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AFTER A PAUSE OF SILENT
EXHAUSTION, HE FLOPS HIS OTHER
ARM OVER, WITH EVEN MORE
EFFORT THAN THE FIRST.

HE BREATHES A DEEP SIGH, LIKE A
MORE MASCULINE, SLOW MOTION
SOB.

AFTER HANGING HIS HEAD OVER
| THE PILE FOR A MOMENT, HE SAYS:
| CANNOT BEAR THIS LIFE
ANYMORE..."

Side Notation

CUT TO THE OLD MAN’'S HEAD
HUNG FORWARD. AFTER A SOB,
HE SPEAKS: "l... HAH... WOULD

THAT DEATH WOULD...UGH...

] COME TAKE ME!"

Side Ne

THEGTID MAN LIFTS HIS HEAD,
SHOWING JUST HOW TIRED HE IS,
LOOKING FORWARD WITH A BLANK
AND TIRED THOUSAND YARD

e STARE THAT CONTINUES PAST THE

CAMERA.
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Side Notation

THE CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON HIS
EYES.

Side Notation

[|AFTER THE ZOOM, HIS EYES WIDEN
{ || IN EXHAUSTED, SILENT SHOCK.

Side Notation

| CUT RIGHT TO WHAT HE'S SEEING.

THE AREA HAS GONE TOTALLY

| DARK, LIKE THE INTRO SCENE. A
| PAIR OF GLOWING, YELLOWISH

ORANGE EYES ARE HANGING IN

| THE MIDDLE OF THE BLACKNESS.

Side Notation

| A SKULL APPEARS BEHIND THE

| EYES, WHICH BEGIN TO GLOW

| BRIGHTER. IT HANGS IN THE AIR

| AS IF DEFYING GRAVITY, WITHOUT

ACKNOWLEDGING THE OLD MAN

| AT ALL. THE NARRATOR SPEAKS:

"SUDDENLY, DEATH APPEARED TO

HIM,
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ASTHE SKULL'S MOUTH OPENS, THE
NARRATOR SPEAKS.

"AND HE SAID,”

THE SKULL SPEAKS IN THE
NARRATOR'S VOICE:

“WHAT WOULDST THOU, MORTALY"
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Side Notatiop

DEATH'S EYES TURN A MORE
ORANGEISH COLOR AS HIS HAND

| THRUSTS IN, FROM THE BOTTOM OF
THE FRAME, AND REACHES FOR

| SOMETHING.
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Side Notation

HE CATCHES HIS SCYTHE, WHICH

VWE ONLY SEE ENOUGH OF TO

| CONVEY ITS SHEER SIZE. HIS EYES

\VRETURN TO THE NORMAL YELLOW
COLOR FOR A MOMENT.

Side Notation

THE SHADOW OF DEATH FADES
OUT AS HE FADES IN, WEARING A
BLACK ROBE AND HADES CROWN.
HIS EYES GLOW IN A REDDER
VERSION OF HIS POWER USAGE
ORANGE, AND HE TILTS HIS HEAD
FORWARD, STOPPING FOR A BIT.
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Side Notation

RAPIDLY ZOOM OUT TO DEATH
\|LOOMING OVER THE OLD MAN,
WHO 1S SITTING ON THE OTHER SIDE
OF HIS STICKS, FACING DEATH.
DEATH TILTS HIS HEAD BACK
MENACINGLY.

DEATH/NARRATOR: “| HEARD THEE
CALL ME.")

side Nolgfion

THE OLD MAN STARES UP IN
MUTED, FEARFUL AWE AT DEATH.
EVERYTHING, INCLUDING THE
MOUNTAIN AMBIENCE, GOES SILENT
AT THIS TERRIFYING DISPLAY.

Side Notation

AS HE SUDDENLY REALIZES THE
GRAVITY OF THE SITUATION, THE
OLD MAN BOWS HIS HEAD AND
SAYS, WITH FEARFUL TREMBLING,
“P-P-PLEASE SIR, WOULDST THOU
PLACE THIS LOAD OF STICKS BACK
| UPON MY BACK?”
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Side Notation

THE SCREEN FADES TO BLACK AS
DEATH SPEAKS.

"WHAT HAPPENED NEXT IS BETWEEN
HIM AND |...BUT FOR NOW, LET'S
JUST SAY THAT YOU SHOULD BE VERY
CAREFUL CALLING FOR ME. AFTER
ALL, | MIGHT JUST ANSWER YOU."”
ROLL CREDITS.
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The Old Man and Death - An Aesop's Fable

An old labourer, bent double with age and toil, was gathering sticks in a forest.

At last he grew so tired and hopeless that he threw down the bundle of sticks, and cried out:
"I cannot bear this life any longer. Ah, I wish Death would only come and take me!"

As he spoke, Death, a grisly skeleton, appeared and said to him:

"What wouldst thou, Mortal? I heard thee call me."

