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OVER BLACK

SUPER. On this desolate spot lay thirty thousand
hal f - devoured corpses; It seens as though death had here
fixed his throne (George Gote).

FADE | N:

EXT. X BATTLEGROUND - 1941 - DAY

A sea of dead soldiers. Legs, arns and heads lay on the
ground. Though the terrain sparkles like rain had fallen,
the liquid that shines is not clear but red.

MARTIN (V. Q)
The ground around was covered wth
fragnments of hel nets, broken gun
stocks and druns, tatters of
uni forns and bl oodi ed corpses of ny
peopl e.

The battlefield lay quiet, for it is now a graveyard of the
unburi ed.

Stretched on the nud anong the piles of dead, young sni per
MARTI N (18), opens his eyes, cones back to his senses. He is
not supposed to be alive considering the huge hol es upon his
body.

He can't breath. Eyes filled with despair, he spits out the
clots of blood fromhis throat.

A coupl e yards nearby, Sergeant BRYAN (40), well hidden
under anot her two corpses, whispers in agony. His |egs | ook
detached from his upper body.

BRYAN
Don’t you fucking nmove. They're
ever ywher e!

Martin snaps his eyes towards Bryan's voi ce.
MARTIN (V. Q)
Every natural novenent of ny body
is on hold and so | nust force sone
that mmc an "OK".
Martin blinks rapidly.

Unarned enem es wal k anong t he dead; They’'re not soldiers,
t hey’ re scavengers, souvenir hunters.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

BRYAN
Two o' clock. You see that Genera
down there? You need to take him
out .

MARTI N
| can’t even nove ny fucking--

Martin's fingers show signs of |ife. Trapped around his
sniper rifle s trigger, his skin recognizes that famliar
netal feeling.

BRYAN
Your gun is in perfect firing
position. Two o’ clock. The
General . Take that shot!

Martin stretches his head to the side, stares through his
rifle' s scope. Beelines the General, about two hundred
meters away, who takes his norning coffee, seated
apprehensive in his luxurious |eather couch, conpletely

i solated fromhis soldiers.

Afire fed solely by human fat stands on his path. He
focuses even nore; the norning light streanms in from behind
hi m maki ng a hal o effect around the General’ s head.

MARTI N
| can’t fucking see anyt hing.

Martin' s eyes | eave the scope, turn towards Bryan in
despair.

BRYAN
Renenber what we're here for. Take
t he god damm shot.

Martin gets back to his scope, focuses back on his target.
Ains for the CGeneral’s head, between the eyes. Takes the
shot .

Triunph, he succeeds!

The bull et crashes the CGeneral’s skull, who' s lifeless body
fells down on the ground.

Martin's face nuscles conme back to life, smrks. Beelines
Bryan- -

BRYAN
What are you waiting for? Shoot
nowt

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

A hul ki sh sol dier figure wal ks by Bryan, double checks if he
is dead, thrusts his rifle' s bayonet into his throat.

For such a painful blow, there is no sign of a single
enotion upon Bryan's face.

MARTI N
(shout s)
No!

Martin's voice doesn’'t draw the eneny’s attention, although
he’s so close. It shoul d--

Runni ng on fumes, Martin uses all of his remaining strength,
turns his rifle towards the eneny, fires.

The bull et goes through the eneny’s body, no bl ood conmes out
of the wound. The soldier |ooks utterly unaffected by the
shot .

Bryan i s stunned.

MARTIN (V. Q)
What kind of sorcery is this?

A sharp whistle piercing through the air, draws the
attention of every single eneny, who stormaway, retire
towards the General’s position.

Martin still in shock, gets back to his rifle scope, checks
for the whistle's source.

Anot her shock; the CGeneral up on his feet, lights up a
cigarette, stares the approaching jeep.

BRYAN (V. Q)
Damm you pig, now | have to find
someone el se to do your job

Martin shuts his eyes, drifts into unconsciousness. H's sou
finally rests--

FADE QUT.



