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| NT. KATYA'S APARTMENT - DAY
SUPER:  Leni ngrad--June 1960

A young woman, KATYA, sits witing at a desk. She is perhaps
29 or 30. The roomis confortably furnished and cozy.

Qut side her windowis a |ovely view of Leningrad.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
| was about ten when Leni ngrad was
bl ockaded by the Gernmans.

As her voice-over continues a slow pan around the room shows
phot os of people later to be recogni zed as her nother and
Katya as a child.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Leni ngrad was surrounded on the east and
west by water, and to the north and south
by the Germans. Leningrad was conpletely
bl ocked on all sides.

Several record al buns of Shostakovich are piled near her
record player. Proudly displayed around the room are ot her
wartime photos, a gas mask, and other nmenentos of her life
in wartine Russia.

The pan finally stops on her wi ndow and the view of Leningrad
fills the screen

EXT. ST. PETER S BRI DGE - DAY
SUPER:  Leni ngr ad- - Sept enber 1941

In the background a boi sterous group of school children cross
over the beautiful filigreed bridge that spans a canal. In
the foreground the river Neva rushes wildly under the bridge.
Their teacher trots behind them hurrying al ong any straggl ers.

EXT. W NTER PALACE SQUARE - DAY

The kids run across the vast open square of the Wnter Pal ace,
a pal e blue birthday cake of a building. A large flock of
pi geons sprays into the sky.

ADULT KATYA (V.
For a few nonths, day to day |
much the sane.

)
i fe remined

The school t eacher struggles to keep the noi sy school children
together as they enter the Wnter Pal ace.



I NT. WNTER PALACE - DAY

The school children are now nmuch qui eter, awed by the spl endor
of the treasures and furniture inside the palace. They are
wi de-eyed and giggly as they are trotted through the roons.
The children gape at pricel ess paintings, ancient vases and
gol den trinkets of all Kkinds.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

The wi de, busy street is bustling with cars, trolleycars and
buses. There is no snow or ice anywhere. Pedestrians scurry
here and there, customers flow in and out through the doors
of shops carrying all sorts of food. The old pre-Stalin
bui l dings are all pastel-colored, beautiful works of art.

I NT. POSH APARTMENT - DAY

In a cozy and | uxurious apartment a small group of people
are gathered. An OLD BEARDED PCET sits stroking a small dog
on his lap. Sonme people sit with him others prepare food
near by and pour tea.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Menbers of the intelligentsia still net
on a reqgular basis. They read poetry or
literature and had phil osophi cal
di scussions long into the night.

The ol d bearded poet opens a | eat her-bound book and as he
pages through it he continues to coddle the dog. The dog's
collar has a tiny bell onit that lightly jingles as the nman
| avi shes her with attention.

| NT. SHCE FACTORY - DAY
A rather grimand cavernous factory runs at full-throttle.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Though nost of the men were at the front,
t he wonen and el derly kept the factories
and shops going as best they coul d.

A young man stands at a huge, noisy machine. He tosses
partially assenbl ed shoes into a box next to himone after
anot her.

I NT. WNTER PALACE CAFE - DAY

The school children are now diving into |luscious pastries in
t he nuseum cafe. Their faces snmudged w th whi pped cream
they are | aughing and eating, happy to be on a field trip.
Even the teacher is enjoying a decadent pastry.



I NT. SHOE FACTORY - DAY

The nenaci ng sound of a low flying German junker gets | ouder
and | ouder. The young man stops his work when he is finally
able to hear the plane over the clatter of the machine he is
working on. Qhers too stop their work to tune their ears
to the noise. They are frozen, waiting for that inevitable
whi stl e of a bonb being dropped.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
But nore and nore it becane clear. Wrld
War Il was on our doorstep

A bonb explosion is heard nearby and the factory workers
instinctively duck or bury their heads in their hands.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

The entrance to an inpressive |ooking building is being
barri caded by soldiers and a few civilians help too.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
We knew that soon the Gernmans woul d i nvade
our city.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

I nside the Radi o House, the main roomis bustling with
activity. Enployees, about ten in nunber, are scranbling
around preparing for a broadcast.

The hubbub is centered around a bespectacl ed, m | d-I|ooking
man, 35, who | ooks |ike he could be an accountant or a civil
servant. He is SHOSTAKOVI CH, the conposer

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
| remenber one day Shostakovich cane to
t he Radi o House to give a speech to the
peopl e of Leningrad. M nother Marina,
who wor ked at the Radi o House, was so
excited. She adored him

MARI NA, late twenties, is anong the people bustling around
Shost akovich. She is pretty, with [ um nous skin and big

eyes. She is one of the wonen fromthe intelligentsia neeting
at the A d Bearded Poet's hone.

Katya, now only ten years old, stands nearby watching the
activity with great interest. She is one of the children
fromthe field trip. Cearly this nman was soneone very

i mportant and wel | -respect ed.

A wel | -dressed man stands possessively near Shostakovi ch.



Hi s posture and demeanor nakes it clear that he is
Shost akovi ch' s keeper, protector and Al DE.

Marina takes Katya by the hand and pulls her over to the
side and sits her down on a chair.

MARI NA
Katya, please stay out of the way. Just
sit and |isten.

Katya wat ches the rest of the proceedings fromher chair.

Shost akovi ch goes to a desk, sits down and adjusts the
m crophone in front of him He clears his throat.

The roominmedi ately gets quiet and still.
SHOSTAKOVI CH

Just an hour ago | conpleted the score
of the second part of my new | arge

synphoni ¢ work. | have been working on
it since July, and when | finish the
third and fourth parts, I will call it

ny Sevent h Synphony.

The Radi o House enpl oyees watch with admi ration as he conti nues.
[note: speech is taken verbatimfrom 1941 on-air appeal to public]

EXT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUOUS

Ofice workers listen to Shostakovich speak through the |arge
p.a. speakers that are placed throughout the building. Wrk
has stopped to listen to this great conposer.

SHOSTAKOVI CH (O S.)
(over p.a. system
Not wi t hst andi ng war conditi ons,
not wi t hst andi ng t he dangers t hreatening
Leningrad, | have been able to work
quickly and to finish the first two parts.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - CONTI NUQUS
Hi s speech becomes nore inpassioned.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Wiy do | tell you about this? | tel
you this so that those Leningraders who
are now listening to ne shall know that
the life of our city is going on normally.
Al'l of us now carry our mlitary burdens.

Katya | ooks to the faces of those watching Shostakovi ch speak.



They are the faces of the devoted, the determ ned.
EXT. OUTDOOR MARKET - CONTI NUCUS

Shoppers and sellers alike group together to listen to the
speech as it pours fromthe speakers set up on corners of
t he near by buil di ngs.

SHOSTAKOVI CH (O S.)
(over p.a. system
Leningrad is nmy native city. Here is ny
hone and mny heart....

| NT. FACTORY - CONTI NUOUS
Factory workers stop to listen to him

SHOSTAKOVI CH (O S.)
(over p.a. system
... Soviet nusicians, ny many and dear
col | eagues, ny friends, renenber that
our art is threatened with great danger.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

SHOSTAKOVI CH
W will defend our nmusic. We will work
with honesty and self-sacrifice that no

one may destroy it!

Hi s short speech is over. The enployees burst into enotional
appl ause.

| LYA, a twenty-sonething enpl oyee, takes over at the
m crophone as the others usher Shostakovich away fromthe
desk and bombard himw th praise.

Marina, full of excitenent, steps toward Shostakovich.

MARI NA
That was so inspiring. | can't tell you
how nuch we all -

Shost akovich turns to Marina to respond but is rudely whisked
away by the Aide before another word can be spoken.

Al DE
I"msorry, but he doesn't have tinme for
t hi s.

Marina hides her hurt and di sappointnent. She only nods and
sm | es understandingly as her hero is ushered away from her.



ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Though he tal ked only of nusic, it nmeant
sonet hi ng beyond that. H's words struck
everyone who heard themas a call to
defend our city, our honme. Most of the
nmen were away at the front, and we had
very few weapons. But we Leningraders
are a stubborn breed and we were prepared
to dig in and defend our bel oved city.

EXT. LEN NGRAD SUBURBS - DAY

Wonen of all ages are working out in the fields digging
ditches. Young wonen, grandnothers, teenagers, they are al
wor ki ng toget her.

The deep tank traps they are digging are inpressive. The
worren seemtireless in their efforts.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Children run through the streets carrying buckets and pai nt
brushes. A thin old man holds up a young child so the child
can paint whitewash over a directional street sign.

MARI NA (V.0O)
When the Germans invade, our city wll
be unfamliar to them But they' |l get
no help fromus getting their bearings.

When they are done the old man waves the other children away,
encouraging themto go do the sane. They each run to a
different street sign and begin slathering whitewash over

t he words.

I NT. WNTER PALACE - DAY

Inside the Wnter Pal ace vast roons of treasures sit awaiting
evacuation to a safer place. Priceless paintings, statues

and objects of art are carefully being wapped, stacked and
carted away.

EXT. LEN NGRAD SUBURBS - DAY

A field of concrete anti-tank obstacles are being set up in
the outskirts of the city by a brigade of women and nen.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Leni ngrad was ready for the invasion.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

The street is full of barricades nmade from sandbags and scrap



wood behind which civilian nen and wonen sit wth guns,
ready. Witing.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
But the invasi on never cane.

A few tanks are strategically placed anong the streets. It
is strangely quiet.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
W were prepared for everything except
the one thing Hitler had planned on. A
bl ockade.

EXT. BADAYEV WAREHOUSES - N GHT

A row of huge wooden warehouses are on fire. The blaze is

out of control, and the flanes shoot up into the nighttine

sky casting a red glow over the entire horizon. Gernman pl anes
buzz over head.

G oups of people stand outside in the streets watching the
fl ames of the Badayev warehouses in the distance.

Anong the group is DMTRI, md to late twenties, a thin nman
with haunted eyes. This is the young man fromthe shoe
factory. He watches the fire with a sonber expression. He
does not nove a nuscl e.

Besi de hi m
wears a nil

is a SASHA, also md to |late twenties. Sasha
it
is nearly in

ary uniform He funes, paces frantically, and
tears as he watches the fl ames.

SASHA
That bastard! He knew we only had nonth's
supply of food in there! He knew it!

Dmitri remains cal mer, quieter.

DM TR
How could Hitler know? It was just a
| ucky shot.
SASHA
He's going to |l eave us all to starve to
deat h.

Sasha nopans and stonps his feet in agony.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
And to build the warehouses so close to
each other! O wood! Stupid!l W were
so stupid.



Dmitri cannot takes his eyes off of the blazing warehouses.

DM TR
We' re dooned.

The warehouse fires continue to blaze despite the efforts of
the fire brigade. The firemen try to cover their noses to
avoi d the rancid funes that choke and gag them

More and nore fire trucks arrive with sirens blaring.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Hunger and cold came swiftly after that.
Qur beautiful, majestic city soon becane
a city of death.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - N GHT
SUPER:  TWD MONTHS LATER

Dmitri wal ks along the street toward a sheltered bus stop.
He | ooks very tired, and despite his many | ayers of clothing
and his heavy winter coat it is apparent that he is very
thin. Too thin.

The ground is covered in snow which helps illumnate the
dark night. As he approaches the bench to sit down, we notice
he is linping, and he drags his foot a bit.

The little roof over the bench makes it hard to see under

the shelter. Dmtri sits down with a sigh. He |eans back
agai nst what he nust assunme is a partition or a pole, and

cl oses his eyes.

But as soon as he | eans his wei ght back against the partition,
he is forced off-bal ance as the thing he is | eani ng agai nst
starts to fall. It hits the ground with a terrible thud.

Dritri sees that it is a body. Poor wonan froze to death.
Wthout batting an eye Dmtri calmy drags her body over out
of the way and | eans her against a wall. He |ooks at her
for a moment. He inspects her boots. A bit ragged. He
takes them off her feet and carries themunder his arm He
gently straightens her hat, and arranges her into a nore
dignified position.

He casual |y brushes sone snow off his |leg, goes back to the
bus stop bench and sits down. He holds the "new' boots up
to his ragged boots, sole to sole, nmeasuring for size. He
sighs a di sappointed sigh. Too small.



I NT. SASHA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Sasha stands at his w ndow | ooki ng out over the rooftops of
t he nei ghborhood. It is snowing heavily. Sasha is bundl ed
up as much as possible. As he speaks his breath can be seen.

SASHA
Pl ease God, let it get col der.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - N GHT

Dmitri carefully hops down froma bus and begins to wal k

al ong the snowy sidewal k. A public bulletin board catches
his eye and he goes to read the nmessages on the board with a
few ot her bundl ed up people.

A frantic wonman is there pleading with another man. Getting
no response fromthe man, she turns to Dmtri with a | ook of
desperati on.

FRANTI C WOMAN
A piano. M/ husband brought it from
Kiev when we were nmarried. Please.
"Il trade it for bread, two | oaves.

Dritri tries to turn away from her.

DM TR
| have no bread. |'msorry, | have none.

As he wal ks away from her she starts to follow him

FRANTI C WOVAN
It's a beautiful piano. Please! One
| oaf !

Dmitri quickens his pace as best he can to get away from
her, but his |linp does not cooperate with him

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Dmitri reaches a |arge apartnent building, and in typical
Russi an fashion, the bottomfloor is used for businesses.
He passes the downstairs bakery, opens a | arge wooden door
and he disappears into the apartnent buil ding.

The | arge bakery display window is enpty, and there is a
hastily witten sign displayed: "No Bread Today"

I NT. SASHA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Sasha sits in his tiny, cranped kitchen with Dmitri, with
only a few candles for |ight.



10.

Sasha still wears a mlitary uniform The two keep their
heavy coats and hats on the entire tine.

Dmitri tosses the woman's boots on the table.

DM TR
These might fit your sister.

Despite being indoors, you can see Dmtri's breath.

Sasha raises his eyebrows in approval, giving the boots a
once-over. He shoves themin his duffel bag.

SASHA
You' re al ways hoardi ng shoes.

Sasha produces a small canning jar froma sideboard. Wth a
great flourish he holds the clear liquid up for Dmtri to see.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Look what | have! M Uncle Sergei nade
it. He couldn't spare very nuch, but
was glad for even a little. This should
warmus up a bit.

Sasha pours the honenmade vodka into two gl asses on the kitchen
table. He fills the short glasses nearly to the top. Dmitri
is delighted by this.

DM TR
What's the occasion? You spoke to Hitler?
You convi nced himto surrender?

Dmitri's thinly veiled sarcasm nakes Sasha | augh wldly.

SASHA
Close! | amgoing back to ny unit in
two days!

Sasha seens genui nely happy about this. They gulp their
dri nks.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
My shoul der is better now, they're letting
me return.

Sasha noves his shoul der around, rotating his arm around and
around, as if to test it.

From a brown paper bag, Sasha pulls a slice of coarse bl ack
bread, no bigger than a few inches thick. He tears it in
two and pushes half to Dmitri.



11.

DM TR
Sasha, no. | had ny ration. | ate it
on the way over here. You need to eat--

Sasha dismsses Dmtri's refusal with a wave of his hand.

SASHA
Pl ease. Besides, | get nore than you
do. You need some. Take it.

Dmitri does take it, and nods his thanks. The two tear
hungrily into their bread and gulp their vodka. The bread
is gone in no tine.

DM TR
Last nmonth...l got pronoted to the Caster
machi ne.

A slight wince crosses Sasha's face.

SASHA
The Caster machi ne?

He covers it up with a grinace.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Congratul ations! Dmtri, that's great!

Sasha clinks his nearly enpty glass to Dmtri's. Dmtri
frowns and shrugs off the gesture.

DM TR
Is it? | wonder how nmany nore nedal s
Al eksei woul d have had by now.

SASHA
Pl ease. You weren't neant to be a
soldier. Taking orders? Serving Stalin?
You' d be doing everything you could to
get out. Now, Aleksei, he was marching
bef ore he was crawing. Sal uting your
not her as she changed hi s di apers.

Sasha imtates a baby being a soldier, saluting and sucking
his thumb. This gets a smle and a chuckle out of Dmitri.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Show ne your feet.

DM TR
No.



12.

SASHA
Yes! | insist.
DM TR
Sasha, |'mnot taking nmy shoes off, it's

freezing enough as it is.

Sasha pulls a pair of thick arny socks froma duffel bag and
tosses themto Dmtri.

SASHA
Take these.

Dmitri starts to balk, but Sasha silences himw th one | ook.

DM TR
Thanks.

Dmitri hobbles to the small brick stove and tries to get the
fire going again. It is a futile attenpt, yet he stokes the
enmbers thoughtfully, deep in thought. Sasha can barely
contain his grin.

SASHA
Drmitri, they sent for ne early. M |eave
wasn't up until next week.

Dmitri is surprised. He |ooks up fromthe enbers.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
W are going over the |ake.

DM TR
It's frozen al ready?

SASHA
Yes. Froze early this year, | know. A
sign from God.

DM TR
A sign from God?! The cold is killing
us! Do you know how many corpses | saw
on the way over here tonight? Seven.
counted. People are stepping over them
on the sidewal ks.

Sasha junps out of his chair.

SASHA
But the cold is a blessing. There is
ice on Lake Ladoga al ready. Maybe enough
to carry a truck full of supplies! The

( MORE)



13.
SASHA ( CONT' D)

road will save us! |'m going across.
In a few days we'll start the supply
i ne from Kobona.

Dmitri | ooks as though he doesn't know whether to be happy
or not.

DM TR
For sure?

SASHA
For sure. They've been sending supplies
there for weeks, hoping we'd be able to
get across. W could use your help.

DM TR
Me? No, |I'mno help.
SASHA
Don't be stupid, we'll need as nmany nen

as we can get. You could be a driver.
O part of the supply teamin Kobona.
O -

DM TR
Sasha, | can't help. | can barely walKk,
how can | hel p?

Sasha | ooks slightly enbarrassed for his friend.

SASHA
O course you can wal k..

DM TR
Not with these feet | can't. | get worse
every day. Look at these boots, they're

wort hl ess.

Dmitri angrily thrusts the poker into the enbers, sending
ash flying into the air. Sasha doesn't know what to say.
He tightens his coat around him

SASHA
"Il try and bring you sone food from
the other side. M sister will be staying
here while I'"mgone. You can stay if
you want .

