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EXT. WOODS - DAWN

VLAD, 19, military uniform, crashes through the leaves, 
scattering sticks. We see only military boots. Heavy 
breathing.

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

CORPORAL JACKSON, 19, clean-shaven, dirty and ripped 
military uniform, perches against the side of the trench, 
staring down the barrel of his RIFLE, nervous.

OVER BLACK: CHRISTMAS EVE, 2018 - THE EASTERN FRONT

INTERCUT VLAD AND JACKSON

Vlad knocks aside brush with his PISTOL as he runs alongside 
the trench. He clutches at his jacket with his free hand.

Jackson sees a military helmet briefly rises above the lip 
of the enemy trench. He jerks his rifle barrel in the 
direction of the helmet and clamps one eye shut. 

Vlad running.

Jackson gulps in a halting breath and holds it.

We HEAR the tense MUSIC swelling until...

...the helmet disappears out of sight behind the lip of the 
trench. 

EXT. RUSSIAN TRENCH - DAWN

Vlad crouches next to IGOR, 22, military outfit. Igor 
gestures to an empty spot alongside the trench wall.

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

Jackson mutters under his breath, turns around, and slides 
 down into his trench, his back against the earthworks.

Hands badly shaking, Jackson pulls a pack of cigarettes out 
of his pocket. He pulls out a cigarette only to drop it into 
the mud. He scoops it up, sticks it between his lips, pats 
himself looking for a lighter, but realizes he doesn't have 
one.
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Exasperated, Jackson grinds his fists into his eyes, 
cigarette dangling from his mouth.

SERGEANT DAVIS, 29, gruff-looking, bearded, strong, military 
uniform, sits a few feet away. He's staring straight ahead 
and smoking three, lit CIGARETTES simultaneously. 

With one motion, Davis pulls the cigarettes out of his 
mouth. He continues to stare into the middle distance.

DAVIS
(singing softly, "I Will 
Always Love You" by Whitney 
Houston)

If I should stay, I would only be 
in your way...

EXT. RUSSIAN TRENCH - DAWN

Vlad and Igor sit crosslegged on the ground, their rifles 
lean against the trench wall. Vlad pulls a RUSSIAN NESTING 
DOLL from underneath his large jacket. He pulls the top off 
of the first doll. Inside is a large HUNTING KNIFE. Igor 
claps his hands together excitedly.

IGOR
(thick Russian accent)

Vlad! You always know what to get 
me.

DAVIS O.S.
(singing from across the 
battlefield)

So I'll go but I know, I'll think 
of you every step of the way...

Vlad perks up and puts a single finger on Igor's lips.

VLAD
Shh, shh. I love this song!

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

Jackson looks up at Davis and wipes at his damp cheeks.
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DAVIS
(Getting more into it)

And I will always love you, I will 
always love you.

Davis pauses and turns to look at Jackson. Davis nods at 
him, silent assuring him it's all going to be okay. Jackson 
smiles slightly.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAWN

Across the field, Vlad's distant head pops up from the 
trench.

VLAD
(singing loudly in the 
distance)

Bittersweet memories... 

Igor's head pops up next to Vlad's and joins in the song.

IGOR/VLAD
...that is all I'm taking with me.

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

Davis smiles broadly and looks at Jackson. The two of them 
start singing together at full volume.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAWN

The trees sway slightly in the morning breeze as the voices 
of what must be dozens of soldiers on both sides of the 
battlefield join the song.

SOLDIERS O.S.
So good-bye. Please don't cry.

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

Davis pretends his shotgun is a microphone stand. Across the 
battlefield, Igor and Vlad hug each other's shoulders and 
sway to the beat.

DAVIS/EVERYBODY ELSE
We both know I'm not what you, you 
need.
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Davis excitedly clambers up over the trench and throws his 
arms wide.

Beat.

Suddenly, we HEAR the epic snare hit from the actual SONG 
(third chorus) and WHITNEY HOUSTON's voice joins Davis for 
the final chorus.

DAVIS/WHITNEY
(extremely elongated)

And I will always love you!

Davis is brilliantly illuminated in the early morning light. 
The camera spins around him as he belts at the top of his 
lungs.

Still behind the trench, Jackson stares rapturously, his 
worries gone.

DAVIS/WHITNEY
I-

Abruptly, the music cuts.

Dozens of shots ring out as Davis is peppered with enemy 
rounds. 

EXT. RUSSIAN TRENCH - DAWN

Igor and Vlad are firing their weapons rapidly.

EXT. ALLIED TRENCH - DAWN

Davis falls backwards into the trench. He lands upside down, 
draped halfway down the side of the trench, his head next to 
Jackson who is covering his head. A little blood leaks from 
the corner of Davis' mouth.

Jackson timidly looks up, his hands shaking worse than ever.

DAVIS
(whispering)

...will always...

EXT. RUSSIAN TRENCH - DAWN

Vlad and Igor put down their rifles. A single tear slides 
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down Vlad's cheek.
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VLAD
(whispering)

...love you.

Igor curls up into Vlad's shoulder who hugs him.

FADE TO BLACK

Beat.

FADE IN

EXT. BATTLEFIELD - DAWN

Faintly in the background we HEAR gunshots as the sides have 
presumably starting fighting again, but what we SEE is a 
single MILITARY SAXOPHONIST jamming along to the song's solo 
while the camera spins around him. 

He gets shot a couple of times, but keeps playing anyway.

SUPERIMPOSE: CREDITS

CUT TO BLACK


