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FADE IN 
 
BEGIN EPISODE ONE OF THREE 
 
EXT. FIRST FORWARD COMMAND POST - VOZNESENSK - DAY 
 
March 4th 2022. LT ARTEM MELNYK (26) is standing in front of a 
forward command post when a 6x6 truck arrives from Kyiv with 
green REPLACEMENTS. The truck is British, bright, shiny and new. 
They replacements tumble out of the back with a half-eager/half-
frightened look.  
 
The replacement’s nice British equipment is new and their boots 
still shine. They are bunched around the rear of the truck when 
a 155mm shell comes screaming over, low and fast.  
 
Most of their knees buckle and they lay flat. Some take cover 
under the truck. ARTEM notices DYMTRUS YLCHUK (24) then, for the 
first time, because he doesn’t move and he only glances up.  
 
Dymtrus just arrived; he can’t have been in the Ukrainian army 
for more than a week or two. Dymtrus can’t know the 155 wasn’t 
directed from a drone (accurate). He can’t know it was fired 
indiscriminately from a howitzer miles away (not accurate), but 
he doesn’t flinch. The Russian shell lands hundreds of meters 
away. 
 
Dymtrus looks good in a uniform. He is handsome, alert and 
assured. He is older than the other replacements. There are four 
stripes on his new Brandit combat jacket; Dymtrus is a sergeant.  
 
The others are oblivious to Artem’s rank, but Dymtrus isn’t.  
 

DYMTRUS  
Attention!  

 
Dymtrus comes to rigid attention.  
 

ARTEM 
Stop that bullshit; this is a war. 

 
The other men take Artem at his word and slouch, but Dymtrus 
comes to a parade-ground at ease.  
 

ARTEM 
What's your name, soldier?  
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DYMTRUS 
Senior Sergeant Dymtrus T. Ylchuk, sir.  

 
ARTEM 

What's your job?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Communications, sir. And drones. 

 
Dymtrus holds out a brand-new Apple I-14. He looks like a dream 
soldier, highly competent.  
 

ARTEM 
Okay, Ylchuk. You're qualified. Come 
with me.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. Does the lieutenant want me 
to bring my equipment?  

 
The third person is a tip-off and Artem raises an eyebrow. 
 

ARTEM 
You're a regular?  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (slight chuckle) 
No, sir.  
 

SUBTEXT: Dymtrus sees himself as malleable. Dymtrus self-
identifies as a computer hacker, actor, grifter and confidence 
man that can fit in anywhere he wishes. For a week he’s been 
pretending to be “all army”. He’s almost Frank Abagnale in Catch 
Me If You Can. Improbably, he’s learned military manners in a 
war-time Army.  
 

ARTEM 
Leave your equipment.  
 (to corporal) 
Take the replacements up to T1302.  
 

The replacements get back into the 6x6 and drive away. 
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INT. FORWARD COMMAND POST - VOZNESENSK - DAY 
 

Artem and Dymtrus enter the building; they find an obesely LARGE 
SARGE, who is a company clerk, at his desk eating bread and 
butter. He only glances up. 
 

ARTEM 
I've got my new communications man.  
Take his name and serial number. He’s 
assigned to me. 

 
The clerk doesn’t put down the bread, but with the other hand, 
he reaches for a pad and pen.  
 
The large sergeant takes Dymtrus’s information. The sergeant 
wrinkles his brow. A clerk's job is never simple. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
The major's already assigned the 
replacements. He wants this one. You'll 
have to take the one he's given you.  

 
Ylchuk stiffens. 
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus is wondering if the Major wanting him is a good 
thing or if has he crossed the Major somewhere before. Also, 
Large Sarge and Artem are best of friends, but they put up this 
military act with each other in front of others. 
 

ARTEM 
Stop assigning me morons. This is a 
war; I don’t want to get killed by an 
incompetent recruit. This man is 
competent.  

 
Large Sarge hesitates.  
 

ARTEM 
Put the food down and fix it. You’re 
the damn clerk, ya know. 

 
The large sergeant reluctantly puts the bread down.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
You shouldn't talk like that. I have 
friends in the government you know.  
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The large sergeant takes Dymtrus's serial number and name. Artem 
and Dymtrus leave the CP.  
 
INT/EXT. KRAZ COUGAR – FORWARD AREA - DUSK 
 

ARTEM 
I need to run up to T1302. I'll give 
you a hand with your gear. 

 
Artem grabs Dymtrus’s gear and throws it in the back of the 
Cougar. 
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus’s gear is a Chinese-made commercial drone, new 
and still in the box, and a rugged British military laptop.  
 

DYMTRUS 
The lieutenant doesn't have to...  

 
But it’s already done. 

 
ARTEM 

Get in and you can knock off the Hetman 
Petro business.  
 

Dymtrus’s face is confident. They get into the Cougar and roll. 
 

ARTEM 
Is it Hetman Petro?  

 
SUBTEXT: Hetman Petro, the advanced war college in Kyiv. By 
mistaking Dymtrus for hard core military a second time, Artem is 
unwittingly feeding Dymtrus’s ego.  
 

DYMTRUS 
No, sir. Ivan Bohun. 

 
ARTEM 

That’s a military high school. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Why aren't you an officer?  

 
DYMTRUS 

(dead-pan) 
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It's hard to explain, sir. I didn’t 
graduate; that’s one thing. And then 
there was this tiny litigation thing. 
 

ARTEM 
Didn’t graduate? So they made you 
sergeant instead? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I was just lucky I guess. 
 

ARTEM 
No. It’s the little things you picked 
up at Bohun. How’d you end up there? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, to begin things, there was 
trouble with a particular young lady. 
My father put me there.  
 

ARTEM 
He did? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Kept her from getting pregnant, I 
guess. 
 

ARTEM 
But after a while, you wanted to be 
there? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I didn't care for Bohun. 
 

ARTEM 
How do you feel about this man’s Army? 
 

DYMTRUS 
About the same, sir. When my father 
died, I went home and took up 
computers. 
 

He hesitates a moment. 
 

DYMTRUS 
We have a software company in Kyiv. 
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ARTEM 
We? 
 

DYMTRUS 
My sisters and mother.  
 

ARTEM 
Very nice. We need some smarts in this 
unit. Where you been? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Sir? 
 

ARTEM 
This has been going on since February.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (dubious & a lie) 
We were working on some stuff that 
would hack and then take over the enemy 
drones. 
 

ARTEM 
And you asked for a deferment? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It worked for a while, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Until? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, the Russians started using the 
Iranian stuff. Finally, someone… I mean 
I realized the whole thing wasn’t going 
to work so I asked to go into the army.  

 
ARTEM 

(contemptuous) 
Well, nice of you to come out and play.  

 
SUBTEXT: Artem can be accused of being judgmental and self-
righteous. Morally he’s old-fashioned. For Artem, every 
Ukrainian man should have joined up eight months ago. Or even 
better, every Ukrainian man should have joined up eight years 
ago. 
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ARTEM 
Suppose you tell me about this 
litigation. 
 

DYMTRUS 
They accused me of trying to… influence 
a member of the government. 
 

ARTEM 
Did you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I made his son an employee. They tried 
to claim it was a bribe. 
 

ARTEM 
He was a programmer? 
 

DYMTRUS 
A bit, sir, but everyone has to start 
somewhere.  
 

ARTEM 
He was a common, run-of-the-mill 
hacker? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s not taught in schools if you get 
my drift. But now the country needs 
tech savvy and inquisitive… 
 

ARTEM 
Hackers. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You need us, so what does it matter? 
 

ARTEM 
I understand, Ylchuk. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Small potatoes, sir.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, you’re here and not in Warsaw. 
That’s good. 
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DYMTRUS 
I have to prove some things to a few 
people, sir.  
 (beat) 
I hope I'll be accepted without 
prejudice, sir. 

 
ARTEM 

Oh, you will, Ylchuk. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Sir? 
 

ARTEM 
The battlefield is about the only 
meritocracy we have left in this world. 
But that’s just me.  
 

Artem and Dymtrus arrive at a place near the front lines. They 
get out of the Cougar and walk toward the entrenchments. 

 
EXT. ORCHARD & ENTRENCMENTS – THE FRONT - NIGHT 

  
Later, Artem has summoned Dymtrus to sit at a small table in a 
dug out. Dymtrus arrives finishes eating an apple and since 
there isn’t a trash bin, he steps outside and throws it into a 
dark field. 
 

ARTEM 
You get your things stowed away? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir.  
 

ARTEM 
Sit down.  
 

Dymtrus sits rather formally. 
 

ARTEM 
About what you were telling me on the 
way up here… 
 (beat) 
The past doesn’t matter much up here. 
We need men like you. In fact, we 
needed them a long time ago.  
 (beat) 
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What sorts of drones can you fly? HD 
cameras? What’s their ceiling? Range? 
What can you do to help me kill 
Russians? 
 

Dymtrus would answer, but an explosion happens outside. There is 
a short silence and an agonized scream. Then two more 
explosions. Artem can tell what the explosions are based on the 
sound. Experienced. 
 

ARTEM 
Land mines.  

 
They run out of the entrenchments. Artem pulls out a flashlight. 
He uses it to get a glimpse and then immediately turns it off. 
The explosions have come from an orchard. There are soldiers 
moving from the entrenchments, but they stop at a barbed wire 
fence. On the fence is a single sign: DANGER: Протипіхотні міни. 
Landmines. It’s a large orchard, one sign. 
 
Dymtrus moves up and down the fence trying to get a better look, 
but there is only a low moon.  
 
Artem finds a SKINNY SERGEANT at the fence, the same guy who 
drove the replacements down in the 6x6. His voice is trembling. 
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
It's them new guys, Lieutenant. I told 
'em to find a place to bivouac and they 
must a gone in the orchard. I thought 
they knew about the mines.  
 

ARTEM 
Everywhere the Russians have been they 
leave mines. Ivan 101. 

 
SKINNY SERGEANT  

Surely, they were told that.  
 

INJURED REPLACEMENT 
(O.S.) 

O God of spirits and of all flesh, Who 
hast trampled down death and overthrown 
the Devil, and given life to Thy world, 
do Thou, the same Lord… here to me. 
 

Artem looks deep into the orchard.  
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SKINNY SERGEANT  

Well, it’s only a problem when the 
Russians are backin’ up. 

 
ARTEM 

 (gesturing to the wounded men) 
Tell that to them.  

 
From the orchard, everyone can hear low moans and one voice that 
is clearly religious and praying to be saved.  

 
ARTEM 

Three went off. It’s probably bad. 
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
Everybody knew it was mined. 
 

ARTEM 
SHOULD have known.  

 
Artem motions for the soldiers at the fence line to be quiet. He 
cups his hands around his mouth. 
 

ARTEM 
Listen, you men in there. This is 
Lieutenant Melnyk. Stay where you are. 
Don't move. You'll touch off more 
mines. Don't move an inch!  
 (to the sergeant) 
Where’s Ylchuk? 
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
Ylchuk? 
 

ARTEM 
My communications man.  
 

Dymtrus has disappeared.  
 

ARTEM 
 (to Skinny Sergeant) 
You, call and get the engineers up 
here. On the double.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
Yes, sir. 
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The skinny sergeant scurries down the fence line.  

 
SKINNY SERGEANT  

Anyone have a phone? 
 
A phone arrives and the sergeant appears to be explaining what 
has happened. Everyone stands at the fence helplessly and looks 
out into the orchard. There is still no sound, except the low 
moans and the solitary praying. 
 

INJURED REPLACEMENT  
(O.S.) 

O God of spirits and of all flesh… 
 
A cigarette lighter comes up in the orchard. 
 

ARTEM 
Put out that light!  

 
For the first time, there is an answer from the orchard. It is a 
young voice, shaken. 
 

OTHER REPLACEMENT 
You gotta hurry up! They's men bleeding 
to death in here. There are men got 
their legs blown off!  

 
Out of the corner of his eye in the dark, Artem sees a figure 
slip through the fence and move into the orchard. 
 

ARTEM 
Hey, you… hold it… 

 
SUBTEXT: The man who is crossing the line is Dymtrus and he 
hears Artem, but he ignores him. 
 
Dymtrus is already ten meters inside the fence, walking almost 
briskly toward the trees. He stops. In the faint moonlight, 
Artem can’t tell who it is. It’s just a dark green blur until 
Dymtrus removes his helmet.  
 
We hear the crash as he drops it to the ground. Dymtrus walks 
five more meters at a stiff pace. Everyone watches breathlessly.  

 
PRIVATE FIRST CLASS 

That guy has guts.  



12 
 

 
PRIVATE 

It takes guts even to watch.  
 
The Skinny Sergeant returns with some night vision equipment.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
It’s that egg-head from Kyiv.  

 
Artem looks through the night vision goggles. It’s still not 
clear but we see the flash of his upper body in the moonlight as 
he removes his shirt. Too much reflected light until the goggles 
adjust.  
 

PRIVATE 
Why is he taking off his clothes?  

 
Dymtrus reaches the trees, still moving at that stiff pace.  
 
The entire line of soldiers at the fence line is deathly silent 
and they all have their night vision equipment on. One soldier 
has a British military dish and mic to collect any sound. 
 
Involuntarily Artem tenses at each step. A half-dozen muffled 
steps and then a pause and a slight flash as Dymtrus’s pants hit 
the ground.  
 

INJURED REPLACEMENT  
(O.S.) 

O God of spirits and of all flesh… 
 
It couldn't have taken more than a minute. The audience should 
feel that it’s an eternity.  
 
The soldiers all expect each step to touch off a leg-shattering 
explosion.  
 
A voice comes from the glowing naked man. Dymtrus’s voice is 
sharp and businesslike.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Are you listening over there?   
 (beat) 
Two guys are fucked. But the others… 
come on and get them. Have the medics 
take a bearing on my clothes. They are 
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all here in a group. Tell ‘um to come 
quick. 

 
The medics move in, moving cautiously.  
 
EXT. ORCHARD & ENTRENCMENTS – LATE NIGHT 
 
The last of the replacements are out of the orchard and are 
being loaded into ambulances. The engineers arrive with their 
detectors.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
 (to Artem) 
Two are dead. Two have lost legs. Five 
others are hospital cases.  
 

The soldiers drift back into the trenches.  
 
Dymtrus is buttoning his shirt. He drops his hands quickly when 
he sees Artem. Artem is clearly steamed. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, you're quite a guy, aren't you, 
Ylchuk? A real smart guy, and now a 
real big hero.  

 
Dymtrus doesn't change expression.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I don’t want anything if that’s what 
you’re getting at.  
 

ARTEM 
Oh, they’ll award you, alright. 
National morale, they call it. 
 (beat) 
If this won’t make the female 
propagandist’s in Kyiv get… moist… 

 
DYMTRUS 

(steadily) 
I thought speed was essential, sir. 

 
ARTEM 

No one said it wasn’t.  
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DYMTRUS 
Thank you. 
 

ARTEM 
But have you ever heard of “brigade 
engineers”?  

 
Dymtrus stands silent. 
 

ARTEM 
Kindly answer.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. 

 
ARTEM 

Have you ever heard of a machine called 
a “metal detector”? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Next time… okay. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
The propagandists would love this but 
I’m not calling it in. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Okay by me.  
 

ARTEM 
I could be wrong about you. It took 
guts to go in there. If I am wrong, 
I'll make it up to you.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir. 

 
Dymtrus smiles a small victory. 
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INT. ARTEM’S QUARTERS - NIGHT 
 
For sleeping and cooking, Large Sarge and Artem share a room in 
the back of the command post. They pretend to not like each 
other but they’ve been friends since basic training in 2014. 
 

ARTEM 
You watch him like I asked? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He fits in okay. His trip into the 
minefield helped. Otherwise, it might 
have taken him a while.  
 

ARTEM 
Getting along together is important. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He’s a little too army; too snappy 
round officers for sure.  

 
ARTEM 

It's always the smart ones that cause 
ya trouble.  

 
LARGE SARGE 

Remember that guy in training, the big 
blond sergeant, looked like he was on 
steroids.  
 

ARTEM 
Hand to hand. He looked like a bleached 
Michelangelo.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
He almost became a legend. He could do 
push-ups with either hand and he used 
to throw us down like dolls, then stood 
laughing at us.  
 

ARTEM 
You know he swam across the Dnieper 
with his hands bound.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
But not his feet.   
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ARTEM 
He won a lot of money, not drowning. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Yea, and when we had our first 
artillery barrage over west of Donetsk, 
He ran away.  
 

ARTEM 
I heard they caught up with him six 
miles down the road, whimpering Like a 
baby. He shit his pants?  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I didn’t know so many people hated him. 
It sounds to me like that part is just 
embellishment. But he did run, no doubt 
about that part. 
 

ARTEM 
Go figure.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
One-on-one combat is one thing.  
 

ARTEM 
Getting pulverized in the mud is 
entirely a different thing. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Art, I thought you were just tough, but 
I realized something. 
 

ARTEM 
When? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I found it out that time we lost Gurka. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not so tough is what you’re saying? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
No, you are more than just tough. 
 

ARTEM 
Because of Gurka? 
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LARGE SARGE 

We were sitting there in the ditch 
beside him and I suddenly realized you 
were furious at him. You hated his 
guts, Art, because he got killed.  
 

ARTEM 
Hate is a bit harsh. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
You were talking shit about him and 
he’s laying dead a meter away from you. 
He’s not even cold.  
 

ARTEM 
I remember that. I lost it didn’t I? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I thought you were gonna.  
 (beat) 
My father was like that. He was regular 
army, all his life, but the only time 
he ever yelled at my mother or us kids 
was when we got sick.  
 (beat) 
I was grown before I realized that was 
just my dad’s reaction when he found 
himself helpless, when he had nothing 
to control. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re the fattest weirdest friend a 
man could have.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I’m not your friend, I’m your clerk. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, hit the light, clerk.   
 

Pitch dark. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Take that egg-head out tomorrow let him 
blow up some Russians.  
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ARTEM 
Why didn’t I think of that? You’re a 
god-damned genius. 
 

EXT. FRONT LINES – DAY 
 

Artem and Dymtrus advance through various Ukrainian positions. 
 

ARTEM 
We’re artillery liaison, a forward-
observation crew. Technically, we 
should all be artillerymen, but since 
things are the way they are… I’m, 
strictly speaking, the only 
artilleryman in the group.  
 

ARTEM 
You know anything about direct-
observation firing? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, yea. That’s the reason I’m here. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s way simple, and quick. The 
artillery is behind us and firing over 
our heads. They can’t see shit back 
there. We’re here, the shells are here 
and then were gone. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I launch the drone and you pick the 
targets. That’s why you’re here. I send 
in the GPS coordinates. That’s why I’m 
here.  
 

ARTEM 
Right. It’s not that difficult. You 
know how to fly that thing. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I know a bit, yes. 

 
ARTEM 

What is so special about this drone? 
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DYMTRUS 
Other than the skull and crossbones?  
This drone knows where it is… GPS. It 
tells the phone and I, or we, tell the 
firebase. 
 

Dymtrus shows Artem the GPS data on the drone app.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I just cut and paste the GPS here… into 
the communications app.  

 
ARTEM 

And you have that magic phone. 
 

 DYMTRUS 
It has 100 times the processing power 
than what the Americans took to the 
moon. Helps with the math… easy to 
program. 
 

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF A NEBULOUS TOWN - DAY 
 

Artem takes Dymtrus to the outskirts of a town and points to a 
line of trees. The drone is launched. 

 
ARTEM 

Just on the other side of those trees.  
 

Dymtrus looks at the GPS coordinates and pulls up google maps. 
He studies the map. Artem points to a small building at the edge 
of a small village.  

 
DYMTRUS 

What is that?  
 

ARTEM 
It’s a small Russian bunker. 
 

DYMTRUS 
About two hundred meters back. Almost 
in the town. 
 

ARTEM 
Shoot it. 
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DYMTRUS 
Okay just let me confirm that. I mean 
that’s why I’m here. Right. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, get with it. 
 

Dymtrus’ drone arrives at the site. Artem shows Dymtrus the 
children playing in a park, 200 meters away. 
 

ARTEM 
There are kids in the park. 
 

The drone overflies the park and arrives at the Russian 
position. It’s relatively clear that the building is in-fact 
occupied by Russian troops. 

 
ARTEM 

White phosphorus. 
 

SUBTEXT: Artem is testing Dymtrus. Using white phosphorus 
anywhere near civilians is illegal under international law. 
Perhaps Artem wants to see if Dymtrus will follow orders. Or, 
Artem wants to see exactly how cold-blooded Dymtrus is. BTW, 
Ukrainian authorities repeatedly have accused Russia of using 
white phosphorus shells in the battles for Kyiv and Kramatorsk, 
and against defenders at the Azovstal steel plant in Mariupol. 
White phosphorus will cause fire to rain down on targets, 
inflicting indiscriminate “hell-like” damage. It burns soldiers 
alive. 

 
Dymtrus doesn’t bat an eye-lid.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Now, sir? 
 

ARTEM 
Now. Before a school bus or something 
shows up.  

 
Dymtrus takes the phone, opens the app and types in the fire 
mission. Dymtrus is painstakingly correct at his job. Artem 
watches every move.  
 

ARTEM 
I take that back; cancel the 
phosphorus. Conventional shell instead. 
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DYMTRUS 

Sir, I just… okay. 
 
Dymtrus rushes to type the second line of commends. The original 
orders are countermanded. 
 
The howitzers are already in position; they change out shells. 
In almost no time, we hear the soft swish of a shell overhead. 
The conventional shell splatters a little to the left and a 
little to the rear of the bunker.  
 

ARTEM 
What do you do now?  
 

Dymtrus examines the image sent back from the drone. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Ten meters right… thirty meters over, 
sir.  
 

ARTEM 
Send it. Conventional.  

 
Dymtrus types in the instructions for a second shell. 
 

ARTEM 
You’ve got a good eye. 

 
In less than 30 seconds, another shell swishes overhead.  
 
It hits directly in the door to the bunker, obscuring it in a 
cloud of smoke. The drone footage shows the building was 
levelled.  
 

ARTEM 
Nice shooting. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Ducks in a barrel, sir.  
 

ARTEM 
Now, let's get out of here. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Sir? 
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ARTEM 
What? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The drone.  
 

ARTEM 
Oh, well of course, get it back and 
let’s go. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Thirty seconds more or less. 
 

They stand around nervously waiting; hoping the Russians don’t 
see them. The Russians might follow the drone back so this is 
the most dangerous part of it. Dymtrus expertly flies the drone 
up and down, left and right it zig-zags a bit and returns.  
 
Dymtrus has a lightbulb go off in his head.  
 
SUBTEXT: If the anyone wants to kill the drone operators all 
they have to do is follow the drone as it returns. It will be 
revealed later in the mini-series; Dymtrus will write a program 
that helps drones return without endangering the drone operator.  
 
EXT. WALKING BACK FROM THE FRONT - DAY 
 
Artem and Dymtrus return to the rear weaving in and out of 
various Ukrainian positions. 
 

ARTEM 
What did we learn? 

 
DYMTRUS 

If you can't see where you're shooting, 
use the drone.  
 

ARTEM 
Correct, we don't shoot blind… not in 
this unit. The Russians shoot blind; we 
aren’t them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Half these people are Ukrainian; I 
understand. 
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ARTEM 
Lay the shells down as carefully as if 
the elevator is broken and you're 
leading your mother down the stairs.  
 (beat) 
And remember this, Ylchuk. Once you do 
this about five times it’ll get comfy 
and you’ll start shooting without 
really looking, you're going to drop 
some short and kill your own men.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Don’t want to do that, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Don’t screw up; it makes the infantry 
afraid of artillery and they won't 
advance while we're around.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They’ll be stand-offish. I understand. 
 

ARTEM 
Sometimes we have to drop them in 
pretty close. When that happens, you 
get up there and let them clip your 
ears, too. Got that, Ylchuk? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir.  

 
INT. KRAZ COUGAR – ROAD TO BILOHORIVKA - MORNING 
 
May 5th 2022. It’s an offensive with a long convoy of Ukrainian 
vehicles moving toward Bilohorivka and the Siverskyi Donets 
River. In the middle of the convoy, the Skinny Sergeant is 
driving Artem and Dymtrus to the front. They are all listening 
to the radio chatter. 
 
Large Sarge is in a separate vehicle at the rear of the convoy.  

 
LARGE SARGE  

(into radio mic) 
Everything okay up there? 
 

SKINNY SERGEANT 
(into radio mic) 
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Ivan is all over the place.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
(into radio mic) 

They’re fighting a delaying action.  
 

ARTEM 
Full of cute tricks.  
 (beat) 
You know what surprises me? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No. 
 

ARTEM 
How reckless Putin is with his men. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s not Putin wasting their men. 
 

ARTEM 
What? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s the generals.  
 (beat) 
It’s not about men; it’s about money. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, but how many boots can a general 
steal? 
 

DYMTRUS 
They’re stealing entire vehicles. 
They’re for sale on the internet. 
 

ARTEM 
And our side isn’t. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Not as much. Not as much by far.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s a matter of degree? 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s the way I see it. 
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ARTEM 

Well, Putin he’s still a bastard.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Don’t get me wrong. I’m not defending 
him, but honestly, I can’t see how 
Putin has any idea what’s happening 
here.  
 

ARTEM 
Why do you think that?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Mostly geography. 
 

ARTEM 
Geography? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Moscow is how many kilometres away? 
 

Artem shrugs. 
 

DYMTRUS 
And the direction of the propaganda.  
 

ARTEM 
Huh? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Propaganda run toward the Russian 
president. Propaganda eradiates out 
from our President. 
 

ARTEM 
I see what you’re saying.  

 
Poorly aimed artillery lands to the left and right of them in 
fields. More farmland spasmodically, inaccurately, shelled.  
 
Two Russian machine gun emplacements. One exposed and one in a 
large culvert. The Russians are fighting like it’s the 1940s. 
 
They continue driving until they take fire from a machine-gun 
nest. Three vehicles from the convoy pull off the road behind 
some trees. Artem only glances at Dymtrus only after he’s 
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launched his drone and he’s already calling in rounds from the 
howitzers. A few shells impact and the machine-gun fire ends. 
 
Parked, waiting for the artillery, a few more random bullets 
impact the Cougar. Only the Skinny Sergeant is flat. Artem and 
Dymtrus only take a knee. A Russian and two Syrian with a heavy 
machine gun, in a culvert, keep them pinned down for a time 
until a Ukrianian unit from the convoy outflanks them.  
 
The Skinny Sergeant is keen listening to the radio chatter.  
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus kills one machine gun with artillery. Infantry 
from the convoy kill the other machine gun.  
 

ARTEM 
We got them? 
 

SKINNY SERGEANT 
Yep. Let’s go.  

 
Everyone stands. The convoy resumes, time passes.  Two machine-
guns dug in at a curve in the road hold them up again. Same 
story as before. Ukrainian soldiers kill the machine-gunners. 
 
When the Cougar drives past, the Russian noncom is lying 
stretched out on his back on the side of the road, arms spread 
wide, like a kid playing dead. A bloody figure is draped over 
the machine gun in a hole on one side of the road. From the hole 
on the other side we can only see a foot sticking up, a boot 
untied.  
 