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT BU LDI NG STAI RWAY - DAY

As Dmitri slowmy clinbs the stairs in his apartment building
he can hear the "radi 0" playing over the p.a. system



14.

Soneone is reading poetry. Each step is a struggle for
Dmitri.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

OLGA, md-thirties, is in the apartnent with her two snal

sons. Wth her dress and coat carefully tailored and her

hair up in a tight bun, her appearance echoes her personality--
she is wapped up and tightly wound in every way.

She is fumng, pacing the room nuttering to herself. Her
voice is a mxture of panic and rage.

Her sons, Alik, 7 and Yuri, 9, are sitting bundled up in
their tasteful winter clothes on a cot in the corner out of
the way of their nother. They |ook pale and sick. Mich too
thin. She continues to nutter to herself.

OLGA
We are above this, we are above this.
This is not right, this can't be. M
mother is a Mrinov. W are Mrinovs.

She | ooks to her children cowering in the corner. She screans
at themfrantically.

OLGA (CONT' D)
We are Mrinovs! W are Mrinovs!

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT BU LDI NG STAI RWAY - DAY

Alnost to the top of the stairs now, Drmitri can hear A ga's
screanming and ranting. He tries to hurry to the door.

DM TR
For God's sake, what now?

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

Drmitri sits on a bed in the bedroomwith Oga. She is
sobbing. He tries to confort her.

OLGA
Al'ik was born of privilege, he wasn't
raised like this. Wat's becom ng of
us?

DM TR
Shh, shh. Tell ne what happened.

She still sobs as she tries to speak



15.

OLGA

I was gone all day, none of the bakeries
had bread. It took nme all day, and al

I could find was a small bl ock of library
paste. | was going to make soup with

it. | came hone, and Alik was eating a
nouse. A nouse, Dmtri! M baby was
eating a nouse. Wiat is becom ng of us?

Dmitri lets her sob for a nonent before daring to speak.

DM TR
O ga, he was hungry. W're all hungry.

She whi ps herself out of his arms. She storns angrily across
t he room and begi ns her pacing again. She picks up clothes
in her contained fury, obsessively folding themover and
over, taking a belt and rolling it up.

OLGA
My nother is a Mrinov. M father was a
Lunitsky. | may have married down when

| married your brother, but ny children
will not eat mice! Do you hear me? W
do not eat mce!

Dmitri gets off the bed wearily and goes to the bedroom door.

DM TR
You' d have your children starve just to
keep up appearances?

She is enraged at his tone of voice. She flings the belt at
himwith all her mght, it unfurls and whips Drmitri in the
face with a loud SNAP. Dmtri is startled off-balance and
falls back onto the dresser, clutching his burning, red face.

OLGA
| f Al eksei was here you woul dn't speak
to me |like that.

Wth his |l egs already aching and his eyes filled with tears
fromthe smack of the belt, Dmtri remains spraw ed across
t he dresser, dunb-founded.

DM TR
But he isn't, Oga. He' s dead.

This sinple statement strikes her as an insult. She lets
out an offended gasp and storns out of the room



16.
EXT. QUTSKI RTS OF LENI NGRAD - DAY

A group of women are digging anti-tank trenches in a |arge
open field. A GRANDMOTHER stops digging to rest. She |eans
agai nst her shovel.

Above the gray clouds the roar of a plane fades into the

di stance. As the grandnother rests she |ooks up into the
sky. A paper floats down to her from above. Then anot her.
And anot her.

She picks up one of the papers and reads it. She is amazed.
She snmiles. She |ooks up into the sky.

he other elderly wonen over to her,

She excitedly cal
[ he air.

st
wavi ng the paper in t

GRANDMOTHER
Get your white dresses!

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

The main roomin the Radio House is now full of cots and

tiny makeshift stoves. The enpl oyees seemto be living there.
Soneone i s playing a Shostakovich record and it is being

br oadcast over the p.a. system

Marina sits on her cot with Katya. They are both bundl ed up
in heavy coats, and Katya is wearing a hat that is too big
for her.

About six other enployees are in the large room Sone | ay
on their cots, sone sit at the table reading or witing.
Everyone is extrenely thin, pale, and sickly.

This is one of the few buildings in the city with electricity.
Marina huns along to the nusic.

MARI NA
Just think Katya, you can say you net
him The nusical genius of our tinme.
You can tell your grandchildren.

KATYA
Marma, |'m hungry.

Marina takes a tiny piece of bread from her pocket and gives
it to Katya. Katya stuffs the whole thing in her nouth.

MARI NA
Slowy, Katya! That's all that's |eft
for today.



17.

Kat ya whi nes, al nost automatically, w thout thinking what
she is saying.

KATYA
Marma, | want some nmore. |I'mstill hungry.
Can't you nake ne some piroshki?

Mari na | ooks pai ned.

MARI NA
Darling, you know |l can't. Be strong.
W' || get through.

Katya begins to pout and cry.

KATYA
Mor e! G ve ne nore! | want nore!

Katya begins to wail with hunger. Marina quickly grabs a
book, settles Katya into her arns.

MARI NA
Pushkin will help us. Ssh, listen to
Pushkin. Don't think about the hunger.
Marina begins to read fromthe book in soothing tones.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)

“In arealmthat shall be nameless, in a
country bright and bl anel ess, lived the
m ghty Tsar Dadon..."

Katya still cries a bit, but she is soothed by the poetry,

as Marina reads it with great enotion

Ilya, a fellow enpl oyee, watches themfromthe table where
he is trying to read. He watches the sad scene without a
wor d.

Marina continues to read the Pushkin poetry as Katya's cries
slowy turn into a soft whinper, and then she is silent,
| ost in Pushkin's words.

EXT. W NTER PALACE SQUARE - DAY

Sasha and Dmitri wal k al ong the nostly abandoned square.
Anong ot her things Sasha carries a |arge gasoline can,
obvi ously empty fromthe ease with which he carries it.
Sasha sl ows his pace when he sees that Dmitri can't quite
keep up.
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SASHA
No, no, no. It was when we went down
south to the Crinea, renenber?

DM TR
| thought it was when we went to the
public swi mm ng pool that summrer.

SASHA
It was at the beach, not a swi mm ng pool .
When you and Al eksei went with us to the
Crimea, the summer after your nother
di ed.

Sasha spies a car at the side of the road half buried under
a snow drift, and they make a beeline to it.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
| remenber because we went into that
orchard and you were so amazed to see
tangeri nes growi ng on the trees.

DM TR
Oh yeah. 1'd never seen a tangerine
tree.

Sasha brushes snow off the wi ndow to reveal a woman and child
frozen stiff, sitting in the front seat of the car. He kneels
down, takes the gas cap off the tank and inserts sone tubing
and begins to siphon the precious gasoline. As the gas
trickles into the gas can Sasha gl ances around.

SASHA

It's weird. So quiet. And still.
DM TR

No pi geons.
SASHA

You shoo them out of the way your whol e
life, and curse their existence, and
now. . .

DM TR
Now t hey'd be worth everything you own.

Sasha shakes his head sadly.

SASHA
W ate themtoo fast.

Then he perks up.
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SASHA ( CONT' D)
Renmenber all those tangerines we ate
t hat sunmer?

Dmitri chuckles at the nmenory. Sasha sucks on the tubing a
bit nore to get every last drop of gas possible.

DM TR
Al eksei told us not to.

SASHA
My urine was orange for two days!

DM TR
And your nother! She made so nmuch jam
fromthe berries!

SASHA
Jamon the toast, jamon the ice cream
jamon everything! She didn't know what
to make fromthe tangerines though

DM TR
They were so good. Summer was so nuch
fun down there. Swi mming and eating al
sunmer | ong.

SASHA
| loved that orchard. W'd go there
every summer. First thing I always did
was run to see if the fruit was ready.
Once in a while we'd go a bit early in
the season, and it was still cold, the
fruit wasn't ripe yet. | always knew
sunmer was finally there when the
tangeri nes were ready.

Dmitri |eans back against the car and sm | es.

DM TR
| mss sw nmm ng.

Sasha finishes siphoning and stands up. He sees the frozen
bodies sitting in the car. H's smle is gone.

Sasha tries to open the car door, but it is frozen shut.
Dmitri helps himpull on the door. Wen the door finally
pops open Dmitri |oses his footing, slips on the ice and
falls. Sasha noves to help him but Dmtri indicates that
he's fine and stays crouched on the ground at the frozen
wonman's foot |evel.

Sasha runmages through the car |ooking for food.
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Dmitri stares at the dead wonman's finely stitched shoes,
inches away fromhis face.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
She has Anmeri can shoes.

EXT. QUTSI DE OF KOKKOREVO - MORNI NG

A large group of nen are gathered outside Kokkorevo, on the
edge of Lake Ladoga. There is a mx of mlitary nmen and
civilian men and even a few wonmen. Large mlitary supply
trucks stand enpty, waiting.

The sun is not quite up yet, though it is past 9 a.m
Everywhere you |l ook is white. Snow on the ground, white

cl ouds above, snowin the air. Not a speck of color anywhere
in the horizon.

A bitterly cold wind whips at the people who are covered up
as much as possi bl e.

Two groups of men are assenbled, one with thirty men, the
other with only six. They are armed with ice tools, mneager
weapons, and they wear white canoufl age cl ot hing.

The two groups head off on foot in different directions across
t he treacherous | ooking icy lake. Sasha is in the six-man

group.
EXT. LAKE LADOGA - DAY

Sasha's group is out on the ice, no nore than 100 yards from
the shore. The six nen walk side by side and are tied to
each other with ropes. No nore than eight or ten feet of
rope separate the nmen from each other

Fear is splashed across all of their faces, with Sasha being
no exception. Sasha |ooks back to the shore to see the crowd
of people watching their every nove.

The man tied next to Sasha's left is a young man with a pale
freckled face and a tuft of red hair peeking out from under
his headgear. He can't be nore than 22. The REDHEAD is at
the end of the Iine of men. The Lead Man is at the other
end, and they both carry a bag of long nmetal rods with red
flags attached to them

SASHA
They have faith in us, don't they?

The Redhead nods absentm ndedly, nervously. The line of nmen
continues on, very slowy. Each step is a cautious one.



21.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
You aren't afraid are you?

REDHEAD
No, sir.
Sasha chuckl es.
SASHA
Sir? |'mnot a sir. You're not afraid?

Wiy not? | am

The Lead Man in the line signals over to the Redhead. The
Redhead and the Lead Man both plunge a flag into the snow
that covers the ice.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Li ke Hansel and Getel, right? So we
can find our way home?

REDHEAD
No sir, | believe it's so the first trucks
will know the path we took.

SASHA

I know, | was just Kkidding.
REDHEAD

Oh. Sorry sir. | mean...sorry.

The poor Redhead | ooks petrified of each step he takes in
t he snow covered ice. Sasha calls over to him

SASHA
So what do you do, when you're not busy
being a hero | nean.

The Redhead finally takes his mnd off his steps |ong enough
to answer properly.

REDHEAD

I"ma bookseller. On the Nevsky.
SASHA

Ah!  How nice, a bookseller. |'ll bet

you can't wait to get back to your store.

The |ine takes another few cautious steps. GCerman planes
can be heard in the far distance.

REDHEAD
Yes sir. | don't know what | was thinking
volunteering for this.
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SASHA
Rel ax, you're doing fine. Just take it
sl ow.

Sasha flashes hima big goofy smle. This nakes the Redhead
relax a bit. He grins and nods.

EXT. QUTSI DE OF KOKKOREVO - DAY

The crowd of soldiers and civilians who have waited back on
the shore start to disperse a bit. A high ranking officia
gets into a truck with his driver and sits in the cab.

DRI VER
Sir? Shall we wait here?

H GH RANK
No. Let's go somewhere warm They' ||
send word when they get across. O if.

The Driver |ooks out across the |lake. He seens worri ed.

DRI VER
It's twenty mles across. God knows how
long it will take them

H GH RANK
Pl ease let the ice be solid. And please,
pl ease, keep the Germans away.

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - DAY

The line of nmen now | ook exhausted. The snow has conti nued
to fall, and the nmen's coats do not seem sufficient.

Behind the nen a | ong double Iine of red flags snakes across
the snowy |ake. The Lead Man halts everyone. He yells over
to the nen.

LEAD MAN
It's getting thinner here. This ice is
too young. W'll need to circle around

to the north, the ice should be thicker
there. Let's rest for a while here.

I NT. POSH APARTMENT - DAY

The O d Bearded Poet sits in his apartnment bundled up in as
many clothes as will fit over each other. He takes a book
fromhis shelves, strokes it lovingly, admring its cover,

ski mmi ng the pages and tracing the words with his fingers.

Slowy he rips out the pages and throws theminto his tiny

st ove.
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He pulls his chair up close to the warmh and puts his dog

on his lap. He takes a tiny crust of bread from his pocket.
He squeezes the very last bit of toothpaste froma tube and
spreads it on the crust. He breaks the crust in two. One

for him one for his dog. Both devour their share. He Kkisses
t he dog on the nose.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Marina stands in an endless Iine at the bakery. She gazes
down the street.

The street is still beautiful despite a few shellings that
have damaged sone of the facades. The powdered sugar dusting
of snow conplinments the pastel col ored buil dings.

She stands admiring the street for a nonment. Before she
even realizes what is happening, the woman behi nd her catches
her. Marina has started to pass out.

Several wonen around her help her, and encourage her to sit
down on a bench near them One of them hel ps her over to
t he bench.

MARI NA
I"mso enbarrassed. Thank you. | felt
alittle weak, but didn't think...

HELPFUL WOVAN
Just sit. You're weak. Damm the GCernmans.
My cousin's husband is German, but [|'m
sorry, they can all go to hell

Marina sits in a daze, not even listening to the wonman.

HELPFUL WOMAN ( CONT' D)
W' || save your place in |ine.

Finally the woman goes back to her place in |ine.

Marina sits for a nonent trying to regain her conposure.
She is still visible shaken.

Coming down the street pulling a typical Russian child's
sled is alittle eight year old girl. The rails of the sled
whistle as they cut through the slick snow.

Marina wat ches this charmng scene for a nonent as the child
passes. She snmiles at the child, but the child does not
sm | e back

Mari na then focuses her attention on the sled. |t carries a
corpse, carefully wapped in a sheet.
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The body's outline can be seen clearly, it is a woman's form
The child pulls the sled past Marina and conti nues down t he
road.

Marina bursts into tears. She sits on the bench and quietly
sobs. No one even notices her.

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - DAY

The nen use their backpacks as seats in the snow and hungrily
eat their rations. They pass around a thernos of hot tea.

Sasha takes a long swig of the tea and passes it to the
Redhead, who | ooks deep in thought.

REDHEAD
Sir? Didyou nmean what you said? About
the hero thing |I nean.

Sasha finishes off the last of his rations.

SASHA
What? Oh, | was just kidding, | didn't
mean anything by it.

Sasha licks every last crunb fromhis Iips. The Redhead
grimaces in disgust as he swallows his last bite of the coarse
bread. Sasha | aughs.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
What's the matter? You don't |ike

sawdust ?

REDHEAD
Sir?

SASHA
Sawdust .

The Redhead | ooks al arnmed and di sgust ed.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Don't worry, it's edible. Sort of. And
you don't have to call ne sir. You're
not a soldier.

The Redhead nods. He takes another gulp of the tea and sends
it back down the Iine. Sasha doesn't take any, and passes
it to the man next to him

REDHEAD
We kind of are, aren't we? Heroes. |If
we make it | nean.
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The serious tone of the Redhead's voi ce makes Sasha tone
down his normally jovial nature.

SASHA
O course we are.

REDHEAD
My not her says |'ma coward.

Sasha | ooks like he is trying to think of sonething to say.
But he says not hi ng.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
| got ny boss to say that it'd cause him
extraordinary hardship if | was drafted.
He's really old. So they let ne stay.

SASHA
Sure. He needed you there.

The Redhead hangs his head down | ow.

REDHEAD
No, not really. Mdther said | was just
afraid. | guess she's right.

Sasha pulls his coat up around his face against the cold.

SASHA
Everyone is afraid.

The Redhead considers this for a nonent, then |ooks into
Sasha's eyes with pride.

REDHEAD
She can't call me a coward now

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - LATER

The afternoon sun is setting on the horizon behind the thick
snow clouds. It is still dark and gl oomy out on the |ake
and the snow continues to fall. The line of nmen continue
on, step after cautious step

SASHA
Steak and caviar! And warmgarlic bread.
Not bl ack bread.

The other men in the line | ook at each other in confusion.
Sasha is noaning in delight as if he was eating.



SASHA ( CONT' D)
Pastries for dessert! Thick with cream
and chocol ate sauce. And raspberries
and cream Mmm

REDHEAD
Sir?

Sasha turns to the Redhead and gives his goofy grin.

SASHA
O maybe salmon with a | arge sal ad?
Trout perhaps?

The Redhead can't help but smle back.

REDHEAD
My nother's roast! Wth sweet tender
carrots and baby pot at oes.

Sasha i s happy that the Redhead has joined in.

SASHA
Strong bl ack coffee with sugar.

REDHEAD
And cognac. No, | know Honermade kvass!

Sasha and the Redhead |augh at their game. The Lead Man
joins in.

LEAD MAN
A roasted chicken! Borscht with thick
sour cream

Sasha | aughs joyously now that the other men join in.

SECOND MAN
Fresh vegetables. Fruit! A beautiful
ri pe orange, and a banana. G apes.

FOURTH MAN
My wife's piroshkis with a bottle of
vodka and a nice cigar

The nen all | augh.

REDHEAD
Heat !

SASHA
Yes! A warm bed and electric |lights!

26.
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The six nmen all cheer.

FI FTH MAN
Gasoline and trolley cars!

They cheer again. Sasha starts to hoot and holler but he is
suddenly yanked off his feet!

The Redhead pl unges under the ice with a huge splash. The
rope pulls Sasha toward the hole in the ice. Wen he surfaces
agai n, the Redhead is shrieking at the top of his |ungs.

REDHEAD
Help me! |'munder! [|'m under!

Sasha yells and tries to get on his feet again as he is pulled
toward the hole. He tries to scoot back, getting as far
fromthe hole as possible while pulling the rope.

The other nmen also frantically back up trying to stay off
the thinning ice.

SASHA
Booksel l er! Hang on, Booksell er!

