fine. You want questions, I've got a question for you. Do you think you
deserve to be standing here ready to face off against the Soldiers of Fortune in the

opening match of Night Two of the Battle of Saskatchewan?

[Derek Rage quirks an eyebrow. His mouth tightens and the corners slightly pull
downward.]

DR: Why shouldn’t T be standing here? Didn’t I pin Danny Morton? Didn’t I put the
Hammer down? Didn’t the greatest team of all time - the Prophets of Rage -
defeat the greatest team in AWA history, Violence Unlimited?

[Stegglet shrugs.]

MS: The record book says you won, sure. But...

[Rage arches an eyebrow.]

MS: But you won with the help of Javier Castillo and John Law!

[Derek shrugs.]

DR: So you’re saying the Prophets of Rage won.

[Rage stares down at Stegglet until he shrinks back into place. Rage mutters
“thought so” before he looks off-camera and sucks his tongue as his eyes roll. The
camera pans over to show Shadoe Rage entering stage right. The hyperbolic Rage
brother has his back to the camera and his arms up to show his new robes, a

sequined cape of the Canadian flag. Red on the edges, white in the middle with a
giant red maple leaf in the center of his back. Shadoe Rage stops in front of his



brother, swirling so the cape smacks up against his brother and forces him to back
up a little.]

MS: Likes to make an entrance indeed. Shadoe Rage, that’s quite the spectacular
robe you’re wearing here tonight.

[Rage preens a bit in front of the camera.]

SR: You like this, yeah. You like this? Yeah, you give me $20,000 and I can get
you one, too, Stegglet!

[Stegglet’s jaw drops.]
MS: Twenty thousand! Dollars? Wait, is that Canadian or U.S.?
[Derek Rage rolls his eyes. He mutters “"Doesn’t matter. Waste of money.”]

SR: Extravagant is my middle name! But if you want to wear the robes like these,
Stegglet, you're gonna have to swear your allegiance to Canada! You're gonna
have to swear your allegiance to Rage Country and 35 million screaming Canadian
people! Because tonight, it's all about patriotism! You understand me? It's about
patriotism! IT'S ALL ABOUT PATRIOTISM! And I don't care if you feel like taking a
drink every time I repeat myself, Stegglet.

[Rage points off camera.]
SR: And I don’t care if you do, either! Nor you!

[Rage pivots to the camera, pointing directly into the videoscope. Behind him
Derek Rage sighs.]

SR: And I don't care if you do, too! Pour yourself some liquor. Some rum. Some
bourbon. Some gin! I don’t care. Get yourself nice and drunk because you're
going to need a drink to take the edge off what will be an uncomfortable display of
athletic violence. This is going to be an unpleasant experience for the Sons of
Anarchy!

DR: Soldiers of Fortune.
[Shadoe turns to Sweet Lou.]

SR: They're the ones that like to make political comments. They got a lot to say
about the world today! Charlie Wilson and...

[He snaps fingers repeatedly, struggling to remember the other person’s name.]
DR: (irritated) Charlie Stephens and Joe Flint.

SR: Charlie Stephens and Joe Flint. Charlie Stephens and Joe Flint. Charlie
Stephens and Joe Flint! Let’s step into the wayback machine. Set the year for
eighteen hundred and twelve. The second salvo of the Revolutionary War. A bunch
of Americans thought they could stick it to the British by invading Canada. What
happened, Stegglet? What happened?

MS: That war as declared a draw.

SR: A draw? That what teach you down there? Then tell me why does Canada still
exist? The Americans lost. And no amount of propaganda and revisionist history
can change that. Outnumbered 10 to 1, we persevered and thrived! And your little
White House got burned down, didn’t it? Burned to the ground!



And do you know what’s going to happen here in 2017 when these American
mercenaries invade again? They’re going to lose again! And again! And again!
We’ll be damned if they advance in the Stampede Cup! This is Canada! This is
Rage Country! And no amount of jingoism is going to change the outcome, boys!
We're going to tread all over you!

[Stegglet nods.]

MS: Strong words there from Shadoe Rage... but I don’t have to tell you two that
the Soldiers of Fortune are a formidable team that has been proving themselves in
AWA rings week after week. They are, dare I say it, tag team specialists.

[Bristling at the statement, Derek Rage puts a hand on his brother’s shoulder and
yanks him behind him. Stegglet shrinks as Derek Rage towers over him with ever
inch of his 72 frame.]

DR: Tag team specialists? And what do you think we are? We're the greatest tag-
team in the history of wrestling. We just beat the toughest team in the world
today, Stegglet. You think we’re afraid of the Soldiers? This is a battle of soldiers
versus generals, Stegglet. The Soldiers of Fortune are going to capitulate.
Completely.

SR: WAVE THE WHITE FLAG! They’re done! Outta here! Finished! Kaput!
[Stegglet shakes his head.]

