CAMEROORIAN WARRIORS

PAGE ONE

Panel 1.

A big and wide frame. Plunder on full swing. Men, women and kids dragged out of huts. Men being stabbed. Soldiers coming out of huts with loot. A Soldier carries a young virgin on his shoulder, dragging another along the ground. A hut is set on fire. Some village men resisting, fighting the Soldiers. One has his head chopped off with the swerve of a soldier’s sword. Another, pinned on ground, has the spear thrust into his stomach. A man running away with his wife and kids is struck with a spear thrown by a Soldier.

Panel 2.

Standing on a Chariot on the foreground, Two high-ranked Officers monitor the plunder scene with their backs turned on us.
Panel 3.

Now they face us. LORD BENJAMIN and BY’RAM. The attire of Lord Benjamin and the air of authority he carries in his strong features, suggests he is the Boss Man. 

1. Lord Benjamin: 
Let’s wrap it up.  

Panel 4.

High Angle View. As the huts burn in the foreground, we see the rear of the retreating troops. Women herded up in carriages wailing as they see their village burning, corpses of their slain men lying on the ground soaked in blood. Captured able-bodied young men are dragged along, tied to side of the carriages.

Panel 5.

2. Banner: 
As the days pass… 


( OR ) 

As the days turn into months…

Bird’s eye view. Several scorched villages dot the vast semi-arid landscape as the ant trail of the conquering army ride back in the direction of the setting sun.
PAGE TWO
Panel 1.

Large and wide frame. High angle view from the Castle/Fort Parapet. The victorious army lead by Lord Benjamin march into the city, being hailed by the residents lining either side of the pathway.

1. Residents:                                            Glory to the King!

                                                                 Glory to Lord Benjamin!

                                                                 Glory to our brave soldiers! 

2. Bottom Banner:                                   Homecoming at last… 

Panel 2.

Castle/Fort Hall. A group of Semi-naked women dancing in the centre stage surrounded by drinking, merry-making soldiers who all have at least one naked virgin on his arm. Some have more.

3. Top Banner:                                          and celebration is on with the spoils…  
4. Bottom Banner:                                   oblivious of the fact that the vanquished may 

                                                                 still be capable of throwing some unpleasant

                                                                 surprises.

Panel 3.
Black with text only.

5. Text:                                                        A week later…

Panel 4.

Evening. The sun is yet to set. The Castle/Fort is at the background. On the Maidan (the big ground) in front of it, citizens, mingling with soldiers taking stroll on enjoying the evening breeze. Doing merchandise at the stalls.  A fair-like atmosphere.  
Panel 5.

High angle view with Castle/Fort Parapet on the foreground. On the concrete floor of the Walkway (Catwalk) at the base of the Parapet, seated in a circle are TIMBOW, A’RAM, TACK and OLIVER. Like the people on the Maidan  (visible below) they too are enjoying the evening breeze. 
6. A’Ram:                                              What are we doing? Shouldn’t we be on our way 


                                                 home? 
Panel 6.

Closer view of the four chatting.

7. Tack                                                  A young male lion must head out on his one

                                                               day.                             

8. Oliver:                                               I’d rather stay and learn the knowledge of the old Shaman.

Panel 7.

Similar to Panel 6.

5. Timbow:                                               We are warriors and our job is to fight. Seek

                                                             out our foe and kill him before he kills us.

Panel 8.
Similar to Panel 6 and 7.  

6. A Voice (O.S.) [off-screen]:             I love working in the King’s Blacksmith shop. I

                                                              can trade anything for that. 

Oliver, Tack and Timbow look up in surprise. 

PAGE THREE
Panel 1.
It’s E’Ber. Holding out some swords and a spear.

1. E’Ber:                                                Brought some new weapons for you, guys. Your

                                                               old ones must have gotten blunt by now.
Panel 2.

E’Ber sits with the others on the Walkway. Oliver and Tack and A’Ram check out their new swords while Timbow check out the spear.

2. E’Ber (to Timbow):                                So, how is it?

3. Timbow: (checking out the spear)           Looks good. 
Panel 3.

Similar to Panel 9.
4. E’Ber: (proud)                                    Took me five days to sharpen the tip. It would

                                                              pierce through any hide, no matter how hard.

5. Timbow:                                                  Is it so?

Panel 4.
Close on E’Ber.

6. E’Ber:                                                 Just wait for the next battle. You’ll see for… 

Panel 5.
7. E’Ber:                                                 yourself … 
A hollowing scream rings out in the distance taking E’Ber’s words off his mouth.