""Please, sir," replied the woodcutter,

"Would you kindly help me to lift this faggot of sticks on to my shoulder?"
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| OPEN ON A PITCH BLACK ROOM.
SOMEONE OFFSCREEN WALKS
INTO THE ROOM, PULLS OUT A
CHAIR, AND SITS DOWN. THE
TAPPING OF A QUILL BEING INKED
IS HEARD.
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Side Notation

A SKELETAL HAND SLIDES IN FROM
| THE LEFT, HOLDING A PENLIKE

| STYLUS. As IT TAPS DOWN ON THE
SCREEN, A GOLDEN YELLOW INK

| LEAKS OUT. THE NARRATOR SPEAKS:
| “HOW's LIFE>”

Side Notation

THE NARRATOR BEGINS WRITING.
THE GOLDEN INK SEEMS TO APPEAR
FROM NOWHERE AS HE WRITES.
NARRATOR: "I'VE BEEN BUSY LATELY,
SO HOPEFULLY IT'S GOING WELL."
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Side Notation

HE FINISHES THE D IN A SINGLE
FLUID MOTION. "THAT WAY, WE
WON'T HAVE TO MEET IN PERSON.”
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Side Notx

THE E'Is WRITTEN IN A BLUR OF
SUPERSPEED MOTION, AS IF IT
BEING WRITTEN WERE FAST
FORWARDED.

NARRATOR: BUT IF IT HASN'T
BEEN...

Side Notation

SLIGHT ZOOM OUT TO REVEAL
THE A AS THE SOUNDS OF WRIT-
ING ARE HEARD.

NARRATOR: WE CAN TALK ABOUT
IT IN PERSON SOON.

Side Notation

THE WRITING GETS FASTER
| DURING ANOTHER SLIGHT ZOOM,
| REVEALING PART OF THE TITLE
I AND THE NEXT LETTER.
NARRATOR: THOUGH FEW
| WOULD WISH ME ON ANOTHER,

Side Notatio

ZOOM OUT TO SHOW MORE OF
THE TITLE.

NARRATOR: THE DESPARATE MAY
WISH ME UPON THEMSELVES,
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/\TST’L?"'"O"P TO THE OLD MAN’S FIRM
BUT WITHERED BACK, WITH A
BUNDLE OF STICKS, THAT SEEMS TO
WEIGH MORE THAN HE DOES, ON IT.
NARRATOR: “WORN WITH LABOR
AND TOIL,"

Side Notation

|PANTO THE OLD MAN'S FACE. HE
LOOKS MORE TIRED THAN SAD,
THOUGH THE DAY'S LABORS HAVE
CLEARLY WORN ON HIM. HE'S
CLINGING TO HIS STAFF.
NARRATOR: "WHO HAD BEEN
GATHERING STICKS IN THE FOREST.

Side Notation

ZOOM OUT TO SHOW HIS ENTIRE
BODY. THE BACKGROUND PAN
STOPS AS HE REACHES THE EDGE
OF THE SCREEN AND WALKS OUT
OF FRAME.

Side Notation

CUT TO A HIGH MOUNTAIN PATH.
ONLY A FAINT ECHO OF WIND CAN
BE HEARD, NO GROUND IS SEEN.
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OLD FAN: "RRRUUUUGH!"

WITH A LOUD GRUNT, THE OLD
MAN STEPS ONSCREEN.

NARRATOR: "AS THE DAY WORE ON,”

Side Notation

LEADING WITH HIS WALKING STICK,
THE OLD MAN BREATHES MORE
HEAVILY AND WALKS MORE SLOWLY.
NARRATOR: "HE GREW SO TIRED AND
HOPELESS,”

Side Notation

THE OLD MAN STOPS AND
BREATHES STRAINED BREATHS
THROUGH CLENCHED TEETH.
| NARRATOR: THAT WHEN

Side Ne

THEOLD MAN'S LEGS GIVE WAY,
SENDING HIM FALLING FACE
DOWN TO THE FLOOR.

THE NARRATOR CONTINUES:
NARRATOR: HE FELL,
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THE OID MAN FALLS WITH A DULL
THUD, MAKING AN EXHAUSTED
WINDED GASP. HIS STICKS IMMEDI-
ATELY ROLL OVER HIM, TOWARD THE

g BOTTOM OF THE HILL.

B s

ASTEHALTED BY AN INVISIBLE
HAND, THE STICKS STOP PROMPTLY
AT THE BOTTOM OF THE HILL.

Side Notation

CUT TO THE OLD MAN AT THE
BOTTOM OF THE HILL, ON THE
OTHER SIDE OF HIS STICK PILE. HE
HEAVES A FEW DEEP, PAINED
SIGHS.

Side Ne

THEGID MAN FLOPS AN ARM
OVER THE BUNDLE, STRAINED AS IF
HE WERE HOLDING A MASSIVE
WEIGHT IN HIS HAND