At about 10km/hr they drive by two Syrian prisoners in filthy, 
baggy uniforms. They are sitting by the side of the road, 
greedily eating brown bread. They don't look up.  
 
The bread had probably belonged to the noncom who was dead. His 
backpack looks rifled through. The Ukrainian guarding the 
prisoners looks green. 
 

ARTEM 
That just burns me up.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT 
What? 
 

ARTEM 
How long those guys been prisoners? 
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SKINNY SERGEANT 

Maybe five minutes.  
 

ARTEM 
 (to the guard) 
What are ya feeding them for? 
 

EXT. MIDWAY TO BILOHORIVKA - DAY 
 
The entire convoy stops, and the Cougar is within seventy-five 
meters of a small farmhouse near the road when a volley of small 
arms fire pours from the windows.  
 
This time they remain the inside the Cougar. Dymtrus pops up ot 
of the top and the drone takes off. Long beat. Dymtrus is about 
to call in artillery. But Artem gestures to him. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s in hand.  

 
The convoy’s point soldiers have turned back and is advancing on 
the house from the rear. There is a long burst from a 
Vladimirov, then another. The firing from the house stops.  
 
Two men, in khaki uniforms, on bicycles run from behind the 
house, pedalling furiously in the opposite direction.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They’re leaving. Just like that? 

 
Someone begins firing at from the top of the Cougar. There is a 
seldemly used heavy machine gun mounted on top of their Cougar. 
Artem is startled and now is now half-deaf in one ear. Artem 
holds his ears. With no warning or ear plugs, Artem’s a bit put 
off by it. It is Dymtrus who is firing. Britt is firing eagerly 
toward the men, too eagerly. Dymtrus’s not a good aim; Artem 
lets him fire.  
 
Then a tall Russian soldier, in olive steps from behind the 
house and expertly, almost casually, blows the men off their 
bicycles with one sweeping burst from his AK. 
 
SUBTEXT: Russia has Syrian and African mercenaries fighting for 
them. If they desert their positions, I’m relatively certain 
they are being shot by their Russian overseers. 
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Then the Ukrainian convoy’s point kills the Russian.  
 
Dymtrus returns to inside the Couger; his cheeks are flushed. 
 

ARTEM 
You trained on that thing? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No sir. But it didn’t seem to 
difficult. How’d I do? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, you tried really hard.  

 
Engagement over, they exit the Cougar. Artem and Dymtrus 
approach the dead mercenaries. Dymtrus looks curiously at their 
uniforms and skin tone. Other UKRAINIAN SOLDIERS arrive. 
 

DYMTRUS 
These two are Syrians? 
 

ARTEM 
Slave troops mostly. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I've heard men say they found Syrians 
chained to machine guns.  
 

ARTEM 
I never saw that.  
 

DYMTRUS 
And this is clearly a Russian. 
 

ARTEM 
I guess the Russian wanted them to stay 
put.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yeah, but Syrians on bicycles? What is 
this war coming to? 
 

ARTEM 
Where’s the glory in that, huh? 

 
They all chuckle a bit.  
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EXT. FISH CAMP HOTEL - SIVERSKYI DONETS - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Parking lot. The Skinny Sergeant, Artem, Dymtrus and the entire 
convoy arrives at what was once a luxurious resort, fish camp, 
pier and marina. There is a forest on three sides of it.  
 
May is hot and everyone has been fighting and are exhausted; 
they are so dusty that they have dabs of mud at the corners of 
their eyes and mouths. The main unit is gathered there in 
vehicles and tension is high. 
 
Suddenly all hell breaks loose. White smoke and small-arms fire 
from the woods grows intense. The gunfire becomes a steady 
chattering. Bullets snapped past everyone’s faces and go whining 
off the road.  
 
Almost to the man, the Ukrainians duck down behind their 
vehicles. Bullets riddle all the vehicles.  
 
Artem looks up and sees a huge cloud of white smoke and an 
olive-green mass moving out of the woods and into the resort 
area.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT  
There’s a half-regiment of them at 
least. The forest is alive with them.  
 

ARTEM 
Both armies want the resort. They’re 
looking to cross the river.  
 

DYMTRUS 
The want the hotel? Let them have it. 
 

ARTEM 
No actually they want us. They can’t 
cross a river en mass while under fire. 
 

Artem turns to shout at Large Sarge, but he is in the very 
farthest vehicle. The fire from the Russians is withering; no 
was a hundred and forty-five kg man will be able to run through  
the mess. Artem signals him to stay in the vehicle. Dymtrus is 
watching the stream of Russians, too. Dymtrus crouches 
lowtransfixed. Frozen by fear. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Are we dead? 
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ARTEM 

We will be if you don’t call this in. 
 (beat) 
Level those trees, all three sides. 
Wreck everywhere but the resort. 

 
Dymtrus launches the drone and flies it over the enemy 
positions. Russians fire at it but it’s relatively small and 
very hard to hit. 
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus has never seen the enemy running toward him. 
Okay, an hour ago, he shot at Syrians running away from him, but 
this is entirely different. Dymtrus is almost uncomprehending. 
He’s flying from rote memory. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What am I doing here anyway?  

 
The small-arms fire is deadly. We hear long shrill screams. 
 

UKRAINIAN SOLDIER 
My balls! Oh, God, my balls.  

 
The Russians are moving from the trees into the hotel area. The 
Ukrainians are ducking down behind their vehicles. Looks 
ominous. 
 

ARTEM 
Get up. 

 
Artem is moving fast, moving down the road and through the 
parking lot. He’s not entirely surprised that the men are moving 
like snails. At the other end of the convoy, the CAPTAIN is 
shouting. 
 

CAPTAIN 
Get those men up! Get them up!  

 
ARTEM0 

 (to Skinny Sergeant) 
Get 'em up and in the hotel. Can’t you 
see it’s a race? 

 
The Russians, en mass, are sprinting for the east end of the 
hotel complex, the pier and marina. The Ukrainians should be 



31 
 

racing for the west end, the lobby and rooms, but they aren’t. 
The Ukrainians are dragging.  
 
It’s all too familiar to Artem; all the men are on the ground, 
trying to hide behind their vehicles. Anything to escape the 
bullets.  
 
Dymtrus is half-crouchs and pounding his thumbs into his phone. 
Artem lightly slaps his knee. 
 

ARTEM 
Let's go!  

 
Dymtrus follows Artem as he races.  
 

ARTEM 
Get up.  

 
Artem kicks a YOUNG SOLDIER who is stretched out, hands across 
back of the neck, weapon missing (forgotten). But he doesn’t 
move a bit and we learn that the kid’s forehead is gone. The kid 
is dead; Artem and Dymtrus move on.  
 
Another KID SOLDIER, not dead, but hiding behind a vehicle.  
 

ARTEM 
Get up! Up!  

 
The kid looks at Artem blankly. Artem kicks him the same as he’d 
kicked the dead soldier. As they run through the parking lot, 
Dymtrus is busy phoning in artillery support, but he takes time 
to parrot Artem.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Up, soldier!  

 
The kick has roused him. The kid picks up his weapon and runs 
toward the hotel.  
 
Two men close together, huddled almost atop one another. Young 
men, POTENTIALLY GOOD SOLDIERS, their eyes wary, faces tight. 
 

ARTEM 
Up! You guys! It’s a race.  

 
SOLDIER 

Oh, hell!  
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They stand up and go dashing forward. All the way through the 
parking lot, Artem is shouting, cursing, and kicking. All the 
way, Dymtrus is running and thumbing in the artillery 
instructions.  
 

ARTEM 
Up! Get moving, soldier!  

 
Artem has long ago learned to ignore the grey-faced ones, bloody 
ones. Dymtrus is fooled a few times and he stops to 
help/encourage dead or critically wounded men. 
 
The Captain and Artem are still shouting. 
 

CAPTAIN 
Get those men moving! Get them up to 
that hotel!  

 
Artem and Dymtrus reach the Captain’s position.  
 

CAPTAIN 
Stay close, Artem. That’s your man? 

 
It seems relatively obvious; Dymtrus, winded, is typing in 
coordinates as fast as possible. 
 
About the time the artillery shells begin to fall into the 
trees, the Ukrainians have moved through the entire hotel and 
find positions facing east, so they can fire on the Russians who 
control the pier and marina. The Ukrainians have won the race to 
the building.  
 
The artillery shells fall systematically left to right. 
 
Ten shells, left to right, take out the forest to the north. 
Russians stop pouring out of that area. 
 
One Russian makes it to the hotel. He must be out of ammunition 
because he pulls a NR-40 and is about to run Dymtrus through. 
Dymtrus doesn’t flinch but keeps on typing.  
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus sees that Artem has his back out of the corner 
of his eye. Dymtrus can seriously multi-task. No panic and no 
rush. He trusts Artem not to let him be killed. 
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Ten shells, left to right, take out the forest to the west. 
Russians stop pouring out of that area. 
 
Artem quickly shoots the Russian holding the knife and then runs 
over and kicks the knife away; Artem continues to fire at the 
Russians hiding behind boats; the Russians are too frightened to 
advance. Dymtrus continues his work. 
 
Ten shells, left to right, take out the forest to the south. 
Russians stop pouring out of that area. 
 
The Russians in the forest are devastated. The Russians, who 
have made it into the east of the resort, keep looking for 
reinforcements to come but given the artillery shower, that’s 
not going to happen. Ukrainian artillery has won the battle. 
 
In less than ten seconds… Dymtrus feels something clutching his 
boot. It is the Russian who came at him with the knife. Dymtrus 
kicks him in the face three times; technically the Russian dies 
from cerebrospinal fluid (CSF) rhinorrhea, not Artem’s bullet in 
the chest. Dymtrus picks up the knife (something of a 
collector’s item) and places it quickly in his ruck sack. 
Nonchalant, Dymtrus returns to typing in artillery commands. 
It’s all done without emotion. Dymtrus has become a cold-blooded 
soldier or is he simply an opportunist? Is he saving the company 
or himself? 
 
White smoke obscures the actual battle. 
 

CAPTAIN 
Keep firing! Keep firing… no, hold it!  
 

ARTEM 
They’re giving up. Huh? 

 
There is a white flag from the Russians. The firing stops. Six 
Russians slowly stand in the marina; some have white 
handkerchiefs.  
 

ARTEM 
Hold it, you guys! Hold it! Hold it, 
you crazy bastard! Didn't you hear me 
say hold it!  

 
Artem knocks a man’s SA80 down.  
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The Captain is standing at the end of the hotel, watching the 
surrender. But quickly turns to the Ukrainian wounded. 
 
Artem walks out to the marina with TWO PRIVATES. Artem’s put his 
weapon up. The privates have their weapons at ready. 
 

CAPTAIN 
Medics! Medics!  

 
When Artem and the Privates reach the pier, twenty Russian 
soldiers stand up, weapons trained directly on Artem. Twenty 
Russian soldiers have reached the marina, but the others turned 
back or were stopped by the artillery. The white flag was all a 
ruse. Dymtrus positions the drone above the pier. It’s floating, 
ten feet, directly above the Russian leader. Dymtrus cuts and 
pastes in the location.  
 

ARTEM 
Don’t tell me… you need me to escape? 
 

RUSSIAN 
Tell your men to put down their British 
made weapons. And walk. 
 

ARTEM 
They’re not gonna let you…  
 

A shell is on the way. The drone lands on the deck of the pier 
between Artem and the Russian. Artem AND the Russians are 
puzzled. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Lieutenant, incoming!!! 
 

SUBTEXT: Dymtrus has timed the warning so that Artem can reach 
the water, but the two privates are expendable to Dymtrus. Also 
they are slow to react. Too early of a warning and it would have 
allowed the Russians to fire into the water and it would have 
endangered Artem. In the space of less than a minute, Artem has 
saved the life of Dymtrus and Dymtrus has in turn saved Artem.  
 
Artem dives into the lake and a shell lands and explodes 
directly at the correct location. There is a huge white-
phosphorus fire and the Russians are eliminated. Several 
pyrotechnical stunts as the Russians, on fire, jump into the 
river. Prior to the firebomb, Artem has jumped into the water, 
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but it’s not clear if he’s unharmed. The pier is on fire. Boats 
and the entire marina burning. Huge plume of smoke. 
 
The explosion kills the drone; Dymtrus tries to fly it out of 
the fireball, but it sputters a bit and then plunges into the 
water. Dymtrus isn’t too worried but he sadly watches the drone 
die. 
 

CAPTAIN 
Son, that was the greatest artillery 
shot ever fired. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well… I don’t know.  

 
Long beat. Artem could be dead. Artem surfaces in the river a 
good 60 meters south of the pier. The two privates didn’t make 
it to the water and were pulverized and burned. Everyone, dead 
and alive, is pulled from the lake.  
 
Artem waves at Dymtrus, who smiles.  
 

CAPTAIN 
What in the hell are this many Russians 
doing here? And all this white smoke. 
That’s just smoke. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Want me to look and see what’s over 
there?  The other side?  
 

CAPTAIN 
Can you? 

 
Artem arrives, still wet. He wants to say something to let 
Dymtrus know he had done well, but he and the Captain walk to 
the parking lot.  
 
Artem waves at Dymtrus and sits at a picnic table, exhausted but 
watching the forest. A waitress brings him a soda drink.  
 
Dymtrus and the Captain arrive back at the Cougar to fetch a 
second drone. The Captain helps him carry the drone/backpack 
back to the hotel. Nothing is said. Just the Captain doing work 
for Dymtrus communicates a lot.  
 
Dymtrus gets out a second drone from his pack and launches it.  
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The Captain and Dymtrus are looking at a pontoon bridge that is 
being extended across the river.  
 
SUBTEXT: The white smoke and attack on the fish camp were an 
attempt to protect the crossing.  
 

CAPTAIN 
Now can we put some fire on that 
bridge? 

 
Large Sarge hasn’t moved from his vehicle at the rear of the 
convoy. He turns on the car’s FM radio. The song seems pertinent 
so he presses the mic and holds it near a speaker. 
 
There Goes the Neighborhod – Sheryl Crow 
 
INT. FISH CAMP HOTEL – SECOND COMMAND POST - EVENING 
 
Later, Artem notices what he feels is an odd event. Dymtrus is 
standing in front of twenty replacements and the same soldiers 
that would have rather stayed in the parking lot and not 
advanced to the hotel. Most of them never fired their weapons, 
but they technically were there.  

It’s an auction. Dymtrus has the Russian combat knife out. It’s 
been polished and Dymtrus is waving it around aggressively. He 
makes sure everyone sees it. Dymtrus does it a lot like a 
television infomercial. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Attention please. This is a once-in-a-
lifetime opportunity.  
 (beat) 
It’s called the Antiterror. This knife 
was made for FSB special forces only. 
It has a reputation of being a very 
strong, reliable and ergonomic knife. 
You also get the leather sheath. Who’ll 
give me 4000? 
 

REPLACEMENT #1 
That’s a lot of money. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s a lot of knife. Highly 
collectable.  
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REPLACEMENT #2 

Why are you selling it? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (mono-tone) 
I want to go to Moscow someday. I want 
to walk the streets of Moscow and visit 
the Cathedral of Christ the Saviour.  

 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus is mocking religion. And after a few days, his 
fellow soldiers already know the real Dymtrus: playboy, 
operator, and man of the world. 
 
The replacements laugh. 
 

REPLACEMENT #3 
You mean, Moscow has the best 
prostitutes.  
 

The replacements laugh again and Dymtrus joins them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You see through me. 
 

REPLACEMENT #3 
Someone said they were Wagner Group.  
 

DYMTRUS 
And no one has 4000 Hryvnia for a 
Wagner Group knife? You must be kidding 
me. Taken in a battle for the history 
books.  
 

DYMTRUS’S RINGER 
We had to kill them all. As long as one 
man was able to lift a rifle, we were 
all in danger.  
 

SUBTEXT: It’s just a bit too much information. Dymtrus has 
apparently hired a man to hype it up. Possibly bid the knife up 
in price. 

 
REPLACEMENT #1 

They never took a step backwards, it’s 
true.  
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DYMTRUS 
They are uncannily clever.  
 

DYMTRUS’S RINGER 
We killed them all. We had to.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You’ll want your son to have this 
someday.  
 (beat) 
What about 3000 Hryvnia? 
 

Three replacements raise their hands.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Cash money? Okay, now we’re talking. 
 (beat) 
3250? 
 

Two replacements raise their hands.  
 

INT. FISH CAMP HOTEL ROOM – ARTEM’S QUARTERS - LATE NIGHT 
 
Lights out. Artem and Large Sarge are about to sleep. It’s idle 
chat. But it becomes VOICE OVER as Artem re-images sniper action 
in his mind. A Russian, presumably, is on a kid’s bike riding 
along the road on the east side of the river. 

ARTEM  
Oh, Ivan on the kid’s blue bike is 
dead. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Really? 
 

Long beat. 
 

ARTEM  
I was sort of getting used to him.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
I know he was part of your morning 
ritual. 
 

ARTEM  
It doesn’t matter. 
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LARGE SARGE  
You think he was really a spy? 
 

ARTEM  
Maybe just a courier.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
You ever think he was just a mental 
midget on a kids’s bike? 
 

ARTEM  
Not right in the head? Maybe. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
How’d it happen? 
 

ARTEM  
You know, just out of boredom, every 
morning Ylchuk has calling in a fire 
order. And they’d ask for the target 
and he’d respond, “enemy courier”. 
 

FLASHBACK TO RIVER ROAD - DAY 
 
Dymtrus uses his drone to harass and follow the Russian on the 
bike. The guy on the bike looks up at the drone but ignores it. 
But Dymtrus texts in a fire order. After a few seconds Dymtrus’s 
phone vibrates and he’s disappointed the request was refused.  
 
Dymtrus has bought (or found) a simple and older rifle 
(Afghanistan era) and is shooting at the Russian. Skinny 
Sergeant is spotting for him. Brit fires and the bullet impacts 
mud on the opposite bank. Dymtrus never gets nearer to the 
target than 10 meters.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT 
Who taught you how to shoot? 
 

DYMTRUS  
No one.  
 

SKINNY SERGEANT 
 (dumbfounded) 
Uh, twenty meters short and ten meters 
left.   
 

The Ukrainian ARMY SNIPER arrives before Dymtrus can fire again.   
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BACK TO HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

 
LARGE SARGE  

And the fire order was denied every 
morning? 
 

ARTEM  
Well, I guess they got tired of hearing 
it. This morning this sniper shows up.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
They shot him clear across the river? 
 

ARTEM  
That used to have been a lucky shot. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Not anymore. Not with the rifles they 
have today. 
 (beat) 
You see it happen? 
 

ARTEM  
Yep.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Bike still there? 
 

ARTEM  
He’s still there.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
They’ll come get him tonight. 
 

ARTEM  
Maybe he was a civilian.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
I guess if he’s still there in the 
morning, he is. 
 

ARTEM  
Was. 
 (beat) 
Anyway, you could find out? 
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LARGE SARGE  
That would involve intelligence. And 
you don’t want them down here. Asking 
questions. 
 (beat) 
Uh, ya better let sleeping dogs lie.  

 
EXT. BILLETING – PRIVATE HOME – SEREBRYANKA - NIGHT 
 
Summer. Vehicles begin rumbling forward through a small village. 
Artem, Dymtrus and some others go out half-dressed and stand 
silently with the old Ukrainian men, while they pass. Many of 
them are ambulances, but there are also 6x6's, Courgars, weapons 
carriers and even high-ranking staff cars. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Something big's broken loose.  
 

Artem nods.  
 
There is a group of old Russian men at the end of town. They too 
are standing around under a streetlight and watching. 

 
ARTEM 

Who are those guys? 
 

OLD UKRAINIAN 
Russians. 
 

DYMTRUS 
How do we know they aren’t relaying all 
this to the Russians? 
 

OLD UKRAINIAN 
We don’t help you, do we? 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t think you do. Do you? 
 

OLD UKRAINIAN 
It’s been agreed. They don’t help; we 
don’t help. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Don’t want the drama? 
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OLD UKRAINIAN 
We’re just too old for all this 
bullshit. 
 

Dymtrus is the only one who chuckles. He smiles at the old man, 
compassionately. 
 

ARTEM 
Still, keep an eye on those guys will 
ya? 
 

EXT. BILLETING – PRIVATE HOME – SEREBRYANKA - DAY 
 
Everyone from the previous scene is sitting and wondering what 
is happening. Several of the vehicles return through the 
village. One of the first in line is an open KrAZ Shrek, which 
slows up for a truck that’s stopped ahead. It stops in front of 
Artem and Dymtrus. They see that it’s stacked high with bodies 
in mattress covers.  
 
SUBTEXT: They’ve run out of body bags.  
 
Casually perched atop the bodies, clutching his rifle loosely, 
is a small, thin INSANE SOLDIER. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What happened, friend?  

 
INSANE SOLDIER 

They're usin' nukes! They're sure usin' 
real nuclear missiles!  

 
The insane soldier falls back and shakes with dismay.  
 

INSANE SOLDIER 
 (to Dymtrus) 
Why didn’t they tell us so we could 
prepare? Real nukes.  

 
Dymtrus’s jaw drops. Artem gestures that the soldier is crazy.  
 
The Shrek lurches forward. They stand silently as several other 
loaded vehicles pass.  
 
Large Sarge waddles out. 
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LARGE SARGE 
 (to Artem) 
Officers are to report to HQ 
immediately and you men get ready to 
move out in two hours.  

 
EXT. STREETS – KRASNOPILLIA - DAY 
 
June 7th 2022. Dymtrus is always beside Artem, competent and 
quick. They are in a town behind a stone wall. They are being 
held there by a CRAZY RUSSIAN with a machine-gun in a church 
bell tower.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s rare.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Rare? 
 

ARTEM 
Yep, cause we’re gonna kill him.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Most of them ran off. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s what’s gonna make this rare.  
 

DYMTRUS 
He must be crazy. What shell? 
 

ARTEM 
Make it a 5.45. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s not listed and I never heard. 
 

ARTEM 
Funny your holding one.  
 

DYMTRUS 
A rifle? 
 

ARTEM 
We can’t use artillery to knock him 
out.  
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DYMTRUS 
Why not? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s a church? 
 

DYMTRUS 
More jobs building it back. 
 

ARTEM 
No. No. Strict orders. Photographers 
and journalists and Kyiv. And I don’t 
feel like jostling them out of their 
beds. 

 
Long beat. 

 
ARTEM 

You’re such a good shot, you shoot him. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You shoot him, Sir. 

 
Every time Artem or Dymtrus stick their heads around the corner, 
bullets splattered the side of the wall.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Watch this. 

 
Suddenly Dymtrus takes off from behind the wall, running 
directly at the church. 
 
The crazy Russian stands up and leans out over the railing to 
get a shot at Dymtrus; Artem puts a bullet in the top of the 
Russian’s head.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Nice shooting, Lieutenant.  
 

ARTEM 
Are you crazy or something?  
 

DYMTRUS 
I saw he couldn't reach me. The 
trajectory was wrong.  
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ARTEM 
He’d have to stand up and lean out over 
the railing? 
 

Brett smiles.  
 

DYMTRUS 
My best class in school was geometry. I 
like angles. When math presents itself, 
what do you want me to do? 
 

ARTEM 
Crafty, but you wanna give me a heads-
up next time you try that? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I didn’t? 
 

Artem smiles and shrugs. 
 
EXT. THIRD COMMAND POST - PRYVILLYA - DAY 
 
Artem and Dymtrus greet the new replacements. It’s a scene 
similar to scene number one. A 6x6 pulls up and replacements 
unload. 
 
Only this time, one of the replacements knows Dymtrus from Kyiv. 
This skinny Ambassador Area, KYIV REPLACEMENT unloads his 
regular issued kit, but… 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Dymtrus, is that you?  
 (beat) 
I thought you went to Poland. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (dubious & a lie) 
I didn’t. Why would you think that? 

 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus isn’t thrilled to meet anyone that knows him. 
This guy knows Dymtrus and his family and clearly can tell 
stories about his past. 
 

DYMTRUS 
This is the Lieutenant.  
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ARTEM 
Is that a Walther? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Yes, sir. I was told it was okay for 
enlisted men to carry sidearms.  
 

The Kyiv replacement hands Artem the pistol. 
 

ARTEM 
Okay? This is better than okay. No. I 
don’t mind. 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Mother. She read a magazine about 
reliable sidearms in combat. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What do they say? The best pistol 
you’ll never fire. 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
I fired it.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s nice? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
You know my mom, what can I say? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (to Artem) 
Both our moms are crazy. 

 
ARTEM 

May I? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Sure. Sir.  
 

Artem is curious about Dymtrus, so he doesn’t walk away. He sits 
at a table. Artem pretends to be examining the weapon. Artem 
takes the Walther apart while the two men are talking. He’s 
watching and listening to the men as they speak. Artem can take 
the gun apart and reassemble it all the while eves dropping on 
the others.  
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Dymtrus sits as well. The Kyiv replacement baulks and doesn’t 
sit immediately.  
 

DYMTRUS 
We’re a close-knit group. 
 

ARTEM 
What? Of course, sit down. 
 

DYMTRUS 
He doesn’t go for all that.  
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Good to hear. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, we almost got our tails blown off 
together—didn't we? 

 
KYIV REPLACEMENT  

You heard from Sofiyko?  
 

SUBTEXT: Sofiyko is Dymtrus’s sister.  
 

Dymtrus pulls out a letter and hands it to the Kyiv replacement. 
It’s not an ordinary letter; it’s from Dymtrus’s family, on 
heavy cream-coloured embossed stationery.  
 
The Kyiv replacement pulls out a letter of his own. It’s almost 
as expensive stationary as Dymtrus’s letter. They exchange 
letters and read them. 

 
KYIV REPLACEMENT  

You think I still stand a chance with 
her? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I have no idea. 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
I mean after that dust-up with the law. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I never heard her say anything either 
way. I sort of doubt she’s a big fan of 
the police.  
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The Kyiv Replacement is reading the letter, but he glances at a 
photograph and lays it on the table. Artem looks at it, not 
stopping his toying with the pistol. 
 
It’s a snapshot of Dymtrus’s mother and two sisters. The photo 
could have fit into one of the slick society or fashion 
magazines. The photo appears to have been professionally done. 
The three women are smiling, chic, and self-assured; they’re 
sitting on the couch in an immense formal parlour. Huge 
fireplace. There is an Italian greyhound on Sofiyko’s lap. 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
What’s the name of her dog again? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Hell, I don’t know.  

 
There is a second picture. Dymtrus and the Kyiv replacement are 
kneeling beside a huge wild boar. It’s the largest boar Artem 
has ever seen. They catch Artem looking at the photo. 
 

ARTEM 
You guys know each other huh? 
 

DYMTRUS 
This fucker almost ripped our legs off.  
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Dead now. Look at him. 
 

SUBTEXT: It only now occurs to Artem that the Kyiv replacement 
could be a drug addict. Something about the way he said, “Look 
at him.” Artem looks at Dymtrus to see if his suspicions are 
correct. Dymtrus is reading Artem’s mind. Dymtrus only shrugs. 
It’s normal to wonder about such things; tomorrow they are going 
to put their lives in the hands of the Kyiv replacement. 

  
ARTEM 

Nice dogs. 
 