Scream (O.S.)                                          CAAAWWWWWW…
Terrified, all five look in the direction (our direction) from which the sound is coming.

Panel 6.

A Young Lieutenant comes running at them, shouting

7. Lieutenant:                                          We are under attack!! Move the hell out of
                                                                 here!
Panel 7.

Up on their feet and weapons in hand, they behold the source of the sound through the gaps on the Parapet; their jaws dropped.

8. Timbow:                                                       Witchcraft…
PAGE FOUR
Panel 1.

Wide, large frame. Six deadly looking winged monsters come swooping down the sky. Their heads, hair, breasts resemble that of women, but their feet are like eagles. Blades jutting out from the ends of their huge bat-like wings. They are the HARPIES.
Below in the Maidan people are running for their lives.  
1. A Man (dragging his little son):                                Run!! Harpies coming!!

A woman runs lifting her daughter in the folds of her arm.

2. Woman:                                                                      Harpies! Harpies!

Many others are fleeing in every possible direction. An old man stumble on the ground while fleeing. A young man, stunned by fear, stands immobile looking at the closest Harpy, hypnotized by the glare of her green eyes.
3. Banner at the Bottom:                                              HARPIES, one of the deadliest 

                                                                                     product of witchcraft. 
Panel 2.

Close-up of the young man’s head being chopped off by the Harpy’s blade in one clean sweep. Blood spills out of the throat.
4. Sound of head being chopped off:                                 SLUSH…

Panel 3.
Wide frame again. Another clean sweep. This time the Harpy’s wing – in a semi-circular sweep from the far to the near edge of the frame – chops off several heads and torsos. The fleeing father’s torso is gone, so is the son’s head. The fleeing mother’s head is gone while the daughter on her arm has survived. 
5. Sound of several heads being chopped off:                  SLUSH… SLUSH… SLUSH..

Panel 4.
Zooming out, we get a much broader view of the mayhem in progress. The Harpies have landed and are on rampage. Standing three times taller than humans and wing span three times their own body length, they are destroying everything that is before them. Body parts flying, sliced by their wing blades. People crushed under their clawed feet. Two Harpies are still on air, shattering the stalls by the swipe of their wings.
6. Harpies:                                                     CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…
Panel 5.

Standing on the Castle/Fort Walkway, Timbow, E’Ber, Oliver, Tac and A’Ram watch the scene played out in the Maidan below. 
From another part of the Castle/Fort, Lord Benjamin with By’Ram beside him, shouts order
1. Lord Benjamin:                                                Attack them! Kill them all!
PAGE FIVE
Panel 1.

From under the bladed wing of a Harpy in the extreme foreground, we see soldiers rushing out of the Castle/Fort. 
From above the wing, we see soldiers taking aiming with bows and arrows from the Castle/Fort Parapet.

Panel 2.

Timbow, E’Ber, A’Ram, Oliver and Tack, all shooting arrows through gaps of the Castle/Fort Parapet.
1. Sound of Arrows being shot:                                      Woooshhh… Woooshhh …

Panel 3.

Closer on the soldiers. Those who have rushed out of the Castle/Fort gate are shooting arrows and throwing spears towards the Harpies (towards us). 
Those on the Castle/Fort Parapet shooting arrows.
2. Harpies (O.S.)                                                        CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…

Panel 4.
The Harpies are up on the air. Using their wings as shields, Four Harpies flying angularly, blocking the arrows and spears thrown at them. 
3. Sound of the missiles hitting the wings:                 -Tonk-    -Tonk-    -Tonk-    -Tonk-

4. Harpies:                                                                  CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…
Two Harpies are soaring high above the others.
Panel 5.

Similar to previous. But the two Harpies that were soaring, are now swooping down upon the Soldiers, striking fear into their hearts. 
Panel 6.

Close on a pair of claws as they are about to strike a paralysed Soldier below.
6. Soldier:                                                                  Mercy…
Panel 7.
The Soldier’s head has been torn off his body. The claws (in the top foreground of the frame) drops the head. It falls down the air. At the background blood spills of the soldier’s severed throat.
Panel 8.

The Soldiers in the foreground are running for their lives, as those on the back are being shredded to pieces under the claws of the Harpies hopping over them. 

5. Harpies:                                                           CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…
PAGE SIX
Panel 1.

At the Castle/Fort Walkway, Timbow tells his friends
1. Timbow:                                                  Fire arrows! We need to shoot fire arrows!