MS: That remains to be seen but shifting gears here - I watched the two of you out
there last night and you didn’t seem to be on the same page at all. The two of you
seemed to be going after each other as much as you were Violence Unlimited and if
it hadn’t have been for John Law-

[Derek Rage steps to the other side of Mark Stegglet so he is surrounded by the
Prophets.]

DR: Maybe we weren’t on the same page then, Stegglet. But we still showed
Morton and Haynes that they was indeed a limit to their violence. But Soldiers of
Fortune? No, we're on the same page for you.

Soldiers of Fortune... we're going to tread on you. We aren’t scared of snakes.
You’'re no necessary militia. You’re no protective force. You're invaders on our
land. And we're going to defend this country with our last breath.

SR: We hold these truths to be self-evident! The Prophets of Rage are back for the
Stampede Cup! And the Prophets of Rage are going to send you crazy America-
worshipping jackasses back over the border ... battered ... broken ... beaten! The
Prophets of Rage are building a wall at the border and the Soldiers of Fortune shall
not pass!

[Derek Rage pats Stegglet on the head like a slow child.]

DR: You have a nice night now. Don’t watch if you don’t have a strong stomach.
[With that, the giant walks off camera. Shadoe Rage pauses for a bit, waiting for
his brother to be fully out of frame before he turns his back to the camera,
spreading his arms wide again for everybody to see his Canadian-themed cape

before he exits the screen.]

MS: Well, this is going to be a wild start to the night! Let’s get down to...



[Stegglet’s words trail off as he spots something off-camera. He urgently yet subtly
gestures with his head for the cameraman to pan in that direction...

...and as he does, we find the Prophets of Rage now confronted by AWA President
Javier Castillo and his Head of Security, John Law.]

JC: Gentlemen.

[Shadoe Rage starts to step around Castillo but Law impedes his path. The two
men glare at one another for a hard few moments.]

SR: Don’t think I forgot about last night... nuh uh... neither of you!
[He points a menacing finger at Castillo who bristles but keeps on smiling.]

JC: Forgot about it? I'd hope not. When I do a favor for someone, I expect them
to remember.

SR: A favor, huh? That’s how you see it?

[Castillo shrugs.]

JC: This whole weekend is about doing favors for people, Mr. Rage. Our friends at
Mooselips and the tourism office wanted to... how did they put it... show Canada the
love this weekend. And so we have. We’'ve honored the UWF... we featured the
Canadian Dream Girl... we even let Jackson Hunter back into the building...

[He gestures to the Prophets.]

JC: ..and we've reunited Canada’s greatest tag team. And yes, last night... it
looked like that reunion would be a one and done scenario. It looked like the two of
you would go down in defeat to Violence Unlimited. Until...

[He casts his gaze over to John Law who continues to glare at Shadoe Rage.]

JC: We did you a favor.

[Shadoe shakes his head.]

SR: No favor to me... uh uh, no way! You think the greatest tag team of all time
was going to lose to-

[Castillo interrupts.]
JC: Yes. I do.

[Shadoe grimaces, his eyes flicking back and forth between Law and Castillo who
sighs.]

JC: What's the problem, Mr. Rage? I know you have no issue with... bending the
rules... to achieve your goals.

[Rage nods his head, his muscles tensing.]
SR: Yeah... no problem, no... but on MY TERMS! NOT YOURS!

[He gets closer to Castillo, close enough for the AWA President to feel Rage’s hot
breath on him, turning his face to the side.]



SR: This whole things has been on YOUR TERMS... and I don't like it... not one bit...
no, no!

[Derek Rage reaches out, placing a hand on Shadoe’s shoulder.]
DR: Relax. Mr. Castillo is just looking out for our best interests.

[And Shadoe SLAPS the hand off his shoulder, causing Derek Rage’s eyes to flash
with anger.]

SR: HIS INTERESTS! NOT MINE! NOT OURS!

[Javier Castillo looks concerned as Derek and Shadoe square off.]

JC: Gentlemen... gentlemen, control yourselves. Look... when this is all done, if you
want another chance to rip each other apart like you did in Philly, I can make that
happen. Whatever match you want. Whatever rules you want. Consider it done.
IF..

[He raises a finger.]

JC: And only if you play this weekend my way. The sponsors love you. The people
love you. And never let it be said that Javier Castillo doesn’t give the people what
they want.

Do we understand each other?

[Derek Rage glowers down at his brother for a few more moments before giving a
nod and brushing past John Law as he walks out of view.]

JC: Shadoe?

[Shadoe Rage is staring at his brother’s back... then shifts his gaze to Castillo... and
then to Law.]

SR: Fine. But you two stay back here.
[Castillo grimaces.]
JC: Agreed. But we’ll be watching. Do NOT disappoint me.

[Shadoe Rage turns his gaze onto Castillo, a stare burning a hole through El
Presidente...

...and then bursts past him, brushing HARD past John Law as he storms out of view.
Castillo smirks, placing a light hand on John Law’s shoulder.]

JC: Easy, Mr. Law. Let him have his moment as long as he does what we say.
[Law snheers at Rage’s back, tugging on his gloves as he watches him depart...