Two Rhodesian Ridgebacks with Kevlar vests are crouched at their 
feet in the photo. Artem smiles and turns back to reassemble the 
Walther.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, you asked me about Sofiyko… what 
about Bohdana. 
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KYIV REPLACEMENT  

I should tell you… after you gu broke 
up, Bohdana got married and divorced, 
two kids, one is a moron, home-
schooled, and she married again, and 
divorced again. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You have her email? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
You’d be wasting your time, if you ask 
me. 
 

DYMTRUS 
She’s your sister; it wouldn’t be 
wasting my time.  
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
She swore at Christmas, she’d never 
touch another man. 
 

DYMTRUS 
How, exactly, did she swear? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
In front of the entire family at the 
dinner table. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Does that mean what I think it means? 
 

KYIV REPLACEMENT  
Yes, I’m pretty sure it does. 
 

They collect their letters and return everything to their proper 
envelopes. Artem is just done playing with the Walther. He hands 
it back to the Kyiv replacement. 

 
ARTEM 

You might want to check that. I think 
it was done properly.  
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INT. PRYVILLYA COMMAND POST - KITCHEN - DUSK 
 
Large Sarge is in a makeshift kitchen stirring a pot. Artem 
enters and looks into the pot and then at a map on the wall. 
 

ARTEM 
Where’d you get the beets? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
The whole pot just came in.  
 

ARTEM 
Ylchuk again? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Yep. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m sometimes amazed how he can 
persuade rail-thin young girls out here 
into cooking us a meal.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Just a little rub this time, not too 
big a deal. 
 

ARTEM 
What? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Turns out these rail-thin young girls 
are wives? 
 

ARTEM 
He knew they were married? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Can’t say for sure.  
 

ARTEM 
Husbands? What’d you say? 
 

Artem looks through the window and down the street both 
directions. 
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LARGE SARGE 
I told them he was promoted back to 
Kyiv.  
 

ARTEM 
They leave? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
After a while, sure. 

 
INT. PRYVILLYA COMMAND POST - KITCHEN – VERY EARLY MORNING  
 
Large Sarge and Artem are at the kitchen table, each has a bowl 
of borscht.  
 

ARTEM 
Where’s Dymtrus. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Probably out turning one on and another 
off. He’s a regular light switch, isn’t 
he? 
 

ARTEM 
None of my business.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Right, this borscht is “da bomb” …haha 
get it the bomb? 
 

ARTEM 
Might be “da Strychnine”. You better 
hope it’s not poisoned.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I can guarantee it’s not.  
 

ARTEM 
You tried it; of course, you did.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
No symptoms.  
 

ARTEM 
Not yet anyway. 
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LARGE SARGE 
You don’t get scared? 
 

ARTEM 
Look every one of us has had a close 
one to talk about. You were stuck in 
that car back at the fish camp. Me? The 
closest call I’ve ever had is sitting 
here with you eating what Dymtrus’s 
women bring in. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
A shell landed at the pier inches from 
where you’d just been standing.  
 

ARTEM 
That wasn’t as close as the bullet that 
knocked the rifle from Skliar’s hands? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
That happen to you? You never said… 
 

ARTEM 
No. That was Skliar. It made the hair 
on the back of my neck stand up. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
The hair on the back of my neck stands 
up… when we’re crossing a stream or 
crossing a field or coming up over a 
ridge. Or all the time we’re in a city. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s when you can expect trouble, 
Sarge. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
But the hair on my neck also stands up 
when I’m eating this soup.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s God's telling you it was ill-
gotten.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Ill-gotten soup? 
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Dymtrus enters the room, exhausted.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Sorry, I’m late. I had to line 
something up for tomorrow.  
 

Dymtrus stops at the stove. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You tasted this?  
 (beat) 
Of course, you did. 
 

Dymtrus pours himself a bowl.   
 

DYMTRUS 
You don’t have any lace, do you? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Lace. What do you need lace for? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Never mind. 
 

Dymtrus arrives at the table with a bowl.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s eat.  
 

ARTEM 
You asked if we tasted the borscht. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
You aren’t ever worried? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Worried of what? Rat poison? 
 (beat) 
I’m just not that sloppy. You don’t 
think I don’t go through their 
cabinets? If they have 200 grams when I 
get there; they have 200 grams when I 
leave. 
 

Artem and Large Sarge are in awe at Dymtrus’s thoroughness. 
Dymtrus mistakes their awe for concern.  
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DYMTRUS 
Look if you’re that worried. You don’t 
have to eat it. More for me.  
 

ARTEM 
He’s been philosophical all day. Don’t 
be angry.  

  
EXT/INT. URBAN WARFARE - SUKHYI STAVOK - DAY 
 
August 29th 2022. The battle is finished, but Artem, Bret and 
Skinny Sergeant are riding through a town, looking for something 
to shell. Dymtrus is driving, Skinny Sergeant is in the back 
seat.  
 
They stop and casually enter a bakery and spot some doughnuts, 
but a frightened Russian soldier, probably AWAL (and hiding) 
stands up and sprays them with an automatic burst. Artem is hit 
in the shoulder.  
 
Artem falls to the ground. Dymtrus kills the Russian with ten 
bullets to the torso and one to the head. Dymtrus runs to 
Artem’s side. The wound isn’t entirely serious.  
 

ARTEM 
Hey, save me one of those chocolate 
ones will ya?  
 

DYMTRUS 
You got it.  

 
FADE TO BLACK 
 
FADE TO LIGHT 
 
INT. TENT HOSPITAL - DAY 
 
It’s a surgery light. Artem is just waking up on a bed a few 
feet from surgery. The SURGEON’S hands are wrist deep in some 
WOUNDED SOLDIER’s chest.  
 
But two ROWDY BOYS are running through the surgery. No one is 
paying attention to the boys. 
 

BOY #1 
Bang Bang. You’re dead. 
 



55 
 

BOY #2 
No, I’m not.  
 

SURGEON 
(angry) 

I told you boys to take it outside. 
 
The boys freeze, process it and then exit. Artem looks up and 
over. He can’t rise.  
 
There are six beds and SIX SOLDIERS.  
 
No one speaks to Artem. He lays there silently, looking up at 
the canvas roof, and his forehead is beaded with sweat.  
 
He seemed to be disoriented and/or extremely ill.  
 
INT. VETERAN’S HOSPITAL – KHERSON  - DAY 
 
TWO CORPSMEN bring Artem in on a gurney and move him into a bed. 
His wound is painful and they plop him down irreverently. 
  

ARTEM 
How long will I have to be here? 

 
Artem is ignored. 
 
The corpsmen walk past ANGELIQUE (19) as they exit.  
 
SUBTEXT: Angelique is small, a former Olympic gymnast with a 
very Slovic look and she stands very erect. Model of physical 
health. Jet-black hair is parted in the middle and pulled 
severely back into a small bun. She wears something resembling a 
uniform, but it’s not. She looks like she might be half shy, but 
she’s not. Actually, being the most beautiful and athletic woman 
in Ukraine; she’s highly confident. She’s emboldened and she can 
say, or do what she wishes. She’s playful.  
 
Angelique is smiling and completely poised. Excellent posture.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s just that I’d like to get back to 
my… unit. This wound is healing 
rapidly. I'd like to get out of here… 

(to Angelique) 
Doc.  
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ANGELIQUE  
Well, why don't you take off? 
 

ARTEM 
Just like that?  
 

ANGELIQUE  
Just like that. 
 

ARTEM 
Thanks. 
 

Artem attempts to get out of bed but there is extreme pain and 
he falls back into the bed. 

 
ANGELIQUE  

Relax it was a test. And you patriotic 
types always fall for it. Don’t you? 
 

ARTEM 
What am I? Your Guinea pig? 
 

Artem looks around the bare room. 
 

ARTEM 
And no clothes? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Stripped naked of all, except courage. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s me. I surrender. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
You’ll be here for two weeks.  
 

ARTEM 
Thanks, doc.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
Oh, I’m not a doctor.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, how do you I’ll be here for two 
weeks?  
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ANGELIQUE  
I’m just saying. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m here from the government and I’m 
here to embarrass you? 

 
Artem nervously sits up. Artem’s okay with the male doctors and 
the less-than-attractive nurses seeing him naked, but Angelique 
is in an entirely different category.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
Relax, I’m just kidding. I’m your 
guardian Angel, so I’ve already seen 
you naked.  
 

ARTEM 
Oh, you’re that new sort of Angel 
that’s always putting people on. I 
heard about you. Some Angel. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Thank you. 
 (beat) 
You called me an Angel. 
 

ARTEM 
What do you want me to call you?  
 

ANGELIQUE  
My mother calls me Angelique, but since 
I’m your personal angel, you better 
just make it Angel.  
 

ARTEM 
Okay, Angel. Please confuse me some 
more.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
I’m sorry. It’s not fair for me to have 
such fun while you’re laid up, injured. 
But they won’t let me in your bed, and 
they ARE the army.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s just the more you talk the more 
I’m confused. 
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ANGELIQUE  

I do that to men. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re what’s wrong with half our army. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
All those men? Please.  
 

ARTEM 
Yes, I think so. 
 

She leans forward and whispers in Artem’s ear. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
I’m still a virgin.  
 

ARTEM 
What do you want me to do? Talk you 
through it. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
No, I expect you to live. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not wounded that bad am I? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Well, I thought I’d mention it to you. 
 

ARTEM 
 (teasing) 
You’re a saucy girl.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
You have no idea. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, I have a few ideas.  

 
Angelique fans her face with her paperwork.  

 
ANGELIQUE  

You soldiers! Who says there’s no heat 
in Ukraine? 
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Angelique is amused; it appears maybe she’s not kidding about 
being a virgin but she turns to business.  

 
ANGELIQUE  

Lieutenant Melnyk? Is that correct? 
 

ARTEM 
Yeah. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Where did you get hit, Lieutenant? 
 

ARTEM 
In here and out under there. Under the 
arm. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Not the anatomical location, 
Lieutenant, just the geographical 
location. 
 

ARTEM 
I don't know. Sukhyi Stavok maybe. I 
forget what street. Eight days ago. 
 

She smiles and makes a notation on her notepad. She lays a box 
on the bed.  

 
ANGELIQUE  

There you are, Lieutenant. Thank you.  
 

ARTEM 
What is it? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
And don't say you'd rather have 
fentanyl, because we're fresh out, 
fresh out.  
 (gesturing to the medal) 
It's the Sacrifice of Blood, 
Lieutenant. A medal. 
 

ARTEM 
Didn’t know there was such a thing… 
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ANGELIQUE  
Officially titled “For The Sacrifice Of 
Blood While Fighting For The Freedom Of 
Ukraine.”  
 

ARTEM 
I wasn’t even aware. How long this been 
out? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Don’t even ask. You wouldn’t even 
believe the bureaucratic hurdles. You’d 
think with a war going on the 
government would get off their asses.  
 

ARTEM 
Especially with so many boys getting 
blown up. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
You have connections in the government? 
 

ARTEM 
No, but I took some iron at the start 
of the war and didn’t see any Angels or 
enamel painted on tin. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Iron? 
 

ARTEM 
You know shrapnel. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
This Blood for Freedom award began in 
2019.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, I’m just saying. News to me. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
And this iron, when did that happen? 
 

ARTEM 
2014.  
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SUBTEXT: The math means that Artem has been fighting since 
before he was 19. And of course, Artem feels alienated and alone 
in the pre-2022 fight. After February 2022, everyone is aware. 
The defenders of Ukraine prior to February 2022 have been 
seriously neglected. Artem has probably worked his way up from 
private to lieutenant in the EIGHT YEAR war.  

 
Angelique’s jaw drops.  

 
ANGELIQUE  

You’ve been fighting all this while? 
 

ARTEM 
(sarcastic) 

Sure, hasn’t everyone? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
No, as a matter of fact… 
 (beat) 
You feel alienated and alone? Your 
voice.  
 

ARTEM 
Who’s alone? Apparently, I’m on all the 
virgins’ list and Boris Johnson called 
me the other day and we’re real chummy. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Oh, haha now you’re teasing me. I’m 
very glad you have kept your sense of 
humour, but…  
 

Artem opens the box and takes out the medal.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
It appears that they’ve made another 
mistake. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh? 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Minor wounds are labelled with a white 
or silver branch, while golden or 
yellow colours will be awarded to men 
with serious wounds.  
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Artem looks at his golden medal. She’s putting him on again. 
 

ARTEM 
This is a minor wound? I’d hate to have 
a serious wound. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
I’m teasing you, Lieutenant.  
 (beat) 
You earned the gold medal. Thank you. 
Anyone who bleeds more than a quart of 
diesel gets a gold one. 
 

ARTEM 
Comedian or guardian angel, make up 
your mind but I don’t think you can be 
both. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
I don’t know why not.  
 

ARTEM 
You sound Russian.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
(in jest) 

Please don’t tell anyone.  
 

ARTEM 
Half of these men are Russian, partly. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
My mother is Ukrainian.  
 

ARTEM 
And your father is Russian? I’m 
guessing you look like your mother. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Thank you. I appreciate that. 
 (beat) 
Okay, I guess I’m done. Good luck. 

 
ARTEM  

You’d think with all the beautiful 
Ukrainian women who we let get away so 
they could father the children of 
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brutish Russian men who end up abusing 
them this war wouldn’t have ever 
happened.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
I’ll have to sort that one, but I’ll 
get back with you. 
 

Angelique gives Artem a worried glance (what exactly does he 
know about her past) but then hides her concern from him when he 
glances at her.  
 
SUBTEXT: How could Artem know Angel’s mom was the mistress of a 
mean and angry, conceited Russian who abused and then neglected 
them? Artem doesn’t know; there isn’t any way Artem could know 
anything about Angel or her loser Russian father. Artem’s making 
a hasty generalization. This scene foreshadows the big reveal 
(Angel’s backstory) that is coming eventually. 

 
ANGELIQUE  

NATO missiles. 
 

ARTEM  
Missiles trump everything in Moscow.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
And love wins out over here? 
 

ARTEM  
I’m just saying. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What a messed up war. 
 

ARTEM  
But it’s OUR war.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Tell me about it.  
 

Angelique gestures to a cart with two dozen medals. Artem 
gestured to his wounded shoulder. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Artem, I mean Lieutenant. The President 
would like to send a note to your 
family, but… 
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She gestures to her notepad. There isn’t any family listed. 

 
ARTEM 

There’s not any. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Oh? You are alone in this world? 
 

Her heart is open. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
A man’s not alone when he wears gold.  
 

She gestures to the golden medal.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
Thank you for enduring all that out 
there. 
 

ARTEM 
Thanks for the tin, Angel.  
 

She goes out into the hall and holds her chest. She closes her 
eyes. She takes several deep breaths. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Oh, Artem. 

 
SUBTEXT: Has Artem taken her breath away? Or is she emotional 
with all the wounded soldiers? Did she just fall for Artem? 
 
She recovers and pushes her cart down the hall to see the next 
wounded soldier. 
 
INT. VETERAN’S HOSPITAL – KHERSON - DUSK 
 
Time passes and two older nurses change the sheets with Artem 
still in the bed. Turning left and right in bed is a bit painful 
for Artem. But he endures it without a word.  
 

ARTEM 
That is an admirable proceeding.  
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NURSE #1 
Plenty of practice.  
 

ARTEM 
You mean in your career, or during this 
war? 
 

NURSES 
Well, lately… 

 
They had finished with the bed and Artem lays there with a clean 
smooth sheet under him and another sheet over him. Artem looks 
pleased to be very clean.  
 

ARTEM 
Who was the woman who brought the 
medals?  
 

NURSE #1 
Are you in love with Angel? That didn’t 
take very long. 
 

NURSE #2 
She’s a very athletic girl.  
 

NURSE #1 
And she represented her country so 
well. 
 

NURSE #2 
Russia never deserved her; that’s for 
sure. 
 

ARTEM 
She said she was Ukrainian.  
 

The older nurses raise their eyebrows. They know Artem doesn’t 
know Angel’s most valuable attribute, gymnastics.  

 
NURSE #1 

Yes, she’s very pretty.  
 

ARTEM 
I have a question for her? 

 
They chuckle. Every soldier is in love with Angel. 
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NURSE #2 
Who? 
 

ARTEM 
Angel.  
 

The two nurses chuckle. 
 

ARTEM 
How many soldiers received medals 
earlier? 
 

NURSE #1 
I’m sure she left the building.  
 

NURSE #2 
I can look it up for you.  
 

ARTEM 
No, that’s okay. I was just curious.  
 (beat) 
Will she be back? 
 

NURSE #1 
Bite your tongue.  
 

NURSE #2 
Not unless there’s another offensive.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m sure there will be. We had them on 
the run.  
 

NURSE #1 
It’s sort of slowed down.  
 

ARTEM 
Angel; what’s her last name? 
 

The older nurses grin. 
 

NURSE #1 
 (robotic mono-tone) 
I’m sorry. That’s private information 
that we can’t divulge.  
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ARTEM 
Everyone asks you that? 
 

NURSE #2 
Pretty much.  
 

ARTEM 
So, what’s a guy got to do to get a 
girl’s name in this town? 
 (beat) 
Who exactly does she work for? 
Zelenskyy or the Army or who? 
 

NURSE #1 
That, I don’t know.  
 

NURSE #2 
You ask a great many questions for a 
sick boy. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sick. I’m wounded. 
 

NURSE #1 
 (chuckling) 
Shot in the heart.  
 

ARTEM 
If comedians were missiles this war 
would be over.  
 

The nurses dim the light and leave chuckling.  
 
The shutters are open and the dim sunlight falls into the room. 
Many of the tiled roofs are gone the chimneys have collapsed. 
 
INT. VETERANS HOSPITAL – KHERSON – EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Two weeks later. It’s the first day of winter; Artem is much 
better. In a set of luxury pyjamas, winter jacket and house 
shoes. He is standing but he has a blanket wrapped around his 
waist insulating his lower half. He’s on the roof with a 
telescope looking south across the river at the Russian 
positions. His arm is in a sling, but his arm is useable. He’s 
working with the telescope. 
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A small FILIPINO MANSERVANT in a black alpaca jacket comes on 
the roof. The manservant holds a dress uniform and slacks. He 
carefully holds a paper sack, just the size to hold socks, 
shorts and a pair of dress shoes.  
 
The manservant's Ukrainian is very bad. 
 
Artem only glances at him. Artem is preoccupied with the 
opposite side of the river. He’s still at the telescope.  
 

ARTEM 
Is that it? It’s over? 
 

MANSERVANT  
(in flawed Ukrainian) 

I think there is fighting where the 
river isn’t? 
 

The manservant points to the Northeast.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m aware. But, that doesn’t do me any 
good. My unit is down there.  
 

Artem points to a position Southwest. 
 

MANSERVANT  
What are they doing? 
 

ARTEM 
The same thing I’m doing. Nothing. 
 

MANSERVANT  
You’re watching the Russians; in case 
they change their minds. 
 

ARTEM 
They better not change their minds.  

 
Artem takes a good long look at the manservant and especially 
the dress uniform and paper bag. 
 

ARTEM 
What are ya doing with those?  

(beat) 
You brought these pyjamas?  
 (beat) 



69 
 

You? 
 

MANSERVANT  
Ms. Honcharuk send them. 
 

ARTEM 
Ms. Honcharuk? 
 

MANSERVANT  
My boss.   
 

ARTEM 
I thought it odd for suddenly 5000 
hryvnia pyjamas to just show up. Can’t 
be meant for me. 
 

MANSERVANT  
Your name is embroidered on the tag. 
 

ARTEM 
I noticed that. You? 
 

MANSERVANT  
Ms. Honcharuk. 
 

ARTEM 
Look maybe you got the wrong man?  
 

MANSERVANT  
I’m pleased to know you, Lieutenant 
Melnyk. I came by twice last week but 
you were sleeping.  
 

ARTEM 
I am a bit confused. 
 

MANSERVANT  
Ms Honcharuk would like to invite you 
to dinner. 
 

ARTEM 
When? 
 

MANSERVANT  
This evening, sir.  
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ARTEM 
They won’t let me out of here for 
another two days.  
 

MANSERVANT  
That’s been taken care of. I was told. 
 

ARTEM 
My buddies tried and the hospital 
administrators caused problems for them 
with the captain. 
 

MANSERVANT  
I have a receipt for your exit. 
 

The manservant hands Artem an envelope.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s a release, but near enough.  
 (beat) 
I don’t even know this woman.  
 

MANSERVANT  
Evidently, she knows you. She knows a 
lot of people.  
 

ARTEM 
Why should I… 
 

MANSERVANT  
I think I would. She serves excellent 
pork. 
 

ARTEM 
Connected huh? 
 

MANSERVANT  
Seems to know a pig farmer, somewhere. 
It’s also a big secret.  
 

ARTEM 
Black market, I imagine.  
 

MANSERVANT  
A man just brings it. We were told not 
to ask questions.  
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ARTEM 
Sounds suspect. Mafia? 
 

MANSERVANT  
I don’t believe so. Seems political.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, I don’t know anyone that’s eating 
pork. Maybe I’ll just find my unit.  
 

MANSERVANT  
You’ll be sitting at a table and be 
eating food off clean plates.  
 

ARTEM 
White tablecloth?  
 

MANSERVANT  
Of course. 
 

ARTEM 
Okay, I have to return this telescope.  
 

Artem picks up the telescope and tripod. His arm is ninety per 
cent healed. Artem and the manservant descend the stairs.  
 

ARTEM 
Level with me huh? Who is this Ms 
Honcharuk? 
 

MANSERVANT  
She was the mistress of a powerful 
politician. 
 

ARTEM 
Which one? 
 

MANSERVANT  
I don’t know. No one seems to know. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, what do I want with a jealous 
politician on my case? 
 

MANSERVANT  
I believe that was quite a long while 
ago. 
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ARTEM 

How old is this lady? 
 

MANSERVANT  
Late 50s. 
 

ARTEM 
Look, I’m no gigolo. 
 

MANSERVANT  
I can guarantee that’s not her interest 
in you. She’s a patriot and frequently 
invites soldiers to the villa. I’ve 
never seen anything unsettling.  
 

ARTEM 
Villa? 
 (beat) 
Oh, I’m so slow. These pyjamas, a dress 
uniform, honestly I never had one of 
these. You? 
 

MANSERVANT  
Me? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes. You. 
 

MANSERVANT  
I’m the gardener. 
 

ARTEM 
The gardener. Okay. Just dinner?  
 

MANSERVANT  
She’s quite a hostess. My wife is the 
chef. You’ll eat well.  
 

ARTEM 
I’ll go.  

 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – KHERSON - EARLY AFTERNOON 

 
Artem enters the room of a critically ill soldier. It’s sombre. 
There is a family – parents, spouse and children. It’s a death 
vigil. He sets up the telescope by the window. There is a 
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surfboard against a wall, Bible and a television tuned to a 
World Cup game; the sound is off.  
 
SUBTEXT: The family is fighting for the man’s life. They have 
been desperately trying to persuade the Sergeant to resist death 
and remain interested in life.  
 

MOTHER 
He’s awake. 

 
ARTEM 

Sergeant, thanks for the loan of the 
telescope. Didn’t see a thing. But it’s 
here by the window if you want to see 
for yourself.  

 
The critically ill soldier raises a hand about three inches and 
then drops it to the bed again.  
 
Artem takes the winter jacket off and hangs it on the coat 
stand. He takes off a pair of slippers and places them under the 
soldier’s bed. It’s all been loaned and now it’s returned. 

 
ARTEM  

I guess I’m out of here. I was just 
released. Thank you for the use of the 
telescope.  
 

MOTHER 
Thank you for your help as well. 
 

ARTEM  
It was nothing. Good luck. God Bless 
you and your son and husband.  
 (to the children) 
God Bless your daddy. 
 

Artem takes the hand of the soldier.  
 

ARTEM  
Hang in there, buddy. You’ll be back to 
new very soon.  
 

The family all seem to worship Artem; they quietly mouth “thank 
you” to Artem.  
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EXT. VILLA – KHERSON - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
The villa is the only riverfront property undamaged. The other 
homes, especially the neighbour’s homes, have been wrecked. The 
manservant and Artem arrive in a gardener’s golf cart. The Villa 
is large and imposing. The lawn is broad and well-kept, bordered 
with flower beds, even during the winter.  
 
Artem is let off the cart at the front door. The Filipino 
manservant must remind Artem of his hat that’s almost left in 
the cart.  
 
SUBTEXT: Artem is a bit out of his element. It’s too ritzy and 
no one is shooting at him. He’s not accustomed to wearing a 
dress uniform or cap. 
 
Artem is visibly in awe as he walks up to the door. The 
manicured lawn, the pansies, black tulips, the opulence. He 
pauses, hands on his hips, to take in the elements of it. Artem 
rings the bell and there isn’t a servant to answer the door. Ms 
Honcharuk answers the door and extends her hand. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Lieutenant Melnyk. Welcome. I'm 
Viktoriya Honcharuk, and I'm from Kyiv, 
too. 
 

ARTEM 
Nice to meet you.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Come in. 
 

INT. ENTRANCE & HALL - VILLA 
 
They walk down a hallway toward the dining room.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Young man, you’ve been fighting since 
2014? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, ma'am. 
 

She gives Artem a small, green checkmark. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Well, you should be a general by now.  
 

Artem grins at her. 
 

ARTEM 
No, ma'am, I'm just a lieutenant.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
You must have started at the bottom. 
 

ARTEM 
I was a private… for a week. Yes, 
ma’am.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
That must be some sort of record. 
That’s odd, a week. How did that 
happen? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sure I should say.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh, come on. I’m no spy.   
 

ARTEM 
No, but you’re a lady. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I can find out, you know.  
 

ARTEM 
I shot a Russian general. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
 (nearly an erotic response) 
Oh.  
 

ARTEM 
The dumbass… sorry. He walked out in 
the open, clear as day. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I don’t blame you. And don’t feel bad.  
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ARTEM 
I don’t.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
They promote some of the cleverest and 
stupidest people. The Russians. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, ma’am. WE’RE the meritocracy.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
What did you do to become a Lieutenant? 
 

ARTEM 
Blew up a column. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I hope it wasn’t on a church.  
 

ARTEM 
No ma’am, it was a column of tanks. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
All by yourself? 
 

ARTEM 
There were three of us.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Good for you. I’m told you are a real 
soldier.  
 

ARTEM 
 (childlike) 
Thank you. I appreciate the pyjamas and 
uniform. Never had a dress uniform. And 
well I’m happy I’m here. 

 
INT. HALL & FORMAL DINING ROOM - VILLA 
 
They enter an elaborate room. There is room for 16 at the table 
but there are only three settings.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Why don’t you stay the weekend? 
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ARTEM 
Tomorrow I’ll be back with my unit and 
well this is something else…  

 
Artem gestures to the chandeliers, the table setting and the 
fireplace. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
You don’t have to report until Monday. 
 (beat) 
I’m told. 
 

ARTEM 
News to me, ma’am.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Please. 

 
Ms Honcharuk gestures that Artem should sit at the head of the 
table. Of course, she’s showcasing/advertising soldiers for 
Angelique. He doesn’t realize. 
 

ARTEM 
After you. 

 
A small FILIPINO LADY is laying the last of the silver. 
 
Artem was raised lower-middle class, and he’s still a bit rough, 
but he does have the manners to seat Ms Honcharuk at the head of 
the table.  
 