Sasha is screamng, trying to keep frombeing pulled into
the hole, trying to pull the rope to get the Redhead out of
the freezing water.

The other nmen pull on the rope, but instead of pulling Sasha
and the Redhead to safety they cause the rope to strain
agai nst the ice at the edge of the hole.

Sasha stops screamng for a second, just [ong enough to hear
t he dreadful creaking under him H's eyes flash panic. 1In
an instant the ice splinters and Sasha is plunged into the
icy water.

The force of the drop into the water pulls Sasha entirely
underwater for an instant. Under the water it is quiet and
calm Sasha sees the kicking | egs of the Redhead, but Sasha
can do not hi ng.

Above the surface there is chaos and panic. The four
remai ni ng men struggle to pull Sasha and the Redhead up
wi t hout being pulled in thensel ves.

Under the surface Sasha has fl oated away fromthe hole and
as he cones up he finds hinmself under the ice, not able to
break the surface of the water. The panic suddenly | eaves
hi m and he stops struggling.

The qui et darkness of the water calns him
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He is suddenly in a different world. He floats quietly,
| ooki ng at the panicking kicking of the Redhead. It is a
nonent of clarity for Sasha.

Sasha is calm still. Al npst at peace.

But that calmis suddenly shattered as he is dragged from
under the ice to the water's surface. The nen's shouts and
t he splashing of the water is deafening.

The Redhead is being pulled fromthe water by the Lead Man.
The Fourth Man has the rope pulled taut now, keeping Sasha
above the surface.

Sasha slowy pulls hinself up onto the ice and they drag him
over onto the thicker ice. The two wet men |ay gasping and
clinging to the solid ice for dear life.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
What woul d your nother say about that?

I NT. SHOE FACTORY - DAY

Dmitri searches the area near his machine, |ooking into boxes.
He is unable to do his work.

I NT. SHCE FACTORY- OFFI CE - DAY

Dmitri wanders into a small office. H's SUPERVI SOR, a bushy-
haired elderly man, stands pulling wall paper off the wall.

He has to rest every few seconds fromeven the slightest
exertion.

DM TR
Redecor ati ng?

The Supervisor |ooks at Dmitri wearily.

SUPERVI SOR
The wal | paper paste. They say it's nade
of potato paste.

Unable to continue, he sits at his desk, exhausted and drawn.
DM TR
Where is the leather for ny soles? MW
box is gone.

SUPERVI SOR
St ol en.

The Supervi sor shrugs.
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SUPERVI SOR ( CONT' D)
| let themhave it. |If you boil it you
can get ajelly fromit. | gave Anna ny
| eat her briefcase too.

Dmitri sits down at the desk with him

SUPERVI SOR ( CONT' D)
Dmitri, | won't be in tonorrow

The Supervisor |ooks wearily at his piece of wall paper.

SUPERVI SOR ( CONT' D)
I think I shall die tonight.

He gently snoothes out the delicate paper as Dmtri watches.
EXT. LENI NGRAD SUBURBS - NI GHT

On this unusually clear night the G andnother and a group of
ot her wonen scour every nook and cranny out in the street
| ooking for firewood.

They are all wearing their white dresses, white headscarves.
Bright white fromhead to toe. They practically glowin the
dar kness.

Low flyi ng pl anes approach over head.
| NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

Marina sits at a desk witing on scrap pieces of paper. The
roomis lit only by the light coming in through the high
smal | w ndows.

She is engrossed in her work, so nmuch so that she doesn't
noti ce that sonmeone has entered the room and now stands in
front of her. She finally senses a presence and | ooks up.
It is Dmtri.

DM TR
Excuse ne.
MARI NA
Oh, you startled nme. | didn't see you
t here.
He sm | es apol ogetically.
DM TR

I"msorry. But | have sone news you
m ght be interested in. M friend is
( MORE)
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DM TRl ( CONT' D)
part of the colum that crossed Lake
Ladoga.

Her eyes |ight up.

MARI NA
Oh, yes. Yes, please tell us.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - LATER

Ilya sits at a piano playing a piece of classical nusic. He
has cut the fingers off his gloves in order to play.

A nmetronone sits atop the piano keeping tine. A mcrophone
is set up as near to the piano as possible.

Dmitri and Marina sit at the desk with the m crophone. She
has papers in front of her. She |ooks at Dmitri with a denure
sm | e.

MARI NA
Are you sure you don't want to read this?
You' d be our chanpion delivering such
good news.

He is caught off guard at her comment. He is struck with
sudden shyness.

DM TR
Ch, no. No, please, youread it. I'm
no good at such things. Please, you
have a beautiful voice.

Il ya ends his piece of nusic and stops the netronone. The
sudden silence gets Marina's attention. She turns to her
m crophone and turns it on.

MARI NA
My dear fellow citizens of Leningrad,
t oday brings good news. W have been
inforned that two days ago a mlitary
colum crossed Lake Ladoga on foot and
made it safely to the other side at
Kobona.

Dmitri watches Marina as she reads into the mcrophone. She
speaks very eloquently, and as Dmtri said, with a beautiful
voice. Dmtri never takes his eyes off Marina.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
They now cal culate that the ice is thick
( MORE)
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MARI NA ( CONT' D)
enough to carry supply trucks, and soon
they will be delivering supplies into
Leni ngr ad.

Her voice is full of pride and hope.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
A new 220 mle long supply route has
been forged along the old Yaroslavl tract,
t hrough forests, swanps and vill ages.
Peasants, villagers, and Red Arny troops
have been working on the road, clearing
the path. News of this cones from mny
friend Dritri who is in the studio wth
me now.

Wth an inpish smle she pushes the m crophone toward him
He i s panicked at the sight of the mcrophone in his face.
He | ooks to her for help. She nouths the word "hello" to
him He awkwardly nmanages to speak.

DM TR
Uh...hello there.

She hands hi mthe paper she was reading from but he doesn't
take it. He shakes his head 'no" vigorously and | ooks
frightened. She suppresses a |laugh and takes back the

m crophone and resunes reading.

MARI NA
Drmitri tells us that supply trains are
on route and will bring food and supplies
to the Kobona port where our brave drivers
will bring themacross the |ake. Help
is on the way Leningrad. Mlitary
Aut onobi | e Hi ghway Number 101 is open

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - LATER

Dmitri sits with Marina on the cots in the corner furthest
fromthe broadcasting area. Katya lays quietly with her
head in Marina's |lap. Katya is al nost asl eep.

DM TR
You made that sound so professional. |
didn't have it witten like that. That
was great.

MARI NA
Vell, I've been doing this for a while.
|'ve learned to edit as | read.
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Dmitri |ooks around the |arge room

DM TR
You're living here?
MARI NA
Yes, many of us are. |t becane too

difficult to travel back and forth. And
we have electricity here, though not
much. Just enough to keep the

br oadcasti ng going. But of course we
have no water. It's not what |'d prefer
but we have to nmake do, don't we?

Dmitri smles and nods.

DM TR
I"'mstaying with ny sister-in-law now.
Not exactly ny first choice. M brother
was killed three nonths ago. She just
coul dn't cope al one.

Katya joins in, but doesn't even open her eyes.
KATYA
My father is dead too. Germans killed
hi m

Her tone is very matter-of-fact for a ten year old, and Marina
| ooks at her hal f-asl eep daughter with tenderness.

Dmitri seens alarned that a nerve nmight have been struck.
He clears his throat and shifts in his seat.

DM TR

Do you mind if | rest here for a while?
MARI NA

Not at all. Stay as long as you like.

Dmitri |eans back onto the cot into a nore confortable
position. Wth his feet now up on the cot, Katya opens her
eyes and notices his boots. One is worn down nuch worse

than the other. She is still sleepy, but she can't resist a
questi on.
KATYA
How cone only one of your boots is worn
down?
MARI NA

Katya, please. Leave him al one.
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Dmitri |aughs.

DM TR
No, that's okay.

He | ooks at his boots nore carefully.

DM TRI ( CONT' D)
They are kind of falling apart aren't
t hey?

MARI NA
Here, cover themw th a bl anket. Your
feet must be freezing.

She nmoves to get a bl anket causing Katya to nove from her
nother's lap. Marina tosses hima ragged bl anket.

KATYA
I's that why you |inp?

MARI NA
Katya! Enough!

Marina is clearly enbarrassed by her daughter's openness.
Dmitri takes it in stride. He covers hinself with the
bl anket .

DM TR
| had polio as a child. This foot's
worse than the other. Quess | kind of
drag it. I'mstuck with these "polio
feet."

Katya giggles at the term

KATYA
Polio feet? What's that?

DM TR
That's what they call them \Wen it
gets cold out they turn blue and they're
difficult to nove.

Despite being very tired and weak, Katya seens fascinated
with this conversation, especially the word "bl ue".

KATYA
Real | y? They turn blue? Can | see?

MARI NA
Katya, please! Don't be rude. Let Dmtri
( MORE)
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MARI NA ( CONT' D)
rest. He's cone a |ong way and he's
tired.

The reprimand works this time and Katya quietly pouts. Dmitri
and Marina can't help but grin at Katya's overly-dramatic
pout .

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Al ways the perforner.

DM TR
She's in with the right crowd then, isn't
she? You and your friends here. Artists,
actors, witers. She'll fit right in.

Mari na | aughs.

MARI NA
Yes, | suppose so. She was raised in
this type of atnosphere. Her father is
a...was a witer. Her uncle is an actor,
perhaps that's where she gets it.

Katya nakes a funny face at her nother. Marina | aughs and
snmoot hs down Katya's hair.

DM TR
I"ve always got a closet full of perfect
| eft shoes, but the right ones are al
worn to pieces.

Katya is anused at this and giggles. Dmitri takes this
opportunity to entertain her.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Now why is it do you suppose that you
can only buy shoes in pairs?

She gi ggl es even nore.

KATYA
That's silly.
DM TR
Wy? 1'd buy one! "1'd |like one right

shoe pl ease, that one there."
Katya now has a serious case of the giggles.

KATYA
You can't do that! They'd never match.
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DM TR
Ah. Yes. That's true. You nust nmatch
your shoes. Otherw se you'd |ook silly.

He | eans back and gets nore confortable, nore at ease.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
You can tell a |ot about a person by
their shoes, you know.

Katya takes a good | ook down at her own shoes. She winkles
her nose.

KATYA
Mne are dirty.

MARI NA
Well then it's true, isn't it?

They all laugh. A precious, happy nonent without a thought
of hunger or the cold.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Tell Dmitri who you net.

KATYA
Shost akovi ch.

DM TR
Real | y?

Katya nods, not seeming very inpressed with it.

MARI NA
So didI. He was here a few nonths ago
to discuss his new synphony. | didn't

really get a chance to talk to him But
what a geni us!

Dmitri and Katya seem | ess inpressed than Marina. She goes
on, lighting up as she speaks of him

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
He's witten the whol e synphony here in
Leningrad and it's about the struggle of
our people. Can you inmagine? He said
he wrote day and night, with bonbs going
off and the constant roar of planes over
his apartment. Ch, 1'd love to hear it.

Dmitri gazes longingly at her.
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DM TR
|"msure you will.

MARI NA
Most of the orchestra has either been
evacuated or they're dead.

She si ghs.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
But what | wouldn't give to hear that
synphony.

Marina sits entranced at the thought of the synphony. Dmitri
and Katya | ook at her, then to each other. They giggle at
Marina' s daydr eam ng.

He sits up and reaches into a deep pocket of his coat.

DM TR
Katya, guess what | have?

Thi s makes her perk up a bit.

KATYA
VWhat ?

Dmitri pulls a brown paper bag fromhis pocket. Katya's
eyes are wide, and even Marina's attention is piqued.

Fromthe bag Dmtri pulls sone bread, and a small tin and an
apple. The apple is shriveled and rotten, disgusting. Marina
and Katya can't believe what they're seeing. Marina gasps.

MARI NA
An appl e!

W thout even being offered the food, Katya pleads with her
not her .

KATYA
Oh, manma, can we have sone? Pl ease?

Marina | ooks to Dmitri for the answer. He smiles and tosses
the apple to Katya. She catches it, and i mediately starts
to devour it. Marina |leans over to Katya and takes a bite
of the appl e.

MARI NA
Where on earth did you get an appl e?
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DM TR
Sasha, ny friend in the colum. He
brought it to ne this norning before
goi ng back to the | ake.
Dmitri's still smling, watching them happily eat the apple.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
And | think this is neat paste.

He holds out the little tin box to Marina. She seens tenpted.

MARI NA
OCh, Dmtri, we can't.
DM TR
Then we'l |l share, how about that?

Katya is beside herself now with excitenent. Marina gl ances
nervously around the roomto see if anyone else is watching.
No one seens to have enough energy to be concerned about
anyt hi ng around t hem

Dmitri opens the tin, and the three of themsit quietly eating
their meager feast. They are in heaven.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - LATER

Marina and Katya are asleep on the cots. Dmtri watches
t hem sl eep, especially Marina. They | ook peaceful.

After a nmoment of watching Marina sleep, his attention goes
to Ilya who is at one of the desks back near the broadcast
booth. Dmtri gets up and goes to Ilya.

DM TR
Can | ask you a question?

Il ya stops what he is doing and gives Dmtri his ful
attention.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
| understand that Shostakovich was here
recently.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE STAI RAELL - LATER

Marina is walking Dmtri to the door of the main room Katya
hangs on her nothers sl eeve.
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MARI NA
(to Katya)
Go downstairs and see if Polina wll
gi ve you your |essons. Here, take your
books.

She hands sone textbooks to Katya, who only reluctantly takes
them She plods down the stairs, holding on tight to the
railing with each unsteady step

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
The | ast of her teachers died | ast week,
there's no one at the school anynore.

Katya turns back to themto wave to Dmitri.

KATYA
Bye Dmitri!

When she is out of sight, Marina surprises Dmitri by grabbing
his hand and kissing it.

MARI NA
You are a saint. | owe you our |ives.
DM TR
For a little nmeat paste? Please, it was
not hi ng.
MARI NA

No, it meant everything. It is hope.
Not just the food, but the news.

Marina gets a bit teary.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
| passed out in the street the other
day. Katya is getting weaker every day.
| fear for her health.

They begin to wal k down the stairs.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
She doesn't know it but her grandnot her
is dead. M nother-in-law. She died
two days ago.

DM TR
Oh, I'msorry-

She shakes her head.
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MARI NA
No, it's away of life now | didn't
even cry. | knew she wouldn't l|ast |ong.

She was living with us in the apartnent.
She sinply wasted away. There's no one
to take her away. She needs to be buried,
why will no one take her away?

Dmitri takes hold of her hand to confort her.
DM TR

Marina, the ceneteries are getting full.
Too many bodi es.

MARI NA
But what will | do? | wapped her up in
a sheet and she's still in the bedroom

Dmitri thinks about it for a nonent.

DM TR
We'll have to take her oursel ves.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Marina and Dmtri struggle with the corpse, trying to get

t hrough the door with it. Once through the door and on the
sidewal k, they manage to get it onto a child's sled. Marina
carefully tucks in the sheet and snooths it out.

Dmitri waits, sled reigns in hand as Marina makes futile,
yet tender last mnute adjustnents to the sheet...now the
shroud. She |ooks at the sled itself with sadness.

MARI NA
Katya's father gave her this sled | ast
W nter.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Marina and Dmitri walk slowy along the snow streets wth
Dmitri pulling the sled behind himwith some effort. His
linp is severely affecting his ability to pull the sled with
ease. The two of them are pal e and gaunt.

Sone of the others on the street that they pass are barely
able to continue wal king, stopping frequently to sit or |ean
agai nst anything that is avail able.

DM TR
W'l go to the one near Chyertanov
Avenue. It's the closest.
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They continue to walk slowy in silence. Behind themin the
street sit several enpty trolley cars, frozen and i nmobilized
on their tracks.

As Marina and Dmitri get closer to an office building, a
voi ce on the p.a. systemcan eventually be heard. She snmles.

Nearer and nearer still, Dmtri starts straining to hear it
nor e.
DM TRl ( CONT' D)
The radio...that's you isn't it?
She nods.

MARI NA
| recorded it yesterday. Funny to hear
nyself as | wal k down the street.

DM TR
What are you reciting?

She flashes hima | ook of surprise.

MARI NA
Why Pushkin, of course! "The Prophet™”.
You don't know it?

He shrugs of f her question.

DM TR
| never had nmuch tinme for poetry.

She is appall ed.

MARI NA
Ch, Dmtri, that's such a shame. W
Russi ans are poets at heart, how can you
not |ike poetry? Pushkin! The master
of all poets!

DM TR
| didn't say | didn't |ike poetry, |
just never...l didn't like to study in
school. M nother was always ill and |

took care of her. There didn't seemto
be much time for poetry or art.

MARI NA
There's always tinme for art, Dmtri.

He stops in his tracks. Only after a few steps does she
notice that he has stopped, and she does the sane.



DM TR
But how can you say that? W're at war
Marina! | see bodies litter the streets

everyday. People are tradi ng pianos and
di amond rings for a |oaf of coarse bl ack
bread! G own nen are fighting each other
over scraps of food. People are freezing
to death on the streets. Survival is

the only thing that is inportant now
This is no time for poetry and nusi c!

Despite his anger, she remains calm She smles gently.

MARI NA
Dmitri, this is the tinme we need our art
t he nost.

She takes a few steps back toward him She is not angered,
but fiercely passionate as she speaks.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
It is what keeps us going. That's why
we are all working so hard to keep the
radio going. No matter what Hitler throws
at us, he is not going to silence us.

She gazes out at the cityscape that spread out before them

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
W may be without food and heat, but we
will never lose our ability to create,
to be inspired by our great city. Qur
art may be all we have left, and we w ||
not give it up

Far from bei ng antagoni stic about it, Dmtri's nood has
sof tened and he watches her with adnmiration.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
| amthe audience, Dmtri.

H s winkl ed brow shows her he doesn't understand.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)

| don't paint. | can't sing. I'mnot a
witer, | can't even spell. But | can
contribute. Art needs an audi ence,
Dmitri. | amthe audi ence.

EXT. ST. PETER S BRI DGE - DAY

41.

In the foreground the river Neva is frozen over. The bridge

arches gracefully across the river in the background.
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[ Same shot fromwhen the kids were on their field trip.]