...and we fade to a panning shot of the Mosaic Stadium crowd. After a few
moments, the shot cuts to the ring where Rebecca Ortiz is standing.]

RO: The opening contest of Night Two of the Battle of Saskatchewan is set for one
fall with a thirty minute time limit and is a second round match in the Stampede
Cup tournament!

[A big roar goes up from the crowd!]



RO: Introducing first...

[A faint buzzing noise echoes throughout the stadium. There's crackling noise and
static accompanying the buzzing. The buzzing intensifies, and after a few moments,
a distorted voice starts to sing over the buzzing.]

# Land where my fathers died!
# Land of the pilgrim's pride!
# From every mountain side,
# Let freedom ring!

[The buzzing and crackling grow louder and louder, seemingly trying to force itself
over the booing from 40,000 faithful Canadians. The buzzing then slowly fades into
the opening guitar wailing from the Damn Yankees' "Don't Tread On Me.". The
Soldiers of Fortune's new logo: a large golden shield, with a soldier front and
center, and two Apache helicopters off in the distance appears on the video wall.
The words "Soldiers of Fortune" are at the top of the shield.

Two men in combat fatigues appear, and they march out onto the stage. The two
men are not the ones competing here tonight, instead, they appear to be
flagbearers. The man on the left holds the American flag, while the man on the
right holds the Gadsden "Don't Tread On Me" flag. The crowd, seeing the two flags,
boo at the top of their collective lungs, drowning out the vocals from Jack Blades,
lead vocalist of the Damn Yankees.]

GM: The Soldiers of Fortune have spent the days leading up to this event
disrespecting our gracious hosts, and these fans are letting them have it!

BW: What did you say? I can't hear you over all of this booing. This is ridiculous!
[Suddenly, behind the two flagbearers, a camoflauged Hummer appears. Behind the
wheel of the Hummer is Charlie Stephens, one half of the Soldiers of Fortune, with
Joe Flint in the passenger's seat. Ortiz, who had been waiting for the appearance of
the Soldiers, continues her announcement.]

RO: ...at a total combined weight of 523 pounds...

CHARLIE STEPHENS....

"CAPTAIN" JOE FLINT....

THE SOLDIERS OF FORRRRRRTUNNNNNNE!

[The Hummer rolls down the aisle with the two flagbearers keeping up. The crowd
continues to boo, with some members of the crowd waving the Canadian flags they

brought into the arena in response to this excessive show of patriotism.]

GM: I can't believe the Soldiers were able to bring this monstrosity into the
stadium.

BW: Hey, that monstrosity represents freedom!

GM: Freedom to drive a gas guzzling, environment destroying tank that shouldn't
be on the road??

BW: Yes! Isn't it great?

[Gordon grunts as the Hummer makes finally makes its way to ringside. The
Soldiers exit the vehicle, as the flag bearers hand the flags over to Flint and



Stephens. Flint and Stephens turn towards the crowd, as Stephens makes his way
over to a group of fans holding various Prophets of Rage signs, including several
"Rage Country" signs. Flint accompanies him, and both men start waving their
flags. Stephens starts to hurl insults, shouting out "BOOTS ON THE
GGGRRROOOUUUNNNDDDD!!!!" while waving the Gadsden flag and the fans hurl
insults in response.]

GM: Oh boy, things might be getting ugly here. The Soldiers are waving their flags
in the faces of a bunch of fans at ringside.

BW: You and I both know that anyone that are fans of the Prophets are likely to riot
at any time, Gordo. Besides, you heard Stephens earlier, he's been chomping at the
bit for almost two years to get his hands on Shadoe Rage again after Rage cleaned
his clock in eight seconds.

GM: We both know the Soldiers won't help matters any, and that wasn't even an
official match that night. You're right, though, Stephens has been waiting a long
time for a chance at revenge on Shadoe Rage, and now he's getting his chance,
right in the middle of Rage Country!

[Several AWA officials, seeing how tense things are becoming, have appeared on
the scene.]

GM: The Soldiers are as tough as they come but I don't know how they'd do against
40,000 people! Let's get some order restored out here, and let's get that
monstrosity out of here! Who knows what four dangerous men like these are
capable of around such a vehicle.

[The officials coax the Soldiers to enter the ring, and the Soldiers back off from
their ringside confrontation. Some barked orders later sees the flagbearers and the
Hummer heading back up the aisle as Stephens and Flint take their flags into the

ring.]

GM: Well, it looks like we've got matters under control for now and... wait a
second... who gave Joe Flint a mic?!

[Ortiz looks confused as Flint brings out a Soldiers of Fortune brand custom
microphone.]

JF: Hold yer horses, Ortiz. Since we're the first match of the night, tonight, and we
had to sit through "O Canada” before we came on the air tonight... which is a very
lousy National anthem, I might add... I figured we should lead off with a REAL
National Anthem!