She pauses with the next line, so she can sit back and watch 
Artem’s reaction. She waits until Artem is seated. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Maria, would you let Angelique know 
that dinner is about to be served? 

 
Ms Honcharuk eyes Artem speculatively for a moment. Artem’s ears 
go up two seconds after hearing “Angelique.” It takes some time 
for him to process, that this is Angel’s mother and she’s 
probably upstairs. So, Artem gives away his interest in Angel. 
Artem immediately looks left and right and then toward the 
stairs.  
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Artem looks back to Ms Honcharuk. Artem realizes he’s failed (or 
passed) the test. Ms Honcharuk is leaning back and openly 
studying Artem. She nods toward Artem’s new medal. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Your injury, was it traumatic? 
 

ARTEM 
For a minute or so; the ambulance ride 
seemed to last a decade.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Not knowing… 
 

ARTEM 
Well, they won’t tell you anything.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
The corpsmen didn’t tell you that you 
would survive? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, but I’ve seen them tell that to a 
few fellows on their way out. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I see. 
 

ARTEM 
Fortunately, I had a sergeant… 
 (beat) 
Who might be in prison now. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh? 
 

ARTEM 
He pulled his weapon on the corpsmen 
when they didn’t want him to ride 
along.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Seriously? In prison? 
 

ARTEM 
They told me he was looking at it. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Maybe not.  
 

ARTEM 
You might be right; he’s just the type 
to get away with something like that. 
He’s a real rowdy yahoo. But he’s a 
good soldier. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
So what happened? 
 

ARTEM 
Anyway, he told me the wound wasn’t too 
bad and it wasn’t.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I guess in combat you establish certain 
bonds. You trusted him.  
 

ARTEM 
He would have told me if I were dying. 
He’s just that sort. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Amazing. He pulled a weapon and got on 
the ambulance? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, ma’am. Well, the battle was over. 
We were looking for donuts. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Donuts? 
 

ARTEM 
It happens. I’m not saying I approve 
but it happened. Nothing I could do 
about it.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
And you’ve been fighting the Russians 
for eight years? I don’t think I’ve 
ever met anyone… eight years? 
 

Artem grins at her. 
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ARTEM 
Beats driving a tractor or shearing 
sheep. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, but eight years. What’s it been 
like? 
 

ARTEM 
What, living in a trench? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Being shot at and bombed? 
 

ARTEM 
Oh… well you were here when all this…? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Heavens no. We were in Kyiv. 
 

ARTEM 
More bombs fell in Kyiv than here. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes. Precisely the reason we’re here 
now.  
 

ARTEM 
Very little fighting here… now.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
But it’s not easy.   
 

ARTEM 
Problems? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Not many opportunities. Interest. 
 (beat) 
My daughter was still a gymnast, well 
until February. 
 

ARTEM 
A gymnast? 
 

Ms Honcharuk feigns that she’s put out with the dinner being 
late. She glances at the kitchen and wrinkles her face. Ms 
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Honcharuk is an excellent actress; acting might be her 
backstory.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Lieutenant, I have some interesting art 
you might like to see. I think we have 
time before dinner. Would you care to 
come with me, please? 
 

They rise and move out of the dining room. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
But, yes you are correct. Fortunately, 
this house wasn’t harmed. It’s really a 
historic treasure. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s beautiful. You’re lucky. 
 

SUBTEXT: To Artem, she’s lucky to be rich and she’s lucky the 
home wasn’t wrecked by the Russians when they controlled and 
then departed Kherson. 

 
INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - VILLA 
 
The room is an odd mix. There is some expensive art and vintage 
luxury, old handmade French and German furniture. There is a 
collection of expensive bric-à-brac. Vases filled with fresh 
flowers are everywhere.  
 
There are three valuable works of art. And then there are six 
huge posters of Angelique in her Russian gymnast uniform. The 
room is clearly an advertisement targeting Angel’s future 
husband. 
 
SUBTEXT: Artem, and probably a dozen others, have been invited 
to the villa as potential suitors for Angelique.  
 
The south wall is glass and it’s the river. To the southwest is 
a striking sunset. 

 
Angelique’s mother rapidly points to the west, north and east 
walls and calls the artist’s name. There are two large photos of 
Angelique on each of those walls, but Ms Honcharuk is sly. It’s 
clear what her intention is but it’s not overt. Showing the art 
is covertly showing Angelique AND her body, status and 
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significance. Angel, of course, is in her Russian olympic team 
uniform.   

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Yuri Albert. 
 

I am not Jasper Johns, by Yuri Albert. 1980.  
 

 MS HONCHARUK  
Grisha Bruskin. 
 

Fundamental Lexicon, by Grisha Bruskin. 1986. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
That was a series of canvases I sold. 
I’m afraid it’s not an original but a 
mulitic I had made. 
 

SUBTEXT: Artem has spent the last eight years living in a trench 
cut into wheat fields. 

 
Artem probably doesn’t know the paintings, but he’s being 
polite, and he’s also appreciating the photos of Angelique. 

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Ely Bielutin. This is from 1962. 
 

Lenin's Funeral, Ely Bielutin. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Nikita Khrushchev visited the exhibit 
and hated it, he described this 
painting as "the worst". His “New 
Reality” was banned and Bielutin became 
a recluse. Bielutin was out until 
perestroika. 
 

When Angelique arrives she is completely matter-of-fact and she 
pronounces “ma’ma” as Bridget Bardo would; she’s clearly 
educated, possibly at Swiss boarding school. Any number of 
European gymnastics schools, hire top notch teachers. 

 
ANGELIQUE  

Ma’ma's heavily invested in Bielutin. 
 
SUBTEXT: What Angelique means is that her mother probably bought 
several million dollars worth of Soviet art for $200. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Christmas Day, 1991, they were about to 
burn them in the street. 
 (beat) 
This is Lieutenant Melnyk, Angelique. 
He's an artillery officer. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
I know, ma’ma. 
 

ARTEM 
Burning them? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Lost three. It was an emotional scene, 
the end of the Soviet Union.  
 (beat) 
I gave a man $200 not to burn them. 
 

ARTEM 
Dollars? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Dollars. 
 

Artem smiles but it’s largely polite. He stops at a museum-
quality glass case that holds an Olympic Bronze medal.  
 
SUBTEXT: Perhaps the case for a bronze medal might be overkill. 
The case and alarm might be worth more than the medal, but it’s 
part of the foreshadowing.  

 
Artem seems to be distracted by the visible alarm wires.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
It’s an alarm. I’m sorry. It was 
shoddily installed. I wasn’t here to 
oversee things.  
 (beat) 
Have you ever seen an Olympic bronze 
medal? 
 

ARTEM 
No ma’am. 
 

Angel’s a bit embarrassed that her mom is her marriage agent.  
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ANGELIQUE  
(to Artem) 

I’m sorry. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
It’s okay dear. You’re not late. I just 
thought I’d show Artem some of the art.  
 

SUBTEXT: Angelique might roll her eyes, or signal to Artem that 
she has nothing to do with her mother’s display, but she 
doesn’t. Also, around her mother, Angelique is not the same 
emancipated free spirit that she was at the hospital handing out 
medals.  

 
ANGELIQUE  

Okay, mother. But it’s more likely he’d 
rather eat.  
 

Artem is looking closely at the art frames for alarm wires. 
None. For her mother, the medal is the most valuable thing in 
the room.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Well Lieutenant, you never answered.  
 (beat) 
What's it like someone trying to kill 
you, year after year? 
 

ARTEM 
It was… well, it gets to be Galaxy 
Amusement Park stuff after a while. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I loved that roller coaster. 
 

ARTEM 
Is it not there anymore? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I don’t know. It’s been years.  
 

ARTEM 
Yes, ma'am. Did you get scared the 
first time you rode it? 
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MS HONCHARUK  
I was uncomfortable. Still, I wouldn’t 
want to be on a rollercoaster for eight 
years. 
 

They exit the room. Angelique looks embarrassed. Artem smiles at 
her. Artem shrugs like he has a mother as well; he doesn’t, but 
his understanding seems to help Angelique be less embarrassed. 
It’s slight but important. 
 

ARTEM 
 (winking at Angel) 
Don’t worry about it. 

 
ANGELIQUE  

Thank you for understanding. 
 

INT. DINING ROOM - VILLA 
 
Ms Honcharuk wrinkles her nose. Something is wrong. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t ask about 
the pork.  
 

ARTEM 
Why? It’s fine. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mom! 

(beat) 
He's not Jewish, mother. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Jews aren’t the only religions that 
don’t eat pork. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mom! Stop talking.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Well, the ones that worship on 
Saturday.  
 

ARTEM 
I don’t know what to say.  
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ANGELIQUE 
How about some potato salad? 
 

Angelique passes a plate of potato salad, but she pulls it back. 
She has a better idea. She gestures to his shoulder. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Here let me help you.  
 (to her mother) 
Ma’ma. His shoulder. 
 

Angelique is very near to Artem. She puts the plate on the table 
and takes a spoon and scoops. She leans over and when she’s 
putting the potato salad on the plate, her nose is inches from 
Artem’s shoulder. She inhales deeply and is totally uninhibited 
about him hearing her suck in the air. It’s borderline erotic. 
Pheromones and potato salad. 

 
SUBTEXT: Angelique’s mother is a traditionalist for tradition’s 
sake. Angelique and Artem are more practical and don’t mind 
Western-style potatoes. Angelique and Artem don’t pretend. Ms 
Honcharuk pretends. 
 
Ms Honcharuk receives the bowl of potato salad.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

My God, what is this? 
 

Angelique knows how to provoke her mother. Perhaps it’s 
Angelique’s revenge for being manipulated, or placed, by her 
mother. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Ma’ma, isn’t it wonderful? Your cook 
put mustard in the potato salad. 
Doesn’t it look yummy? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I believe, it’s supposed to have 
mayonnaise. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe in Moscow. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Kyiv too. 
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ANGELIQUE 
Do we even keep mustard in this house? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Mustard? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe she brought it with her from the 
Philippines? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
The Philippines? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to Artem) 
The cook is from the Philippines.  
 (beat) 
I love her. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Love her all day, but that doesn’t mean 
that she knows how to cook Eastern 
European Potatoes salad. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s an American thing I think, ma’ma. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Or worse. It might be a French thing. 
They love mustard.   
 

ARTEM 
The Filipinos are very American. 
 (beat) 
Well nearly.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
What do you really think, lieutenant? 
 

ARTEM 
I like my pistol. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
The Americans gave you a pistol? 
 

ARTEM 
Two of them.  
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ANGELIQUE 

Ma’ma, there is a reason why it’s made 
with mustard. We need the pistols.  
 

SUBTEXT: This is Angel’s sense of humour. Ms Honcharuk has been 
quietly supportive of the Russian position that the land is 
Russian. Of course, she’s opposed to NATO missiles in Ukraine. 
There might be a dozen reasons she has sided with the Russians.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Clearly, it means the Americans are 
here. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I haven’t seen any missiles. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yet. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, ma’ma, when did a few pistols start 
a nuclear war? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I won’t eat it. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Great, that’s more for Artem and me. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Darling, you know how to dance and 
tumble marvellously, but don’t tell me 
how to cook. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And fly, ma’ma. You forgot to mention 
that I can fly.  
 

Ms Honcharuk is still staring at the potato salad. This sort of 
fit has happened before; Angelique takes the opportunity to 
whisper in Artem’s ear. Her mother is in a tizzy and also she 
could be half deaf. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

And I’m flexible. Mother won’t tell you 
that. 
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Angelique has a bowl of braised cabbage. She serves Artem with 
the cabbage so she can tease, or perhaps be near him again. All 
the while they are flirting, WHISPERING. 

ARTEM 
Thank you for that information. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Here, let’s get you another spoon full.  
 

ARTEM 
Thank you. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I’m VERY flexible. 
 

Artem whispers nervously back.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought you were a virgin?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I am. 
 

ARTEM 
 (teasing her) 
So you say. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I can’t very well prove it to you… the 
gymnastics. 
 

ARTEM 
I guess I’ll just have to take your 
word.   
 (beat) 
For now? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I am valuable. Very valuable. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m aware of that fact.  
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ANGELIQUE 
It’s me telling you this, not my 
mother.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m sure you are. It’s just I never 
heard a virgin so… colourful…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, I’m no expert on anatomy, but…  

 
Ms Honcharuk is coming out of her mustard-induced stupor.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

Thank you. 
 (teasing her mother) 
Ma’ma, the cook put raisins in the 
cabbage. California raisins! 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
What are you two doing whispering like 
that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to her mother) 
He doesn’t drink vodka, ma’ma. A 
soldier that doesn’t drink vodka? How 
is that possible? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Your father never did either.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why do you think, ma’ma? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Mr Yeltsin ruined vodka for a lot of 
people, you know. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to Artem) 
Ma’ma, has some vodka.   
 (to her mother) 
Ma’ma, if Artem wanted some vodka would 
you give him some? 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Absolutely not.  
 (beat) 
Why don’t you drink vodka, Artem? 
 

SUBTEXT: Angelique likes Artem better than the previous suitors. 
And she’s relatively sly in laying out her mother’s criteria: 
Christian, non-drinker and a war hero. She wouldn’t mind if 
Artem passes all her mother’s tests. 

 
ARTEM 

I guess the priests and the nuns went 
over the homes we were delt out to. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh? 
 

ARTEM 
I was raised in an orphanage and later 
in foster homes.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
In Kyiv?   
 

ARTEM 
At first… but then I was on farms. 
 

Angelique is surprised, but that only means he’s a self-made 
man. Angelique’s mother seems to approve. From orphan to 
Lieutenant in 26 years means big points for Artem.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

No drinkers allowed?  
 

ARTEM 
Well, that’s a problem actually. DQ the 
drinkers and there aren’t enough homes 
for all the orphans. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
So they sit, warehoused, in Kyiv? I 
see. 
 

ARTEM 
I waited at the orphanage for a long 
time. I was eleven before I ever saw a 
ploughed field. 
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MS HONCHARUK  

You were lucky; it might take a while 
if you’re looking for a home without 
the influence of alcohol in Ukraine. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
How many foster homes? 
 

Ms Honcharuk keeps talking so Artem signals to Angelique with 
two fingers. Artem was in two foster homes.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

Or in Russia. Victims of the Soviet 
Union; it was easy for parents to give 
up their children.  
 (beat) 
The propaganda told them the state was 
better than at home.  
 

ARTEM 
Oh? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
The Soviet Union isn’t around anymore, 
ma’ma.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, but they left us with so many 
nasty habits. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I agree, ma’ma. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
 (to Angelique) 
Of course, you do, dear.  
 (to Artem) 
Artem, my Angelique would never give a 
child away. 
 (beat) 
Ukrainians still believe disabled 
children receive better care in an 
institution? 
 

ARTEM 
 (humour) 
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I might have picked my nose… but I 
don’t think I was disabled. Maybe I 
was. 
 (winking at Angelique) 
I can do math and shoot a gun. I just 
wanted you to know.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to Artem) 
I know.  
 (to her mother) 
Ma’ma, he’s not disabled.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh, I’m afraid I’ve put my foot in my 
mouth. 
 

Ms Honcharuk is probably going deaf. Angelique is in the habit 
of wising off under her breath. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Leg.  
 

Artem chuckles. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
What? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to mom) 
Let’s eat.  
 (whispering to Artem) 
And stop shooting ourselves in the 
foot.  

 
ARTEM 

Really, it’s okay.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s not.  
 

Artem has been making eyes at her the entire time. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not bored.  
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ANGELIQUE 
No, you aren’t. 
 (or alternatively) 
No; no one ever is.  
 

SUBTEXT: Artem has no idea of the full context. Ms Honcharuk has 
entertained dozens of potential husbands for Angelique. 

 
INT. BEDROOM – VILLA – NIGHT 
 
Artem goes through a clothes closet. It’s not immediately clear 
to the audience but it’s almost a lost and found. Items from 
twenty men that Ms Honcharuk has entertained. It’s not just 
clothes, but a half-empty bottle of vodka and three Cuban 
cigars. An empty money clip with the emblem of an admiral in the 
Ukrainian Navy. Football cleats and a set of keys to an Aston 
Martin. 
 
Artem looks closely at the vodka He sees a very slight mark from 
a Sharpie marker directly on the “water line” or what they call 
the “content line”. Angel’s mother would know if he took a 
drink. Artem knows it’s part of an elaborate test. He smiles and 
puts back the vodka.  
 
INT. BEDROOM – VILLA – EARLY MORNING 
 
Artem wakes up. He looks out the window and his eyes bulge. 
Angelique is exiting the villa and walking to the garage. She 
stops outside the garage and begins doing stretching exercises. 

Artem rushes to the wardrobe and gets out a footballer’s uniform 
and a mismatched tracksuit. He has to try on two pairs of 
jogging shoes before he finds one that fits. He races downstairs 
to catch Angel before she leaves on her morning run. 

EXT/INT. THREE-CAR GARAGE – EARLY MORNING  

Angelique is still stretching. A missile flies over, there isn’t 
an impact. They wait with anticipation/concern, but nothing 
happens. The missile must be flying deeper into Ukraine.  

ANGELIQUE 
I see you found ma’ma’s collection of 
mismatched clothes. 
 

ARTEM 
 (teasing Angel) 
I thought it was YOUR collection. 
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ANGELIQUE 

Artem, you must believe me; This is not 
my idea. 
 

ARTEM 
Okay, but just out of curiosity. What 
number am I? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It looks like you’re number 8. You’re 
wearing number 8.  
 

ARTEM 
A footballer? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, but not a very good one.  

 
The tracksuit has a number on the back, #8. 

 
ARTEM 

Well, what I meant was, how many 
interviews thus far? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (a bit peeved but she is blunt) 
I have no idea. Ask ma’ma; I’ve lost 
count. 

 
Angelique’s probably done stretching. She’s pressing her 
advantage (the best body in all of Ukraine); it’s an opportunity 
to further entice Artem, so she’s very thorough. On the other 
hand, she’s also a former Olympic athlete and it’s probably just 
part of her extensive/careful exercise routine.  

ANGELIQUE 
Aren’t you going to stretch? 
 

ARTEM 
Nope.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why not? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m busy. 
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ANGELIQUE 

Doing what? 
 

ARTEM 
Watching you stretch. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Very funny. You must stretch. 
 

ARTEM 
No, I’m serious. I’m doing just fine. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay, fine by me. But, if you pull a 
muscle don’t come crying to me.  
 

ARTEM 
You are going to cause me to pull a 
muscle? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Are you trying to flirt with me? 
 

Angelique continues to stretch. It’s provocative. She is clearly 
aware of it. 

 
ARTEM 

Now, why would I want to do that? 
 
We believe she’s probably going to run, but she pushes a button 
on her phone and the garage door slides up. There are two luxury 
cars and two bicycles.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You bike?  
 

Artem looks a bit worried. It’s been 20 years since he rode a 
bicycle. 

 
ARTEM 

Sure.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Take mother’s.  
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Angelique’s bike is a Trek that weighs 6.5 kilograms and is 
priced at 12,000 US dollars. Her mother’s bike is a vintage but 
well-maintained women’s bicycle, very dated. 

 
ARTEM 

 (about the Trek) 
Holy cow. Where’d you get that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I didn’t buy it if that’s what you’re 
asking. 
 

ARTEM 
I was afraid to ask. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
An admirer.  
 

ARTEM 
So, I get the granny bike? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It rolls and it’s not a race, silly. 
And you’re lucky. 
 

ARTEM 
Why? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Last week, ma’ma took off the basket. 
She said it made her look old and 
rural.  
 

ARTEM 
She grew up on a farm? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Sometimes I feel she’s the most rural 
woman in Ukraine. 
 

ARTEM 
No that’s not correct. And it’s not 
even nearly. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Do you know the price of corn, today in 
Kyiv? 
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ARTEM 

No. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She does. 
  

Angelique smiles and gestures to a woven basket that’s on the 
floor of the garage.  
 
EXT. STREETS OF KHERSON – EARLY MORNING 
 
Marii Fortus Street. Kherson has been wrecked by the fighting. 
As they ride, Angelique is a bit oblivious to the situation and 
the danger. There are burned-out cars and collapsed buildings 
everywhere along the route. Artem however is taking it all in. 
He’s making mental notes, perhaps in case the city needs to be 
defended again. Very early in the morning, they ride past a park 
where they are exhuming bodies.  
 
A missile screams by overhead, east to west. 
 
Artem slams on his brakes and stands over the bike. Angel only 
slows and turns and rides back to him.  
 
The missile impacts in the far west of the city. The streetlamps 
flicker and go out; it was the electric power plant or a 
transfer station. It’s dawn, but clearly, the city lights are 
off.  
 
Artem has a flashback of the two Syrians who were so easily shot 
off their bikes. 
 

ARTEM 
What in hell are we doing? All that 
stretching has gone to my head. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m exercising.  What are you doing? 
 (beat) 
Do you know something I don’t know? 
 

ARTEM 
The Russians are right over there.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Of course. Thank God.  
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ARTEM 

Aren’t you nervous? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
They won’t kill me.  
 

ARTEM 
Very funny.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
They haven’t yet. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, keep this up and see what 
happens? 
 

SUBTEXT: No one ever said Angelique is 100 percent logical. 
She’s young and despite handing out medals to injured soldiers 
in Kherson, she feels nothing bad will happen to her. She’s 20 
and nothing ever bad has happened to her. She’s led a privileged 
life. Actually however, both she and her mother aren’t too 
affected by the stature and place; they both think a mere 
lieutenant would make a good match. They’ve rejected 
billionaires and admirals. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

My doctors say I’ll live to be 100. 
 (beat) 
Excellent genes, proper diet, Lance 
Armstrong’s diet, exercise. 
 

ARTEM 
How do you… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Ma’ma. 
 

ARTEM 
How does she know it’s actually HIS 
diet? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
They’re pen pals. 
 (beat) 
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Now, THAT’S who she wants me to marry; 
genetics trump everything she says, but 
the age difference. 
(she makes a gesture of displeasure) 
But they’re friends. 
 (a very long beat) 
I know what you’re thinking. I’ve led a 
charmed life. 
 

ARTEM 
Good for you. But the idea here is to 
KEEP living your charmed life. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Would you weep if something were to 
happen to me?  

 
ARTEM 

I’d shell the hell out of whoever hurt 
you…  

 
This bike ride through a war zone, it’s just tempting fate for 
Artem. He looks across the river. A lone military vehicle is 
moving along the Russian side of the river.  
 

ARTEM 
You do this every day? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I do. 
 

ARTEM 
Right along here? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, not every day. 
 

ARTEM 
Ever thought about not riding in range 
of the Russian snipers? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Are they over there? 
 

ARTEM 
You have no idea how dangerous this is. 
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ANGELIQUE 
They don’t scare me. 
 

ARTEM 
Listen, you need to… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, I generally ride up to the 
Sinelnikov monument and back. 
 

ARTEM 
Sinelnikov? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I don’t know, some Russian general. He 
killed Napoleon or something. I thought 
you might know.  
 

ARTEM 
I don’t, but it’s down that way? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
On the river, yes. 30km. 
 

ARTEM 
There and back?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
No. One way. 
 

ARTEM 
No wonder the suitors don’t stay.  
 

Miscommunication. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (she’s miffed) 
I think there is another reason, and 
you are probably aware of it. 
 

SUBTEXT: Artem thinks she’s referring to her interesting but 
manipulative/judgmental mother. However, Angelique is 
foreshadowing an issue that will emerge from her backstory. 
Normally Artem would inquire, but Angelique is intimidating. 
Artem doesn’t want to ask too many questions or step on her 
mother’s toes. Primarily, Artem doesn’t want to inquire about 
her past love life.  
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ARTEM 

You ride 60km a day? You are a serious 
woman. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Thank you. The war can’t last forever. 
 

Artem is a bit lost at the meaning of this dialogue. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m toying with the idea of 
professional cycling. I love Europe. 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s train on a safer route; what do 
you say? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Come on, scaredy cat.  

 
Ostrivske Highway. Angel leaves the river road and heads north, 
in the opposite direction of the Russians. As they ride, Artem 
must struggle to keep up. Angelique’s a world-class athlete and 
of course, she also has a racing bike. Artem’s doing what he can 
to keep up. His injured shoulder is bothering him, but he 
continues. 
 
Several times Angelique pulls ahead of Artem and sprints with 
her bum out of the saddle. Artem is taking it all in for a time; 
she eases up and he struggles to keep up beside her. Again she 
pulls in front, showing him her perfect posterior and athletic 
prowess. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m glad you decided to stay the 
weekend.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought your mother wouldn’t stop 
insisting.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, your unit isn’t fighting, and 
they don’t expect you until Monday.  
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ARTEM 
How does she… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
That’s just ma’ma. Always organizing 
bee hives from the outside.  
 

ARTEM 
So, we have today and tomorrow? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You can visit anytime you like. Ma’ma 
likes you.  
 

ARTEM 
She told you that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She insisted. She doesn’t insist nearly 
so adamantly with every man she has 
over for dinner.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought about coming and finding you 
this morning. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What time? 
 

ARTEM 
About 4am. I think. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mother would have shot you. 
 

ARTEM 
Would she have? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, you’ve already been shot once. She 
would have shot me. 
 

Artem grins. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Thanks for impressing her. 
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ARTEM 
If she likes me, she’s easily 
impressed.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, not everyone can do that. 
 

ARTEM 
I sort of got the impression she’s not 
easily impressed.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You did well. However unlikely…  
 

ARTEM 
I don’t get it. I don’t think I said 
anything witty or… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Insightful. 
 

ARTEM 
No. How would I ever say… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe that’s why you were able to 
impress her. 
 

ARTEM 
You wanna give me some insight… so I 
can win her over? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Uh, no. 
 

ARTEM 
Come on. Give a guy a break. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay. She hates bullshit. 
 

Artem has no idea how to respond and he’s peddling far outside 
his comfort zone, just to keep up. Processing this 
complicated/athletic woman will take Artem a day or two. 
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ANGELIQUE 
Technically, mathematically, the faster 
we go the less risk there is. Right? 
 

ARTEM 
Right. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You saw the Lion King II? Zira will do 
anything to make her son king by 
training him as a tyke-bomb to kill 
Simba.  
 

SUBTEXT: Angel is trying to explain her mother to Artem. For 
twenty years, Angelique has done nothing but do gymnastics and 
watch movies. These are her two areas of expertise. It’s clearly 
a fallacy of hers; perhaps one of here gymnast friends speaks 
the language of film, but of course, Artem doesn’t know the film 
and television jargon and he hasn’t seen the movies.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

What about Shrek 2?  Fairy 
Godmother tries to put her son Prince 
Charming on the throne by marrying 
Fiona, who is heiress to the throne. 
You saw that movie, right? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m sorry. I don’t watch a lot of 
movies. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What do you watch? 
 

ARTEM 
Nothing really. A football game maybe. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay.  
 (beat) 
But I know you saw How to Train Your 
Dragon. Excellinor the Witch, mother 
of Alvin the Treacherous, is able to 
make her son King of the Wilderwest. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sure what you’re talking about. 
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ANGELIQUE 

My mother is measuring you to be king.  
 

ARTEM 
Haha. I’m not royalty.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why do you say that? 
 