On the ice is a hole with a bundl ed up wonan draw ng wat er
fromit wth a wooden bucket. Several feet fromthe hole a
body | ays sprawl ed out on the ice, bucket still in hand.

The worman pays no attention to the frozen body. Wth every

| ast ounce of effort she draws her nmurky water up and heads

back to the shore, dragging her bucket behind her across the
ice.

In the background Marina and Dmitri cross the bridge, but
this tine Marina pulls the sled.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Marina and Dmitri wal k along a pathway in a |arge park, Marina
still pulling the sled.

MARI NA
Look at your shoes. They're falling off
your feet! W nust stop and rest.

DM TR

No, it's all right. Let's keep going.
MARI NA

Pl ease, let's rest. | have to stop.

They go to a park bench and sit down, exhausted. Dmitri
tries to fix his shoes, pulling and pushing the |eather in
ways it doesn't want to go.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
How are your feet? Bad? W can stay
here for a while.

He shrugs.

DM TR
Wul dn't matter. 1It's the cold that
makes them bad. Resting won't hel p nuch.

They both sit in silence for a nonment, resting. The huge
park is covered in snow.

Carefully bundled up civilians slowy cross across the many
paths. Some also pull sleds with hideous cargo.

In the center of the park is a huge statue of a heroic
horseman. A team of workers struggle with their weakness
and col dness to enclose the grand statue in protective
sandbaggi ng. Marina and Dmitri watch them as they work.
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MARI NA
“Upright and gl oom ng, the inmage with an
armflung wi de, sat on his brazen horse
astride.”

She turns to Dmitri to gauge his reaction. He smles.

DM TR
Let me guess. .. Pushkin.

MARI NA
O course.

EXT. PARK - LATER

Dmitri and Marina continue to wal k through the park. It is
now Dmtri's turn to pull the sled again.

From Marina and Dmitri's POV we see an old man wal ki ng t oward
themslowy. H's face is blue and his eyes are vacant.
Death is witten on his face.

Marina watches in alarmas he passes them She | ooks at
Dmitri who clearly also noticed the poor man. Dmitri shakes
his head gently. Marina alnost starts to cry, but they keep
wal ki ng.

After a few seconds, they hear a very soft, nmuffled thud.
They turn around and see the nman has dropped into the bank
of snow, dead. They stare at himfor an uneasy nonent.

DM TR
We can't take both of them

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

As Marina and Dmitri approach the gates of the cenetery they
are both horrified at what they see. Qutside the gate are
piles and piles of wapped corpses. The piles are nore than
eight feet tall, and they seemto go on forever

Loud dynanite expl osi ons boomfrominside the gates.

A frail old woman has just arrived with her dead husband on
her sled. He is not even wapped. Wth all of her effort
she pulls himoff the sled, drags himover next to the pile,
and her sheer exhaustion forces her to sit down next to him
to rest.

Marina and Dmtri stand | ooking at these nonstrous nounds of
corpses. An arny SAPPER cones out of the gates covered in
mud and debris. He |eans against the gate and drinks froma
t her nos.
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MARI NA
I's there any nore roonf

The Sapper gestures toward the piles of bodies.

SAPPER
Does it look like it?

&

wi pes his face off with his sleeve and takes another sip
m his thernos before setting it down.

—
-

(0]

Dmitri goes to the fence and | ooks into the cenetery. O her
sol di ers and sappers are working on clearing out the debris
fromthe trenches they have blasted in the ground.

Dmitri watches as a soldier drags a body to the trench and
dunps it in. Marina neanwhil e has approached the Sapper at
t he gate.

MARI NA
| don't want to just |eave her here.
Can't | find a nice place for her?

SAPPER
Just | eave her here, we'll find a nice
pl ace for her.

As Marina continues to plead with the Sapper in the
background, Dmitri continues to watch the sol diers dunping
bodies in the trenches. Sone of them are not w apped.

Drmitri |ooks at the small pile that the soldiers are
attenpting to bury. Somnething catches his eye.

He narrows his eyes in an attenpt to focus, and perhaps
convince hinmself that he is really seeing what he thinks
he's seeing.

Several of the bodies have | arge chunks of flesh cut from
them A woman's thigh, a child s |eg, the upper arns of a
man; they are all mssing a |arge amount of flesh. He opens
his nmouth, but nothing cones out. He is speechless and
nortified.

Getting nowhere with the Sapper, Marina has wandered over to
Dmitri. She sees the |ook of horror on his face.

MARI NA
What is it?

She | ooks over to try and see what he is looking at. But
bef ore she can see the nutil ated bodi es, he pulls her away.
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DM TR
Not hi ng. Let's go.

I NT. BAKERY - DAY

Ogais at the front of the line in the small crowled bakery.
The bakery attendant is shaking her head inpatiently at d ga.
Not easily brushed aside, O ga demands answers.

OLGA
But why can't | use it? This is ny
husband' s card.

ATTENDANT
One person, one ration. Your husband is
dead, he gets no food.

OLGA
But it's for his children! He was a
captain in the armny, surely his children
deserve better than to starve to death!

The Attendant is losing patience with A ga's superior attitude
and answers her brusquely.

ATTENDANT
Government orders. You show your ration
card, you show your ID, you get your
bread. No ID, no bread. Next!

The Attendant turns to the custoner behind O ga and begi ns
to wait on her. dga has no choice but to step aside.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

O ga trudges toward her apartnent building rather slowy.
But when she sees Dmitri coming down the street toward her
about to go into their apartnment buil ding, she quickens her
pace.

OLGA
Dmitri!

He sees her and waits at the door. Finally she catches up
to himand is out of breath fromonly a few brisk steps

OLGA ( CONT' D)
I"'mso glad to see you

She uses her nost pitiful tone of voice.



Dmitri

OLGA ( CONT' D)

| was just at the bakery and they woul dn't

give ne any bread.

DM TR
What do you nean, they ran out?

OLGA
No, it was just ME they wouldn't give

the bread to. |'ve never been so insulted

inny life. Al eksei was a captain, how
coul d they think-

DM TR
You tried to use Aleksei's ration card?
OLGA
O course. He was MY husband, | deserve
to use his card.
is fed up with her
DM TR

O ga, you can't use someone el se's card
anynore.

OLGA
But he was ny husband!

DM TR
It doesn't matter anynore. |It's not
al | owed.

OLGA
But we need nore food!

She starts to get hysterical, but Dmtri uses a soothing
voi ce and manages to cal m her down.

DM TR
O ga, listen. Thousands and thousands
have died. That means there is going to
be nmore food for the rest of us. But
only if we each use the rations allotted
for us. W will all get nore, don't you
see?

She absorbs what he is trying to explain, but still

upset .

She nods passively.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
And the ice road is open now, that should
( MORE)

seens

46.



DM TRl ( CONT' D)

start hel ping things too. Sasha said
it's slow going, but it's bound to help.

Heari ng Sasha's nane,
remenbers sonet hi ng

Did you get

Dmitri | ooks forl orn.

she brightens up suddenly as she

OLGA
t he appl es from Sasha?

OLGA ( CONT' D)

You promi sed he was bringing apples.

She seens oblivious to his guilty expression.

Just think,

OLGA ( CONT' D)
appl es! Ch, the children

will be so happy. Did you get then
Where are they?

DM TR

| didn't get them

She | ooks |i ke she's about to burst into tears.

OLGA

But you prom sed! You said you were
bri ngi ng appl es hone!

DM TR
I"msorry! He...he said maybe next tine.
OLGA
Yuri and Alik will be so upset. |'mso
frightened. Yuri sits on his cot al

day long like an old man. He's a boy of

ni ne and he

sits all day, barely noving,

barely speaking. He's dying.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

Yuri is indeed sitting listlessly on his cot as Dmtri and
O ga cone in. Deep dark circles hang under his eyes and his

face is gaunt. Dmtri

puts on a friendly face.

DM TR
Hel lo Yuri. Alik.
Yuri manages a neek snmile and nods to Dmtri. Alik is also

there playing with his toys on the floor. Alik isn't nuch

nore lively than Yuri

but he lights up when he sees Dmitri.

47.
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ALl K
Uncle Dima! Did you bring us appl es?
Mama sai d you were bringing apples.

Before Dmitri can speak, O ga answers for himin a cruel,
dry tone of voice.

OLGA
No, Dima didn't bring us apples. He
br ought us not hi ng.

She turns on her heels and goes into the bedroom Dmtri
wal ks to the cot and sits next to Yuri.

Alik seems mldly disappointed, but continues to play with
his toys. Yuri stares at the floor.

DM TR
(to Yuri)
Did you go down to get your ration today?
YURI
Yeah.
ALl K
M sha had to carry him
DM TR
Who?
ALl K

The nei ghbor downstairs. Mama nmade him
carry Yuri to get his rations.

DM TR
| see. Not feeling too good, huh?

Yuri shakes his head. Dmitri is only partially managing to
cover his alarmat the state of Yuri's health.

ALl K
Mama yells at us all the time now. She
cries a lot too.

DM TR
Your nother is going through a very
difficult time. You have to forgive her
noods. | guess we all do.

Dmitri watches as Alik plays with a toy truck. Yuri lies
down on his cot and closes his eyes.
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DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Tell you what. Tonorrow | will bring us
all some food. | prom se.

Alik looks at his uncle and smles. Yuri pays no attention.
EXT. MAKESHI FT M LI TARY BARRACKS - NI GHT

Sasha |lays on a cot bundled up in his heavy coat. One of
his conrades lays in the bunk next to him Sasha is deep in
t hought, not his usual self.

COVRADE
Hey Sasha, | ook what ny sister sent ne.

He hol ds up an American novie star magazine that is tattered
and worn. Sasha only manages a slight nod of acknow edgnent.

COVRADE ( CONT' D)
Can't read it, but there's sone really
beauti ful wormen in here. M sister says
that one of the articles says sonething
about everyone in England really
supporting us.

The Conrade seens di sappointed at Sasha's | ack of response.

COVRADE ( CONT' D)
Says that |earning Russian and buying
Russian things is all the rage over there
now. Funny huh? O course who cares
right? Look at the beauty on page twel ve!

The Conrade throws the nmagazi ne toward Sasha, but Sasha
doesn't catch it. Sasha picks it up fromthe floor and puts
it on the small table between their cots.

SASHA
1"l look at it |ater.

Sasha's | ack of good hunmor puzzles his Conrade who tries to
joke with him

COVRADE
kay, listen. Hitler is in his bunker
one day. He is scream ng hysterically
at the top of his lungs, his arms are
flailing about, he's kicking and stonping
his feet on the ground. His scream ng
and shrieking causes anot her officer to
rush into his office. The officer asks
"What's the matter?" Htler says "Ch
not hing, | was just thinking."
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The j oke causes the Conrade to bust up into laughter. Sasha
smles only alittle bit.

COVRADE ( CONT' D)
What's the matter? That's ny best Hitler
j oke!

SASHA
| al most gave nyself up to Hitler

Hi s conrade | ooks puzzl ed.

COVRADE
What do you nean?

SASHA
Qut on the | ake when |I went under. You
know, | was terrified. About a split
second before | went under | heard the
ice crack. | knew | was goi ng under
I've never been nore afraid in ny life.

COVRADE
Aw, you came out alright, didn't you? |
think it scared our young bookseller
nore than you. He's afraid of his shadow,
poor Ki d.

SASHA

No, you don't understand. Before | went
under | was terrified. But then when
was under, suddenly, sonehow, everything
wasn't so bad anynore. It was quiet.

It was cal munder the ice. And for a
second | thought "Wuld it be so bad to
di e?"

Hi s conrade doesn't take himseriously and | aughs at him

COVRADE
OCh cone on Sasha.

SASHA
No, really. M fear just sort of
di sappeared and | thought that if | just
l et nyself sink, if | never cane up again
I"d be alright. No nore hunger, no nore
fear. No nore watching ny famly starve.
It was al nost peaceful under the ice. |
coul d see the panic of the nen above,
their arnms all thrusting into the water,
the kid thrashing around, panicking.

( MORE)
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SASHA ( CONT' D)
And | just thought "Do | really want to
go back up?"

Hi s conrade's expression is grim He knows that Sasha is
serious this tine.

COVRADE
What nmade you decide to cone back up?

SASHA
| didn't decide. They yanked ne out.
If I hadn't been attached to that rope,
| 1

m not sure | woul d have come back up
How could | do that? How could | |et
Hitler win?

COVRADE
You didn't. He hasn't won.

SASHA
But if they hadn't pulled ne out-

COVRADE
Sasha, sonetines your conrades know what
you want better than you do. They knew
you wanted to live. W're all inthis
t oget her.

Sasha considers this as he settles back down on his cot. He
closes his eyes, attenpting to sleep but his conrade
interrupts himagain.

COVRADE ( CONT' D)
Sasha? Don't tell that story to anyone
el se, okay?

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

The | ate-rising sun casts a gloony gl ow over the snowy
streets. Dmtri makes his way along the street as best he
can in the bitter cold, |inping severely now

He approaches a clearing in the street where a bulletin board
stands. A few shady-|ooking nen stand off to the side.
Dmitri approaches themw th caution.

DM TR
What do you have?

SHADY BLACK MARKET MAN
Meat cakes. A thousand roubl es.
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DM TR
What ki nd of neat?

SHADY BLACK MARKET NMAN
Don't know. Just neat. You want 'enf

A sense of sudden dreadful apprehension seizes Dmitri. He
covers his mouth with his hand to hide his disgust.

SHADY BLACK MARKET MAN ( CONT' D)
You interested or not?

Hunger wi ns out over disgust, and Dmtri succunbs to the
of fer of food.

DM TR
Let me see them

The Shady Bl ack Market Man cautiously pulls a few small neat
cakes wapped in paper fromhis coat. Dmtri regards them
with a mx of horror and desperation.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
| have a gold ring. It's got a ruby set
init.

He holds the ring out for himto see. The Shady Bl ack Market
Man i nspects the ring carefully.

SHADY BLACK MARKET MAN
Two neat cakes.

Dmitri nods and takes them quickly, turns and | eaves.
INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

Dmitri stands at their small stove frying the "neat"” in a
pan. Alik stands at his side, watching the neat and I|icking
his lips. Even Yuri has nmanaged to get up off his cot to
see what Dmitri is cooking.

ALl K
Is it ready yet? Can | have sone?

DM TR
In a mnute. Just hold out for a mnute,
boys. Then you can have all you want.
W have to save sone for your mama too.

A large billow of snoke wafts up fromthe frying pan. Alik
happily and greedily inhales a huge whiff of it, but Dmtri
turns away when the snoke reaches his nose.
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A very drawn and pale O ga arrives hone, exhausted. She
starts speaking the second she is through the door.

OLGA
| heard today that soon they will be
cutting the rations down to-

She sees and snells the food Dmtri is frying. She is w de-
eyed and nearly delirious.

OLGA ( CONT' D)
What do you have?!

ALl K
Marma, Dmitri brought us neat!

She rushes to the stove, and nearly thrusts her hand into
the hot frying pan to snatch a piece. Dmitri grabs her hand
away at the |ast second.

DM TR
Wait! It's hot!

OLGA
Where did you get that? Ch ny God, neat!

O ga rushes around the room grabbi ng plates and setting the
smal | table excitedly.

OLGA ( CONT' D)
Sit dowmn Yuri. Alik, here put this bread
on the table. Cut it for us.

He takes a tiny block of bread to the table, and starts to
cut it into four tiny pieces. The bread is so coarse that
it takes all his effort to cut it. dga hovers over the
stove anxiously.

DM TR
Ckay, | think it's ready.

Oga, Yuri and Alik rush to sit down at the table. Dmitri
divvies up the fried neat into three.

OLGA
You' re not having any?

Dmitri shakes his head.

DM TR
No, you three share it.

She | eans over and ki sses himenthusiastically on the cheek.
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OLGA
Oh, Dmitri, you're so good to us.

The three of themdive ravenously into their neal, practically
ignoring their portion of bread in favor for the neat. Dmtri
pi cks at his bread while watching the others eat.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - NI GHT

Marina and Dmitri sit at the table with only a single candle
toillumnate them Katya sits next to Dmtri doing work in
a school book.

Ilya al so sits beside Dmtri, his nose buried in a book.
Marina and Dmtri speak quietly so as not to disturb him

Far on the other side of the rooma woman sits reading into
the m crophone. Next to her is Shostakovich's A de, pushing
paperwork at the wonman. Handsome, fit, and heal thy | ooking,
he | ooks out of place in this dying city.

I n anot her corner a young wonman is al nost finished w apping
a body in a sheet. Such gruesone matters now go al nost
unnot i ced.

DM TR
What will you do after the war?

MARI NA
| don't know. Maybe go back to
publishing. | think after the bl ockade
Is broken there will be so nuch to

publ i sh.
She nods toward Ilya

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Ilyais witing about our experiences,
and | think a lot of great literature
will come out of this.

Dmitri smiles at her unfailing optimsm

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
What will you do?

DM TR
I don't know. Go back to the factory I
suppose. M dreans were never very big.

MARI NA
Per haps you just haven't found your niche
yet. Be patient.



He funbles with a book that
not | ooking at Marina. She watches himas he speaks.

Dmitri stares at the floor like a guilty little child.

He still

DM TR
| tried to join the arny when | was 18,
but they woul dn't have me of course. MW
brot her Al eksei had enlisted a few years
before me. M father was so proud of
hi m

MARI NA
Never mind. You' re destined for sonething
better.

DM TR
I wish | could believe that. M father
wor ked at the sanme shoe factory that |
work in now. After | couldn't get
accepted in the arny ny father got ne a
job there. He always said that sane
thing, that | was destined for better
t hi ngs.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
My father worked in that factory for his
whole life. Right up until he died. He
wor ked on the Caster machi ne, was proud
of that. But he told me that he prayed
that | would get out of there |ong before
| clinmbed the ranks. He always said
"get out before you get too |locked in."

MARI NA
I"msure he's right. You won't end up
l'i ke that.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Dmitri...

studi es his boots.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Don't do that.

DM TR
Do what ?

MARI NA
Pl ease. You wear your shame |ike a heavy
winter coat. Does it keep you warnf
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is onthe table in front of him



For a nonent he | ooks |ike a chided young boy. He frowns.

Then he sm | es.

DM TR
"Coat of shane?"

He chuckl es.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Who do you think you are talking to,
Dost oevsky?