[The crowd boos and several members throw rolled up paper and other trash into
the ring. Flint smirks at the reaction.]

JF: So all you forty thousand pieces of trash better stand up and salute! Not only
because I have a much better singing voice than that screeching banshee from
earlier in the night, but because we're the only thing saving your country from total
fascism!

....OH SAY...

[Suddenly, the mic cuts out as the crowd erupts in cheers. As Flint looks at his mic
in confusion before...

“BONG”
“"BONG”
“BONG”



All the lights go out in the Mosaic Stadium. The Canadian crowd cheers as the bell
tolls for the arrival of the Prophets of Rage. Dry ice smoke starts to roil around the
stage. As the mist rises, a new song plays over the PA system.

“O’" CANADA! Our home and native land!”

The Canadian crowd explodes as their national anthem plays for the second time in
the evening.]

GM: The Prophets of Rage certainly playing up the patriotic theme tonight as they
go up against the Soldiers of Fortune.

BW: And these fans are eating it up! I never thought I would hear people cheer the
Prophets like this. Canada is truly a Bizarro land.

GM: You would think these fans would have a problem with the way the Prophets
advanced in the tournament. But they are getting cheers by the hometown crowd
who just really don't like what the Soldiers of Fortune represent, I suppose.

BW: Well, this should be an interesting second round matchup. Because both these
teams are known for taking no prisoners and not being concerned with the rules.
The Prophets have a big size advantage, Gordo, but the Soldiers of Fortune are a
cohesive unit and they don’t have a wild card like Shadoe Rage to worry about.

[Red and white spotlights illuminate the entranceway as Shadoe Rage emerges
first, arms spread wide so that his Maple Leaf cape billows around him. He twirls
down the aisle in time with the anthem. He is dressed in red and white: white
trunks with three maple leafs across the front, red knee pads and elbow pads, white
boots with red highlights.

Behind him emerges the giant Derek Rage. The 7’2, 340 Ibs monster is robed in a
satin black boxers robe, a Canadian flag towel wrapped around his neck and a hood
pulled up over his head. He follows his brother down the long walk, his head kept
low the whole way.]

RO: Weighing in at a combined weight of 584 pounds ... both men hailing from
Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada ... [Native land cheers]

They are Shadoe and Derek Rage... the PROPHETS OF RAAAAAAAAAGE!

[The cheers get louder as the brotherly duo reaches the end of the ramp. Shadoe
Rage points a finger at the Soldiers of Fortune, scrambling up on the apron right
away as Joe Flint threatens to hit him with the flagpole he’s holding. Rage leans
back, threatening from a distance as referee Pete “"Blue Shoes” Miller stands
between the two, trying to keep them apart.]

GM: This one is threatening to break down before we even get going... some serious
national pride going on here in this one.

[Derek Rage ignores Flint and Stephens, slowly walking his way around the ring to
climb the ringsteps. He swings a leg over the top rope, joining the other three
combatants in the ring as Charlie Stephens shouts a few words in the giant's
direction.]

GM: All four in the ring now. The crowd’s going nuts... these guys are trading words
early... they really just can’t seem to wait to get this thing going. Referee Pete
Miller’s going to have his hands full with this one.

[Stephens turns towards Shadoe, shouting loudly about their previous encounter.]



GM: Charlie Stephens is obviously very focused on the last time he and Shadoe
Rage were in the ring together... some two years ago...

[The referee backs Stephens up as Shadoe mounts the second rope, pointing to the
fans...

...which is when Stephens rushes past the official, winding up...]
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The crowd groans as Stephens SMASHES the metal flagpole into the back of
Shadoe Rage’s left knee, sending him falling off the ropes and down to the canvas!]

GM: What the-?!

[Stephens raises the flagpole again, smashing it down across the kneecap... and a
third time before anyone can get close enough to stop him!]

GM: The referee gets in there but... my stars, what kind of damage did Charlie
Stephens do to the knee of Shadoe Rage?!

[Shadoe is rolling around on the mat, grabbing at his knee in obvious pain. The
audio cuts out for a moment as Shadoe shouts to the heavens.]

GM: We apologize for that, fans. Shadoe Rage obviously in a lot of pain after that
sneak attack and...

[Miller orders both Flint and Stephens to surrender the flagpoles, handing them out
to a pair of ringside attendants as Derek Rage stomps across the ring, standing
over his brother to prevent any further damage from being done.]

GM: Derek Rage standing guard and-

BW: And what a brilliant move by the Soldiers of Fortune! An attack before the bell
- no disqualification for it - and now they’ve put Shadoe Rage in a situation where
he’s going to have to either forfeit or fight this match injured!

GM: Well, I think we know which one he’ll choose.

BW: If he has a choice! Dr. Ponavitch is jogging down that ramp right now and he’s
gotta look at that knee before he’ll let Rage compete.

[The AWA’s head trainer arrives at ringside, leaning through the ropes as Shadoe
Rage sits up against them with the aid of the official, his leg dangling off the apron
as Ponavitch pokes and prods at it.]