ARTEM 
Uh, Nicholas II.   
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, maybe I shouldn’t say king. But 
successful.  
 

ARTEM 
In business or politics? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Either, but if she has her way… 
politics. Right now the future 
politicians have a leg up. You know the 
war and all. But it’s politics or 
business or the highway. 
 

ARTEM 
And who do you hope wins? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’ll do in a pinch. 
 

ARTEM 
Thanks. But I’m surprised you put up 
with it.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
It? 
 

ARTEM 
Your mom picking and choosing. 
Maneuvering.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
If you repeat it. I’ll deny it. And 
she’ll side with me, naturally. I 
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won’t. I’ll marry a caveman before I 
obey her on this one. 
 

ARTEM 
I see. And I’m the caveman? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I didn’t say that. Actually, I hope you 
fail with mom. 
 

ARTEM 
Brutal… But wait… you won’t entertain 
the thought of you and I… because your 
mother likes me? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Pretty much. 
 

ARTEM 
But, I’m not out of the running until 
she actually chooses me. Right? 

 
ANGELIQUE 

 (beat) 
Correct.  
 

ARTEM 
I can drink the vodka or smoke all 
three cigars.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (jesting but it’s levity/frivolity) 
She would be livid and that would be 
cheating. If she pitches a big enough 
fit, I’d have to marry you.  
 

ARTEM 
You seem relatively independent. At 
least at the hospital, just something 
about the way you… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I mean it’s a complicated game with 
mother and me.  
 

ARTEM 
You torpedo her picks? 
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ANGELIQUE 

I shouldn’t marry the man she chooses. 
 

ARTEM 
How old are you? Do you mind? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Twenty. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, well that settles it.  
 (beat) 
Do what you like now and later you can 
marry who she chooses, like later when 
you’re forty-two. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Who she chooses? 
 (beat) 
Forty-two? Oh, you are clever. 
 

ARTEM 
Seriously, what’s the rush? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Most suitors argue, at least for a 
time, that I should marry them. 
 

ARTEM 
Self-interest. Of course, that would be 
good for them. Great in fact. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Thank you. What you’re saying is I have 
to do what’s best for me. 

 
ARTEM 

Yes. You have to do what is best for 
you. Duh. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s just that I owe her. 
 

ARTEM 
Owe her? No way. 
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ANGELIQUE 
She’s my best and only friend. A bit 
pushy… well, you know that already. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe I should listen. She’s been a 
very good provider.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought the villa was yours. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Haha. Why would you think that? 
 

ARTEM 
I mean the Olympics and all… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, that. Heavens no, a bronze medal 
isn’t worth this bicycle… 
 

ARTEM 
 (gesturing to the bike he’s on) 
I bet it’s worth more than this 
bicycle.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Don’t knock that bike; you should see 
my mother’s legs. They’re nicer than 
mine even. 
 

ARTEM 
I doubt that.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, I’m not kidding.  

 
Artem and Angel are a bit fixated on each other and of course 
not crashing their bikes. They don’t realize they have driven 
directly past Artem’s unit. Earlier Artem was taking in all the 
city, but now he rides past ten artillery pieces, all lined up 
and ready and he doesn’t notice.  
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Large Sarge is out buying breakfast. His jaw drops when 
Angelique and Artem ride by on their bikes. He stops shopping 
and watches them ride to the end of the street and turn left. 
For Large Sarge it’s the most incredible thing he’s seen during 
the war. 
 
SUBTEXT: It’s not just her mother who is measuring Artem; 
Angelique would certainly deny it, but she’s in the market for 
romance and/or a husband. Her natural inclination would be to 
find love, but she’s probably been conditioned by her mother to 
primarily find a husband. Of course, she’s in the catbird seat. 
She has all the tools needed.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Let’s turn here.  
 

ARTEM 
So, your mom is playing matchmaker? Why 
isn’t your mother in the market for a 
man to make “king” herself? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She had her chance and she blew it. Had 
a king and lost him. 
 (beat) 
If you repeat this I’ll deny it. 
 (beat) 
Men have kissed her toe and she’s 
rejected them. I don’t know. Someone 
sucked the confidence right out of her. 
And she won’t talk about it, not even 
with me. Not drunk or even late at 
night.  
 

ARTEM 
Now that’s a movie. A woman that is 
living vicariously through her 
daughter. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I think it’s been done, honey. 
 

ARTEM 
Honey? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Charting your progress? 
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Artem is inspired to sprint out in front of Angelique. But she 
feels challenged and she changes gears and rapidly zooms in 
front of him and she doesn’t stop racing until she’s in sight of 
the villa. She slows and looks back. Artem’s not there. She 
shows us a slight grimace at her mistake. Her goal, an elevated 
heart rate, is reached; she glances at her fitness watch. 
However, she may have lost another suitor, dead or dropped out 
of the race; it shows on her face.  
 
SUBTEXT: Her entire life she’s probably been a better athlete 
than most of the boys. It’s a common troupe for athletic women; 
they’ve all discouraged/intimidated more than a few suitors by 
being more athletic than the men pursuing them.  
 
EXT. VILLA – KHERSON – MORNING 
 
City lights are out. Angelique enters the villa gate; some 
security lights are on and there are lights on inside the house.  
 
Artem has given up the race 10km back. Artem enters the villa 
leisurely on his bike.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

I’m sorry. I thought you were behind 
me. 
 

ARTEM 
I’d follow you anywhere, so long as my 
legs hold up.  
 (beat) 
Great scenery, by the way. You should 
slow down and smell the smoke. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Funny. 
 

As Angelique puts her bike in the garage, we can hear (or see) 
the emergency generator buzzing. 

 
ARTEM 

Nice generator.  
 

Artem looks over at the military hospital and its clearly dark, 
no lights. Artem realizes that the villa is the only building in 
sight with electricity.  
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END EPISODE ONE – BEGIN EPISODE TWO 
 

INT. FOURTH COMMAND POST - KHERSON – NIGHT 
 
Two days later. It’s a similar scene to the others; war buddies, 
Large Sarge and Artem chat, Artem re-visualizes the bike 
race/ride. The conversation becomes a VOICE OVER. MONTAGE of 
Artem and Angel’s weekend. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Well, I have to say I was shocked. 
 

ARTEM 
Me too, brother.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
What did you talk about, or did you 
even talk? 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, no friend. She’s religious. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Orthodox? 
 

ARTEM 
Who knows. A virgin is a virgin.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Does that even matter these days? 
 

ARTEM 
Bite your tongue.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Yes, but given her international 
status. Her celebrity.  
 

ARTEM 
She says she’s not a celebrity. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
But the Olympics. Isn’t that the 
ultimate festival for hooking up?  
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ARTEM 
She’s a serious person. Has been it 
seems. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
In what sense? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s a bronze medal. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Seriously, all those bronzed male 
athletes around her, laced with 
undetectable hormones and feeling all 
patriotic.  
 

ARTEM 
Patriotic? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I think you know what I mean. 
 

ARTEM 
I believe her. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
That she’s a virgin or not a celebrity? 
 

ARTEM 
Virgin. Both. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
A celebrity virgin? Crazy but maybe? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sure you know what I mean.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
One shot like that in a lifetime, huh? 
 

ARTEM 
Ten lifetimes. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
What in the world did you talk about? 
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ARTEM 
What do you mean? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
She went to school in Switzerland. 
 

ARTEM 
I don't remember, all we talked about. 
Her mother. Football. Cycling. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
What about that bike ride? I saw, you 
guys were chatting it up. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t remember; she nearly killed me. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Is that good or bad? 
 

ARTEM 
Good, I hope. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I know; those muscles. 
 

ARTEM 
I hope she gives me a heart attack 
someday.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I do too. I think you deserve something 
like that.  
 

ARTEM 
Appreciate that. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
You do know nothing spells “badass” 
more than literally doing an Olympic 
gymnast. 
 

ARTEM 
Doing? I’m marrying. Have you even been 
listening? 
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LARGE SARGE 
Serious business? You talked about 
marriage? 
 

ARTEM 
No, but her mother is more like a 
marriage agent. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
All mothers are agents. 
 

ARTEM 
I guess. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Pay to play? What do you think she’ll 
cost? I saw a movie once, about the 
Great Patriotic War and a guy named 
Oddball. Americans robbed this German 
gold. 
 

ARTEM 
What?  
 

LARGE SARGE 
We could do that. I know of three banks 
and as we’re rolling through… Forward 
observers, we could… 
 

ARTEM 
What for? That sort of woman isn’t for 
sale? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
It would be for her mom. I mean her 
mom’s selling prestige? Right?   
 

ARTEM 
Ok, you need to stop saying “buying” 
and “selling.”  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Still, it would be prestigious and a 
level of prestige that will solve 
nearly anything that comes at you. 
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ARTEM 
Prestige? You mean like money and 
power. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
No, prestige is a super-power. It’s the 
ability to force certain images into 
the minds of other men. 
 

ARTEM 
What about putting images in a woman’s 
mind? I would be more interested in 
THAT super-power. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Let’s see women’s minds… Yes. Well, I 
can tell you. The minute it gets out 
that you’re doing her, the women that 
think their prettier than her, no 
matter how crazy that is, will flock 
after you. That’s prestige. 
 

ARTEM 
There are women who think they’re 
better than her? I don’t see how that… 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Walk into a restaurant with her and see 
what happens.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sure that’s… 

 
LARGE SARGE 

Bringing down another woman is 
something girls practice from a very 
young age.  
 (beat) 
Men want a lot of lovers, but it's a 
singular conquest real women work for 
tirelessly.  Tirelessly would be the 
operative term. 
 

ARTEM 
Quantity for men, of course.  
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LARGE SARGE 
And quality for women. But it’s not the 
quality of the man; it’s the quality of 
the women they’re stealing from.  

 
ARTEM 

So, you know so much about how females 
operate, where’s yours? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I weigh 145kg.  
 (beat) 
As your company clerk, it’s my job to 
advise you to “seize the day”. 
Hopefully, you’ll spend the rest of 
your life with this crazy dilemma. 
 

ARTEM 
What dilemma? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
A woman like Angel Honcharuk, at home 
in bed waiting, and five actresses 
looking to play coitus interruptus, and 
not with them. One magazine photo of 
you two together and you’ll have it 
made, female wise. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re exaggerating? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I’m not, ask anyone.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, I’d turn them down. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Or deal with them? 
 

ARTEM 
But I’d be a king? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Lieutenant, you marry her and you’ll be 
a walking talking Emperor.  
 (beat) 
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Olympic she-fu, friend. And everyone 
will know about it.  
 

ARTEM 
She-fu? 

 
Kung Fu Fighting, by Carl Douglas. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
 (Humming the first bar) 
Whoa-oh-oh-oh  
 (beat) 
A tiny woman beating the shit out of 
you every night… and everyone you come 
into contact with realizing that’s 
what’s happening every night when the 
sun goes down.  
 (beat) 
You going for it, huh? 
 

ARTEM 
Seriously, do you think I’m a dumbass? 
 (beat) 
I told you her mom likes me.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
What about the girl? 
 

ARTEM 
Sure, she likes me plenty. 
 (beat) 
I think. 
 

Lights out. 
 
BEGIN MONTAGE OF THE WEEKEND’S ROMANCE – DAY 
 
Angelique passes around a platter of food. Another long bike 
ride, more friendly this trip. Movies. Shopping. Artem can’t 
take his eyes off her.  
 
Artem and Angelique walk, hold hands, play and jest.  
 
They cook elaborate meals with mustard. The Filipino Woman, 
reads a novel in the kitchen, and giggles at the couple.  
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Ms Honcharuk watches from a distance. Always guessing and 
evaluating. 
 
It’s clear Artem is fascinated by the precise way she spoke; 
camera is focused tight on her mouth. Swiss boarding school and 
properly educated gymnastic friends.  
 
Same tight camera on Angelique’s face, deep concentration, while 
Artem tells her mother war stories. Angelique throws back her 
head and laughs and looks at her mother to be sure her mother is 
not missing anything.  
 
Artem is clearly smitten. Artem and Angel talk at the heated 
pool, in a garden room. They watch a World Cup game; the biggest 
reaction is a smile at an incredible goal. Each has a comment.  
 
In the library/office, Artem and Angel sit as the laptop boots 
up. They use the time to make goo-goo eyes at each other.  
 
END MONTAGE 
 
INT. OFFICE – VILLA - DAY 
 
Angelique has an interest in an online map and Artem’s drawing 
what he figures is the current front line. Ms Honcharuk enters 
and pretends to be looking for a particular book on the shelves. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I hate this damn war. I’d rather be in 
Moscow.  
 

ARTEM 
Moscow… 
 (beat) 
When were you in Moscow last?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I have never been actually there. But 
the brochure sure looks nice.  
 

ARTEM 
How is that? I don't…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, the training centre in Khimki. 
The airport.  
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ARTEM 
But not Moscow proper? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s just a part of the agreement my 
mother and father made.  
 

ARTEM 
Is that your father being an ass? He 
has a new family now? 
 

Artem contemplates how his girlfriend could come to be 
effectively banned from Moscow. And she’s vague about it. 

 
MS HONCHARUK 

Angelique was born in Moscow.  
 (beat) 
When she was very young, her papa 
promised her that she could be in the 
Olympics the summer she was fifteen.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mom’s a great negotiator. Unbending. 
 

ARTEM 
Is that a gymnastics joke? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Unbending. Hah? 
 

MS HONCHARUK 
Gymnastics is very political.  
 (beat) 
After that, he sort of became 
unavailable.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
The war pretty much ended all contact 
and… 
 

ARTEM 
When I was a child if anyone would have 
imagined this, they’d have been locked 
in an asylum. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yet here we are.  
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INT/EXT. FOURTH COMMAND POST - KHERSON – WINTER AFTERNOON 
 
Weeks, later, Large Sarge cuts Artem’s hair. Artem is a nervous 
wreck and can’t sit still. Artem looks out the window and 
Dymtrus is playing with a drone. It’s not a war zone. 
 
Large Sarge is hand washing shorts and socks. Artem soaks in a 
steamy tub, for an hour and polishes his dress shoes three 
times. Large Sarge irons Artem’s dress uniform. Despite the 
bath, Artem is nervous.  
 
Artem’s pacing around looking through the field glasses. Artem 
checks on Dymtrus again; Dymtrus is visibly disappointed that 
the drone hasn’t detected any Russians. 
 

ARTEM 
He's flying that drone out over the 
river still… 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I know he’s pissed they won’t approve 
the fire orders.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, they need the shells in the 
north. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
But he IS pissed.  
 

ARTEM 
He’s a sergeant, just like you. You 
don’t call in artillery fire. He can’t 
either. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Not without your permission. No, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, he’s a sergeant too.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Just calling it in… without 
authorization could… 
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ARTEM 
I could have busted him… 
 

LARGE SARGE  
He’s lucky the gunners didn’t fire. 
They know he’s a hustler. 
 

ARTEM 
 (scoffing) 
Column of enemy tanks.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Typical Ukrainian. Professional 
bullshiter. 
 

ARTEM 
Don’t say that.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
I’m Ukrainian; that’s precisely why I 
can say that.  
 

ARTEM 
I didn’t know you felt that way. 
 

Large Sarge shrugs. 
 

SUBTEXT: In the past, Dymtrus has called in artillery fire 
orders. The target was dubious. Dymtrus is an arrogant ass, with 
a serious superiority complex, and perhaps that led him to the 
idea he could shell the eastern bank of the river to kill the 
Russian on a bike, without authorization from an officer. 
Because he’s saved Artem’s life, Dymtrus feels the rules don’t 
apply to him, and he's right. Artem doesn’t particularly like 
Dymtrus, but he won’t, or hasn’t, disciplined him. 

 
ARTEM 

Look at him out there.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
He’s nearly as neurotic as you are. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m that bad?  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Officers are allowed. A bit.  
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ARTEM 

I’m not good at waiting and not 
fighting. 
 

Long beat. 
 

ARTEM 
What do the men say? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
About… 
 

ARTEM 
Angel. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Oh, that. Friend, I didn’t betray you. 
 

ARTEM 
Betray me? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I haven’t heard a word and I sure as 
hell didn’t tell anyone. She’s 
beautiful. 
 

ARTEM 
Need to know basis, right? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
She’s national treasure.  
 

ARTEM 
For which side? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
For us of course. She’s pay backs for 
all the Ukrainian women preyed upon by 
Russian men. 
 

ARTEM 
Never thought of it that way. 
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LARGE SARGE 
And you landing her, well it’s 
important that your uniform is spotless 
and perfectly ironed.  
 

ARTEM 
I appreciate your attention to the 
details. 
 

ARTEM 
You should write a book. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
About what? 
 

ARTEM 
Philosophy, of course.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
You already did her. Right? 
 

ARTEM 
I expect you’re disappointed. 
 

Large Sarge is a bit incredulous.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Playing the long game, huh? 
 

ARTEM 
Not what you expected? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
No, I expect you to be a gentleman. 
Maybe that’s what will win the day… but 
who knows with this gymnast villa type? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
But, let’s be real.  
 

ARTEM 
Of course. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Well, my advice is, for your own 
sanity, if she shows any inclination 
then you take advantage. Right?   
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ARTEM 

Been trying. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Trying doesn’t count. Would you be 
amazed by the pyramids if they were 
just attempted? If just the plans were 
found on papyrus? 
 

ARTEM 
Her mother likes me. That counts, 
right? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Her mother? What if she has mother 
issues? What is the girl like? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, she’s twenty but in many ways, 
she’s like a kid. Movies, the Olympics. 
Been everywhere; did everything. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Well, nearly everything so you say.  
 

Long beat. Artem’s looking out the window. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I have a theory. Women that can, but 
don’t… they probably can’t. Sex for 
them is like painting or dance. Once 
they realize they can’t that’s when 
they don’t.  
 

ARTEM 
 (chuckling at a crazy idea) 
Fear of failure accounts for frigidity? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Precisely.  
 

ARTEM 
You have some evidence? A philosopher 
would collect data on that one… before 
they piss off half the planet mouthing 
off. 
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LARGE SARGE 

No, just my personal theory.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, my personal theory is when the 
lights are out they all think they’re 
Shirley MacLaine. Particularly gifted. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Who? 
 

ARTEM 
A woman, a Hollywood actress, that 
Angel told me about. She was supposedly 
the best at sex.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I know how movies are made and she must 
not have been that good. She made 
movies? Never heard of her. 
 

ARTEM 
 (about Dymtrus) 
He’s got that thing right up to their 
shore… he’s gonna lose it. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He has six; he says. 
 

ARTEM 
Still, what if the Russians get one of 
them?  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Relax, if they shoot it down, it’ll 
fall into the river. 
 

ARTEM 
They will retrieve it with a… what’s it 
called? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
A fishing rod?  
 

ARTEM 
No, with a hook… four thingies. Heavy. 
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LARGE SARGE 

A fishing rod with a weighted four-
prong hook? 
 

ARTEM 
Yep. That’s it. What if they have one 
over there? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
If they want one of our drones, they 
can order one off the internet. And it 
won’t arrive waterlogged. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Where you taking the princess of the 
pummel horse? 
 

ARTEM 
Women don’t do the pummel horse, dummy. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I don’t know, I have a few ideas. I’m 
surprised you haven’t. 
 

ARTEM 
You know this… I told you she says not 
until we’re married. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Hang on. How’d she say it? 
 

ARTEM 
How do you mean? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Did she say not until “we’re” married? 
 

ARTEM 
Not exactly. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Exactly what’d she say?  
 

ARTEM 
Not until “I’m” married? 
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LARGE SARGE 
I see. Not good. 
 

ARTEM 
She’s just adamant.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Geez, what century is this? 
 

ARTEM 
She’s okay.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I’m sure she is, but I’m not her 
company clerk; am I? Here’s your 
uniform. 
 

Large Sarge seems peeved, but he does go to a refrigerator and 
pulls out a beer.  
 
SUBTEXT: Large Sarge is irked because he feels that he’s lost a 
perfectly able military leader. Large Sarge has felt safe and 
confident in Artem’s leadership, but now he feels Angel has 
sucked the life out of his friend and commanding officer. 
 
Inside the fridge, we can see some flowers and some mushrooms. 
It is winter so these items are incredibly expensive. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Don’t forget the flowers. Getting those 
was some manoeuvre. 
 

ARTEM 
Appreciate ya. 
 

EXT/INT. VILLA – DUSK  
 

It’s snowing but Artem arrives flowers in hand. Angel answers 
the door. Angel grabs her coat; Ms Honcharuk in the background 
seems surprised they’re going out, again. But at the same time, 
Ms Honcharuk is soon there with a vase for the flowers. She’d 
rather Artem and Angel stay in; after all, there has been a war 
and the Russian army are a few hundred meters away. However, she 
relents. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Going out again, Artem. 
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ARTEM 

Yes, ma’am.   
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’ll have him home early, ma’ma. 
 

Artem and Angel step out the front door. It’s a light and fun 
banter between the two. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (about the flowers) 
You never forget, do you? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, it’s our sixth date.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Tonight?  
 

ARTEM 
Sure is. 
 

ARTEM 
I figure what… ten more dates and if 
we’re still not married yet, I’ll 
double the flowers. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Double? 
 

ARTEM 
I can, if it will help.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Won’t hurt to try I guess? 
 

ARTEM 
 (military doctrine) 
Well, you know… probe “with flowers” 
and test the resistance. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, I know I’ve been, we’ve been, 
breaking all the rules of dating but I 
want you to know I appreciate your 
patience.  
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SUBTEXT: According to a Ukrainian issue of Cosmopolitan, the 
third date is all about boundaries and clear intentions. Those 
were covered on the very first dinner at the villa. Pundits and 
jokesters also say the third date is the time to make the 
relationship physical. Cosmopolitan says, if there's more you 
want to know about them before having sex, this is the date to 
ask. 
 
Artem has no idea what she’s talking about (sixth date ethics), 
but she’s charmed. She thinks he’s just feigning ignorance.  
 
Angel laughs and gently tugs at his hand to hold. They head for 
the garage hand in hand.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But really? It’s our sixth date 
already? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh my.  
 (beat) 
I guess you’re getting miffed. 
 

ARTEM 
Not at all.  
 

They enter Angelique’s sports car. Evidently, Artem’s vehicle 
would be a military target. Angelique might hand Artem the keys, 
but she doesn’t and she drives herself. 

INT. SPORTS CAR – NIGHT 

Angelique’s still driving. This might be their second date 
outside the villa. But they are comfortable and accustomed to 
each other. 
 

ARTEM  
Maybe we could… uh, go somewhere and 
have some meat… uh, or something.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Something that once was born and 
walked? 
 



131 
 

ARTEM  
And was killed. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But I don't… 

 
She pauses and then laughs. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I don't like meat. 
 
Artem’s ears are burning.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

Oh, I mean. It’s not political. It’s 
aesthetic.  
 

ARTEM  
You eat vegetables because they’re 
pretty? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe. 
 

ARTEM  
I think it’s a men are hunters and 
women are gatherers thing. I 
understand.  
 

She is studying Artem’s face, almost gravely. She smiles. It is 
a soft smile. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

You’re free tomorrow night too?   
 

ARTEM  
This war has suddenly become Monday 
through Friday. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Like bloody old school. 
 (beat) 
Oh, I said bloody. I’m sorry. 
 

ARTEM  
I’m not that sensitive.  
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ANGELIQUE 
Perhaps you would like to come to 
dinner tomorrow?  
 

ARTEM  
Gee, yeah, that sounds great!  
 

INT. ANGELIQUE’S SPORTS CAR – THE NEXT EVENING 
 
Artem has graduated to driving Angelique’s car. Angelique has 
asked a question.  
 

ARTEM  
When I was a kid? 
 (beat) 
I was a cowboy. No cows, but still… 
tractors, sheep, turkeys, wheat, mostly 
dirt. Near enough to “cowboy” for most. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’d have liked to have seen you as a 
little boy. A little miniature cowboy. 
 

ARTEM  
Well, I’m not sure. Adopted by a farmer 
and his wife. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But you were on a farm? 
 

ARTEM  
My first dad was a farmer… his dad died 
in the Crimea. Bled out in some field 
fighting the Nazis. He thought the land 
belonged to the Ukrainians because his 
none of his friends ran away or 
collaborated. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He told you that? 
 

ARTEM  
Nope. I never heard that until we 
buried his mom. Her sister told me at 
the gravesite.  
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ANGELIQUE 
Tell me what was he like? 
 

ARTEM  
Well, when I’d been there a year, he 
bought me a pony, a beautiful white 
smallish horse with a long mane.  
 (beat) 
He just ploughed the land around our 
house. But right up to a meter from the 
house and he kept going over it until 
it was nice and soft.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
‘Cause he figured you’d fall off? How 
sweet. 
 

ARTEM  
Well, this pony wasn't broken. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh. 
 

ARTEM  
Well, that’s just the rules; whoever’s 
ridin’ gotta do the work a breaking the 
horse. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Part of ya growing up. I see. You tamed 
the horse? 
 

ARTEM  
Broke. So he gave me the horse, showed 
me how to put the reins on and we went 
out to the yard, the soft dirt. He 
helped me up and told me, ‘Son when he 
throws you, don't let go of the reins.’ 
He stepped back and said ‘ride ’em 
cowboy.’ 
 (beat) 
I just touched that horse with my 
heels, two frog hops and I was up in 
the air but I did hold on to the reins. 
 (beat) 
After about six or eight times, I began 
to realize this activity isn't working 
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well for me or the horse.  He was 
losing a handful of mane every time I 
flew off and I was eating a lot of 
dirt.  
 (beat) 
That's when I had an idea like, a light 
bulb being turned on if I let go of the 
rains the horse will run off and dad 
would just go get him with the four 
runner and the horse and I’ll get some 
relief. 
 (beat) 
As he took off after the horse he 
yelled over his shoulder, ‘open the 
gate to the horse pen.’ 
 (beat) 
I dusted myself off and opened the 
gate, but I didn't hang around for him 
to bring the horse back. 
 

Angelique grins at the ‘cold lemonade’ line.  
 

ARTEM  
I walked to the house got a cold 
lemonade and mom saw my elbows and put 
some iodine on them. 
 (beat) 
When dad got back, I was sitting on the 
back porch. I knew he knew I let that 
horse go on purpose, but he never said 
a word about it. 
 (beat) 
Later, the kids at school gave me the 
nickname “cowboy,” when he’d hear my 
friends would call me that, a big grin 
would come across his face. I grinned 
back; it was a silent joke between him 
and me.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
What happened to him? 
 

ARTEM  
Heart attack. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m sorry. What about your mom? 
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ARTEM  

That particular mom? I think having to 
leave that house killed her. 
 

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – OCT 14 - NIGHT 
 
The name of the restaurant is Celebration Station. The sign 
reads, “open only holidays; of course, every day is a holiday, 
here.” 
 
It’s a restaurant with large windows; very European. And to 
advertise the newness, the owners have left the “Pilkington” 
sticker on the glass. Buying new glass means the war is over, or 
nearly. 
 
Across the street from the restaurant is a seedy nightclub, Club 
Nightingale. Prostitution, illegal gambling, drug sales. Money 
laundering. It’s a real dive; lonely soldiers mixing with the 
very worst elements.  
 
Angelique whispers something to Artem. 
 

