
Military truck rumbles down a forest path
DRIVER
Sir, I really don't think this is the place. Can't find decent recruits this close to the front.
The OFFICER pinches the cigarette from his lips and exhales a cloud of smoke.
OFFICER
I don't care. Army needs men. I get men.

The truck rolls into a small village. But the village is full of young men with disabilities—one leaning on a crutch with a leg missing, another with an empty sleeve, yet another in a wheelchair with no legs. People spot the military truck and scramble into their houses.
OFFICER
Is there a single able-bodied man in this place?
DRIVER
The ones who stayed either couldn't run… or they're waiting to switch sides.
The officer spots an old man moving near his house—fully intact.
OFFICER
Stop here.
The door swings open. The officer flicks his cigarette butt to the ground and crushes it under his heel, then approaches the old man, hand extended.
OFFICER
Hello. Conscription Office. We need you at the front.
The old man looks calmly at the officer, doesn't take the hand.
OLD MAN
Sir, please allow me to refuse.
OFFICER
I’m not asking.
OLD MAN
I just can't.
OFFICER
Your leg‘s not working?

OLD MAN
No. It's because I'm—
OFFICER
Because you're planning to defect?!
The officer reaches out to grab the old man, but his hand passes right through him.
OLD MAN
Because I'm dead.
The officer stares, stunned.
OLD MAN
Everyone in this village already died in this war. What you see is how we looked at the moment we died.
Villagers peer out from their homes, their eyes filled with unresolved grief.
OFFICER
Then why can I see you?!
OLD MAN
Cause you're a dead man too. (Looks toward the military truck)
The officer whips his head around. A drone has smashed through the truck's windshield—a fiery explosion frozen in time, along with the terrified expression on his own face inside the cab.
（End）