BW: What a story it would be for the Soldiers to go to the Quarterfinals by forfeit.
Remember, fans... the winner of this one will get either The Band or the Lights Out
Express in the Quarterfinals.

GM: Stephens and Flint looking on... and Stephens seems quite pleased with
himself.

[Derek Rage stands nearby as well, listening to the conversation between his older
brother and Dr. Ponavitch. Shadoe is swatting Ponavitch’s hand away, shouting
“GET AWAY FROM ME!” at him.]

GM: Shadoe Rage is defiantly refusing to allow Ponavitch to examine him.



BW: Well, we've all known for a long time that Shadoe Rage is about thirty-three
cards short of a full deck.

[Ponavitch insistently tries to get in again but Rage tries to lash out with his good
leg at him, causing the doctor to back off. He shrugs at the official who kneels
down next to Shadoe Rage.]

“I'm good, ref... I'm good. Just... get me up.”

[Pete Miller does indeed help Shadoe Rage to his feet as the former TV Champion
leans over the ropes, trying to keep his weight off his hurting knee.]

GM: Derek Rage is trying to talk to his brother...

[But Shadoe shakes his head insistently, turning away from Derek, leaning against
the ropes...]

GM: Okay... well, even if he’s going to wrestle... he’s NOT going to start this match,
is he?!

BW: Who knows?! It's Shadoe Rage!

[Derek Rage glares at his brother... and then angrily stomps back across the ring,
climbing out on the apron.]

GM: Are you... you've gotta be kidding me!

[The referee looks puzzled at Derek Rage.]

“He wants to fight? Let him fight.”

["Blue Shoes” Miller looks back and forth as Charlie Stephens insists on starting the
match for the Soldiers of Fortune, looking across with a grin on his face as Shadoe
Rage continues to lean against the ropes.]

“"DING! DING! DING!”

GM: And here we go! Thirty minute time limit to move on to the Quarterfinals!

[Stephens watches as Rage pushes off the ropes, hobbling towards Stephens, fists
balled up in front of him...]

GM: Shadoe Rage isn’t backing down from this fight. If Stephens wants it, he’s
gonna get it!

[Rage does a little hobble bounce out towards Stephens, throwing a wild right hand
that comes nowhere near Stephens but leaves Rage horribly off-balance as
Stephens dives at him, snatching the injured leg and shoving Rage down to the
canvas with a single leg takedown.]

GM: Nice amateur style takedown by Stephens...

[Stephens rolls right through the takedown, taking the mount on Rage as he drills
him with a right hand to the head... and another... and a third. The referee steps in,
calling for a break as Stephens flails with both right and left hands down on the
former TV champion!]

GM: Stephens is all over him, taking out that frustration from nearly two years ago!



[At the referee’s four count, Stephens pulls away to his feet, stomping around the
downed Rage as the crowd jeers loudly. He watches as the referee checks to see if
Rage can continue...

...and then dives into another mount, smashing his fist down between the eyes
again... and again... and again...]

GM: Stephens won’t let up! And again, the referee’s count is the only thing that
gets him away from Shadoe Rage.

[Stephens stomps around the ring, throwing a glare at Derek Rage who is standing
near motionless in the corner...]

GM: Derek Rage not budging here, not taking a single step towards helping his big
brother.

[The former U.S. Army private moves back towards Shadoe Rage as the referee
backs off, clearing space as Stephens steps down on Rage's bad ankle, pinning his
leg to the canvas...]

GM: No, no, no!

[...and leaps into the air, coming down with a vicious stomp on Rage’s injured
knee!]

“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[Rage flails about on the mat, kicking his legs and slamming his arms into the
canvas in pain. Charlie Stephens smirks, grabbing the ankle of Shadoe Rage and
dragging him across the ring.]

GM: Back to the corner... and there’s the tag to Joe Flint.

[Captain Joe Flint steps through the ropes, measuring Rage as Stephens holds him
by the ankle...

...and KICKS the knee violently, leaving Rage grimacing down on the mat.]

GM: A quick tag by the Soldiers, showing that tag team specialty that Mark Stegglet
mentioned earlier. And it raises a good point, Bucky. The Soldiers have been a unit
for quite some time now while the Prophets have spent years wrestling as singles
competitors. How does that come into play here tonight?

BW: It's a valid point. I think the Prophets showed last night that some things are
natural... instinctual... especially between brothers...

GM: How does that work when it’s two brothers with the worst relationship since
Kain and Abel?

BW: Also a valid point... but right now, I think the X Factor in this match is that
knee. Shadoe Rage is down.. he’s hurt... he’s immobilized... and he’s alienated his
brother again. They came into this match on the same page because of their
patriotism but Shadoe refused to listen to his brother... refused to talk to his
brother... and I don’t know what their relationship is at this specific moment.

[The crowd jeers as Joe Flint tortures Shadoe Rage with a stepover toehold,
bending the knee at an awkward angle.]