She snmiles at his good-natured joking.
DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Perhaps you can wite after all. You
see, it's in your blood too.

MARI NA
But not yours?

He shakes his head vigorously.

DM TR
No. Not ne. | just work in a shoe
factory.

MARI NA

Look at the hunble begi nnings of Stalin.
He was born into poverty, and he raised
hi nsel f above it to rule this country.

DM TR
Stalin...what has he done for us?
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Marina is surprised to hear his attitude toward their | eader

MARI NA
What do you nean? He's the greatest
| eader we've ever had.

DM TR
Where is he now, Marina? Were is your
great leader right now? 1'Il tell you
where, in Moscow. |s he here with us?
No.

MARI NA

You can't expect himto stay here in
Leni ngr ad.
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DM TR
Stalin has left us here to die. He's as
bad as Hitler.

Marina gasps at this comment. Even Katya | ooks up from her
schoolwork at Dmitri. But he does not retract or offer
apol ogi es.

Dmitri's comments catch the ear of the Aide. The Aide turns
to see who is maki ng such bl asphenous conments. His stare

is icy, and he shoots daggers with his eyes at Dmitri. Dmtri
does not notice the Aide, he continues his tirade.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
After the bl ockade he turned his back on
us. He has witten us off and now his
only concern is preventing the same thing
from happening to Moscow. He abandoned
us, Marinal!

She consi ders what he says, not agreeing, but not disagreeing.
Katya | ooks confused, no doubt her first time hearing soneone
speak ill of Stalin.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
You think Stalin is going to let you
wite your books? They'll never see the
i ght of day.

The wi nd has been taken out of Marina's sails.

MARI NA
| have faith he will still save us. |
have to.

Dmitri shakes his head in discontent. Katya goes back to
her school book.

DM TR
You understand, don't you Ilya?

|l ya doesn't respond.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Hey, Ilya, you listening?

Dmitri jabs Ilya's shoulder. This knocks Ilya off bal ance
and he falls to the floor, dead. Marina and Dmtri gasp and
are startled out of their seats. They stare at him not
quite believing it.

Katya brightens up, hops off her chair and starts taking
Ilya's shoes off.
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KATYA
Now Dmtri can have his boots!

Marina and Dmitri watch in horror at Katya's all too casua
accept ance of death.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - N GHT

Dmitri stands at the stove boiling a pot of water. Over the
pot in the steam he hold a piece of wall paper, obviously
taken fromhis own wal l

After steaming it for a few nore seconds he hesitantly takes
it into his nmouth, bites down on it, and slowy pulls the
paper back out. The gunky paste is left in his nmouth, stuck
to his teeth. After finally nmanaging to swallow the

di sgusting m xture, he repeats the whol e process.

EXT. QUTSI DE OF KOKKOREVO - MORNI NG

8 a.m, pre-dawn. Sasha junps out of the cab of his truck
when he sees Dmitri approaching. He gives his big sloppy
grinto Dmitri as he goes to enbrace him

SASHA
| knew | could count on you!

The two of them enbrace enthusiastically.

DM TR
Actually | was hoping to maybe just ride
al ong.

Sasha's enthusiasmis not dimnished by hearing this.

SASHA
So | count on your for noral support
instead. We're in need of that too. |
see your feet are better?

Dmitri sticks one of his legs out for Sasha to inspect.

DM TR
New boot s.

SASHA
Good. You'll need them W don't turn
the heaters on in the trucks. Pulls on
the engine too nuch. W're lucky to
have enough gas at all.

Sasha slaps Dmitri on the back in his happiness as they start
to clinb into Sasha's truck.
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I NT. SASHA' S SUPPLY TRUCK - DAY

Sasha and Dmitri are now in a convoy of trucks wormng their
way across the lake. The ice road is now nore established
and wel | - worn.

The | ate winter sun has not yet risen, but the whiteness of
the | ake and everything around it gives a nice glowto the
surroundi ngs. The trucks all have their Iights on.

German pl anes buzz in the sky, above the heavy cl ouds.

DM TR
Isn't it dangerous to have our lights on?

Sasha gives a di sm ssive shrug.

SASHA
Doesn't matter. At first we kept them
off. But we soon realized that when the
Germans want to find us, they drop flares
on us to see. Relentless bastards.

Dmitri laughs at this, nmuch to Sasha's surprise.

DM TR
What, did you think they would bonb us
for a week and tire of it and give up?
Why shoul d t hey?

SASHA
Dmitri! Stop being such a defeatist!

Sasha keeps his hands on the wheel, the ice road is chunky
and unnavi gable in places. The truck frequently I urches,
bounces and slides on the ice.

DM TR
Ch cone on, even Stalin no |onger protects
us. He's down in Moscow in the Krenmlin
havi ng a cognac with his officers.

SASHA
Dmitri!
Sasha's voice is full of disdain, though his tone inplies
this is a famliar conversation for himand Dmtri.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Conrade Stalin is doing everything he
can to break the bl ockade.
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DM TR
Yeah, no doubt pleased that Mdscow is
under no such strain.

SASHA
He will save us! He will save Mt her
Russia fromthe German bast ards.

Dmitri shakes his head and sm | es resignedly.

DM TR
You and Marina would | ove each ot her.

The argument qui cken forgotten, Sasha is now excited at the
nmention of a wonan's nane.

SASHA
Marina? And just who is Marina?

DM TR
She works at the Radi o House, the one |
gave the news of the ice road to.

Sasha is now grinning ear to ear despite Dmtri's nonchal ance.
Sasha bursts into | aughter.

SASHA
Dmitri has a wonman!

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - DAY

Dozens of trucks slowy nove across the | ake toward the shore.
The sonmber winter day sun still well hidden behind heavy
snow cl ouds.

Al ong the now wel | -travel ed Road of Life are frequent
checkpoi nts and rest stops. Though nmoving very slowy, the
convoy of trucks continue on.

The German pl anes still buzz overhead, but the | ow heavy
snow cl ouds are bl essings in disguise, keeping the ice road
wel | under cover.

Sone of the large trucks have had their doors renoved.
I NT. SASHA' S SUPPLY TRUCK - DAY

Dmitri | ooks ahead and sees the truck in front of themis
m ssing its doors.

DM TR
What happened to that truck? How did it
get damaged?
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SASHA
Oh, it's not damaged. They took the
doors of f on purpose.

DM TR
Col dest wi nter for decades, no heat, not
enough warm cl othing. They needed the
fresh air?

SASHA
Sonme of the drivers take the doors off
because. . ..

He's reluctant to finish his sentence.

DM TR
They needed nore hardshi p?

SASHA
Sonetimes the ice gets soft and the truck
goes under. W've |learned that once you
go under the ice, it's easier to escape
if there's no door.

Dmitri considers this grimreality for a nonent.

DM TR

Can't they just |eave the doors open?
SASHA

Tried it. Force of the water just slans

t hem shut .

Dmitri | ooks concerned. He stares at their heavy cl osed
doors.

DM TR
And we have our doors on...why?
SASHA
W'll be fine. | just can't handl e being

any col der.
Dmitri puts his hand on the door handle, ready. Sasha | aughs.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Rel ax. We'll be fine.

Sasha calls Dmtri's bluff of nonchal ance about Mari na and
tries to get his goat.
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SASHA ( CONT' D)
So this Marina. She and | woul d get
al ong you say?

Dmitri chuckl es.

DM TR
Wl l, you both could sit for hours and
agree on how wonderful Stalin is. But I
think that is the extent of your
simlarities.

SASHA
Vel |l you know, sonetinmes opposites
attract. |Is she pretty? Wuld she keep

me warm at ni ght?

Apparently used to Sasha's good-natured attenpts to rile him
up, Dmtri keeps his cool.

DM TR
She's a nenber of the intelligentsia.
She wor shi ps Pushki n and Shost akovi ch.
She reads literature over the p.a. system
everyday. | hardly think she'd be
interested in an unruly, crazy man |ike
you. Have you ever even seen a book?

Sasha | aughs uproariously at this. He speaks to the air.

SASHA
My friend Dmtri has been struck by
Cupid's arrow The sweetest type of
wound to endure.

Drmitri is enbarrassed now and ignores Sasha. Dmitri spies a
tiny wooden icon strapped to the visor of the truck. He
points to it.

DM TR
Your Stalin wouldn't approve of that.

Sasha dares to briefly take one hand off the unsteady wheel,
ki sses his fingers and transfers the kiss to the icon,
touching it gently.
SASHA
Even Stalin hinself cannot take away mny
God.
EXT. TRAI N STATI ON - DAY

Marina, POLINA and Katya plod slowy across the wide entrance
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to atrain station. Mlitary nmen patrol the area. Though

Polina is still a heavyset woman, she doesn't | ook healthy.
POLI NA
| f Ivan lIvanovich doesn't have any nore
tucked away somewhere, | don't know what
we' |l do.
MARI NA

He's nmore of a poet than a mnusician.
Mostly books |I'm afraid.

POLI NA
My voice will give out if | have to read
one nore book on the air.

Katya | ooks casually at the vivid Stalinist propaganda posters
that plaster the train station's facade. She is absorbed in
them as the two wonen talKk.

MARI NA
Plus he's been nearly deaf for the |ast
ten years.

Marina keeps one eye on Katya as she wanders ahead.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Probably hasn't bought any records in
years.

Katya sees a pool of white papers littering the sidewal k.
Ever curious, she bends over to pick one up. Marina shrieks
at her.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Katya, no! Stop! Don't pick that up

Marina runs as best she can to Katya, who is surprised at
her nother's outburst. Polina also stands puzzl ed.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Cone here, don't pick that up!

Marina glances to the mlitary nen still wandering around
the train station. A few watch her with interest.

KATYA
Wy? What is it?

Now Katya is even nore curious to pick it up

MARI NA
Keep going, let's go. Keep wal king.
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Marina rushes them away fromthe papers, away fromthe
sol di ers.

POLI NA
Mari na?

MARI NA
Just go.

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - CONTI NUOUS

Traffic on the ice road has come to a stop. A bus has gone
under the ice and a large truck is trying to haul it out.

I NT. SASHA' S SUPPLY TRUCK - DAY

Sasha sl ows down, rolls down his window to ask a sentry what's
happeni ng.

SENTRY
Oh God, it's awful. The first bus of
evacuees went under.

Dmitri and Sasha exchange sad gl ances.

SASHA
No. No, no, no!
DM TR
How many?
SENTRY
The bus was full. Winen and chil dren.

W thought the ice was safe, that's why
we started letting them

DM TR
How many di d you save?

SENTRY
They just couldn't get down there, it
was too cold...

SASHA
Ch ny Cod.

As the bus is pulled up slowy Dmtri and Sasha see severa
dead wonen and children through the bus wi ndows, their faces
bl ue and their eyes vacant and w de.

SENTRY
That was the very first bus, so it was
( MORE)
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SENTRY ( CONT' D)
packed. W just couldn't...we didn't
know. . .

DM TRI
My God.

Sasha snatches his icon down fromhis visor, closes his eyes
and offers a silent prayer while clutching it.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG HALLWAY - DAY

MARI NA
Go ahead, darling, go play w th Koko.

Marina and Polina wait and watch until Katya goes inside the
apartnent. Only when she is inside does Marina turn to
Pol i na.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
The Gernans have been droppi ng propaganda
on us. Last week they sent down fliers
telling the womren to wear their white
dresses at night so that when the pl anes
cone they will be able to see them to
avoid hitting them

Polina finally registers what Marina i s saying.

POLI NA
Those poor gullible wonen.

MARI NA
Now you can get shot if you pick up any
papers in the street.

I NT. POSH APARTMENT - DAY

Marina and Polina enter the cozy apartment of the poet to
nmeet Katya standing, confused. She hold a dog's collar with
atiny jingling bell.

KATYA
Where' s Koko?

| NT. POSH APARTMENT - LATER

The gaunt ol d bearded poet, |VAN |IVANOVICH, is huddl ed near
his oven on a stool, sobbing. Marina sits next to him wth
a conforting armaround him He is inconsol abl e as he sobs.

| VAN | VANOVI CH
| didit. Howcould | do it?
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He holds the collar tenderly in his hands. He turns it round
and round so the bell jingles lightly.

| VAN | VANOVI CH ( CONT' D)
| had to Marina, | had to. |'mstarving.

This makes himwail even harder, and Marina cannot hel p but
cry too.

| VAN | VANOVI CH ( CONT' D)
Ch ny Cod.

He clutches his bony hands to his mouth, shrieking in disgust
and horror.

| VAN | VANOVI CH ( CONT' D)
How could | do it? M poor Koko.

EXT. KOBONA - DAY

Kobona, the small town on the eastern shore of Lake Ladoga
has been turned into a thriving port. Kobona is outside of
t he bl ockade.

Dmitri junps out of Sasha's truck and is shocked to see the
thriving people of the port scurrying and hurrying to | oad
supplies into the trucks. Mdst of the crates are marked
“grain" and "flour".

There are no deathly thin, starving people here. Life goes
on relatively normally here, and Dmitri's eyes can barely
take it all in.

SASHA
Cone on.

Sasha |l eads himto a small shack set up near the | oading
docks where several mlitary nen stand and snmoke. As Dmtri
and Sasha pass, Dmitri hears a snippet of their conversation.

M LI TARY MAN
...no point if Stalin stops the food
supplies. Al this for nothing...

Dmitri stops in his tracks. Sasha shakes his head and gives
hima | ook that says "nah, he doesn't know what he's talking
about,"” and keeps going. Dmtri |ooks the mlitary man
directly in the eyes. The Mlitary Man is quite taken aback
at seeing Dmitri's gaunt condition.

DM TR
What did you say?



M LI TARY MAN
Not hi ng. Just runors.

DM TR
Tell ne.

Sasha doubl es back and tries to pry Dmtri
yanks hinmsel f out of Sasha's grip.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Tell ne!

M LI TARY MAN
This ice road is putting a strai

away. Dmtr

n on the

arny, the supplies. They say Stalin

m ght divert the supplies.

DM TR
Oh, | see, we're too nuch troub
that it?

SASHA

D ma, don't shoot the nessenger,

on.

DM TR

e, is

cone

The only reason Hitler isn't marching

into Leningrad is that he doesn’

t want

to bother to take prisoners! He'd rather

wait for us to all die, then he

can narch

into the city and it's all his. Al we
have to do is hold out!

M LI TARY MAN
I"mnot saying | agree, I'mjust telling

you that...mybe he thinks we're flogging

a dead horse here.

DM TR
You nean why feed us if we're going to
die anyway? Al we have to do is hold
out! If we don't, Leningrad will fall!

Sasha is really enbarrassed now, trying to pull Dmtri

fromthe group of innocent mlitary men.
succeeds in pulling Dmtri away.

SASHA
Do you think attacking themw ||
They' re just drivers!

Sasha finally

hel p?

away

67.
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DM TR
Wiy didn't you tell ne?! See! | told
you! Stalin! He thinks we won't nake
it, why not just cut us off now and save
the food? Save the trouble!

SASHA
Dima, | don't-

DM TR
How can you defend hinf? He has no idea.
Does he know what we are doing? What we
go through?

Dmitri starts to poke and push Sasha, who nerely backs up
and doesn't fight back.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Go ahead, defend hinml Be blind!

Sasha's anger builds up, grows as Dmitri pushes him taunts
him screans at him

DM TRI ( CONT' D)
He's going to cut us off, thinks we won't
make it anyway! Wy even bot her hel ping
us, Sasha?!

Sasha reaches his limt and lunges at Dmtri, but at the
| ast second he does not hit him does not touch him This
infuriates Dmtri.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Do it!

Sasha lunges at Dmtri, this time easily knocking himto the
ground harshly.

SASHA
Ther el

Sasha backs away after only one hit.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
See?! You're not an invalid!' Are you
happy now?!

After the few seconds it takes for the testosterone to boi
off, the two are silent. They huff and puff to catch their
breath while silently |ooking at each other. They cool off
qui ckly.
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DM TR
Ckay.

Dmitri nearly smles.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Now hel p me up you asshol e.

Sasha helps Dmitri to his feet. They slowy walk toward the
shack. Dmtri is nowstiff and tries to shake it off.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
You pushed hard enough.

SASHA
Oh you big baby. You landed in two feet
of soft snow.

I NT. SHACK - DAY

I nside the shack are several Kobona dock workers huddl ed
around a small stove drinking tea. Sasha greets themwth
brief hellos. The other nen make room for them around the
st ove.

The nen see Dmtri, so painfully thin and gaunt, obviously a
Leni ngrader. They are alnost startled to see him and several
of them even give up their seats, insisting he sit nearest
tothe fire.

One man hands over his tea to Dmitri. Dmtri's pride nearly
makes him decline the gesture, but the man insists, and Dmtri
takes the hot tea with gratitude. This show of genuine
support and synpathy nearly chokes Dmtri up and he can only
nod his thanks to the nen.

Before the nen | eave they ook to Dmitri with deep respect.

KOBONA MAN
W will get as many ninety-sevens through
as we can.

Though Dmitri clearly doesn't understand the man, he smles
and nods. The nmen bundle up and go out into the cold again.

Sasha takes this opportunity to take their nugs and try and
make hinmsel f sonme tea fromthe nmeager supplies left over.

DM TR
Ni nety-sevens?

Sasha is busy making his tea as he answers, rummaging for a
spoon, sone sugar perhaps.
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SASHA
Ni nety-sevens, the trains. Kobona is
too small to handl e the supply demands.
The supplies are coming in from pl aces
i ke Vol ogda on the railroads. Ah, |ook
Sugar! Al of the trains comng into
the ports with supplies for Leningrad
are in the "97" series.

Sasha happily spoons sonme precious sugar into his tea.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Al'l across the country when a "97 train"
cones through a station, everyone stops
what they're doing to make sure they get
t hrough first.

Dmitri is visibly touched hearing this. He |ooks down into
hi s tea.

DM TR
Stalin is not going to save us. Qur
conrades will save us.

EXT. KOBONA - LATER

Dmitri and Sasha head back toward Sasha's truck which is now
fully loaded. Despite his new boots, Dmtri still Iinps
quite a bit, and his severe weakness does not help matters.

SASHA
Drmitri, listen. You do realize that you
are now outside the bl ockade?

Sasha stops him before they reach the truck

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Way don't you stay? You could help | oad
the trucks. There's nore food here. W
coul d get you a place to stay and you
coul d-

DM TR
Stay? Here?