ARTEM  
I don’t know; I’ve never been in there. 
 

Artem and Angelique enter the restaurant, just as…  
 
Brit walks out of the club with Skinny Sergeant and TWO AMATEUR 
PROSTITUTES. They’re all a bit drunk. One of the prostitutes 
slips on the ice and falls flat. First, the group laughs but 
then worries that she’s hurt. They help her to her feet. They 
walk toward a liquor store and in the distance, we see a hotel. 
Artem doesn’t notice them, as he’s just entered the restaurant.  
 
The restaurant is owned by a buxom, smiling old Russian woman 
named MADAME BELYAEV. Artem and Angelique enter and wave to the 
madame. Artem hands her the mushrooms. Belyaev’s delighted and 
hands them to a waitress who takes them into the kitchen.  
 
Madame Belyaev is something of a nut. She has a wine glass in 
her hand constantly, even when bringing food to tables. 
Socially, she’s reckless but very friendly with both sides of 
the conflict and she runs a popular restaurant.  
 

BELYAEV  
 (to Angelique) 
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Oh, you’re pregnant.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
No. 
 

Angelique looks down at her nonexistent belly.  
 

BELYAEV  
No, dear, it’s in your eyes.  
 (to Artem) 
Is she? 
 

Artem puts an odd smile on his face, but he’s sort of saying, 
“not likely.” 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I’m sorry, I’m not. 
 

BELYAEV  
Well, sometimes I’m wrong, but not 
often. Okay, General Oliinyk has 
donated the butter. I’ll cook these. 
 

A UKRAINIAN GENERAL is in the back, probably the safest seat in 
the restaurant. He enthusiastically waves at Artem. Artem is 
dutiful waving back, and he salutes. Beside the General is an 
ATTRACTIVE WOMAN with a simple but healthy look to her. 
 
Artem and Angelique sit at a window facing the road, the most 
dangerous table.  
 

ANGELIQUE  
That was rude.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought she was rude for a minute. 
But she did say it was in your eyes. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
She’s a gipsy, with a nice restaurant. 
 

ARTEM 
I think a Jew, with a nice restaurant. 
 (beat) 
On the other hand, I think you are 
glowing… You look marvellous.  
 



137 
 

ANGELIQUE  
Still, you don’t say that. 
 

ARTEM 
Some people are just nutty. It’s 
probably a common mistake. 
 

ANGELIQUE  
It was a mistake, you know that.  
 

SUBTEXT: Angel reveals that she’s not perfect, that she’s 
sensitive and vulnerable to public opinion. Defensive about her 
chastity, even a restaurant owner’s perception of it.  

 
ARTEM 

She was confused, that’s all. That’s 
just code for, “You look beautiful.” 
 

ANGELIQUE  
She’s probably confused about a number 
of things. 
 

INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - VILLA 
 

Ms Honcharuk drinks vodka. She’s pissed. She’s steamed at 
something. She’s losing or has lost control of Angelique. She 
might be jealous or perhaps she’s just lonely.  
 
She stands up and composes herself. She walks to the door, 
facing the river. She opens it. Snow drifts in… she’s seriously 
buzzed, but she realizes the snow outside would give away her 
plan; an intruder would leave tracks in the snow. She closes the 
door. She walks to the box with the bronze medal. She opens it 
and a loud alarm sounds. She puts up the vodka and glass. 
 
She sits to wait.   

 
INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – OCT 14 - NIGHT 
 
Madame Belyaev works two tables, the General in the back and 
Artem and Angel’s table in the front; she serves the same wine 
she’s drinking – a cheap and fruity red Ukrainian wine. She 
brings large salads and then the mushrooms, giving the couple 
special treatment.  
 

BELYAEV  
Mushrooms in a sour cream sauce. Enjoy.  
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After Angelique and Artem are finished eating, Madame Belyaev 
brings an entire blue and yellow cake.  
 

BELYAEV  
Artem, you are going to love this cake. 
Happy Ukrainian Defenders Day.   
 

ARTEM 
What is this? 
 

BELYAEV  
It’s cake. 
 

ARTEM 
But what exactly? 
 

BELYAEV  
Light sponge layers, the crunchy stuff 
is meringue with hazelnuts, and then of 
course you know jam and rich 
buttercream when you taste it. 
 

ARTEM 
Lady’s first. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
May I? 

 
Angelique takes the knife and cuts a slice about 1/32nd of the 
cake. It amounts to two small bites. Angel hands the knife to 
Artem. Artem cuts a huge slice.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m not embarrassed, even if you are. 
 

BELYAEV 
Knock yourself out big man; you earned 
it.  

 
Madame Belyaev takes what remains of the cake to the General in 
the back, who waves again at Artem. Artem and Angel outrank most 
of the generals in a lot of people’s minds. 
 
Belyaev beams at the couple. 
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ANGELIQUE 
She called you, “Artem”.  
 

ARTEM 
What’s wrong with that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She can’t see you’re a Lieutenant? 

 
SUBTEXT: It’s not clear yet; is Angel defensive about Artem and 
his rank. Or is she primarily concerned about her social rank. 
She wants her date/man addressed in a formal manner? Is it her 
competitive nature (her socialization) or natural selection 
(romance). Madame Belyaev is the first woman, other than her 
mother, that Artem has seen her interact with. It’s not 
seamless. 
 
Angel and Artem sit and think about it and then they smile at 
each other embarrassedly until they seem to accept it as a 
friendly greeting. Angelique smiles at Belyaev. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She thinks we’re lovers. 
 

ARTEM 
I think she would give you a lecture if 
she knew you’re not you know…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
What do you think she’d say? 
 

ARTEM 
She’d say you’re lying. Or she would 
click her tongue, shake her head, take 
a sip of wine, and say, “it’s sad.” 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Or worse.  
 

ARTEM 
Probably, a four-letter word or two. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And of course, you’d defend my honour? 
 

ARTEM 
Me? I’d say it’s worse than sad. 
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ANGELIQUE 

But Artem, it’s not sad. It’s life. 
 

ARTEM 
And I should endure the sadness? 
  

ANGELIQUE 
But why sad? I have 70 more years. 
 

ARTEM 
I have 70 more years? Don’t you mean, 
WE have 70 more years to get busy? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (less than serious) 
Oh, yes. Dear me. I’m sorry. 
 

Long beat. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
So in OUR 70 years… how many times do 
you expect to do it? 
 

ARTEM 
What’s 70 x 700? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I thought you were an artillery 
officer. You don’t have a calculator? 
 

ARTEM 
I have a sergeant for that.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Math sergeant, first class? And he has 
a little insignia with sine/cosine, on 
each shoulder? 
 

ARTEM 
If we’re married tomorrow… 49,000. Day 
after tomorrow, 48,997. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You can’t have sex three times a day 
when you’re ninety.  
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ARTEM 
No, but we can have sex six times 
tomorrow and the next day too. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You should work in propaganda. I don’t 
know anything about it, but it sounds 
exaggerated.  
 

She chuckles.  
 
The General leaves with the woman. The woman with the General 
touches every woman she knows on the shoulder or she puts her 
hand on the back of their chair and says “goodbye” as she and 
the General are leaving. She was shy and silent at the table in 
the back, but leaving she’s more like a social butterfly. 
 

ARTEM 
There are a lot of women in this cafe. 
And for a small town, you all know each 
other? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
They’re prostitutes. 
 

ARTEM 
How… but… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Madame Belyaev employs them. Or the men 
employ them; however you want to look 
at it.  
 

ARTEM 
No, I don’t think so. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why, yes, it is part of her business. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s a restaurant. People eat here. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, it’s a hybrid then. 
 

ARTEM 
Then who is the woman with the General?  
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Angelique shrugs. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Employee of the month, I figure.  
 

Angel sees Artem’s embarrassment. Of course, the man is his 
General, not an embarrassment, but Artem is embarrassed. 
 
INT. VILLA - NIGHT 
 
Ms Honcharuk leads a POLICEMAN to the medal case. Soon there are 
a dozen policemen and forensic scientists taking fingerprints. 
Ms Honcharuk chats with each one of them. 
 
SUBTEXT: Without Angel around, Ms Honcharuk is either neurotic 
or bored.  
 
EXT. SIDEWALK – KHERSON – WINTER NIGHT 

 
Artem and Angel are walking down the icy sidewalk. She laughs 
and looks up to Artem. She is smiling but her level eyes are 
tender. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Dear, sweet Artem. 
 

She shakes her head. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Are you really as innocent as you 
pretend? 
 

Artem smiles back at her. 
 

ARTEM 
No, it’s probably worse.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe, it’s me. 
 

ARTEM 
Me what? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Am I'm the naïve one? 
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ARTEM 
I don’t think so. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But I bet I know more about sex than 
you do. 
 

ARTEM 
I doubt that. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You didn’t know those women were 
prostitutes. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t know; you’d think a soldier 
would know things like that. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Look at you; you’re embarrassed, aren’t 
you? 
 

ARTEM 
You knowing more than a soldier… that’s 
not even biologically possible.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I feel that it is. 
 

ARTEM 
How, pray tell? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
The power of books. I’ve read. 
 

She nods and her eyes have a focused look. 
 

ARTEM 
You read erotica?   
 

ANGELIQUE 
What’s that?  
 

ARTEM 
Dirty novels. 
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ANGELIQUE 
No silly. Textbooks. Psychology, Human 
sexuality. 
 

ARTEM 
And that works for you? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mother said they were the most reliable 
information.  You disagree? 
 

ARTEM 
I have no idea.  
 

They walked down the steps onto the dock. She holds Artem’s hand 
and they match each other stride for stride. Suddenly she says… 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Virgin’s read. 
 

ARTEM 
Here we go again.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I know you don’t believe me but I am. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re beating a dead horse! 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What does that mean? 
 

ARTEM 
It means frankly that I believe you. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
(solemnly) 

Thank you 
 

Then she notices Artem’s smirk. She tries to pull her hand away. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m a joke to you?  
 

Artem won’t release her hand and grins at her. 
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ARTEM 
Yes, I made a joke. But you’re not a 
joke. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What does that mean? 
 

ARTEM 
Good for you. I’m really on your side.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Sure you are. 
 

She looks at Artem’s grinning face a moment, smiles herself, and 
she takes Artem’s arm and they resume walking. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Sometimes I don’t know what side I’m 
on.  
 

In frustration, Artem takes off his hat and nearly throws it 
like a frisbee. 

 
ARTEM 

I’ve been advised to do everything in 
my power to end this charade. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s not a charade. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m sorry. I meant siege.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
How do you break a siege? 
 (beat) 
With Artillery.  
 

ARTEM 
Haha, where did you hear that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
A book.  
 

ARTEM 
You read a book on artillery? 
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ANGELIQUE 
It was a military history book.  
I thought I might should learn 
something. We are friends and we should 
understand each other.  
 

ARTEM 
Did you know the word “gymnasium” comes 
from the Greek word gymnos, meaning 
naked? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Very funny. 
 

ARTEM 
No, I’m serious. The first Olympics 
were held in the nude.  
   

ANGELIQUE 
Okay, I knew that… I knew they claim 
that, but I just don’t see it. 
 

ARTEM 
When was the jockstrap invented? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I don’t know.  
 

ARTEM 
Now that changed sports.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I am glad to know you. I think I’m 
growing. 
 

ARTEM 
Me too, I’ve grown right out of my 
foxhole, right into your arms. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I thought you were going to say 
something else. Something tacky.  
 

ARTEM 
Me? 
 

They reach Angel’s sports car.  
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INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – DEC 6 – NIGHT 
 

BELYAEV  
Oaxacan-style, baked sweet potatoes. 

 
Afterwards, Madame Belyaev brings out a camouflage green cake. 
Angel takes a tiny slice. Artem takes a large slice. The General 
takes what remains.  

 
BELYAEV  

Happy Army Day, Artem.  
 

EXT. SIDEWALK - KHERSON - WINTER NIGHT 
 

ARTEM 
You must be the only twenty-year-old 
virgin in Ukraine.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s a war. 
 

ARTEM 
What does that mean? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
We women can’t let all those boys go 
off to die virgins.  
 

ARTEM 
 (in jest) 
I could be killed tomorrow and you’re 
not doing much to help. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Not in this province. Not while there 
is a lull in the fighting. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, you’ve been reading the newspapers. 
I see.  
 

They walk a few steps silently.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s not because there is anything 
wrong with me. 
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Artem laughs. 

 
ARTEM 

I never thought there was. If I said 
something rude, I’m sorry. 
 

Artem studies the long steps she is taking to match his. Long 
strides on the icy sidewalk.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

Someday when I fall in love… I will 
with all my heart… all my soul… and all 
my body.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s nice, but you’ve never been 
moved by patriotism to relieve a 
Ukrainian who’s, you said, is about to 
die? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No. That’s a job for Ukrainian girls.  

 
Reality hits Artem in the face. He realizes something.  

 
ARTEM 

You think you’re Russian. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
That’s silly; you met my mother.  
 (beat) 
Can I tell you something? 
 (beat) 
Ma’ma told me it was Russian land. She 
told me it was. 
 

ARTEM 
How old were you? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Young. She said, “historically” it’s 
Russian land. 
 

ARTEM 
As a kid? And you still believe her?   
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ANGELIQUE 
Obviously, with you standing here, this 
isn’t Russian land. But over there… 
 (beat) 
She said Khrushchev was an idiot.  
 

ARTEM 
I have no idea what to say. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Are you angry? 
 

ARTEM 
No.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why not? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s complicated. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You can’t be angry with me. It goes 
against that officer and gentleman 
code. 
 

ARTEM 
I know a few officers that would rape 
the hell out of you…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Because I have different politics?  
 

ARTEM 
No.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m aware, but you have morals.  
 

ARTEM 
Look, frankly, I don’t care if you’re 
Ukrainian or Russian or Sudanese.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You love me. 
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ARTEM 
I’ve admitted that. Haven’t I told you 
that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But you don’t like the politics? 
 

ARTEM 
Talking about politics is worse than 
talking about religion. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I read a couple should tackle these 
huge political questions on the third 
date.  
 

ARTEM 
That was a month ago.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, and I was afraid. That article. It 
also said that any questions you want 
to ask before having sex… are 
appropriate on the third date.  
 

ARTEM 
Well now that’s done, what are we 
waiting for then? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You know you are a very funny man. 
 

ARTEM 
My advice for you is to marry a 
comedian.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Except for the starvation, it would be 
marvellous. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t know what you want. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
H2O. 
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ARTEM 
What? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Hydrogen and Oxygen. You know, 
chemistry.  
 

ARTEM 
Okay. Good analogy. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m sorry I don’t want to be rude. I 
just can’t marry a man I don’t love. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re holding my hand. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I know. It’s cold. 
 

ARTEM 
Hypothetically, if I buy you a pair of 
gloves will you stop holding my hand? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I have a pair of gloves. I don’t bring 
them on dates. THAT would be rude. 
 

ARTEM 
My middle name is Hydrogen, you didn’t 
know that did you? 
 

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – DEC 21 – NIGHT 
 
BELYAEV 

Roasted spaghetti squash with chard, 
toasted walnuts and chèvr. 

 
After dinner, same as always, Madame Belyaev brings out a yellow 
cake. Angel takes a tiny slice. Artem takes a large slice. The 
General takes what remains.  

 
BELYAEV  

Happy Winter Solstice.  
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EXT. SIDEWALK - KHERSON – WINTER NIGHT 

Artem and Angel exit the restaurant. Angel jumps out of her skin 
when a DRUG ADDICT runs up and shouts in her ear.  
 
SUBTEXT: This dumbass addict watched or remembers the Olympics? 
 

ADDICT  
Fucking Russian whore! 

 
The drug addict doesn’t touch her but she’s visually affected.  
 
Artem quickly, puts himself between the addict and Angel. He 
reaches down for his pistol, but it’s not there. Artem flinches 
for the knife strapped to his calf, but he reconsiders. He’ll 
try to talk first. 
 

ARTEM 
Look you’re obviously high. Just move 
along. 

 
ADDICT  

No, fuck you, Russian!  
 (to the entire neighbourhood) 
Here’s your Russian spy, guys! 

 
Artem gestures to his Ukrainian uniform. The addict will NOT be 
reasonable. And the addict keeps moving about glancing at Angel 
like he’s going to rush her. Clearly, he’s a threat.  
 

ADDICT  
Fuck all you Russians! 
 (to Artem) 
And fuck your daddy in Moscow too. 

 
Cut to Angelique’s terrified eyes. 
 
Artem glances at the plate glass windows used by the businesses. 
Artem figures he’ll have to fight the addict. Artem calmly walks 
into the middle of the street; he doesn’t want to break any 
property in a fight. 
 
EXT. MIDDLE OF THE STREET – KHERSON – WINTER NIGHT 

Artem puts his hands up, close combat stance. Feet are parallel 
and staggered (about shoulder width apart) with the toes pointed 
in the same direction.  
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Out of nowhere, Dymtrus arrives. Brett’s in his Ukrainian dress 
uniform as well. Dymtrus takes off his coat and shirt. He’s in 
his undershirt. Dymtrus looks ready to fight. Oddly, Dymtrus 
wants to fight.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Have a nice evening, Lieutenant.  
 (beat) 
This guy’s not in your weight class.  

 
Dymtrus folds the shirt and places it neatly on the hood of a 
car. Dymtrus gestures that Artem and Angel should walk away.  
 
Dymtrus squares up against the addict. Dymtrus might fight the 
addict instead. Ironically Dymtrus, typically a talker, won’t 
negotiate with the addict. Dymtrus leaves the addict with no 
real choice but to fight. 
 
A block away, there is a group of the addict’s friends. They are 
walking rapidly toward the potential fight. 
 
Artem remains speechless for five seconds until he sees the gang 
of addicts. Soon the soldiers will be outnumbered. 
 

ARTEM 
 (to Angel) 
We better get you out of here. 

 
Angel is still traumatized. Artem has to drag her, not because 
she wants to remain. She’s frozen in fear. Remember, nothing bad 
has ever happened to Angel, never.  
 
The addict is jacked up on meth. Walking around in tight 
circles. His hand gestures are exaggerated. The addict can’t 
focus on anything longer than two seconds.  
 
There might not be a fight. Dymtrus is 100% defensive. Nothing 
really happens until Artem and Angel are half a block down the 
sidewalk. 
 

ADDICT  
 (shouting to Angelique) 
Putin sucks! You bitch! 
 (beat) 
That’s right; run away. 
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The addict starts jumping around shadowboxing. But it’s clear 
he’s going to fight unorthodox.  
 
Dymtrus spots six Ukrainian soldiers exiting Club Nightingale. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Private! How about a little help here? 

 
Dymtrus gestures to the six friends of the addict.  
 
The soldiers turn and approach Dymtrus.  
 

SOLDIER 
What do you want us to do? 

 
DYMTRUS 

Just stand here like you have my back. 
I’ll fight the screwup, but I don’t 
want to fight those losers too. 
 

SOLDIER 
We can’t fight them?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Not in your uniforms. I can’t ask you 
to do that. Just don’t let them kill 
me.  
 

SOLDIER 
That sounds fair.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s just see what happens huh?  

 
The actual fight begins. It’s hard to fight someone high on 
meth. The addict’s heart might burst in the end, but early on in 
the fight, Dymtrus is losing.  
 
Angel, eyes wide open, turns around and watches as they walk 
away. Angelique’s voice is almost hushed.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

Who was that? 
 

ARTEM 
That’s my Math Sergeant.  
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ANGELIQUE 
It looks like he’s getting the shit 
beat out of him.  
 

ARTEM 
I’d like to see that. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, okay. 
 

Angel stops walking.  
 

ARTEM 
No, we need to get you out of here. 
Things like that tend to spill out of 
control. Knives and guns. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay, I agree.  
 

ARTEM 
Orderly withdrawal.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Take me home. 
 

ARTEM 
Otherwise, he’ll have taken a beating 
for no reason. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay. I see. 
 

EXT. MIDDLE OF THE STREET - KHERSON – WINTER NIGHT 

Dymtrus gets his punches in but the addict can’t feel the pain 
and the addict is so amped up he’s quicker. Dymtrus loses the 
fight. Dymtrus is knocked down five times until he can’t get up.  
 
The addict dances around, like Mohamed Ali, doing the rope-a-
dope. Then the addict is “Rocky” with his arms triumphantly in 
the air. Then suddenly, about the time Dymtrus stands up ready 
to fight again, the addict falls over dead. He’s had an aneurysm 
or heart attack.  
 
The ADDICT’S FRIEND bends over and examines him. No movement. 
Eyes dilated. The friends turn to Dymtrus. 
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ADDICT’S FRIEND  
You killed him! 

 
INT. SPORTS CAR – NIGHT 

Artem is driving. Across Artem’s lap is a tire iron.  

ARTEM 
I'm not surprised. Very loyal fellow.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’ll help him later, right? 
 

ARTEM 
Sure. We take care of each other. 
That’s the way it works in the army you 
know.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
How? 
 

ARTEM 
He’ll probably want a new laptop.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Can you do that for him? 
 

ARTEM 
I have a company clerk that can get 
nearly anything, speaks English and 
he’s chummy with the Brits. Large Sarge 
can do anything.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But this fellow fighting, he does the 
math? 
 

ARTEM 
Flies… programs drones. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And fights? That’s odd. 
 

ARTEM 
Aren’t you glad? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Glad we didn’t have to fight him. 
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ARTEM 

Huh, we? You were ready? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, I took a class. 
 

ARTEM 
What’d you learn? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Kick balls.  
 

ARTEM 
That will work.  
 (beat) 
I hate that happened to you. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, you would have fought him. Right? 
 

ARTEM 
If it were necessary. Yes. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Your sergeant, he likes to fight? 
 

ARTEM 
No, he’s just that way… he’s 
opportunistic.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Opportunistic? 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s just say he collects a lot of 
favours. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Favours? 
 

ARTEM 
Always working an angle. Know what I 
mean? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No. 
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ARTEM 

I’m his boss.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes. 
 

ARTEM 
And he’s a big talker and something of 
a bullshit artist.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Men like that need a lot of favours. 
 

ARTEM 
But he’s a good soldier. He’s a very 
good soldier, actually.  

 
Her eyes are fixed on Artem’s face. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But, yes, of course, why do I always 
forget you are a soldier? I suppose it 
is because the Russians are all over 
there. It seems the war is over. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, it isn't over.  
 

Artem gestures toward the northeast.  
 

ARTEM 
Up the river. Right up there men are 
fighting this minute. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Is it bad?  
 

ARTEM 
It's always bad when people are 
shooting at you.  

 
She looks toward the northeast thoughtfully. Then suddenly she 
smiles. She leans over the puts her head on his shoulder as he’s 
driving.  
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ANGELIQUE 
Come, we won’t talk about the war. I 
will show you the documentary they made 
about me.  
 

ARTEM 
They made a film about you?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
3,000,000 UAH 
 

ARTEM 
And you bought this car? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, my papa. He paid three million. 
Filmmakers don’t work for free you 
know.  
 

ARTEM 
Is that good business? 
 

Artem looks confused. He wants to say, “So you actually LOST 
money winning the Olympics?” He starts and then stops. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Ma’ma forced him.  
 

They arrive at the villa’s garage.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, don’t forget to put the tool 
back in the boot. Please. 
 

Angel can’t wait to tell her mother the story, “Artem’s so 
popular his men line up to fistfight for him.” She’s inside the 
villa before Artem slams the car boot. 

 
INT. THEATER ROOM - VILLA - NIGHT 

Dark room, three rows of theatre seating.  

Ms Honcharuk is on the back row, looking triumphant.  

Front row, Angel’s head on Artem’s shoulder and she’s hugging 
his forearm. Half the time she has her eyes closed. 
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INT. FORTH COMMAND POST - KHERSON - NEXT MORNING  

Large Sarge is entering data into a computer. Artem enters 
rapidly and stops at the clerk’s desk. 
 

ARTEM 
Ylchuk had guard duty last night. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Can you believe that shit? That maniac 
dropped dead.  
 

ARTEM 
We’re covered? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
We can be.  
 

ARTEM 
This is the way it’s done though, 
right? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Sometimes. 
 

ARTEM 
I think I owe him, or any of the men, 
for that matter. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
The problem is the police might be 
around and the bruises.  
 

ARTEM 
Better issue him a pass for home.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Maybe Odessa would be better? 
 

ARTEM 
How long? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Better make it two weeks. And he’ll 
need some money.  
 

ARTEM 
He took a beating? 
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LARGE SARGE  

He put his face in that snowbank for 
three hours and he slept out with his 
face exposed. 
 

ARTEM 
Didn’t help? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Not a bit. Black as the market in 
Mariupol. Blue as… reddish blue. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, deny, deny, deny.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
That’s easy. 
 

Large Sarge backs out of what he was doing on the computer and 
pulls up a new job. The printer begins to hum and Large Sarge 
pulls out a pen. Signs some documents.  

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – JAN 1 - NIGHT 
 

BELYAEV  
Charred asparagus kale pasta with a 
creamy, lemony, cannellini bean leek 
sauce. 

 
It’s always a holiday. After dinner, Madame Belyaev brings out a 
white cake. Angel takes a tiny slice. Artem takes a large slice. 
The General takes what remains, and he’s perfectly happy.  

 
BELYAEV  

Happy New Year.  
 
EXT. SIDEWALK – KHERSON – WINTER NIGHT 

Artem and Angelique walk toward her vehicle. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
How old are you, Artem?  
 

ARTEM 
You don’t know? 
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ANGELIQUE 
I could have looked it up. Mother asked 
me to. 
 

ARTEM 
So you didn’t? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But that’s good, right? 
 

ARTEM 
Opposite of what your mother wants? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Pretty much.  
 

ARTEM 
So that’s good for me or good for you? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
She does like you. 
 

ARTEM 
So, you and I are doomed?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
That’s not why I won’t marry you. 
 

ARTEM 
You could have fooled me.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’re middle name isn’t really 
Hydrogen.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m twenty-six. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Ah, that is good.  
 

ARTEM 
Why is it good?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Age doesn’t matter to the man… but it 
does to the woman.  
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Artem is encouraged.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

I would not marry a man until I made 
love to him first.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s modern. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Would you marry a woman who didn’t love 
you? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes.  
 

She stops and looks up at Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
You. 
 

Angel is flush. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
But that is not … that is not what I 
was trying to say. I don't love you… 
not that way. You are my best friend. 
 

Artem winces. 
 

ARTEM 
How many male friends do you have? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Not as many as I had when I walked 
around in tights eight hours a day. 
 

ARTEM 
What about gymnast girl friends? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, no. It’s not as friendly as they 
show on television. 
 

ARTEM 
Male gymnasts friends? 
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ANGELIQUE 

Oh, they’re worse.   
 

ARTEM 
These males… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Birddogs, but they were admiring, and 
they were males, some. But that’s over 
now. 
 

ARTEM 
What happened to the birddogs? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Mother ran them off… 
 

ARTEM 
Hey, birddog, you're on the wrong 
trail. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Or, they just got pissed off. The war 
didn’t help things you know.  

 
Long beat. 
 

ARTEM 
All right, friend, why wouldn't you 
marry a man you loved until you had 
gone to bed with him? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Because … because it might be positive. 
 