Panel 2.

Several arrow tips dipped into molten tar.

Panel 3.

The arrow tips are set on fire holding them on to a torch fire.

Panel 4.

Timbow, A’Ram, Tac, Oliver and E’Ber mount the fire-lit arrows on their bows.

2. Timbow                                                           Scorch the wings.
Panel 5.

A Harpy flying high (her head and part of a wing in the extreme foreground) notices that down below, from the Castle/Fort Parapet, Timbow and his fiends aiming fire-arrows at her fellow Harpies on the ground below.

Panel 6.

View from the Castle/Fort Walkway. The Harpy is swooping down in the direction of Timbow and his friends who are shooting at the Harpies below oblivious of the impending danger.

Panel 7.

Oliver is the one to notice first. Pointing at the Harpy who is only a few yards away
3. Oliver:                                                           Look!!!

PAGE SEVEN
Panel 1.

The others look up startled. But it’s too late. Its claws spread out, the Harpy is upon them.
1. Harpy:                                                               CAAWWWWW… 

Panel 2.

The Harpy strikes off the arrows off their bows, making them lose balance.

2. Harpy:                                                          CAAWWWWW….

Panel 3.

Losing balance, they have fallen on the Walkway floor. Oliver is bleeding badly from the blade strike on the side of his head. The Harpy flying past them...
Panel 4.

The Harpy turns back…

3. E’Ber:                                                            She’s coming back !!
Panel 5.

As the Harpy swoops upon them raising its claws, they panic.

4. A’Ram                                                           Do something!!

Panel 6.

The Harpy comes closer swooping  down… the eyes wild, the hair flowing, claws raised, wings spread. Timbow and A’Ram see death in front of them.

5. Harpy:                                                           CAAWWWWWW…
PAGE EIGHT

Panel 1.
Clutching their hair with her claws, the Harpy picks up Tack and A’Ram.

Panel 2.

The Harpy flies upwards lifting up Timbow and A’Ram as others watch in dread.
Panel 3.

A hanging Timbow’s gaze falls on something below…

Panel 4.

Close on Timbow’s face.  His hair clutched by the Harpy’s claw.
1. Timbow:                                                        E’Ber, the spear!!                                                    
Panel 5.
E’Ber picks up the spear.

Panel 6.

He lobs the spear to Timbow.

Panel 7.

Close on Timbow’s hand as it catches the spear.

Panel 8.

In his hanging position, Timbow strikes his spear into the heart of the Harpy.

2. Harpy:                                                         CAAAAWWWWWWW…
PAGE NINE

Panel 1.

Pulling out of the previous frame:  The spear thrust into her chest, the screaming Harpy drops A’Ram and Timbow. Blood jetting out of her heart drench the two as they fall.
1. Harpy                                                          CAAAAWWWWWWW…
Panel 2.

They fall on the concrete of the Walkway. 

Panel 3.

The Harpy falls upon them.

Panel 4.

Coming out from under the dead Harpy

2.E’Ber:                                                             God, she smells awful.

Panel 5.

Standing on their feet

3. Timbow:                                                          Your spear is great E’Ber!
4. E’Ber:                                                              Told you!
Panel 10.

Standing around the dead Harpy, Timbow tells his friends

5. Timbow:                                                                Let’s torch the rest now.

PAGE TEN
Panel 1.

Tar-tipped arrows are lit again.

Panel 2.

From the Parapet, the five friends shoot the fire-lit arrows at the Harpies rampaging below.
1. Harpies:                                                           CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…

Sound of arrows being shot:                                 Woooshhh… Whoooosh…

Panel 3.

The arrows hit the Harpies on their wings.

Panel 4.

Their wings ablaze, the Harpies rise on air, trying to flee.
2. Harpies:                                                            CAAWWWWW… CAAWWWWW…
 Below, soldiers and citizens rejoice.
3. Soldiers / Citizens:                                              Hurrah!!! Hurrah!!!         

Panel 5.

Focus on one harpy. One of her wing on fire, her eyes bulged in panic, she is trying to fly away…

4. Harpy:                                                               CAAWWWWW…
Panel 4.

But she is falling, and so are the rest…

5. Harpies:                                                            CAAWWWWW…CAAWWWWW…
Panel 5.

Three Harpies have fallen, two on their way.

6.Sound of the fall:                                               -Thud-     -Thud-     -Thud-

7. Harpies:                                                            CAAWWWWW…CAAWWWWW…
Panel 6.

Surviving Soldiers and Citizens close in with whatever weapons they can lay their hand upon.
Citizens:                                                              Kill the bitches! Kill them all! 