SASHA
Yes! There's no need to go back. You've
br oken through the ring!

Dmitri | ooks back to the docks and it appears that the thought
hadn't occurred to him



SASHA ( CONT' D)
They' re al ways needi ng hel p here. You
coul d stay.

DM TR

Wiy don't you stay?
SASHA

Me? Because | can't. | have to drive.
DM TR

A soldier's duty.

SASHA
But why should you go back? W could
use you here.
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Dmitri thinks a moment, obviously considering the chance of

freedom

SASHA ( CONT' D)
They evacuated so nmany peopl e al ready,
but not enough. People are dying for
t he chance to evacuate.

Sasha seens to read Dmtri's m nd:

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Those who are evacuated are not cowards.

DM TR
No. |'mgoing back. |'m needed there.

I NT. MJSI C CONSERVATORY - DAY

Dmitri sits in the small inner office of the nusic

conservatory waiting patiently on a threadbare sofa.

A pal e

young scurvy-ridden SECRETARY finally cones through a side

door.

SCURVY SECRETARY
I"msorry to keep you waiting. W' ve
only got a skeleton crew here now |I'm
afraid. Oh. No pun intended.

I NT. MJSI C CONSERVATORY- Al DE'S OFFI CE - DAY

The Aide sits across fromDmitri at an enornous desk.

He is

surprisingly healthy-looking, his outfit is well-tail ored

and he is well-grooned.

Al DE
What can | do for you?
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DM TR
Shost akovi ch.

The Aide eyes Dmitri suspiciously. Recognition registers
with the Aide, but not Dmitri.

Al DE
What about hi nf
DM TR
| wanted to know if | could speak with

him

The Ai de raises an eyebrow.

DI RECTOR
Speak with hin? On I'mafraid that's
i mpossi bl e.
DM TR
But it's inportant. 1'd really like the

chance to talk to himin person.

Dmitri now has a qui et desperation about him But he's not
easi |y di ssuaded.

Al DE
But that's quite inpos-

DM TR
I know it's an unusual request. [|'mnot
even a nusic student, but please hear ne
out. | heard he's witten his Seventh
Synphony, and | nust hear it, | nean
there's soneone | know who-

Al DE
But, you can't-

DM TR

-rmust hear it. She works at the Radio
House, and-

The Aide is now | osing patience with Dmtri.

DI RECTOR
Young man!  You cannot speak to
Shost akovi ch because he has been evacuat ed
to Moscow He is no longer in the city.

Though Dmitri is speaking over him he hears enough to realize
that he his begging is of no use.
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DM TR
Evacuat ed?

Al DE
Yes. In Cctober. He and his famly
finally agreed to | eave the city.

Dmitri slowmy gets up fromhis chair, clearly disappointed.
The Aide tries to maintain Drmitri's attention, speaking
| ouder, though Dmitri is no longer interested in him

Al DE ( CONT' D)
It was best of course. This is no place
for a man of his imense talent. [I'm
headed back to Mdscow nyself soon. He
needs nme. So you see, the denial of
your request is not personal, but purely
| ogi stical.

Dmitri spots a stack of records by the door, maybe twenty
records at nost. He lights up

DM TR
Recor ds!

The Ai de approaches Dnmitri as Dmitri crouches down and dives
into the records excitedly.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
The Radi o House...we need these!

The Aide stands right next to Dmitri who is still crouched
down rifling though the records.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Can we pl ease have then? Borrow t hem of
course | mean. They are desperate to
keep the Radio on the air. They' ve set
up p.a. speakers throughout the whole
city to-

Al DE
Yes, I'mquite aware of the Radi o House.
W work closely with them

Dmitri is glad to hear this.
DM TR
Then you know They'd | ove to have these
records. Can | take a few?

Al DE
No, I'mafraid you may not.
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Dmitri now takes a good | ook at the Aide's boots next to
him They are gloriously shiny and perfect in every way.
Unt ouched by the hardships of a Leningrad winter. Dmtri
stares at them

DM TR
But...we need them
Al DE
Do you consi der yourself a good Sovi et

citizen?

Puzzled, Dmtri considers the seemngly irrel evant question.
He swal | ows hard.

DM TR
O course.

Al DE
Is that so? A firmsupporter of Stalin?

Dmitri w nces.

DM TR
I...want to keep the Radi o House going...

Al DE
Those agai nst Stalin are against the
Sovi et Uni on.

Dmitri can't take his eyes off the A de' s perfect boots.

DM TR
But I...l want to keep Leningrad
alive...Stalin will know that we aren't

gi ving up...
The Aide still towers over him nmenacingly.

Al DE
You think you know better than Stalin
about our position in the war? W thout
your input Stalin will be lost? Do you
not trust hin?

DM TR
He isn't hearing us.

Al DE
And you think borrowing a few records
will make Stalin hear you?

Dmitri struggles to his feet, taking a firmstand in front
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of the Aide.

DM TR
It's not for Stalin. [It's for his people.

The Aide turns on his heels and returns to his desk.

Al DE
I"msorry, no. You cannot have them
DM TR
Not even one? Just one.
Al DE
W still have students here. And in
Moscow. People will burn anything these

days. Such destruction. W sinply can't
spare them for your little pet project.

The Aide nods at the records in Dmtri's hands.

Al DE ( CONT' D)
Those are the | ast ones we have.

Dmitri glares at the Aide, the Aide returns a snug gl ance,
then begins to turn his attention to the work on his desk.
Dmitri quietly sets the records down on the desk and | eaves
enpt y- handed.

After a nmoment's quiet consideration the Al de picks up the
records and exits through another door behind his desk.

I NT. STORAGE ROOM DAY

The Ai de stunbles through the small dark room He nake his
way to a wi ndow that is blocked with boxes. He noves the
boxes, letting the light pour in. The roomis instantly

i I'lum nat ed.

There are stacks and stacks of record al buns. Hundreds of
them He tosses the albunms in his hand onto another pile,
| eaves and shuts the door behind him

EXT. BREAD LI NE - DAY

Oga waits in a long line outside of a bakery. It is another
overcast day and nore German pl anes are overhead, and di stant
shel lings can be heard.

The other wonen in the long line | ook anxiously at the sky.
The heavy, |ow cl ouds obscure the exact position of the
pl anes, but they sound om nously near.
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The WORRI ED WOVAN behi nd O ga responds to whispering she
hears.

WORRI ED WOVAN
They're out of bread? Is it true? Not
enough?

O ga hears this and is filled with panic. She cranes her
neck to ook at the front of the Iine.

OLGA
How much nore?

German pl anes screamdirectly overhead and t he wonen
practically have to yell to be heard.

WORRI ED WOVAN
| don't know. Maybe only enough for
twenty nore of us. That's what | just
hear d!

Suddenly a bonb hits nearby and the fifty or nore wonen shriek
and run for cover.

The buil ding next to the bakery is hit and bits of brick and
nortar rain down on the street. The noise is deafening with
t he screeching of the bonbs and the shrieking of wonen.

Several nore nearby buildings are blown to bits before the
roar of the planes starts to fade away. Mre than a dozen
dead bodies are strewn in the street in front of the bakery.

Before the airborne debris can reach the ground the wonen

are scranbling out fromtheir hiding places. They craw

i ke animals over the rubble and the bodies of the dead wonen,
desperate to get back in line as soon as they can.

O ga, wld-eyed and manic, crawls over the dead Wrried Wman,
and bolts back to the bread I|ine.

EXT. MJSI C CONSERVATORY - DAY

Dmitri cones out of the conservatory and listlessly |ooks up
and down the street. He |ooks up into the sky after hearing
the faint sound of anti-aircraft fire. From behind himcones
the Scurvy Secretary fromthe inner office.

SCURVY SECRETARY
Excuse ne.

Dmitri turns to her.



SCURVY SECRETARY ( CONT' D)
You wanted to neet Shostakovi ch?

DM TR
| wanted to talk to him

SCURVY SECRETARY
| know him | studied with himfor three
years.

She seens a bit too eager to help, suspicious. Dmtri pays
her little mnd.

DM TR
He's been evacuat ed.

SCURVY SECRETARY
To Moscow, yes | know. But he's com ng
back to coll ect sonme of his things.

This gets Dmtri's attention.

DM TR
VWhen?

SCURVY SECRETARY
Tonorrow. He's only allowed to stay one
day.

DM TR
Can you get nme to see hinf

She cocks her head to the side and narrows her eyes at him

SCURVY SECRETARY
Depends.

DM TR
Can you arrange a neeting?

He gets the idea.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
What do you want? | can get you jewelry,
gol d.

SCURVY SECRETARY
| can't eat gold. |If you get me sone
bread perhaps, a |loaf? Sone potatoes?

DM TR
Look how about | give you a gold | ocket?
( MORE)

7.



78.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
You can trade it yourself for whatever
you like. Please. Conme with nme now, |
can get it for you.

She considers his offer, |ooking himover for a nonent.

SCURVY SECRETARY
Where do you live?

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

Marina sits at the desk with the m crophone in front of her.
She has piled books up on the desk as high as her chin. She
rests her head on the pile of books as she speaks wearily.

She has no strength left to hold her own head up as she reads.

MARI NA
...S0 the new, smaller rations will go
into effect tonorrow.  We will hold out,
fellow Leni ngraders, we will be strong.

She has to stop reading to catch her breath and rest for a
f ew seconds.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Polina Platanova will now read you a
short story by Gogol. Please stay tuned.

It takes all of her strength to |lift her head fromthe pile
of books and switch off her m crophone.

Polina takes over at the next desk, reading slowy and
carefully fromher tattered book.

Marina | eaves the broadcast booth. She is unsteady on her
feet and she very carefully makes her way to her cot in the
corner where Katya sits |istlessly.

KATYA
Marma, you |l ook so tired. You need a
nap.

MARI NA
Perhaps | do, Katya. WMaybe I'Ill just

lie dowmn for a while. Wy don't you go
down to Polina's for your |essons.

Katya | ooks confused. She |ooks to the booth where her nother
had just been.
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KATYA
But she's on the air. She just took
your pl ace.

Marina | ooks to the booth and sees that Polina is indeed in
the booth, a few feet fromwhere Marina had just sat.

MARI NA
Oh. Yes. O course.

Katya | ooks to her disorientated nother. Marina only smles
as she | ays down.

KATYA
Get some sl eep, Mana.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT BU LDI NG STAI RWAY - DAY
Dmitri and the Scurvy Secretary stand outside Dmtri's door.

DM TR
Don't say anything about the ring to ny
sister-in-law

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

O ga sits on her bed. She hears the front door open and
shut in the main room

OLGA
Uncle DDma is here. He's a good uncl e,
isn't he?

Dmitri and the Scurvy Secretary's nuffled conversation can
be heard in the living room

OLGA (CONT' D)
Wasn't that neat delicious?

The brief conversation in the living roomis over, and the
front door shuts.

OLGA (CONT' D)
We shoul d be thankful we have himto
t ake care of us.

Dmitri's footsteps approach the bedroom then he appears at
t he bedroom door.

OLGA ( CONT' D)
Hello Dmitri. QGuess what? | got us
sone potatoes today. Two of them They
( MORE)
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OLGA ( CONT' D)
cost ne ny nother's gold earrings.
They're full of eyes, but we can cut
t hem out .

Dmitri |eans against the door janb.
OLGA ( CONT' D)

Pl ease go get Yuri's blanket. 1It's on
the cot. He's cold.

She smles sweetly at Dmtri. He doesn't nove.
OLGA ( CONT' D)
(to Yuri)
You' || be warnmer soon. M nother bought

t hat bl anket when she was in |rel and.
It's the finest wool in the world.

Dmitri slowy approaches A ga. He gently puts his hand on
her shoul der.

DM TR
O ga, let ne take himaway.

She turns back to Yuri's body. H's eyes are still open, but
he is clearly dead. O ga snooths his hair back

OLGA
He's fine where he is. Can you get the
bl anket pl ease?

Dmitri | eaves the room

OLGA ( CONT' D)
Wn't potatoes be nice? | haven't had a
potato in nonths.

Dmitri brings the bl anket and kneel s down besi de her.

DM TR
Pl ease, let nme take him

OLGA
Too bad | couldn't get any cabbage, |
coul d have nmade us all some schee. Yuri
| oves my schee.

She caresses Yuri's cheek. Dmtri says nothing, |lets her
touch her son and adjust his collar.

She tucks the blanket in around Yuri's body, tucking it under
his chin as if he were still alive.
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She brushes his hair back fromhis face again.

OLGA (CONT' D)
He has his father's hair, doesn't he
Dmitri?

Dmitri puts his head down into his hands.
EXT. LAKE LADOGA - DAY

There are several trucks in front of Sasha's truck out on
the ice road. The clouds today are |ess than usual, and
bits of pale blue sky can be seen through them

As the trucks in front of Sasha pass a soldier on duty at a
check point they wave to himone by one. The ever present
German pl anes drone over head.

I NT. SASHA' S SUPPLY TRUCK - DAY

Wth bits of weak wi nter sunshine com ng down through the
break in the clouds, Sasha's nmood is light, even nore than
usual .

He whistles as he drives, alone in his cab. He reaches the
check point, rolls down his wi ndow and calls down to him

SASHA
Hel | o! How nmany today?

SCLDI ER
Forty seven

SASHA

What's the record so far?

Bef ore the Sol di er can answer, a bonb hits the ice in front
of one of the doorl ess trucks ahead of Sasha. The roar is
deaf ening as water and shards of ice pour down.

The ice under the other truck cracks and the truck is knocked
over onto its side. Sasha |eaps out of his truck and runs
over to the overturned truck.

SOLDI ER
Not too close! The icel The icel

Sasha freezes in his tracks, not daring to go any cl oser.
Thanks to the door being missing, the driver easily pops
out, scranbling in a panic to get out before the truck sinks.

A few other soldiers have gone to help himand they pull him
to safety.
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But the crates in the truck have broken open, and the grain
is pouring out, sinking into the water. The group is
horrified to see the precious cargo pouring into the |ake.

SASHA
No! Ch, please no! The grain!

They can do nothing but watch as the grain pours out, and
the truck slowy slides off the breaking ice into the I|ake.
They are dunbstruck until the soldier screans at them

SOLDI ER
Back up! Back the trucks up! The ice'l
br eak!

The nen rush to their trucks. The soldier hops into Sasha's
truck with him Sasha is panicking, and it takes himlonger
than it should to start the truck again.

SOLDI ER ( CONT' D)
Back up! Back up!

The other trucks are backing up quickly away fromthe hole
and the fragile ice. The trucks are com ng straight toward
Sasha's truck. Get the dam truck started! There are bonbs
bei ng dropped all along the convoy w eaki ng havoc everywhere
now.

SOLDI ER ( CONT' D)
Hurry! Back us up!

Sasha finally gets the truck started and throws it into
reverse and floors it. The truck slides and fishtails on
the ice and crashes into the check point.

Finally when they are a safe distance fromthe hole, they

stop. Sasha sighs, still |ooking at the sinking truck.
SASHA
That grain could have saved a hundred
peopl e.

Sasha spies the Driver of the overturned truck, safe and
sound thanks to his doorless escape route. Sasha |ooks his
hi s heavy doors.

SASHA ( CONT' D)
Can you help ne take these doors of f?

EXT. LAKE LADOGA - LATER

There is a long line of trucks now stopped on the ice. There
are huge holes in the ice at the head of the line.
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There are two groups of men tied together with ropes, the
ones on the ends wth a bag of red flags. Sasha is again in
one of these teans, but he is a flag man this tine.

One group heads north around the edge of the damaged ice,
t he other group heads south.

The damage is extensive, a long walk to circumavigate it
either way. The many trucks behind the damage sit hel pl essly
and idly, waiting.

EXT. CEMETERY - N GHT

Dmitri is at the sane cenetery as before. There is no one
there now. He pulls a sled with Yuri's wapped corpse on it
to the gate.

He rests for a second before trying to kick the gate open.
The pain in his feet after kicking the iron gate nmakes him
cry out. The iron gate doesn't open. Dmtri is already out
of breath.

He | ooks at the piles of corpses still waiting to be buried.
He kicks the gate again, and this tine he screans in pain,
and frustration

EXT. SIDE FENCE OF CEMETERY - N GHT

Dmitri drags the sled over the uneven ground al ong the fence
of the cenmetery. He is far fromthe gate now, and the fence
is less stable out this far.

Finally he finds a weakened part of the fence where someone
has kicked it in leaving a gap big enough to craw under.

DM TR
God dammed canni bal s.

He gets hinself through the hole in the fence and with nuch
difficulty pulls Yuri's body through. He drags the body
t hrough the snow.

Dmitri is so weak that he has to stop every few feet to rest,
despite Yuri's snmall body.

Drag a few feet, stop. Huffing and puffing. Drag sone nore.
Stop. Dmitri sweats despite the freezing tenperature. Drag
a few yards, stop. Wpe the sweat off his forehead.

EXT. CEMETERY CENTER - LATER

Dritri is in the mddle of the cenetery now, far fromthe
gate and the open trenches full of the corpses with m ssing



84.

bits of flesh. This part of the cenetery is full of ol der
grave sites already, but he finds a small area free of
t onbst ones.

He gets down on his hands and knees and clears the snow from
the ground. He claws at the frozen ground with his gl oved
hands, not able to make the smallest dent in the iron-hard
ground.

He is near tears in frustration and grief as he continues to
claw at the ground, a totally futile act.

He gives up, |eaning back on a tonbstone in exhaustion. He
| ooks over toward the front gate, then pulls Yuri behind a
t onbst one, hiding himas best he can.

Before leaving him Dmtri unwaps Yuri's legs, and carefully
takes Yuri's boots off. They are well-made and in good
condition. He stuffs the small boots into his coat pockets
and carefully rewaps Yuri into his shroud.

DM TR
Forgive me, Yuri.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - N GHT

Dmitri slowy trudges down a dark street. He is exhausted.
Up ahead of Dmitri on the side of a building is a huge
portrait of Stalin, done in the nost over-the-top patriotic
fashi on.

When Dmitri | ooks up and sees the enornous presence of Stalin
wat ching over him he stops in his tracks. He stares at it
for a moment. Then suddenly he is full of adrenaline-charged
anger and energy.

DM TR
Bast ar d!