ARTEM 
You think it’s gonna be negative? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, I mean positive, like certain.  
 

ARTEM 
It won’t help you. It’ll just be 
inconclusive.  
 



165 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I know. I’ll be frightened. 
 

INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – JAN 7 - NIGHT 
 

At their table, Artem and Angelique seem in a deep conversation.  
 

Madame Belyaev is so optimistic about Christmas that she comes 
to the table with reindeer antlers on.  
 

BELYAEV  
Roasted cauliflower pasta with toasted 
walnuts, parsley, garlic & lemon. 

 
Later, Madame Belyaev brings out a red Christmas cake. 
 

BELYAEV  
Merry Christmas.  
 

ARTEM 
Wow, what’s this have in it?  
 

BELYAEV  
Currants, raisins, sultanas, dates, 
apricots, cranberries, peel, zested 
orange, zested lemon. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Soaked in brandy? 
 

BELYAEV  
Oh, was that what the brandy was for? I 
drank that.  

 
Angel takes a tiny slice. Artem takes a large slice. The 
General, in his Santa hat, takes what remains of the cake. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What’s a currant? 
 

ARTEM 
If you take five raisins into a bank 
they will give you a date for them. 
That’s the currant rate.  
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ANGELIQUE 
Why will the Russian’s never cross the 
river? 
 

ARTEM 
Well… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
The currants are too strong. 

 
ARTEM 

That’s a good one. Aren’t we swift.  
 

There is an odd moment; Artem and Angel look around the room. 
The room is festive, and people are joyous. They chuckle and 
Artem remembers what they were talking about before the cake 
arrived. 

 
ARTEM 

So, other than the lovemaking… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, I forgot. I should want to see him 
angry, very angry. 
 

ARTEM 
What would that prove? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It would show me the person he is… the 
real person. Anger strips away all 
disguises. Did you know that?  
 

ARTEM 
Cosmopolitan again? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No. Ma’ma. But I should not like a man 
who could not get very angry. By 
Jupiter, I should want him to wreck 
stuff, as you soldiers say.  
 

ARTEM 
It would only frighten you. 
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ANGELIQUE 
Perhaps. But a woman needs to feel 
safe. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not sure you… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Perhaps it would frighten me… but I 
think women like to be afraid of the 
men they love.  
 

ARTEM 
You think you want to be submissive? 
You’ll need to find an Alpha male for 
that. to  
 

ANGELIQUE 
And that’s the rub. 
 

Angel is pleasantly surprised at Artem’s insight. 
 

ARTEM 
You’re not significantly afraid of me. 
But I’ll work on that.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I won’t admit it, but it’s true. I’d 
like to be afraid.  
 

Artem disappears down an alley. It takes a 1/4th of a block until 
Angel realizes and walks back to find him. He jumps out at her.  

 
ARTEM 

Boo!  
 (beat) 
You said women want to be frightened.  
 

She laughs and hugs Artem’s arm tightly and raised her face like 
a child. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I was frightened of you at first, wreck 
this and wreck that… 
 

ARTEM 
Glad to hear that.  
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ANGELIQUE 

But then I learned something more about 
you.  
 

ARTEM 
What’s that? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You are a gentleman, Artem and I think… 
Well, ma’ma reminds me that six times a 
day.  
 (beat) 
When you take me home, she’ll be at it 
for at least 20 mins. 
 

ARTEM 
Not longer? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He’s such a gentleman. He’s such a 
humorous gentleman. Brave gentleman. 
Never just a man, a courteous man or a 
sweet man. Always this or that sort of 
gentleman.  
 

ARTEM 
Maybe I'm just that way with you.  
 

She looks solemnly out across the river, into Russian territory. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
(quietly) 

Perhaps. 
 

ARTEM 
Maybe I should wreck you, like all the 
other girls. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You won’t but perhaps you should. 
 

ARTEM 
But that’s risky. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And it’s also rape. 
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ARTEM 

Who said anything about rape? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, you know soldiers.  
 

ARTEM 
I think I was the one who warned you 
about them.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, ma’ma beat you to it. She hates 
soldiers. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m a soldier. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, she loves you.  
 

Madame Belyaev visits the table to refill Artem and Angel’s wine 
glasses. They’ve been watching the General’s girlfriend open her 
present.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

Looks like the General bought his 
girlfriend a nice diamond ring for 
Christmas. 
 

BELYAEV  
She told me she expected one of those 
sporty four-wheel-drive vehicles. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Really, where’s he going to find a fake 
Jeep? 
 

Artem almost laughs out loud.  
 

When Madame Belyaev walks away… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I think… I wish I could find someone 
who needed me. Someone to whom I am 
necessary. 
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ARTEM 
I need you. And I’m standing right 
here. 
 

Angelique shakes her head, reluctantly. 
 

SUBTEXT: Angel can, and does, take Artem from energy sapping 
disappointment to a flattering encouragement in the matter of a 
few sentences, and vice-versa. Artem feels that she’s blaming 
the army, and her mother, for not loving him. And then two lines 
later she says she wants to have sex. Of course, she’s depressed 
and conflicted and ready to be free of her mother. She’s just 
working up her nerve. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

No, no. You are self-sufficient. You do 
not need anyone. You have the army. 
 

ARTEM 
And you have your mother.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I am feeling very weak, sometimes I 
feel my life is useless.  
 

ARTEM 
Ridiculous. You are an Olympic 
champion. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It’s a bronze.  
 

ARTEM 
You can always have a baby… that ought 
to help… a little. 
 

Angelique is having one of her self-pity trances, oblivious to 
Artem’s wise-cracking. Note that her mother has these trances 
also. Artem remembers the mustard trance Ms Honcharuk was in at 
the dinner table. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Without ma’ma. I wouldn’t even have 
that medal. 
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ARTEM 
Funny, she told me she couldn’t tumble 
worth shit. And I think it’s YOUR 
medal, not hers. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Honestly, I think I’m just screwed. 
 

Her mood disturbs Artem. He's never seen her so depressed. 
 

ARTEM 
Angel, you shouldn't say things like 
that. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why not? 
 

ARTEM 
Because… well, because it's unhealthy. 
It's … 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You mean it’s ghoulish. 
 

ARTEM 
 (mocking her confusion) 
That would make you mom a what… a 
ghoul? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, I know. I have a ghoulish 
dependency on ma’ma. Since I was a 
child, I have depended on others.  
 

ARTEM 
Naturally, you were a kid.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I’m not a child anymore.  
 

ARTEM 
 (sarcastic) 
No, I never really noticed that. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I see you looking at me, you know… 
those glances at my backside. 
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ARTEM 

I’m not hiding anything.   
 

ANGELIQUE 
Then, you always look away. 
 

ARTEM 
I thought I couldn’t have been more 
obvious. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, you have been. 
 

ARTEM 
Art appreciation. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Listen to me. I am a woman and I 
realize how very much I have missed… 
how many things I need to do to make me 
whole.  
 (beat) 
Is it not sad to be my age and have 
missed so much? Oh, ma’ma why does she 
always… 
 

ARTEM 
Don’t blame your ma’ma. She doesn’t 
follow you around.  
 (joking) 
Does she? 
 

Angel grins and chuckles.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
She did. 
 

ARTEM 
When? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, until February. 
 

Angel looks left and right; no one seems to be eavesdropping and 
it’s a loud Christmas party. There’s even drunken caroling, 
maybe karaoke.  
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Large Sarge, not a warrior, might sing beautifully. Russian 
Border set to the Tennessee Border No. 2, by Ernest Tubb & Red 
Foley. 
 
Her eyes were red, her name was Helen 
Her head looked like a watermelon 
Her hair was long, she had a tony 
Her neck looked like a roll of bologna 
 
Her taste stuck out so firm, she didn't have much sense 
She could gnaw an ear of corn right through a picket fence 
Her marriage license cost a quarter 
On the Russian Border 
 
One night I took her out, to see what we could see 
Just then she saw her husband, and he stood six foot three 
He had brass knuckles made to order 
Now my teeth are scattered on the Russian border 
 
Her eyes were red, her name was Helen 
Her head looked like a big banana 
She weighed so much she had some trouble 
He thought that he was seein' double 
 
He put his arm around her, and he tried to hug her 
But he couldn't get close enough 
'Cause she had too much blubber 
She was too fat, he couldn't court her 
Now she wears a girdle 'round her Russian border 
 
One night I took her out, just across the line 
She stumped her toe and fell, in a barrel of turpentine 
Hey Earnest? (Yeah, Ray head?) 
Whatever in the world ever happened 
To that old man's daughter? 
(Well, the last time I saw her Ray, she was headin' for) 
The Russian border 
 
It’s a family restaurant, but one of Belyaev’s GIRLS, sings It’s 
Sinning to Look a Lot Like Christmas. Her potential clients are 
intrigued. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I wish I could get drunk and fall in 
love and…  
 (almost silent) 
fuck… 
 (normal) 
wildly. 
 

Artem grins at her. 
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ARTEM 

There’s a liquor store around the 
corner… and a block beyond that…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, you make it sound so simple.  
 

ARTEM 
Actually, it is. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Simple? Nothing with you, Artem, would 
be simple.  
 

ARTEM 
Me? You are the complicated one. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Me? Take it back. 
 

Angelique finally breaks her protest and smiles. She looks 
around then reaches for Artem’s hand.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, so, you think I’m complicated, 
Artem?  

 
ARTEM 

Are you mad or not; I can’t tell.  
 
She leads Artem through the restaurant, laughing, hand in hand, 
as they enter the kitchen. She leads Artem through the kitchen, 
where the cook was bending over an old-fashioned range, into a 
storage pantry. She must stand on the bottom shelf and on the 
tips of her toes to reach him. It’s a long passionate kiss. 
Suddenly it ends. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Okay. I’m done for now. 
 (beat) 
More later… maybe. 

 
ARTEM 

I know I asked you before… let’s get… 
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Artem’s asked her before to marry him, but… Angel shows genuine 
amazement. 

ANGELIQUE 
You ask me about once a month. Almost 
like clockwork. 
 

ARTEM 
Just being thorough.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But you hardly know me, Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
I know I love you. What else is there 
to know?  
 

She smiles softly but moves out of their embrace. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Thank you, Artem. It is… it is a great 
compliment.  
 

ARTEM 
But it’s not enough? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I don’t love you, Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
Yet.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You sound so… confident. Who is 
confident these days? 
 

ARTEM 
Might makes right. I'll make you love 
me!  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, Artem… please do. But not now. 
Later. Okay? 

 
Artem’s a bit in awe. She takes him by the hand and leads him 
back to the table. When they arrive back at the table, she looks 
across the table at Artem solemnly for a moment before she 
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smiles. She sees Artem’s wearing traces of her lipstick. She 
says nothing about it. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Ma’ma thinks I’m a fool not to fall in 
love with you. 
 

ARTEM 
She IS wise.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

I'm glad you are going to make me fall 
in love with you.  
 

ARTEM 
Great. I’m glad. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Then later, either way it goes, I’ll 
not feel guilty. I mean if I’m forced 
to love you.  

 
Madame Belyaev arrives at the table with a wine bottle.  
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Artem, you have just a bit of 
lipstick...  
 

Madame Belyaev winks at Artem takes a napkin and wipes his lips. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
You know I’m happy for you, but this is 
a family restaurant. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m sorry. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Relax, I’m teasing you.  
 

ARTEM 
Still…  
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Nothing to be sorry about. No one 
noticed and you weren’t back there for 
long.  
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Artem's cheeks are red. He picks up his own napkin and rubs his 
lips and chin, entire face. Angelique laughs. Madame Belyaev 
looks at Artem levelly. 

 
MADAME BELYAEV  

Have you and Angelique been tumbling? 
 

Artem grins at her. And eats cake.  
 

ARTEM 
 (as a schoolboy) 
No, ma'am. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It hasn't hurt his appetite.  
 

SUBTEXT: Angel doesn’t mind painting the picture that she’s 
sexually active, especially with Madame Belyaev, who oddly she 
sees as her chief competition. Perhaps it’s a social experiment 
for Angel; she was a virgin when she was on television, but 
those days are over. She fully aware that her being seen with 
Artem boosts his military career. Or Angel is just trying to 
live up to people’s expectations? She’s conflicted so we might 
as well portray the character of Angel as mysterious and 
inconsistent. 

 
MADAME BELYAEV  

I wouldn’t have expected it to.  
 (to Angelique) 
He looks fit.  
 (to Artem) 
What are you doing after the war, 
soldier? 
 (to Angelique) 
Oh, that sounded bad. I’m not after 
your man. I was just curious.  
 

Of the thirty females in the restaurant, twenty have been 
stealing glances at Artem.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

It’s alright, I knew what you meant.  
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INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – NIGHT 
 

BELYAEV  
Indian-Spiced Potatoes and Cauliflower. 

 
Artem notices something (a missile trail) out of the corner of 
his eye. There is a roar and just enough time for Artem to dive 
over the table and throw Angel down. There is a blast from a 
Russian missile as it demolishes the nightclub across the 
street. Artem lies on top of Angel as the shattered glass rains 
down on them. She’s covered; somehow, Artem has managed to cover 
Angel’s face with his cap or his coat, perhaps a plate. Of 
course, Artem is a large man and Angel’s a tiny woman. 
 
Half the restaurant patrons are injured. Glass and metal 
fragments. One or two are dead. Many patrons are slightly 
injured. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, thank you.  
 (beat) 
You’re on top of me. 
 

ARTEM 
Right... 

 
Long beat.  
 

ARTEM 
Are you okay? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes. I have a man laying on me, but 
yes. 
 

Artem helps Angelique stand up. 
 

ARTEM 
No, check yourself. You might be 
injured and not know. 
 

Artem looks her over, head to toe. She’s unscratched.  
 

Angel sees blood on his collar. Artem has a laceration on the 
side or back of his neck. 
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ANGELIQUE 
You’re bleeding. 
 

He puts his hand on the back of his neck and looks at his hand. 
In his hand, there is a bit of blood and he finds a fragment of 
glass. He pitches the glass on the table like it is a coin. 

 
ARTEM 

That’s not enough blood to kill a 
sparrow. 

 
They look across the street at Club Nightingale. The smoke is 
NOT clearing.  

 
EXT. CLUB NIGHTINGALE - KHERSON - NIGHT 

 
It appears the club is mostly in the basement. But the drug 
dealer and the money launderer are dead; they’ve already bled 
out on the sidewalk. A prostitute will probably lose a leg 
that’s been nearly blown off. Money and poker chips litter the 
icy sidewalk. Of course, lots of blood on the icy sidewalk tells 
the story. 
 
Several people stumble out of the rubble. A guy in a FATHER 
CHRISTMAS suit and an underage and UNDERDRESSED TEENAGE GIRL. 
The third person to exit the club is Dymtrus. 
 
Dymtrus is both inebriated and limping badly from a wound. Artem 
runs to him. Angel remains across the street. She pulls out her 
phone. 
 
Artem looks Dymtrus over. Head, chest. Artem stops at what looks 
like a metal mattress spring that’s sticking out of Dymtrus’s 
hip.  

 
DYMTRUS 

What are you doing here? You don’t 
drink or gamble or… f… 
 

Artem’s examining the wound; he pulls on the projectile. It 
doesn’t budge. Suddenly it's painful. Brit looks over to Angel 
and she waves.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Oh, I see. Celebrating. She waved at 
me? 
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ARTEM 
Yes, she knows who you are.  
 

Artem bends over to take a closer look at Dymtrus’s injury.  
 

DYMTRUS 
What are you doing? 
 

ARTEM 
You’ve got what looks like a mattress 
spring stuck in your hip.  
 

DYMTRUS 
What again? 
 

ARTEM 
Listen, this is a delicate question. 
You weren’t fornicating when this 
happened, were you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No, I was dancing. I do my FORNICATING 
down the street. Wish I had been down… 
 

He gestures to the hotel. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, it’s not a scratch.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Bleeding? I don’t do that so well. 
 

The blood has already soaked Dymtrus’ khaki pants.  
 

ARTEM 
There is a bit of blood.  
 (beat) 
You know, I don’t think it’s a bed 
spring. I think this is a wine bottle 
opener.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Really? No kidding? 
 

There is a lot of blood; Dymtrus's pants are a bloody burgundy. 
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ARTEM 
You look like a wine bottle with a cork 
screw in you.  
 

Artem turns to Angel, who is on the phone. Artem signals for 
Angel to bring the car and he points to the next intersection. 
He pitches her the car keys from across the street. 
 
There is debris in the street for a block or two. Angel hangs up 
and moves out in the direction of her vehicle. She can’t run 
because of the chaos on the sidewalk; people are leaving the 
area ASAP. She dodges the chaos, artfully. Athletically. 
 
Artem acts as a crutch for Dymtrus and they hobble painfully 
down the sidewalk. Angel reaches a place on the sidewalk where 
she can sprint.  

 
ARTEM 

You know you’re lucky.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You aren’t kidding, there was a 
shooting in there last night.  
 

ARTEM 
Hurt much? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No, they missed.  
 

ARTEM 
No, I mean. That metal in your hip. 
 

DYMTRUS 
How long’s this war been going on? 
 

ARTEM 
Eight years. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I mean for me. Only a few months, 
right?  
 

ARTEM 
Right.  
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DYMTRUS 
And you’ve saved my ass how many times? 
 

Dymtrus isn’t moving fast enough for Artem. Angel is already a 
good distance down the block on the opposite side of the street.  

 
ARTEM 

Here stop. 
 
Artem uses the classic one-man carry that’s taught to evacuate 
soldiers from the battlefield when under fire. Artem picks him 
up to move faster. 

 
DYMTRUS 

We’ve got to stop doing this. 
 

ARTEM 
I know. People will talk. Right? 
 

Angelique has reached her car. She’s inside and pulls out into 
the street.  

 
EXT. THREE BLOCKS DOWN THE STREET – NIGHT 
 
Angel arrives at an intersection where Artem has Dymtrus over 
his shoulder. In the far distance, we hear the sirens on 
emergency vehicles.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Who in the fuck launches a missile 
Christmas Day? 
 

ARTEM 
I think we know the answer to that.  
 (beat) 
Listen, he’s gonna get blood in your 
car. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Let’s just go.  
 

Relatively calm, Artem and Dymtrus are accustomed to explosions. 
Angelique is not and she fears another missile. Nervous. 
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ARTEM 
Let’s put him in the boot. You can 
leave the lid up. The hospital’s only 
what, ten blocks? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Absolutely not. Put him right here.  
 

Angel opens the passenger side door.  
 

Artem puts Dymtrus down gently beside the car door. Dymtrus’s 
standing on one foot. Dymtrus looks at the nice new sports car 
and then at Angel.  
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus already has a hankering for Angelique.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Just put me in the boot.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Get in! 
 

Angel is pissed they aren’t moving faster. She’s searching the 
skies for more missiles. 

 
DYMTRUS 

(to Artem) 
Your jacket? The blood. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, sure. Good idea. 

 
It’s freezing cold, but Artem takes off his jacket. He ties it 
around Dymtrus’s waist.  
 

ARTEM 
(to Dymtrus) 

That make you happy? 
 
Dymtrus smiles at Angel and she politely smiles back and 
gestures for him to get in the car.  
 

ARTEM 
How many from the 17th were in there? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Enough.  
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Dymtrus sits in the passenger seat and painfully he pulls his 
legs inside.  
 

ARTEM 
Early bird gets the doctor. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Later, eaten by an alligator. 

 
Angel drives toward the hospital. Artem returns to the bombed-
out nightclub.  
 
INT/EXT. VILLA ENTRY – AFTERNOON 
 
Much later, Ms Honcharuk looks out the window. She sees Artem 
waiting at the gate, nervously. She smiles. Her smile suddenly 
turns to displeasure. We see that she has a puzzled and adverse 
look on her face. 
 
EXT/INT. VILLA ENTRY – AFTERNOON 
 
Waiting at the gate, Artem watches closely as a woman lets 
Dymtrus out of a rusted out 1990s Volkswagen. He walks through 
the gate, grinning inwardly. The expression on Artem’s face is 
nothing but suspicious.  
 
Dymtrus casually looks at the flower beds and the open garage. 
He’s accustomed to visiting villas like this. Compare this with 
Artem’s first visit to the house; Dymtrus is less impressed than 
Artem. 
 
Artem takes another hit; Angelique meets them at the door in a 
white dress. Dymtrus is lively, self-confident, and good-
looking; Angel’s smile radiates. 
 

ARTEM 
Angel, this is Sargent Ylchuk. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, I know.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I hope the blood came out of your seat. 

 
She paused, laughed and made a helpless little gesture. 
 



185 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It did. Mother said you must have weak 
blood.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Do I call you Sergeant… is that 
correct? I know you have so many rules.  
 

ARTEM 
Call him Dymtrus. 

 
Angelique smiles at him in a direct/seductive way. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, Dymtrus.  

 
Ms Honcharuk is watching from the theatre room. She searches him 
with her eyes. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
So you're a sergeant?  
 

Angelique smiles. Dymtrus smiles. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That's right. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Sergeants are supposed to be tough… are 
you tough?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Most people say I’m pretty. 
 

Dymtrus nervously laughs, not completely at ease because of the 
fight with the drug addict. He nervously glances at Artem for 
help. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

I know you’re tough. You like to fight. 
 
Dymtrus looks like he’s been betrayed. For a moment, Dymtrus 
thinks Artem has told Angelique about the street fight. 
Angelique doesn’t know that the addict died. 
 

ARTEM 
She was there.  
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DYMTRUS 

Oh, that’s right. No denying that. 
 (beat) 
This is the same girl? 
 (beat) 
You guys getting married? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
We are the best of friends. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s nice. It’s good to have friends. 
 

Artem already feels undermined. She can’t hear them from this 
distance; yet still, Ms Honcharuk’s eyes narrow. She sees 
Dymtrus as a usurper.  

 
INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE THE THEATER ROOM – VILLA – AFTERNOON 
 
Ms Honcharuk has been waiting in the theatre. When Artem, 
Dymtrus and Angelique arrive, she stands. It’s possible that 
Dymtrus is late; Ms Honcharuk has been irked and looking 
regularly at the time. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Welcome, Sergeant. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I feel already… I feel at home. Thank 
you for having me.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I hope you like the film. Angelique 
picked it out. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh, I will. Even the cheap B films. 
Good or bad, I don’t care.  
  

MS HONCHARUK  
Where's your home? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Kyiv. But I recently spent some time in 
Odessa. I’m thinking about relocating 
there. 
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MS HONCHARUK  

YlchukSoft? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Why, yes. Do you know it?  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No.  

 
That unsettles Dymtrus. He looks at Artem and Angelique 
helplessly. Angelique and Artem laugh.  
 
SUBTEXT: Ms Honcharuk has looked up his family and their 
business, and she doesn’t approve. Artem and Angel either were 
aware or they guessed Ms Honcharuk would do the research.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You must not mind ma’ma's questioning. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I should have been a lawyer.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
That would have been worse. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I’m with William Shakespeare on that 
one. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Henry VI. 
 (beat) 
Say, that’s a Nosferatu poster?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (whispering to her mother) 
He noticed. 

 
Another perceived dig at Artem. Ms Honcharuk might have judged 
him too early, she looks suddenly pleased as Dymtrus approaches 
it. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s original? German. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Yes. It is. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It's marvellous. It's truly a 
magnificent one. I own—  

 
He pauses and makes a deprecating gesture. 

 
DYMTRUS 

My mother owns a Gone With the Wind, 
but it's nothing to compare with this.  

 
Dymtrus studies the poster. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Angelique’s father acquired it. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I think it falls into the category of 
war reparations.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I see; it was originally in Germany 
until it was lost.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Someone was trying to smuggle it out of 
Russia. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Back in the Soviet days? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
It was his favourite, but we own it 
now, don’t we Angel? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Deadbeat dad? 
 

Ms Honcharuk raises an eyebrow. She and Angel share a chuckle 
and a glance. Seems to be a private joke. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
When I’m gone, Angel has promised that 
it never be returned.  
 

ARTEM 
The Germans want it back? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No, but it’s a matter of principle. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I don’t blame you one bit.  

 
Dymtrus shifts his glance to the other film posters, some Soviet 
and some not. 

 
DYMTRUS 

And you've got a Day Watch, too. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Perhaps it’s not worth all so much. 
They printed so many you know. 
 

DYMTRUS 
But, he signed it. None of our posters 
are signed. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Timur Bekmambetov, what an intelligent 
man. 
 

Angelique goes to stand beside Dymtrus. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Is it not cool?  
 

ANGELIQUE 
My father actually PAID for that one. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I'll show you my favourite, Sergeant.   
 

Ms Honcharuk rises and walks to a panel in the theatre wall. She 
pushes it and it springs open. It’s a secret passageway to a 
small room at the side of the theatre. It might have originally 
been a cloakroom, but it’s now a saferoom with only one poster. 
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Ms Honcharuk turns on the light and it’s a Metropolis movie 
poster. 
 
Artem watches as they enter the hidden room. There isn’t enough 
room for everyone; only Brit and Ms Honcharuk are inside. 
Angelique blocks the door but she’s looking in. Artem is left 
out. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Fritz Lang, receives a lot of credit 
but I believe the true credit should go 
to Thea von Harbou. They were married? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I’m not sure. But I’m sure something 
was going on there. For them to make a 
woman’s film in those days took… well… 
it’s obvious to me. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Do you think the script was originally 
pillow talk? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
How boring, if it was.   
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (to Artem) 
Do you want to see it? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m familiar. 

 
Angel gives him a silly cross-eyes confused look and chuckles. 
 
SUBTEXT: Angelique wants Artem and Dymtrus to dual for her 
affections. Ma’ma can officiate. But Artem’s been in the cat-
bird-seat and he’s not playing. He’s resolved to just pout.  
 
INT. DINING ROOM - VILLA 
 
The movie is finished and they are sitting down to dinner.  
 

MS HONCHARUK 
I’m sorry. I should have known not to 
show a slasher film before dinner. I 
hope it’ll be okay. 
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ANGELIQUE 

Anyone nauseated? 
 

ARTEM 
All the same to me.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It was wonderful, Ms Honcharuk. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
So, Dymtrus what did you REALLY think? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh my God, Pooh Bear’s not messing 
around anymore.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I didn’t know they could do that. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Apparently, Winnie the Pooh is now in 
the public domain… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He's a slasher and snapping necks.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yeah so now he can snap necks and 
Disney really can't do shit about it… 
Excuse the language, ma’am. 
 

MS HONCHARUK 
Soldiers. 
 

ARTEM 
Don’t worry we’re not staying long. 
 

Ms Honcharuk chuckles.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I think Disney could pay for them not 
to release this movie, but I think they 
just like called their bluff like, “hey 
release the horror movie; we don't 
care.” 
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ANGELIQUE 
It’ll be pirated anyway. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I laughed hardest at the sound effects.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
That first neck snap, that was 
terrible.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Like without it you might go, ‘I don't 
even know if they died.’ 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What was with the blind lady? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Maybe she was just blind… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
…and out in the forest? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I think the blind chick outran him.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Is that on the editor or who? 
 