Panel 7.

Spears being thrust into the torso of a Harpy. She lets out her death shout.
Harpy:                                                                      CAAAWWWWWW…
PAGE ELEVEN
Panel 1.
Carrying Timbow, A’Ram, E’Ber, Tac and Oliver, citizens and soldiers dance on the ground before the Castle/Fort, as Lord Benjamin and others watch from Castle/Fort Parapet.

1. Citizens:                                                       Hail our braves soldiers !! Hail our heroes!!
Panel 2.
The Heroes enter the Castle/Fort Hall greeted by other warriors lined on either side of the carpeted path that leads to the Royal throne where the King seats, with Lord Benjamin beside him.

2. Warriors (cheering and clapping):                 Encore… Encore…

Panel 3.

The King and Lord Benjamin congratulate the Heroes.

3. King:                                                           You have made us proud brave warriors.

                                                                         Now we are going to take the battle to

                                                                         them. Pay them back in their own coin.

4. Lord Benjamin:                                           A valiant soldier needs to accomplish an 

                                                                        important task  before he sets out for battle.
Panel 4.
The Amorist. Timbow is surrounded by naked beauties in the bath, cajoled by them.
5. Banner:                                                      Timbow performs his task dutifully, planting his

                                                                       seeds in all the women handpicked for him… 
                                                                       But of all the beauties…
Panel 5.
Focus on one particular beauty.

6. Banner:                                                           He is fascinated by only one…

Panel 6.
Holding his hand, the nude Beauty leads Timbow to a balcony lit up by the soft luminance of the full moon.

7. Timbow:                                                             What is your name?

8. Girl:                                                                Luna…

Panel 7.
Luna and Timbow involved in passionate lovemaking under the full moon.

Panel 8.
After lovemaking, kissing Luna’s neck from behind
9. Timbow:                                                       One day I will marry you…
PAGE TWELVE
Panel 1.

A wide frame. By the river. Lost in trance, the old SHAMAN sits is the middle. Behind him his disciples dancing with the beats of drums. Standing on one side are Lord Benjamin, By’ram, Timbow, A’Ram and others warriors. 
On one side of the Shaman, Oliver sits holding a bowl of water. Another disciple sitting on the other side, holds a bowl of blood.

Eyes closed, the Shaman is picking up something from Oliver’s bowl. 
1. Sound of Drum Beats:                                 Droom… Droom… Droom… Droom…

2. Top Banner:                                                 If the enemy had unleashed the Harpies...
3. Bottom Banner:                                           A force deadlier needs to be unleashed on them…

Panel 2.
Close on the Shaman’s shaved scalp. He places a leech on it, in the middle of two other leeches.

Panel 3.
The Shaman sits in his sate of trance with three leeches on his head, while drums beat around him.

4. Sound of Drum Beats:                                    Droom… Droom… Droom… Droom… 

A thunder strikes among the clouds in the faraway sky behind.

Panel 4.

Three streaks of blue flashes descending from the clouds, strike the leeches on the Shaman’s head.

Panel 5. 
Close on the Shaman’s shaved scalp. The leeches are charged, rearing to jump…   
Panel 6.

The leeches jump off the Shaman’s head into the… 
Panel 7.                                                                                   
bowl of blood.
PAGE THIRTEEN
Panel 1.
Close-up of the bowl with the leeches sucking blood.

Panel 2.
The leeches turning crimson, increasing in size... 
Panel 3.
They increase more in size, standing erect on the blood surface... 

Panel 4.
Pulling out, we see the leeches have grown even more, surpassing the head of the Shaman, and they seem to shaping into some sort of figures.

Panel 5.
They have grown even larger, surpassing the heads of those standing behind the Shaman. Their shapes are becoming more figurative and prominent; limbs seem to be forming and a head too. They have their backs turned towards us. Those who are seeing them from front have their jaws dropped. The Shaman sits, his eyes closed.
Panel 6.
Now we see only those who are beholding the spectacle. Looking up, their necks strained and eyes bulged in absolute dread, they are looking at what stand before them. Some have fallen on their knees, their hands clamped in reverence. The Shaman sits unperturbed, his eyes closed like before.

PAGE FOURTEEN
Panel 1.

Big panel, covering almost all of the page.