Stalin's huge smug face stares down at Dmitri. Dmtri screans
at the top of his |ungs.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
You damm bast ar d!

He grabs sone nearby rubble froma recent bonmbing and throws
it at the huge nural.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Bast ard, bastard, bastard!

Sone of the chunks of concrete and brick hit the nural,
marring it slightly.
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In spite of his hurting feet and | egs, his weakness, his
hunger, Dmitri summons up enornous strength as he hurls the
rubble into Stalin's face. He is unstoppable, scream ng and
ruining the nural

Dmitri continues his chant of "bastard" over and over again,
not even noticing the small band of soldiers that have
accosted him They grab hi mroughly.

HEAD SOLDI ER
Hey! What do you think you' re doing?!

DM TR
Baaast aaaar d!

INT. JAIL - DAY

Dmitri wakes up in a jail cell alone. He has been beaten up
and has a black eye, and his |lip has been split.

A large guard sits at a desk near Dmtri's cell. A cheap
print of a Stalin portrait hangs in a broken frame. The
Guard sees Dmitri's black eye and a cruel smle crosses his
lips.

GUARD
Did you sleep well, ny darling?

Dmitri rubs his head and tries to wake hinmsel f up. He |ooks
at his surroundi ngs.

DM TR
| was hoping this was a dream

GUARD
A dream come true, no? You expect us to
feed you? To keep you well?

Dmitri isn't quite following the Guard. The Guard sm | es.
A new play thing for himto keep hi moccupi ed.

GUARD ( CONT' D)

Treason i s punishable by death! |nstead
of feeding you we should kill you.
DM TR

Treason? You call that treason? Al |
was doi ng was-

GUARD
Yes, that is what we call treason. You
are |lucky you weren't shot on the spot.
( MORE)
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GUARD ( CONT' D)
You' re as bad as the Gernmans who drop
propaganda on us.

DM TR
Look, | have to be somewhere. |'ve got
to nmeet soneone at nine this norning.
GUARD
You don't speak German by any chance do
you?
DM TR
O course not.
GUARD

Are you sure? Perhaps you are a spy.
Spreadi ng anti-Stalin runors about town.

Dmitri is getting tired of the Guard toying with him

DM TR
Look, how soon can | get out of here?
"' m supposed to neet someone-

GUARD
Yes, yes, at nine, | heard. You're
neeting your German | over perhaps? O
maybe you have a rendezvous w th your
Nazi col | eagues?

DM TR
If you must know, | have a neeting with
Shost akovi ch.

This news sends the Guard into spasns of hoarse | aughter.
He sl aps his knee.

GUARD
Oh!  Shost akovich!  You are going to
col l aborate with himon his synphony? |
was m staken. You're not a spy, you're
a nusical geni us!

Dmitri sighs. He stands up and stretches. The guard
continues to |augh at his own jokes.

GUARD ( CONT' D)
Vel |, your em nence, forgive ne, |
apol ogi ze. Here, let nme share ny
breakfast with you!

The Guard hands hima nug through the bars.
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DM TR
VWhat is it?

GUARD
Hot wat er.

Dmitri guzzles the hot water as if it were rich coffee with
cream

GUARD ( CONT' D)
Wth salt. W're not savages.

Dmitri notices a clock on the wall reading 10:30. He noans.

DM TR
| assune that clock is right?

GUARD
O course. That would be Stalin-tine.

Dmitri sits down on the hard bench. A bonb hits a nearby
bui I ding and the room shakes. The guard | ooks al ar ned.

GUARD ( CONT' D)
That sounded near.

Anot her bomb, nearer this tine hits the ground, again shaking
the room The guard and Dmitri | ook at each other, w de-
eyed. The guard gets his keys and goes to the cell, and

unl ocks the door.

GUARD ( CONT' D)
Go to your German | over

Dmitri darts out of the cell. The guard is not far behind
hi m

| NT. SHOSTAKOVI CH S APARTMENT - DAY

Shost akovi ch is rummagi ng through his papers at his desk.

Though slightly pale, he | ooks decidedly nore healthy than
t hose who stayed in Leningrad.

The Aide is with him packing up a suitcase with folders of
musi c.

The Scurvy Secretary is there too, foll ow ng Shostakovich
around the roomin a daze. Her shadowi ng of himis getting
on his nerves.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Pl ease child, sit down!
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She inmediately sits down on an old settee. He inmediately

softens his nood after barking at her.

SHOSTAKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
I"msorry, but | just cannot take you.
I would if | could.

SCURVY SECRETARY
| under st and.

She coughs violently.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
I"monly all owed one A de.

She | ooks enviously to the Aide stuffing the suitcase.

gives her a snug smle.

SCURVY SECRETARY
I know.

He

Her tone of voice suggests she knows it is a death sentence.

He kneels next to her. He produces a chocolate bar fromhis
coat pocket and holds it up in front of her. She smles and
snatches it. He tousles her hair as if she were a child.

Then he goes back to rummagi ng through what's left of his

bel ongi ngs.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Let's finish up and get going. W're
neeting Kirkorov in half an hour.

SCURVY SECRETARY
| could play for you! Wuld you like
t hat ?

SHOSTAKOVI CH
No, no. W have to get going.

She seens so eager to help, but so easily brushed asi de.

SCURVY SECRETARY
Can | help you to the station?

SHOSTAKOVI CH
, Il be fine. Cone on, Boris, we
shoul d go.

Al DE
"Il be so happy to be back in Mscow
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At this nmoment the front door buzzer rings. The ringer is
i mpatient, ringing several times abruptly.

The Ai de goes to the door and opens it. There stands Dmtri,
desperately out of breath. He practically falls in through
the door. He sees the Aide, and ignores him His eyes find
Shost akovi ch.

DM TR
My name is Dmtri |vanovich Stepanov.

Shost akovi ch pays little mind of Dmtri and continues
scurrying around the roomgetting his |uggage together.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
So? What do you want?

Drmitri tries to catch his breath. He sees the secretary on
the settee.

DM TR
| had an appointment with you...this
nor ni ng.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Oh yes. | was expecting you hours ago.
I"msorry, but we're |eaving now

DM TR
No! Please! I'msorry I'mso late. |
was in...uh... | just couldn't get here
earlier. Please, | nmust speak to you

Al DE

Should | get rid of hin®

Dmitri shoots a nasty |look to the Aide. Shostakovich ignores
the Aide's question.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
You shoul d have cone earlier. W're on
our way out.

Shost akovi ch nods to the door for the Aide to open, and
carries his luggage out into the hallway. The Scurvy
Secretary tags along as best she can.

DM TR
But 1've cone so far, please, just hear
me out.

Shost akovich is past Dmtri, halfway down the stairs already,
| eavi ng hi m behi nd.
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As he passes Dmitri the Aide gives himan "l told you so"
| ook on his face.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

Marina is alone in the broadcast booth, and there is no one
else in the entire room The circles under her eyes are
dark, her cheeks are sunken. Though bundled up as nuch as
possi bl e, she still shivers.

She again props her head up on a pile of books in front of
t he m crophone.

Wth her |ast ounce of energy, she reaches up and draws back

t he needl e on the netronone, and sends it rocking. The needle
rocks back and forth in a perfect, slow rhythm inches away
fromthe m crophone.

She | ays sl unped over the desk, head on books and wat ches
the needle flick back and forth.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Qut side a row of enpty shops several weary wonen stand
sweepi ng rubble off of the sidewal k. Sone of them | ook up
to the p.a. speaker.

The slow click, click, click of the metronone is anplified
t hr oughout the street.

I NT. HOSPI TAL - DAY

Wunded and dyi ng men, wonen and children fill row after row
of cold, dirty beds. The nurses sit exhausted, unable to
of fer much hel p or confort.

They sit in silence listening to the conforting, consistent
click, click, click

| NT. BAKERY - DAY

The exhausted bakers sit resting for a nmonment after putting
their last batch of bread into the large brick ovens. They
| ean wearily on the | ong handl es of their oven paddl es.

Click...click...click. The gentle rhythmlulls theminto a
nonent of peace.

I NT. SHOSTAKOVI CH S LOBBY - DAY

The p.a. speakers in the | obby of Shostakovich's buil ding
vibrate with the constant clicking of the netronone.
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Shost akovi ch, the Aide, and the Scurvy Secretary all stop
for a noment and listen to it.

Several wonen in the |obby sit with their sickly children
A few sol diers stand near the door about to |eave, but they
stop. A few local factory workers ook up fromtheir nugs
of hot water.

The | ack of sound catches their attention. No nusic, no
poetry, no speaking, just the steady beat.

Al DE
What is that?

Shost akovi ch of course recogni zes the instrunent instantly.
He seens surprised.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
It's a metronone.
Al DE
Geat. Let's go, sir. | have a car

waiting. At least in Mbscow we have
musi ¢ on the radio.

Dmitri has hobbled half way down the staircase |eading into
t he | obby.

DM TR
That is our heartbeat!

The Aide stops and turns to Dmtri. Dmtri awkwardly |inps
down a few nore steps.

Al DE
VWhat ?

Dmitri is incensed at the Aide's flippant attitude.

DM TR
That is Leningrad' s heartbeat! It's
what keeps us goi ng.

Al'l of the others in the |obby stop and Iisten. The Aide
| aughs sni dely.

Al DE
Annoyi ng clicking...that keeps you going?

DM TR

That p.a. systemis the only thing

Leni ngrad has. The Radi o House is stil
( MORE)
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DM TRl ( CONT' D)
goi ng, despite the fact that they are
all dying, they are determned to keep
it going.

The Aide squirms unconfortably as Dmtri |ectures himin
front of the whole | obby full of people.

Al DE
How dare you lecture nme! | amneeded in
Moscow, but | |ove Leningrad. | was
born here. | amthe first order Aide to

Shost akovich and it is nmy job to | ook
after him He belongs in Myscow where
it is safer, that means | belong in Mscow

t 0o.
Drmitri's voice is full of rage and it's being directed to
t he Aide.

DM TR

I"msure life is fine down there in

Moscow, but up here we can't just waltz

out of there like you can! There are

three and half mllion of us here. W

have no heat, no electricity. No food.

Thousands are dying everyday. W're

freezing to death. Starving to death

But we're not giving up. Hundreds are

risking their lives every day crossing

the frozen | ake for supplies. [It's not

enough, but they keep going. Listening

to that radio is what is keeping us going.
Shost akovich's full attention is on Dmtri now, |istening

with every fiber in his being. Dmtri takes a few nore steps
down the stairs, reaches the bottomand |inps over to the
Ai de.

DM TRI ( CONT' D)
They' ve kept that radio going with
generators and whatever electricity they
could steal. They stay at the Radio
House ni ght and day. They never |et
Leningrad |l apse into silence. They keep
our spirits up anyway they can. They
read to us, play music for us. Read the
news to us. Anything but silence. The
Germans will not silence us. Listen!

They entire | obby strains even nore to hear the unwavering
beating of the metronone.
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DM TRI ( CONT' D)
Qur heartbeat. ..

Every pul se seens to go right to the heart of each person
The Scurvy Secretary is nearly in tears, tears of pride.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
It doesn't matter what they play, as
long as they keep it going. That ticking
is all we have left. Anything but
silence. Silence neans defeat. Silence
nmeans deat h.

Shost akovich is speechless. He slowy begins to clap his
hands. A young nother quietly joins him Then anot her woman.
Then the factory workers, the soldiers, and soon the entire

| obby is applauding Dmtri.

Everyone but the Aide of course. The Aide |ooks around the
| obby in confusion at the lifted spirits of the other
Leni ngr aders.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Bravo, young man. Bravo! Tell me your
nanme again.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

Drmitri enters his apartnment with an arnful of canned goods.
None of them have any |abels on them He's smling fromear
to ear.

DM TR
O ga! Cone in here!

She comes into the main room frantic. She's grabbing things
from around the room gathering them up.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
O ga, look! Look what | got! What are
you doi ng?

OLGA

What is that? Food? 1Is it food?
DM TR

Sauer kraut | think. And sone canned

beet s.

She rips a few cans fromhis arns.
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OLGA
Good Lord, Dmitri! \Were did you get
this? GCh, ny God!

He grins ear to ear.

DM TR
You're not going to believe this.
OLGA
Just tell me Dmitri. Here, help me open
t hem
She rushes to get a can opener. She is so excited that she
can't still her hands | ong enough to open it.
DM TR

Shost akovi ch.

OLGA
Shost akovi ch? What about hi nf?

He still grinning, but she is so set on opening the cans she
doesn't noti ce.

DM TR
Shost akovi ch gave themto ne.

She | ooks at himw th suspicion.

OLGA
Don't be silly. So you took sone jewelry.
It's okay, Dmtri, |I've been selling
t hem nysel f.
DM TR
No, really. | met Shostakovich today,

and he gave ne all of these.

OLGA
Trouble is there's no one willing to buy
anynore. No one wants gold, they want
f ood.

She gets a can open, and it is indeed sauerkraut. They both
dive in with their fingers and eat it cold. They shove huge
handfuls into their nmouths. She finally notices his bruised
face.

OLGA ( CONT' D)
What happened to your face?

He doesn't renmenber for a few seconds, then he puts his



fingers up to his face.

DM TR
Oh, nothing, | just...

OLGA
Fighting? ©Ch, honestly Dmtri.

Dmitri lets that pass as his excuse. He turns and shouts
down the hall.

DM TR

Al'i k! Cone get some food! |'ve got-
OLGA

He's not here. Ch God, this is good.
DM TR

Wiere is he?
OLGA

| sent himdown with M sha.
Dmitri starts to nove toward the door.

DM TR
"Il go get himthen.

OLGA
No, not downstairs. He took hi mover to
your ice road. M sha got approval to
evacuate his kids.

Dmitri seens confused and shocked.

DM TR
But...Aik?

O ga has started opening another can as quickly as she can.

OLGA
M sha got forged papers to say that Alik
was his son. He's on his way out, Dmtri!
My baby is out!

DM TR
What ? When did this happen?

OLGA
If you'd cone honme once in a while you
woul d know these things. Really, Dmtri.
You don't notice when your own nephew is
gone? It was days ago.

95.
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DM TR
|...assuned he was downstairs..

OLGA
M sha got Alik on the very first
evacuati on bus across the | ake!

Dmitri |ooks like he's been socked in the stomach. dga
continues to eat as fast as she can, grabbing a fork and
spearing canned beets this tine.

OLGA ( CONT' D)
I"mgoing to neet himlater. Your Sasha
was right, this ice road is the Road of
Life.

Dmitri can only nod, though the horrified | ook on his face
shows through. Luckily O ga is too busy shoveling food into
her nouth to noti ce.

Dmitri finally grabs a fork and joins O ga and her beets.
| NT. RADI O HOUSE - DAY

Katya is the first to notice Dmtri when he conmes into the
Radi o House. She lights up with a smle. She |ooks bloated
and puffy. This is the opposite of what Dmitri is used to
seeing, and he is shocked at her appearance. He hides his
shock, and smles at her.

There are only a few other people in the Radi o House aside
fromMarina who sits at a desk

KATYA
H Dmtri. Hey, what's wong with your
face? Did you fight sone Gernans?

He gingerly touches what's |left of his bruises.

DM TR
Yeah. Got into a fist-fight with Hitler
He | ooks worse. \Were is everyone?

Her sm | e di sappears.
KATYA
Everyone is dead. Polina died today.
She was giving ne ny | essons.

Whet her she is sad about Polina's death or because her |essons
have ended is uncl ear.



97.

DM TR
Maybe | can help you. |1 was good at
math. Would you like that?

KATYA
Dmitri, do you have any bread?

He | ooks over to Marina, who hasn't noticed himcone in yet.

DM TR
No, | sure don't.

Katya seens |let down in her overly dramatic way. He mlks
the situation for all it's worth.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Hm but | do have sone sauerkraut and
beets. Wuld that do?

Her eyes nearly pop out of her head. He pulls the unl abel ed
cans fromhis coat pockets. He hold themup with a flourish.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Ta dal

Marina hears Dmtri, and starts to come over to them She
noves so slowy and | ooks ever weaker than before.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Go get us a can opener, would you ki d?

She pouts dramatically and scolds him

KATYA
I'"'mnot a kid. [|'mten!

He | aughs at her as she goes to find a can opener. Marina
reaches himand sits next to him She sees the cans.

MARI NA
Dmitri!

She ki sses hi mon the cheek.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Again? You are a gift from heaven

Dmitri makes sure Katya is out of earshot.

DM TR
What's wong with Katya? She |ooks so...
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MARI NA
She's been trying to drink the hunger
away. She does nothing but drink water.
It's bloating her up.

Dmitri furrows his brow, concerned but not sure what to think
of it.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
| can't stop her. How can |? She's
starving. | don't know, maybe the water
hel ps.

For the first time, Dmtri dares to reach out and give Marina
an intimte caress across her cheek. She snmiles and | eans
into his touch even nore. She touches his bruised face.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
You're hurt.

DM TR
I't's nothing.

Suddenly unconfortable at their intimcy, he shifts the
attention.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
OCh here. ..

He takes Yuri's small boots fromhis coat pockets.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
For Katya.

Marina gratefully takes the shoes, stroking themwth
appreci ation.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
And this will help. 1t's sauerkraut and
beets... 1 think.

Katya cones back with the can opener, and pl ops down at
Dmitri's feet, waiting for food. He quickly opens a can of
sauerkraut, and hands it to Marina. She and Katya dive in
ravenously.

Katya | ooks to the only other person in the roomnow, a young
man who sits at the mcrophone reading tiredly.

KATYA
Can we share with Vladimr?

Mari na nods.
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MARI NA
O course.

Katya scoops a plop of sauerkraut onto a piece of paper and
wal ks over toward the booth.

Marina wat ches her proudly as she goes to Vladimr and hands
hi m t he sauerkraut.

In the background Dmitri and Marina can hear him shout with
surprise in md-broadcast.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
| can't believe you got this.

Drmitri grins ear to ear.

DM TR
You think that's amazing, wait 'til you
hear who | got it from

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Dmitri and Marina trudge down the street through the snow
and ice. He tries to nove his legs as fast as he can, but
Marina is so weak that even his slow pace is faster than she
can wal k anynore.

They bot h | ook exhausted, but excited. Marina junps when
she hears gunfire.

DM TR
Just anti-aircraft fire. Don't worry.