GM: Well, Shadoe Rage is a man of severe - almost maniacal - determination so it's
hard to imagine a submission out of him but anything is possible for sure.



[Flint twists the knee into a loose spinning toehold...

...and then leaps into the air, driving his knee down onto Rage’s, causing Shadoe to
sit up with an anguished scream.]

GM: Good grief!

[Flint clocks Rage with a right hand, knocking him back down prone as the fans
continue to jeer.]

GM: The Soldiers of Fortune are working together, continuing to do damage to that
knee... continuing to go after the leg that Charlie Stephens injured before the bell
with that steel flagpole.

[Flint grabs the ankle, dragging Rage back to the Soldiers’ corner where he makes
another tag.]

GM: Another tag by the Soldiers.

[Stephens steps in, dropping to the ropes behind Flint, and leapfrogs over his own
partner, dropping his 241 pounds down on Rage’s elevated knee.]

“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

[Stephens rolls to a knee, looking down at Shadoe Rage who is cradling his knee in
pain on the canvas. The New York native climbs to his feet...]

“Do you remember me now, Rage?! Do you remember me now?!”

[Rage is crawling across the ring, trying to get to the neutral corner as Stephens
strides after him, watching as Shadoe Rage uses the ropes to pull himself up to his
feet, fists balled up in front of him as Stephens corners him.]

GM: Stephens has him trapped in the corner...

[But as he steps closer, Rage snaps off a jab to the face of Stephens to a big
cheer!]

GM: Left hand on target!
[A second jab lands, the crowd getting louder!]

GM: Rage is trying to fight out of the corner, trying to get himself back into this
match...

[Rage winds up his right arm, bringing his elbow down between the eyes of
Stephens, knocking him down to the canvas to a huge cheer!]

GM: And down goes Charlie Stephens!

BW: That’s huge, Gordo! We're early in this match but Rage is starting it out
behind the eight ball and he’s gotta find a way to get his defense off the field and
get back on the attack.

[Still hanging onto the ropes, Shadoe starts limping alongside them, heading
towards the corner where his brother stares stoically at him.]

“Oh, now you want a tag, tough guy?”



[Shadoe doesn't respond, still moving towards Derek, arm outstretched...
...which is when Charlie Stephens kicks him in the back of the injured knee,
sweeping the leg out from under him, sending him flipping backwards and landing
hard on the back of his head on the canvas!]

BW: OH! He just kicked his leg right out of his.. leg!

[Stephens glares down at him.]

“You're not going anywhere, Rage! I'm not done with you yet!”

[Derek Rage grimaces a bit, shaking his head at his downed brother as Charlie
Stephens grabs the top rope, stomping Shadoe a few times on the canvas before
ducking through the ropes and dropping down to the floor.]

GM: Charlie Stephens outside the ring now...

[Stephens takes a moment to trade a few words with a rabid Canadian fan with a
maple leaf painted on both cheeks.]

GM: Stephens not making himself any fans out there at ringside...

[He turns back to Rage, grabbing the injured leg, giving it a jerk to pull his lower
body under the bottom rope...

...and then lifts the leg high before SLAMMING the back of the knee down on the
edge of the ring apron!]

*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[Rage cries out, sitting up on the mat, grabbing between the ropes at his leg as
Stephens reaches through and cracks him in the jaw with a right hand, knocking
him back down again...]

GM: Charlie Stephens trying to do even more damage to that knee now, using the
ring as a weapon as he-

[Stephens lifts the leg again, slamming it down a second time!]
GM: Goodness! The back of the knee smashing into the hardest part of the ring!

[Rage is groaning in pain now, trying to grab at his leg as Stephens shakes his
head, grabbing the leg a third time...]

GM: Not again! He-
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: Make it three! And Shadoe Rage is in some serious, serious trouble now,
Bucky.

BW: He definitely is... and we talked about how it’s early in the match still... just
under five minutes but the way Stephens is going after that leg, Shadoe’s gotta feel
like he's been out here a half hour, Gordo.

GM: You could be right about that.



[Stephens rolls back under the ropes, making sure to get up between Shadoe and
Derek Rage. He shouts something in Derek’s direction but the seven footer just
throws a dismissive gesture at him, watching to see if Shadoe can recover.]

GM: Charlie Stephens now dragging Shadoe Rage all the way back across the ring,
heading towards his corner... and yet another tag to Joe Flint.

[This time, Stephens drops to his knees, pinning Shadoe’s leg to the mat as Flint
hits the ropes, bouncing off... ]

GM: Ohhh! 281 pound elbowdrop down across the injured knee!

[Stephens rolls out as Flint takes a knee, a sneer on his face as the Canadian crowd
lets him have it.]

GM: And the Soldiers of Fortune - while not endearing themselves to the fans here
in Regina - are certainly having their way with the potential Hall of Famers right
about now.

[Flint drags Shadoe Rage back to his feet, throwing a big right hand that sends him
falling back into the Soldiers’ corner.]