The body and hind legs of a lion, and the head, the mouth and the wings of an eagle, they stand thirty feet each, floating in air above the bowl of blood. And they are breathing out fire through their beaks, all three of them.
Banner:                                                 GRIFFINS, the deadliest weapon of witchcraft.

Panel 2.

Close on the Shaman. He has opened his eyes and instructing the beasts raising his hand.

Shaman:                                                Go ahead mighty ones, unleash your wrath on the 

                                                               the enemy of the King! Burn down everything

                                                               they possess!

PAGE FIFTEEN
Panel 1.

Their backs turned towards us, the Griffins are already on their way spreading their eagle wings.
Panel 2.

The Shaman instructs the Warriors. 
1. Shaman:                                                 And you will follow their trail. Lay your 

                                                                   claim on everything they destroy.  
Panel 3.  
Warriors on horseback galloping towards the horizon where the silhouettes of the flying Griffins can still be seen.

Panel 4.
2. Banner:                                                   Two days later…

The terrain has changed. With the sun setting on the horizon, the day is coming to an end. The Warriors on horseback have halted  at the edge of a cliff. Faraway, in the sky above the valley that lies before, several black, cloud-like mass are circling.
Timbow asks By’Ram by his side

3. Timbow:                                                      What is that? Storm Clouds?

4. By’Ram:                                                  No, vultures. The Griffins are at work.
Panel 5. 
A scorched human settlement. Everything is being burnt to ashes. Charred bodies of humans and livestock strewn all around. Vultures flying above in scores, feeding on the flesh.  Warriors on horseback have arrived at the scene inspecting the aftermath.
Panel 6.
5. Banner:                                                   A week later…
Night. The Warriors have camped. Their horses tied up, Timbow, By’Ram and A’Ram are chatting sitting around a campfire. In the distant mountain slope fires are burning. 
6. A’Ram:                                            They don’t tire, don’t they? Working day and 
                                                             night non-stop. No break, nothing.

7. By’Ram:                                          They are scorching every human habitat they

                                                             are laying their eyes upon. Not missing anything.

8. Timbow:                                               And we’re just following them. Doing nothing else. 
                                                            So boring.

9. A Voice (O.S.)                               Don’t be disheartened, Timbow. There may be a  lot

                                                            for you guys to do. 
Panel 7.

They turn to the speaker. He is descending from his horse.

10. By’Ram:                                              Anzio… any news?
11. Anzio:                                                   A lot.

Panel 8.

Coming to them, Anzio provides a vital info.

12. Anzio:                                           Enemy legion stationed by a swamp a couple of miles north-west

                                                            of here. The Griffins must have missed them because of the
                                                            dense foliage.  No less than a thousand troops! 

Panel 9.

Startled at news

13. A’Ram:                                           What should we do now? Can we call the Griffins

                                                              back?

14. By’Ram:                                           Only the Shaman can call the Griffins back. 

                                                               We have to do it on our own.

PAGE SIXTEEN
Panel 1.
Under the cover of the moonless night, warriors on horseback advance through the swamp. The horses semi-submerged in the water.

Panel 2.
Crossing the swamp, they dismount from the horses.

Panel 3.
Now they advance on foot through the foliage, very cautiously, each holding a dagger in his hand.
Panel 4.
At a distance, the camp can be seen. A large number of tents set up between the trees. Silhouette of a guard is visible.

Panel 5.
A’Ram approaches the guard from behind.

Panel 6.
Close on the guard as his throat is being slit by A’Ram’s dagger, his mouth held shut by A’Ram’s other hand.
PAGE SEVENTEEN


Panel 1.

A big, wide frame. Warriors tiptoeing into all the tents that are visible. Two warriors per tent.

Panel 2.
Timbow and A’Ram enter a tent. Lying on the floor, enemy soldiers are sleeping.

Panel 3. 
Close on a soldier as he is suddenly wakes up and sees death before him.
Panel 4.
Next moment blood spills as a dagger separates his head from the rest of his body.

1. Sound of slaying:                                                       SLAAASH! 

Panel 5:

A big frame divided into several small. All depicting hacking of enemy soldiers in their sleep, or state of semi-wakefulness. Throats being slit, daggers thrust into guts… no 

mercy.
2. Sound of slaying:                                                        SLAAASH… SLAAASH... SLAAASH…
Panel 6.
Close on By’Ram as he signals the men.

3. By’Ram:                                                                   Time to warp up, guys.

Panel 7.
Silhouettes of Warriors come out of the tents.

Panel 8.

Galloping their horses they are clearing out of the scene.