After a few nore steps she grabs onto his hand. She | ooks
up into the sky, worried. She nearly slips on sone ice, and
it takes a lot of effort to get her steady on her feet.
Slowy they start out again.

INT. DM TRI'S APARTMENT - DAY

Now feeling well-fed, Oga is curled up on her bed with an
ear to ear grin.

OLGA
It's alnost over. | bet I'lIl be with ny
boy by the end of the nonth. 1t's al nost

over.

She grins the grin of a child...or an insane woman.
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EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - LATER

The afternoon sun is starting to set. Dmitri and Marina get
up froma bench where they have been resting and conti nue.

MARI NA
How much farther?

DM TR
We're al nost there Marina. W can do
it. A mle maybe.

MARI NA
A mlel

After a few nore steps, she stops to | ean against the stone
bri dge that spans the canal they are crossing. She is
breathing hard fromonly the few steps she's taken

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Dinmg, | just can't go on any nore.

He stops too. He bends over to massage his feet through his
boots. He slides down to the ground and sits on the cold
stone bridge. He huffs and puffs.

He | ooks over into a courtyard of an apartnent buil ding.

DM TR
Wait here.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - LATER

Marina holds tight as Dmtri pulls her on a small child's
sled down the mddle of the carless street. Now that he's
pul ling the additional weight of Marina every step he takes
i's now doubly painful, doubly slow, but he doesn't stop.
Pain and exhaustion is deeply etched on his face, but he
doesn't stop.

From a building corridor somewhere we can hear the radio.
VIadimr reads poetry slowy and finally is too exhausted to
continue. The beat of the netronone fills the air once again.

EXT. LENI NGRAD STREET - LATER

Dmitri pulls the sled down the center of the icy street, as
dusk settles over the city.

Thr ough sheer exhaustion, weakness or pain, Dmtri's feet
constantly slip and slide on the ice and snow. Marina stil
hol ds on as best she can to the sides of the sled.
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They stop for a nmonent. The steady beat of the netronone
fills their ears, alnost encouraging themto continue their
pace.

I NT. MJSI C CONSERVATORY - N GHT

The Ai de unl ocks the main door to find Dmtri standing on
the stoop, barely able to breathe. He struggles for his
breath for a m nute before he can nmanage a word.

DM TR
Pl ease. .. cone hel p.

I NT. MJSI C CONSERVATORY - N GHT

The Aide carries Marina up the stairs of the grand hall of
the conservatory. Dmtri follows, |ags behind and eventually
sits down halfway up the stairs to catch his breath.

Dmitri | ooks at the plush and ornate decor of the
conservatory. He shakes his head.

I NT. BALLROOM MUSI C CONSERVATORY - MOMENTS LATER

As the Aide cones into the roomcarrying Marina, Shostakovich
shuffles across the roomtoward them

There is little in the ballroomnow Just the sofa and a
grand piano in the center.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Mari na? You nust be Marina. Were is
young Dmitri?

Al DE
He's com ng

The Aide sets Marina down delicately onto a vel vet sofa that
has been pulled into the center of the | arge opulent ballroom

MARI NA
I"mso honored to be here. | net you
bef ore, when you spoke at the Radi o House.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Did you?

She now bears no resenblance to the Marina of only a few
nont hs ago. He sits next to her on the sofa. He speaks
quietly, with not nuch vibrance behind it.



Dmitri tell
m ne.

Oh yes. |

SHOSTAKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
s nme you're quite a fan of

MARI NA
t hi nk your nusic is magical.

You're just-

Now, now.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
Don't enmbarrass ne. An

artist's ego can be fragile.

She smles at him

Dmitri can

SHOSTAKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
be a pretty persuasive young

man. | was set to return to Mscow
toni ght, hours ago.

Mari na | ooks concer ned.

She

She

She
t he

MARI NA

Oh, I"'msorry. He didn't tell nme.
SHOSTAKOVI CH

No, don't worry about it. | agreed to

stay as long as it took you to arrive.

seens surprised by his flexibility.

Oh?

Your Dmitri

you. He said you were a worman of passion

and poetry.

MARI NA

SHOSTAKOVI CH
must think very highly of

A lover of nusic.

bl ushes at hearing Dmitri's feelings for her.

i s delighted.

bench,

| woul dn't

SHOSTAKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
stay and performnmy Seventh

for just anyone. But he convinced ne.

strai ghtens the sheet nusic.

MARI NA

Your Sevent h?

O course.
here for?

SHOSTAKOVI CH
What did you think you were

102.

The Ai de goes to the piano and pulls out
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MARI NA
Wiy just to neet you again, to have the
chance to talk to you.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
I'"'mnot much of a talker. |'m a rmnusician.

Shost akovi ch goes to the piano and sits down.

She is beami ng now, barely able to contain herself. She
whi spers breathlessly to herself.

MARI NA
The Sevent h!

Dmitri finally catches up and drags hinmself to the sofa, and
col | apses next to Marina. She pays no attention to his
fragile state and hugs hi menthusiastically.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Oh Dmitri!

He returns the enbrace and smles as she clings to him
CLOSE UP ON SHOSTAKOVI CH AT HI'S PI ANO

Shost akovi ch bows his head, closes his eyes and takes a deep
br eat h.

Suddenly this nmeek little man is transformed. He dives into
t he keyboard, pounding it ferociously, full of anger and
el ation, a sort of nusical catharsis.

Hi s Sevent h Synphony begi ns.

The fierce chords are pounded out |ike bonmb explosions, his
rapi d attacks on the keys are |like the gunfire we've heard
so often.

He is conpletely absorbed by his keyboard and all el se seens
to di sappear for him The sound of his synphony nearly rocks
the roomwith its intensity.

Then, as the scene fades into the SERIES OF SHOTS, we hear
the orchestral synphony start to swell and play along with
t he nontage, though he is still only at the piano.

SERI ES OF SHOTS: THE SI EGE OF LENI NGRAD AND THE SEVENTH
SYMPHONY

The scenes thenselves are all MOS. with the sound of the
blaring full orchestral nusic of the Seventh Synphony pl ayi ng
over them
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The hi ghlights of the synphony fade from one nonment to the
next .

A) Heavily booted soldiers march out of town as the Pl ANO
BEATS t heir FOOTSTEPS. Their too-young faces are proud and
strong, but not without a touch of fear. Each FOOISTEP is a
heavy BEAT of the piano.

B) A swell of BRASS HORNS BLARE and fight with the SHRI EKI NG
VICLINS. A line of guns are ained in uni son beyond a barbed-
wire front line. Russian troops battle the Gernman troops,
each side losing too many nmen. Each SORROANFUL TUNE OF THE
HORNS AND STRINGS i s another soldier's struggle agai nst death.

C VIOLINS SHRI EK and PULSE as German pl anes SCREAM acr 0ss
t he sky, one after another, the sky full of them Evacuation
trains sit notionless full of desperate Leningraders.

D) Deafening BASS DRUVMS EXPLODI NG  Bonbs are dropped, rubble
covers the street. Wnen and children scatter and run for
cover, sonme of themfalling dead into the streets. The druns
follow each fallen victimw th a BANG BANG BANG

E) A single FLUTE WAIL mimcs the unnerving whistle of the
rails of the children's sleds in the snow. Everywhere we

| ook there are sleds being pulled, carrying the weak, the
dead. Children pulling their dead parents, old wonmen hauling
t heir dead husbands.

F) A MOURNFUL DRUVMROLL and HAUNTI NG MOAN OF VIOLINS. The
deathly thin Leningraders' nute pleas for bread outside the
enpty bakeries, the endl ess piles of bodies outside the city's
many ceneteries.

G The gentle PLUCKING OF A CELLO haunting and echoey
acconpani es the wrappi ng of sonmeone's nother, daughter,
father, baby in their shrouds.

H Units of the Soviet Arny use picks and axes to crack open
the rock hard frozen ground in the cenetery to acconmodate

the waiting dead. Each strike into the icy ground is a STEADY
BEAT OF TRUMPETS BLARING. They never give up, their beat is
endl ess.

I) The Radi o House netrononme is in perfect unison with
each BEAT, STRUM BLARE and WAIL of the synphony, both a
testament to the unwavering strength and courage of the city.

Suddenly, the piece comes crashing to a dramatic end.

Shost akovi ch coaxes the | ast few enotional notes from hinsel f,
and he is nearly slunped over the keyboard in an enotional
exhausti on.
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He cannot nove for several seconds and keeps his head down,
perhaps in fatigue, perhaps in respect for his fellow
Leni ngr aders.

The sudden silence in the roomis like a slap in the face.
Marina's eyes are full of tears. Her chest heaves wth
enotion, but she cannot get any words out. She is profoundly
noved. Someone is weeping al oud, but not Marina.

She turns to see that it is Dmtri. For the first tineg,
Drmitri conpletely lets go of his enotions and weeps openly
and without restraint.

Mont hs of pent up enotions pour fromhimnow Marina hol ds
himin her arns as he weeps with freei ng abandonnent.

INT. AIDE'S CAR - NI GHT

As a chauffeur drives Marina and Dmitri back to the Radio
House, Dmitri and Marina sit in the back quietly. Wth
exceedingly few other cars on the road, their ride is snmooth
and steady. There is a large stack of records on the seat
next to them

Marina and Dmtri hold each other closely, taking in the
| uxury of the car, but still seemingly out of place init.
No one dares speak.

Marina | ooks at Dmitri tenderly, then kisses him A sweet,
gentle kiss. Though terribly weak and pale, her eyes sparkle
at Dmtri.

| NT. BALLROOWM MUSI C CONSERVATORY - NI GHT
Shost akovi ch shuffles toward the door with the Aide in tow

carrying his bags. As they reach the door Shostakovich
finally speaks.

SHOSTAKOVI CH
|'ve been thinking, Boris. Perhaps you
shoul d stay here in Leningrad. | need

soneone to | ook after my affairs here,
and | think it should be you. After
all, as you said, you love this city.

The Aide is horror-stricken with this news. |Is that a smrk
on Shost akovi ch's face?

| NT. RADI O HOUSE - NI GHT
The whole roomis |it with only a few candles. Wth extrene

difficulty Dmtri carries Marina over to her cot in the
corner.
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He tucks the worn bl ankets around her and sits next to her.

Katya is asleep in the next cot, so they keep their voices
low. She holds onto his hand. Dmtri kisses her hand so
hard that she can only smile and nanage a tiny | augh.

MARI NA
Thi s has been the nost incredible night
of my life. That synphony, it tells our
story.

Dmitri smles and nods to her.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
You' |l stay here tonight?

He nods again. She smles her approval at him He goes and
sits on Katya's cot since there is nore roomthere next to
her. He watches Marina as she goes to sl eep.

In the far corner of the roomViadimr is asleep at one of
the tables. In the broadcast booth a netrononme sits in front
of the mcrophone. |Its steady heartbeat is the only sound
in the dark room

Kat ya wakes up and groggily says hello to him He smles at
her, nods toward Mari na.

DM TR
Shh.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - N GHT

Qutside in the enpty streets the steady heartbeat of Leningrad

can be heard. It echoes through the streets, down the canals,
t hrough the parks and over the bridges. It is constant and
strong.

I NT. RADI O HOUSE - LATER

Drmitri sits by Marina's bedside in a chair. He is reading a
book by dimcandlelight. It is a Pushkin book

He | ooks to Katya, who is fast asleep again. He rubs his
tired eyes. He picks up the candle and holds it up close to
the book. He reads with intensity.

Hot wax drips onto his fingers and he involuntarily yel ps
and drops his book onto the floor. It hits the floor with a
| oud snack.

Katya stirs in her sleep for a second, then stills. Fearing
he woke Marina he | ooks to her. Too quiet.
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DM TR
Mari na?

Louder this tine.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
Mari na?

He touches her gently to wake her. She does not wake. He
stares at her for a long, hard mnute. He fights back his
tears.

He | ooks to Katya who is nunbling quietly in her sleep. He
| eans back into his chair and lets hinmself cry quietly for
Mari na.

EXT. KOBONA - NI GHT

Sasha stands beside his truck with a dockhand. The night is
gray and quiet. Sasha is taking care of the paperwork for
hi s | oad.

The dockhand is | oading the large crates w thout much strain,
tossing themup onto the truck. Sasha notices how easily
t he dockhand nmanages the crates.

Curious, Sasha puts down the paperwork and stops to watch
for a second. Sasha takes a whiff of air. Again. He sniffs
har der .

The dockhand notices himsnelling the air, and he sniffs
too. They | ook at each other with delight.

Sasha goes to one of they many crates and starts to pry the
lid off with a crowbar. He lifts the lid off the crate, and
there they are.

A whole crate full of beautiful, bright, radiant tangerines.
Sasha takes one, cradling it |like a precious Fabrege egg.

The dockhand takes the paperwork and scours it until he finds
what he was looking for. He is delighted at what he finds.
He reads it to Sasha with amazenent.

DOCKHAND
"...tangerines for the people of
Leningrad. A gift fromthe people of
Armeni a." Tangeri nes!

Sasha sits down on the ground, |eaning against the tire of
his truck. He holds the tangerine to his nose and inhal es
deeply. He inhales a few nore decadent breaths.
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He |lifts the tangerine up in front of him In the disnal
gray glow of the snowlit night the tangerine is |um nous.
Beautiful. dowing. Staring at the tangerine he begins to
cry. He is now giddy with delight.

He quickly peels the tangerine and bites into it, letting
the juices run down his chin. Tears run down his face.

| NT. RADI O HOUSE - NI GHT

Dmitri tenderly touches Marina's boots. He does not renove
them He gently rubs a bit of dirt off, then pulls her

bl anket down over them

Dmitri glumy goes to the broadcast booth. He sits down at
the desk with his book. He opens to the correct page. He
quietly clears his throat. He breathes deeply for a nonent.

He stops the metronone.

DM TR
My name is Dmtri I|vanovich Stepanov. |
would like to read you a poem 1'd like
toread it in menory of...a woman | knew.
It's called "Renenbrance". Pushkin. .. of

course.

His voice is alittle shaky, but not too bad. He again clears
his throat and tries to steady his voice.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
(readi ng)
"When noi sy day no nore assails the ears
of men, and on the silent city slowy
night's pallid shadow falls..."

He nust stop for a second because he is having a difficult
time hol ding back his tears. Wen he regains his conposure,
he conti nues.

DM TRI ( CONT' D)
"While after toil again the wage of sleep
repays themwholly. Then in the hush ny
hours drag out their dismal course, no
peace nmy weary vigils bring nme. But
through the listless night the serpents
of renorse with piercing fangs nore
shrewdly sting nme..."

Hi s voice grows stronger as he reads.
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DM TRl ( CONT' D)

"Cbsessed by seething dreans, the over-

burdened soul can neither bear its pain,
nor cure it. In silence Menory unw nds

her lengthy scroll before nme, and | nust
endure it. And loathing it, |I read the

record of the years, | curse and trenble
i ke one baited."

Dmitri's passion cones through. He reads it with great
enotion, this poemis the nost inportant thing in his life.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
"For all mnmy bitter groans, for all ny
bitter tears, the lines are not
obliterated."

He pauses to let the words sink in. The new stack of records
sits on the desk in front of him He chooses one and puts
it on the phonograph player.

DM TRl ( CONT' D)
W will hold out. W& will be heard. W
will go on.

He plays the record. A beautiful song begins to play. He
sits back and truly listens to the nusic.

EXT. LENI NGRAD CI TYSCAPE - MORNI NG
The weak norning sun rises over the city again.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Springtinme finally cane, the city
survived. Wth nore and nore food com ng
in over the Road of Life, by Mrch
starvation was no | onger a problem

EXT. LENI NGRAD STREET - DAY
The snowy bus stop where Dmitri once waited is dark and col d.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
My not her of course didn't live to see
t he public performance of Shostakovich's
Sevent h Synphony, but many others did.

This fades into the view of the sane bus stop in the
springtinme. \Were once was snow and a frozen corpse i s now
a young wonman in a springtine dress flirting gaily with a
soldier while waiting for the bus.
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ADULT KATYA (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
On April 9, 1942 Shostakovich played his
Sevent h Synphony in public with a full
orchestra. But | think ny nother's

private perfornmance nmeant nore to her
t han anything el se coul d have.

EXT. PARK - DAY

The park where Dmitri and Marina rested while taking her
dead nother-in-law to the cenetery is snow and gray...

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
After ny nother died Dmitri volunteered to
be a driver on the Road of Life. | don't
know what happened to himafter that.

...nhow a green park with springtinme flowers everywhere,
children run past the bench where Dmitri and Marina once
sat. Couples stroll hand in hand al ong the paths, basking
in the sun.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q ) (CONT' D)
Soneone said his truck went under when the
i ce becane soft and he drowned. Soneone
el se heard he stayed on the other shore,
outside of the bl ockade. | don't know.

EXT. LEN NGRAD STREET - DAY

Enpty imobile trolley cars sit frozen onto their tracks in
the mddle of the street.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
My not her died on the ninety-seventh day
of the siege. That winter of 1941 was
the worst. They estimate that thousands
di ed every day of starvation

This changes into a springtime scene of a trolley car ful
of life, zoom ng down the street, people junping on and off
as it slows down.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
W woul d have to endure 803 nore days of
t he siege.

| NT. BAKERY - DAY
The bakery is enpty and cold and dark, no food of any kind.
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ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Nearly one and a half mllion people
died in the siege of Leningrad, half the
popul ation of the city.

Now seen as a thriving bakery with plenty of bread and even
sone pastries. Wnen chat idly and happily as they wait
their turnin line. A young child peers into the pastry
case and licks his lips in anticipation.

EXT. PI SKAREVSKY CEMETERY - DAY

Katya's present day 1960-- A vast nass burial site and
menorial for the dead of the siege of Leningrad stands at
t he Pi skarevsky Cenetery. Dozens of school children bring
of ferings of flowers.

ADULT KATYA (V.Q)
Because of ny nother's deep | ove of

literature and art, | too have becone a
witer. | will wite her story. | wll
wite all of their stories. | will tell

everyone of our 900 days.
Fade to bl ack, then..
SUPER: "Let no one forget, let nothing be forgotten."
--O ga Berggolts
Fade to bl ack again.

The clicking of a netronone beats steadily, slowy,
unfailingly.

There is nothing in the blackness, nothing but that heartbeat.

Credits roll.
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