GM: And this is NOT where Shadoe Rage wants to be right now, fans.
[Flint slaps Stephens’ hand, bringing his younger partner back in.]
GM: Another quick tag by the Soldiers...

[Stephens steps in, squaring up as the Soldiers take turns booting Rage in the
stomach for a referee’s four count, earning more jeers from the crowd.]

GM: Simple but effective as the Soldiers continue to dominate one-half of the
Prophets of Rage...

[Stephens grabs Rage by the hair, dragging him out of the corner as Flint ducks
back out.]

GM: Stephens pulls him out of the corner a bit.. scoops him up...

[But Rage slips out over the top on the peak of the lift, landing on one knee behind
Stephens.]

GM: Rage is loose! Slipped out of the slam and-

[And as Stephens turns around, Rage throws himself at full force forward, smashing
his extended arm across Stephens’ collarbone!]

GM: Ohhh! What a clothesline!

BW: And this may be his chance, Gordo! He's gotta make a run - well, hobble - for
it!

[Rage, down on both knees, slowly twists his body around to face his corner and
starts crawling across the ring to where his younger but much larger brother awaits
him.]

GM: Derek Rage is fresh - he hasn’t been in the ring at all yet!

BW: Shadoe’s on his hands and knees, crawling like a dog... he’s not very fast at
this but he IS making progress!



[The Canadian crowd gets louder and louder with each inch covered, urging Shadoe
Rage onward as the former TV Champion looks to make the exchange and get some
much-needed recovery time.]

GM: Shadoe Rage is desperately crawling across the ring - Derek Rage is waiting for
him!

[And this time, Derek Rage extends his long arm towards his brother, eager to get
in the ring and do some damage to the Soldiers of Fortune...]

GM: Can he get there? Can he... look at Shadoe! He lunges!

[But comes up short, faceplanting from the effort before he tries to push up
again...]

GM: Tag!
[But it's on the other side of the ring, bringing Joe Flint rampaging across...

...where he DRILLS Derek Rage with a right hand, knocking him off the apron to the
floor!]

“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"
GM: Cheapshot! Cheapshot by Joe Flint!
[The crowd jeers the blow by Flint who sneers as the referee reprimands him...

...and then the referee jerks around, trying to prevent a pissed-off Derek Rage from
getting inside the ring!]

GM: The seven footer’s coming after Flint! He’s trying to get in there!

[But as Miller struggles with the giant, Charlie Stephens comes back in, grabbing
one leg as Flint grabs the other..

...and with the crowd jeering, they drag Shadoe Rage back across the ring to the
Soldiers’ corner.]

GM: Illegal assist from Charlie Stephens gets Rage back to the corner and...

[Holding the leg aloft, Flint DROPS the elbow down on the knee, driving it into the
kneecap as the crowd jeers louder. The referee turns around, having calmed Derek
Rage down for the moment. Miller looks confused, throwing a question or two
towards the Soldiers who ignore him as Joe Flint gets back to his feet, standing
over the downed Shadoe Rage.]

BW: And that's the kind of thing that an experienced tag team brings to the table,
Gordo. That kind of thing is an instinct... something you gain by being in the ring
each and every night with your partner. These guys see each other more than they
see their own families.

GM: Don't we know it.

[Flint pulls Rage off the mat by the hair, looking out on the jeering crowd...

...which is when Rage slips a right hand in, bouncing off Flint’s jaw!]

GM: Oh! Rage with a right hand and-



[Flint swings his knee up, catching Rage in the gut... and then uses a handful of hair
to SMASH his skull into the top turnbuckle.]

GM: Flint twists him around, pinning Rage against the buckles...
[He piefaces his head back, exposing the chest...]
“"WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”

“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”

[...and lands three thunderous clubbing forearms that leaves Rage reeling, arms
draped over the ropes to stay on his feet.]

GM: The referee backing Flint out of the corner, giving Rage a chance to recover.
BW: Not for long though. Flint's right back in there...

[Grabbing the top rope, Flint buries his knee into the gut of Rage once... twice...
three times, leaving him gasping for air in the corner.]

GM: Shadoe Rage continues to struggle to get out of the corner... continues to just
be assaulted by the Soldiers of Fortune and this is not a position we're used to
seeing him in, Bucky, as we're a little over eight minutes into this thirty minute time
limit.

BW: Absolutely not. Shadoe Rage is in a bad way and his partner’s gotta seem
miles away from him at this point.

[With a handful of Rage’s hair, Flint drags him out of the corner, scooping him up
and slamming him down on the canvas...]

GM: Hard scoop slam puts him down on the mat... and Flint’s not done...

[The Captain pulls him off the mat, scooping him up a second time, and slams him
down even harder...]

GM: Make it a double for Shadoe Rage, pain shooting up his spine now to go with
the debilitating pain in his left knee...

BW: Bartender, the Duke needs a refill!

[Flint pulls Rage up again, scoops him up, spins him around once, and throws him
down with a third bodyslam!]

GM: Joe Flint with a third slam... and when you look at Joe Flint in there, Bucky, I
can’t help but remember the loyal American patriot who fought so many foreign
menaces over the years in places like Texas, like Georgia, like the Carolinas.

BW: He was your standard journeyman wrestler for a long, long time. The AWA is
his big break and since he just turned 40 last fall, it couldn’t have come at a better
time. Flint knows he’s got fewer days ahead of him in the ring than behind him so
he needs to do things like... say, win a million dollars here tonight...

GM: Flint makes the tag here... Flint out, Stephens in...

[Climbing through the ropes, a determined Stephens quickly wraps up the legs of
Rage under his arms... and flips him over into a Boston Crab!]



GM: Boston Crab applied by Charlie Stephens, looking to do even more damage to
the leg of Shadoe Rage...

BW: This isn’t just to torment Rage, Gordo, this is Stephens looking to pick up a
submission win and embarrass Rage in front of these Canadian fans.

GM: Shadoe Rage clawing at the canvas now as pain blasts the knee where the
Soldiers did so much damage with that metal flagpole before this match even got
started.

[Rage stretches out an arm, trying to get to the ropes as Stephens sits back,
shaking his head as the fans try to root the Canadian Wildman into an escape of
whatever kind he can manage.]

GM: Joe Flint cheering his partner on as Charlie Stephens looks for a submission
that would send the Soldiers on to the Quarterfinals to face either the current CCW
Tag Champions - The Band- or the former AWA World Tag Team Champions, the
Lights Out Express.

BW: This tournament is stacked, Gordo. Champions, former champions, top
contenders, superteams of singles competitors. Any team who makes their way
through this thing truly can hold themselves up as the best team in the world.

GM: And you know the Soldiers would like that distinction to go to them as they
look towards a future World Tag Team Title shot at Next Gen who we’'ll be seeing in
action later tonight as well.

[Rage scoots himself on his elbows towards the ropes, forcing Stephens to
backpedal a little to keep the hold applied...]

GM: So far, Shadoe Rage has been able to choke down that pain as he tries to find
a way out of this... his brother is looking on... not much emotion on the face of the
giant though, Bucky.

BW: No, there’s not... and it makes you wonder if there weren’t a million dollars
and the expectations of Javier Castillo on the line, would Derek Rage care one bit
that this was happening to his big brother?

[Rage gets a little closer now, clenching his jaw as Stephens nearly stumbles.]

GM: And look at this now! Look at Shadoe Rage battling towards the ropes! These
fans are going wild for him!

BW: Rage Country is JACKED tonight!

[Shadoe stretches out his arm, still a few inches away as he drags himself along the
mat annnnnnnnd...]

GM: He made it! He got there!

[The crowd ROARS as Rage grabs the bottom rope, forcing the referee to start his
five count.]

GM: Come on, Stephens! Break the hold!

[But Stephens hangs on until four, refusing to break until the last possible moment
when he abruptly stands up, raising his hands...]

GM: Finally, he breaks the hold... but you’ve gotta wonder how much further
damage has been done to the knee of Shadoe Rage in the meantime.



[Rage flips over onto his back, leaning against the ropes as he rubs vigorously at
his knee.]

GM: Shadoe Rage trying to get the blood flowing through that knee area, trying to-

[But Stephens grabs Rage by the legs, dragging him away from the ropes and back
to the center of the ring...]

GM: And Stephens pulls him out! He’s going to slap it on again!
BW: Smart move by Stephens as-
GM: SMALL PACKAGE BY RAGE!

[The crowd cheers the surprise rollup but grumbles at the near fall that comes up
just short.]

GM: Whooooa my! We almost saw Shadoe Rage pluck that one away from the
Soldiers of Fortune!

[A shocked Stephens is still down on the mat, looking up at the official who holds
up two fingers...

...which gives Shadoe Rage a window of opportunity as he starts crawling towards
his corner again...]

GM: And look! Look here! Shadoe Rage making a run for it!

BW: Well, crawl at least.

GM: He’s trying to get to his corner, trying to make that tag...

[But Stephens sees him on the move and quickly cuts him off with a well-placed
boot between the eyes. Stephens wags a finger at Derek Rage who looks on,
seething with annoyance at the Soldiers.]

GM: Stephens won't allow it though... keeping Shadoe Rage down...

[Grabbing the legs, Stephens lifts them up...]

GM: Another Boston Crab perhaps and...

*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The crowd roars their disapproval as Stephens drops an elbow down between the
split legs in @ move that looks dangerously close to a low blow.]

GM: Oh, come on now! A blatant low blow!

BW: I don’t think so, Gordo. The referee is saying it was above the belt line.

GM: If it was, it was BARELY above it. A questionable location for that elbowdrop
for sure but it accomplished its goal as Rage isn’t moving towards his corner any

more.

[With Shadoe momentarily paused, Stephens again drags him by the legs back to
the corner, reaching out...]



GM: Another tag for the Soldiers, moving in