DYMTRUS 
She was really moving and he was 
waddling along. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Winnie the Pooh is a bit chubby in this 
version. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Which I like; it gives that whole like 
sort of fat, leather-faced, slasher, 
Psycho feel to it. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I liked they included Piglet.  
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DYMTRUS 
I think pigs swim but how is Piglet, an 
infant pig, going to smack someone like 
that in a pool? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
How could Piglet even pick up a 
sledgehammer like that? 
 

DYMTRUS 
But he did… so you not only have to 
worry about Winnie the Pooh killing 
you, it’s Piglet too. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
This Piglet actor got the role cause… 
did you see those ears? They’re just 
like real pig ears. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (sarcastic) 
Like were those people in masks or did 
they really use Pooh and Piglet? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Child actors making a comeback? 
 

MS HONCHARUK 
The worst film I think I’ve ever seen. 
 

Angelique and Dymtrus are in this manic state of film-lust 
conversation. They don’t hear Ms Honcharuk; Artem gives her half 
of a salute and nods his agreement.  

 
ANGELIQUE 

They killed Eeyore? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I think that cardboard gravestone said 
“Eeyore”. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I think when Christopher Robins went to 
college they, all the animals, started 
eating each other. Donner party stuff.  
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DYMTRUS 
He said, “I didn’t mean to leave.” In 
the UK how early do you have to test to 
get a spot in a college? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
A year at least.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You can never trust a college man.  
 

Ms Honcharuk is shocked and even Angelique blinks. 
 

DYMTRUS 
And they killed Christopher Robins’ 
ugly-ass girlfriend right off the bat. 
Amateurs… they should of saved that for 
the end. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Put the hot girl in the hot tub 
upfront.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (more mono-tone sarcasm) 
If I were Christopher Robin’, I’d have 
never left with all those hot girls in 
the forest. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
All those girls seemed very regular 
girls to me.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It's almost like a “fan film,” because 
fan films audition from fan letters. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
They go like, “I wanna be in your next 
film.” 
 

DYMTRUS 
“Okay. We don’t know what you look like 
but sure.” But, it’s a major role so 
come on down. 
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ANGELIQUE 
Or they’re wives and cousins. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You’re right. These were not like your 
ultra-beautiful Hollywood sort of 
girls.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Like the blonde tied up in the middle 
of the road.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Isn’t she saying, “I’m not that pretty 
but I’m tough.” And I won’t sue the 
producers if I’m injured… if you will 
just let me be in your movie.”  
 

ANGELIQUE 
She probably wouldn’t notice if she 
were injured. 
 

DYMTRUS 
A really lazy sort of title card thing… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
It just seems hilarious; maybe it's 
partly parity too. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Felt more like an SNL sketch.  
 

Dymtrus and Angelique’s lively and flirty conversation fades to 
a dull background mumble and we focus on Artem’s embattled face. 
Ms Honcharuk is pissed; she notices Artem’s torment.  
 
Angelique finally remembers Artem. She smiles at Artem. 
 
Conversation fades back in… 

 
DYMTRUS 

I think they're all wonderful —
beautiful. I’d give this one a B minus. 
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ANGELIQUE 
It’s like they’ll make any stupid idea, 
but it always turns out okay. Even B 
movies are okay for me too.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I'm strictly a “spectacular” type film 
fan myself.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem liked Violent Night. We saw it 
last week when ma’ma was napping. 
 

DYMTRUS 
And? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He was very intrigued. It is the first 
time I have ever heard him talk about a 
film.  
 

ARTEM 
I was trying to figure out what the 
Christmas message was. 
 

They all laugh. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Finally, we decided it wasn’t a 
Christmas movie.   
 (beat) 
But you said you liked it very much. 
 

ARTEM 
The Santa was bad-ass, I thought. 
 

DYMTRUS 
David Harbour… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What did you say? 
 

ARTEM 
Badass… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And… 



197 
 

 
ARTEM 

Ass kicking… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And, what else? 
 

ARTEM 
Rambo, a one-man army. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He said, “it was a Rambo version of 
Santa Claus in a Home Alone film.” 
 

DYMTRUS 
I didn’t see it but Harbour is a little 
gruff; he could play the Grinch just as 
well. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
He’s no Tim Allen or Kurt Russell 
that’s for sure. 

 
Artem has no idea who these actors were.  
 
INT. ENTRY HALL – VILLA – NIGHT 
 
Later, walking to the front door… Angel and Dymtrus talk.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem's tough, isn’t he?  
 

BRIT 
Formidable. Very formidable. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Yes, he is.  
 

Artem and Ms Honcharuk walk separately from Dymtrus and Angel. 
 

ARTEM 
It was… well, it was sort of 
interesting.  

 
She gives Artem a friendly tap on his arm. 
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MS HONCHARUK 
Artem, don't be taken in by all the 
artsy-fartsy film-foolery.  
 (whispering to Artem) 
And don’t bring him into this house 
again. 

 
Artem and Brit exit the villa. 
 
Angelique puts her hands over her heart and sighs loudly as she 
shuts the door. She closes her eyes and spins around. 
 
She expects her mother to be there to listen to her hopes and 
aspirations, but Ms Honcharuk has disappeared. Ms Honcharuk 
doesn’t want to hear how marvellous, witty or how handsome 
Dymtrus is. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (shouting) 
Ma’ma? 
 (whispering) 
Ma’ma? I’m going out. 

 
Quickly, Angelique decides to leave. She would have done girl 
talk with her mother until midnight, but she opts to stay with 
the guys. She opens the door and runs after them.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Wait guys, Ma’ma is in one of her 
moods, can I go with you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Of course. 

 
Artem and Dymtrus might have returned to the artillery base, but 
now they’ll make a long night of it.  
 
EXT. SMALL RESTAURANT - NIGHT 
 
Artem, Dymtrus and Angelique are walking on the sidewalk toward 
Madame Belyaev's. They are chatting and laughing; Angelique 
pulls herself up on their shoulders and dangles her feet inches 
from the ground like a child. And then she does a handstand on 
their shoulders.  
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INT. SMALL RESTAURANT - NIGHT 
 

BELYAEV  
Eggplant Lasagna. 

 
They enter the building. The light isn’t the same. It’s NOT the 
same Celebration Station as before the missile attack.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (displeased) 
The plywood in place of the glass just 
ruins the ambience.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Chocolate Mint Day? 

 
BEGIN MONTAGE 
 
They drink too much wine and laugh some. Artem tries to play 
hard to get, but the others go to an extreme (slapstick humour) 
to make him laugh. Finally, Artem smiles at the extra-effort. 
Dymtrus and Angelique seem to share the same sense of humour, 
and fall in easily with each other's jokes. They’ve seen the 
same movies. 
 
END MONTAGE 
 
Madame Belyaev has a large, undignified, mongrel dog which 
wanders in and walks between the tables, begging for tidbits. 
The dog comes up, sits down and solemnly puts his paw on 
Dymtrus's knee. Dymtrus studies him seriously. 
 
Angelique hands the dog a mint off the table. When Dymtrus tries 
to feed the dog mint, the dog narrows his eyebrows and refuses 
the mint.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You aren’t supposed to feed a dog 
chocolate.  
 

ARTEM 
I saw a dog eat his weight in chocolate 
once.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, dear. Kill him? 
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ARTEM 
No, but he sure passed a lot of gas.  

 
BRETT 

This dog's name is… 
 (to Artem) 
Who’s the Russian general? 
 

ARTEM 
Gerasimov. 
 

BRETT 
This dog’s name is Gerasimov. 
 

The diners cheer and laugh. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
How do you know the dog’s name?  
 

Dymtrus uses the opportunity to take a big whiff of Angelique’s 
hair. 
 

BRETT 
 (leaning over to Angelique) 
He told me. And besides, you can never 
really hide your true nature. 
 (announcement to everyone) 
I’d rather be a dog begging for mints 
in a bombed-out café, than head of the 
Russian Army in Ukraine. 
 

The customers love Dymtrus. Angelique waits for Artem and Madame 
Belyaev to crack a smile, but neither do.  
 
SUBTEXT: Madame Belyaev is an ethnic Russian. Artem had his 
heart set on having, and marrying Angelique but it’s slipping 
away. He won’t laugh, smile, or even look at Dymtrus. 
 
Angelique puts out her hand and pats the dog. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Nice Gerasimov.  
 

BRETT 
His Ukrainian was good, impressively 
good for a Russian general. He has 
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learned a lot of Kobzar poetry in 
school. 

 
Angelique begins reciting Kobzar poetry, which she’d learned in 
school, to the dog, but then turns to Artem. Artem doesn’t 
respond. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Life on earth is tough and trying 
For an orphan without kin, 
There is no place to rest. 
Might as well just leap  
From a mountain into water.  

 
SUBTEXT: Angelique is trying to encourage Artem, but he won’t 
break. He’s pissed at all the attention she’s giving Dymtrus. Or 
conversely, he might not understand the poem.  
 
Dymtrus has angered Madame Belyaev and a few of the clientele; 
she’s not her jovial self.  The group of three don’t leave until 
the place closes.  
 
They board the 6x6 and head back to the villa. 
 
INT. FORTH COMMAND POST – KHERSON - LATE NIGHT  

Artem pulls up to the abandoned hotel that’s serving as a 
barracks and CP. Dymtrus is about to exit the vehicle. 

ARTEM 
(insincere) 

Well, it was fun wasn’t it? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Just fun! I hope not. It was GREAT. 
 

ARTEM 
(insincere) 

We'll have to do it again sometime. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I've already taken care of that little 
matter. Angelique has already invited 
both of us back next time we have 
leave. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, has she? I see. 
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INT. ANGELIQUE’S CAR - ROAD TO ZAPORIZHZHIA - DAY 
 
SUBTEXT: Ms Honcharuk has probably made it clear to Angel not to 
bring Dymtrus around, so they aren’t at the villa.  
 
They are speeding around the countryside in Angelique’s car. 
Angelique is driving, Dymtrus is squeezed into the back seat. 
Kherson has become monotonous, so they are wandering around 
looking for restaurants and small bars in Zaporizhzhia. Highway 
signs show Zaporizhzhia 230 km away. 
 
Driving, they laugh and sing and joke with each other and tease 
Angelique with a plastic frog. Angel nearly wrecks the car. 
On the river road, Artem glances out over to the Russian side. 
He does a double take; there is a column of Russian tanks, 
artillery and troop carriers moving up toward the north. 
 

ARTEM 
What the…  

(nonchalant) 
Sergeant, you have your phone? 
 

Dymtrus looks about and spots the column. Dymtrus’s eyes open 
wide.  

 
ARTEM 

Wanna punch that in? 
 

Dymtrus is nervous and it’s becoming more clear he’s NOT a 
warrior. Angel is taking it all in. She’s watching how cool 
Artem is and how frantic Dymtrus is punching things into his 
phone. And she notices the fearful look on Dymtrus’s face when 
he glances across the river. It’s odd that she notices Dymtrus’s 
fear, because she’s a bit intimidated herself.  

 
DYMTRUS 

How many tanks? 
 

ARTEM 
Just say ‘major o’ and they’ll pull it 
up on the bird. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, sir.  
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ARTEM 
They’re not very smart using the river 
road or waiting for night.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Not smart? 
 

ARTEM 
Not smart means dead. 
 (beat) 
Cause we can see them. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe they don’t care if we see them. 
 

ARTEM 
Like I said, not very smart.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, they’re going somewhere. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, hell.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Clear sky. HQ might already know about 
it.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
What’s it mean? 
 

ARTEM 
 (pointing north then east) 
Maybe they want Zaporizhzhia, maybe 
east of there. They’re going that way. 
 

DYMTRUS 
‘Cause they don’t wanna… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You want me to turn around? 
 

ARTEM 
You begged me… to show you the war. 
 (beat) 
Relax. It’s not gonna ruin the trip.  
 (beat) 
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We’ll have eaten, danced and be half 
drunk and gone before they get there. 
 (beat) 
They’re as slow as molasses. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I calculate 12 km/hr right now.   
 

ARTEM 
Tell them that, will ya? 
 (to Angelique) 
Besides, they’ll be dead before they 
get where we’re going. Sergeant Ylchuk, 
just took care of that.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Took care of what? 
 

ARTEM 
You said you wanted to see some of my 
war. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
This is your war? This is what you do?  
 

ARTEM 
Pretty much. Never called in a barrage 
from a fast-moving sports car, but…  
 

DYMTRUS 
Thirty seconds.  
 

Long beat. Artillery or perhaps a jet drops a bomb that explodes 
on the other side of the river.  
 
Artem just glances at it. Dymtrus and Angelique’s eyes are 
large. She’s driving and looking at all the smoke.  

 
ARTEM 

See, what’d I tell ya? 
 (beat) 
Well, Angel, I hope you got an eyeful. 
That’s all the war for you, babe. 
You’ll never be this close again.  
 (beat) 
Turn left here. Take H23. Help her will 
ya, Sergeant? 
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Artem even leans back in the seat and closes his eyes with his 
face in the sun. Angel reaches for her phone. 
 

ARTEM 
Ma’ma doesn’t need to know. Does she? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
No, the nightclub bombing was quite 
enough for her. Thanks. 

 
Angelique puts the phone down.  

 
Artem is nearly napping. Angelique looks into the rearview 
mirror, she looks worried. All Dymtrus can do is shrug at her. 
 
EXT/INT. CAFÉ - ZAPORIZHZHIA - DAY 
 
When they arrive in Zaporizhzhia, the streets are empty. 
Everyone is inside or evacuated. The café is empty, except for a 
few employees. They’re all peering out the windows down the 
street. Looking for Russian tanks.  
 
She keeps looking at Artem for his analysis. Dymtrus isn’t even 
on her radar any longer. She’s looked at Dymtrus a dozen times, 
and the most he can do is shrug. He has no idea.  
 
SUBTEXT: Angel is a Hemingwayesque character in the sense that 
she loves Dymtrus when times are nice and quiet, but she loves 
Artem when it gets loud and dangerous. Angel is secretly 
thrilled that the drama from the road has followed them; she’s 
been looking to grow up and Zaporizhzhia is as good a place for 
it as any.  
 

ARTEM 
Clearly, these people think the 
Russians are coming here.  
 

DYMTRUS 
No signal.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
That’s not good. You think the Russians 
are… 
 

ARTEM 
Think you should…  
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DYMTRUS 

Yes, of course. Let me walk the block.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
What do you want to eat? 
 

Dymtrus doesn’t answer. Artem’s turn to shrug. There is a half-
wrecked apartment building down the street. Dymtrus leaves the 
café and walks the block, holding the phone high, and turns to 
the tall bombed-out building. 
 
Artem looks much happier sitting alone with Angel. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
The phones out… it means the Russians 
are coming? 
 

ARTEM 
Not necessarily. It happens all the 
time. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Don’t they have snipers? 
 

ARTEM 
And planes and tanks and all sorts of 
nasty machines. 

 
Angelique is clearly preoccupied with Dymtrus’s safety. She’s 
glancing down the street constantly.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But you sort of ASKED him.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, he’d sat down already; it’s 
polite to ask.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
And it’s your holiday. 
 

ARTEM 
 (correcting her) 
Leave. 
 

Angelique is still scanning the street for Dymtrus. 
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ANGELIQUE 

What happens if Russian tanks come 
rolling down… down there. 
 

ARTEM 
He’ll be okay. He knows how to run.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’ll look after him? 
 

ARTEM 
He can take care of himself. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Why do you say that? 
 

ARTEM 
He’s fully trained.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
So long as he has that phone? 
 

ARTEM 
Look, he's my soldier. I'm not saying 
anything about him, I shouldn't. I just 
mean that he knows all the angles. He's 
a sharp boy. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Is that wrong? 
 

ARTEM 
 (gesturing east) 
Of course not. Glad he’s on our side 
and not over there. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Your tone… 
 

ARTEM 
What I mean is that he's just one of 
those men who know their way around—no 
matter where they are. He's not lost if 
that’s what you’re asking.  

 
Angelique thinks that over. 
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ANGELIQUE 

That is a good trait.  
 

ARTEM 
Of course, and he nearly always knows 
where the Russians are.  
 (mumbling) 
Fathers, husbands and boyfriends too. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
What? 
 

ARTEM 
I said he knows where his enemies are.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
That is a VERY good trait, I think. 
 

ARTEM 
If the Russians do come, he’s just the 
sort to escape. I don’t know how that 
will help you, but…  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’re not worried? 
 

ARTEM 
If they’re anywhere near, he’ll be back 
and be ready to go. 

 
Artem and Angel eat their meal. The waitress brings them a plate 
to go.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
I think I’ll go find him. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, no. You don’t leave my sight.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Well, he can’t be far. 
 

ARTEM 
Absolutely not. 
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SUBTEXT: Angel’s seriously conflicted; despite the war, she’s 
not entirely sure she wants to obey Artem now. She’s not 
accustomed to being controlled. In the sight of Russian Tanks, 
she will obey Artem. When they might be down the rod a bit, 
she’s feeling her way back to Dymtrus. 
 
She pouts. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

Can I go outside and look down the 
street? 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s just sit here, and wait for 
Dymtrus. He’ll have some information.  

 
Dymtrus shows his face in the window; a big smile. He gives 
Artem an ‘everything is okay’ gesture. Dymtrus waves to them to 
come outside. Angelique leaps up and is rapidly out on the 
sidewalk. Artem is pouting and remains there at the table. Artem 
pretends to eat. 
 
From Artem’s POV, Dymtrus points left, right and then up to the 
top of the tall bombed-out apartment building. She hands Dymtrus 
the to-go plate; he’s pleased. Dymtrus points to a park and 
benches a few blocks down. Angelique agrees and they simply walk 
away. 
 
Artem eats his plate and Angelique’s as well. 
 
SUBTEXT: The Russians bypass Zaporizhzhia and continue to 
Donetsk. 
 
EXT. CITY PARK – ZAPORIZHZHIA - DAY 
 
It’s the warmest of winter days; the sun is melting the snow.  
 
Artem leaves the restaurant and walks around the block before 
ending up peering around a corner, with eyes on the park. 
Dymtrus and Angelique are having a fun discussion about 
something. Artem grins at them; it’s innocent enough. But Artem 
sees Dymtrus wipe the BBQ from his mouth with his napkin and he 
leans over, then kisses Angel. They stay in that position for a 
long time. Artem watches them, stone-faced.  
 
Artem is angry, not furiously, but still angry. Artem backs away 
and walks rapidly back to the café. 
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INT. CAFÉ - ZAPORIZHZHIA – DAY 
 
When Dymtrus and Angelique walk into the café they are laughing.  
 

DYMTRUS  
 (to Artem) 
They’re on the road to Donetsk.  
 (beat) 
What’s left of them. 

 
Artem only nods his head. Dymtrus enters the water closet. Artem 
wants to say something to Angelique, but he’s not certain how to 
handle it.  
 

ARTEM 
It's chilly out there? 
 

ANGELIQUE 
So long as you’re not in the sun. 
 

ARTEM 
We'd better go back. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, Dymtrus said the Russian’s are…  
 

ARTEM 
I saw that tender smooching between you 
two.  
 

She puts her hand on Artem’s arm, but she’s embarrassed. She 
then turns and gazes out down the street without immediately 
speaking. Long beat. 

 
ANGELIQUE 

It was friendly. 
 

ARTEM 
No that’s the sort of friendly kissing 
that leads to… other stuff. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, you know me better than that. 

 
ARTEM 

Why did you kiss him? 
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ANGELIQUE 

Maybe I wanted to. 
 

ARTEM 
Why, that's silly. You hardly know him. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
I know him enough. 
 

ARTEM 
You've only seen him a few times.  
 

She smiles up at Artem. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
You kissed me the second time I saw 
you. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, that's different… I'm… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
A lieutenant and he’s… 
 

ARTEM 
I was gonna say, “You kissed me because 
I’m the man in love with you.” 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Oh, don’t say that.  
 

ARTEM 
Why not? You’re not in love with him. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Maybe I am. What of it? 
 

ARTEM 
Don't be ridiculous.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, do you want me to be happy? 
 

ARTEM 
You can’t be in love with him, he’s… 
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She spins around and sprints out of the café. She stands in the 
cold on the sidewalk. 
 
Through the glass, Artem watches her shiver out on the shady 
iced-over sidewalk. The employees act like they didn’t hear any 
of it. 

 
ARTEM 

 (to himself) 
It was inevitable, anyway, I suppose.  
 

Artem is in a trance and staring out at Angelique. Angelique is 
brooding and shivering. Dymtrus exits the water closet. 

 
DYMTRUS  

You think they’ll move us up here? 
 

Artem shrugs. When Dymtrus steps out on the sidewalk. She beams 
light toward him. Artem smiles matter of fact. 
 
EXT. FIFTH COMAND POST - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - DAY 
 
Winter storm. Weekend passes have been handed out. Artem is 
sitting in the 6x6 which is idling in front of the company 
command post. Artem might be going to the front, NOT to Kherson; 
OTHER SOLDIERS are in Artem’s and other vehicles. They are 
checking their weapons and loading up for combat. The onboard 
compass shows Artem’s 6x6 is facing the northeast. 
 
Dymtrus and Large Sarge are arguing.  
 

DYMTRUS 
What do you mean? It’s bullshit.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
I’m sorry. It’s just not here. It looks 
like you’ll have leave next weekend. 
 

Dymtrus is boiling with rage. Body language gives it away, but 
Dymtrus figures he can bully and intimidate anyone. Dymtrus is a 
bull moose during the rut.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Can you help me out, Sarge? 
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LARGE SARGE 
You’ve had liberty five of the last six 
weekends. It’s all computerized. Random 
leave.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Can I bring you a cake from Celebration 
Station? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
I bake my own cakes. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You could if you wanted, right? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Then I’d have to give everyone a pass 
and the Russians would be in Kyiv by 
Monday.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s the weekend. There’s no fighting 
on the weekends. 
 

Dymtrus reverts to a rage, stomping around. Artem is silently 
watching from inside the 6x6. 

 
SUBTEXT: Allowing Brett to go back to Kherson with a weekend 
pass is going to be the worst choice Artem has ever made. Large 
Sarge knows it’s a huge mistake. Artem’s just a soft touch.  

 
Dymtrus nods to Artem and gestures that he could use some help. 
Dymtrus looks back to Large Sarge. Artem relents and gestures to 
Large Sarge with a wave of the hand. 

 
LARGE SARGE 

Okay, wait right here. I’ll see what I 
can do. 
 

Dymtrus jumps up and down to keep warm. He smiles at Artem and 
waves. Artem returns a disingenuous smile. Dymtrus approaches 
the 6x6 and Artem’s window. Artem is in a warm vehicle. Artem 
hesitates to roll the window down.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (to Artem) 
You sure you can’t get a pass? 
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ARTEM 

What?  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s probably not too late. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m in a rush to get this war over. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You think this is the big one? On the 
weekend? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, I’m not gonna miss the last one.  
 

DYMTRUS 
We were; you, me and Angel, we were all 
going to Odessa. Come on, that’s the 
plan.  
 

ARTEM 
Where’d she get the petrol? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (mocking Angel’s speech) 
Who knows. Her “ma’ma” maybe. 
 

ARTEM 
Doubt that.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Come on. We talked about this; the 
first ballet since the war started. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s not true.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, the first since my war anyway. 
Come on, she bought three tickets. 
 

ARTEM 
Nothing I can do about that. 
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DYMTRUS 
Damned war… 
 

ARTEM 
You have your pass? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s coming. Where’s fats? 
 

ARTEM 
Have a good time. 
 

Moving slowly, Large Sarge prints up a weekend pass, but he 
holds it, looking out the window, until the bus that’s headed 
south pulls out. 
 
Dymtrus, shouting and straining, must run a quarter mile to 
catch the bus. Two seconds slower, Dymtrus would have missed the 
bus. Large Sarge chuckles; his goal was to make Dymtrus run.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Are you sure that’s what you want to 
do? 
 

ARTEM 
Sure, he begs for leave and he’s a 
coward. I pass buy the ballet for the 
final victory. She’ll choose me.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
That’s some twisted logic friend.  
 

ARTEM 
Heroes piss beer. Cowards piss fear.  
 (alternative line) 
Brave gets ya what you crave. A pass 
will just give ya gas.  
 (beat) 
Weigh it out. I win. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
HQ said…. You think they’re coming? 
 

ARTEM 
I have no idea. 
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EXT. TRENCH – EASTERN UKRAINE – DAY 
 
Perhaps the Ukrainian army doesn’t, but Artem expects (hopes 
for) a Russian offensive. Artem and other soldiers watch the 
front line. The other soldiers are hyped up and frightened; 
they’re watching developments closely. Depressed, Artem sits in 
a daze, in a hole, on an ammunition crate. 
 

SOLDIER #1 
It’s a lonely day, one of the 
loneliest. 
 

SOLDIER #2 
Nothings gonna happen. 
 

ARTEM 
Sucks.  
 

SOLDIER #1 
You got somewhere to be, Lieutenant?  
 

ARTEM 
Apparently not.  

 
EXT. VILLAGE OF NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - EASTERN UKRAINE - DAY 
 
The strong and self-disciplined Artem falters. He walks the 
streets and talks to the cattle and a dog. Soldiers and 
civilians glance at him but nothing will be said. A healthy 
distance away from Artem, Large Sarge and a VILLAGE Lady 
converse.  
 

VILLAGE LADY 
 (question) 
You think you should… 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Not me. I’m just the clerk.  
 

VILLAGE LADY 
They say he killed more Russians than 
stars. Is that true? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He does have a temper.  
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ARTEM 
 (to cattle) 
I should have gone?  I mean we’d be in 
a bar or a restaurant. Best to be in 
the same room, as a witness. Never know 
when a father or husband will flat out 
kill him, right? 
 (beat) 
You think I should be there for it? 
Noted. 

 
Artem walks to the house they are using as barracks, Dymtrus’s 
bunk is still empty.  
 
Artem returns to the cattle.  
 

ARTEM 
I know I’m behaving like a fool, but I 
can’t help it.  
 (beat) 
Stop torturing myself? Got it.  

 
Has Artem gone insane or is this just par for the course? 
 
There is a single shell that falls. Artem runs from the village 
to the guns. Skinny Sergeant is dead and they are trying to 
assemble his parts. A pile of appendages are laid on the torso.  
 
EXT. FIFTH COMMAND POST – NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA – TWO DAYS LATER  
 
More winter weather. Artem isn’t dressed, when there is a 
commotion outside. The weekend bus to the south has returned. 
Artem runs out in a t-shirt and pants, no coat.  
 
Dymtrus comes bursting out of the bus.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Is the war over?  
 (beat) 
You promised.  
 

ARTEM 
Battle never developed.  

 
Dymtrus is bright-eyed, bouncing with exuberance. Dymtrus throws 
his arms wide and spins on his heel, grinning at Artem. 
 



218 
 

ARTEM 
Looks like you had a good time? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The best, Artem! I mean, Lieutenant. 
The most excellent, my old friend!  
 

Artem doesn't look at him. He’s looking over to the crater where 
Skinny Sergeant bought it.  

 
ARTEM 

You met a nice tight ballet dancer?  
 

DYMTRUS 
No, they’re not, like everyone says… 
Oh, you’re kidding. Glad you haven’t 
lost your sense of humour. That’s 
important out here.  
 

ARTEM 
Dymtrus, if you stockholm the gymnast, 
I swear I'll… 
 

DYMTRUS 
I'm going to marry her!  
 

ARTEM 
That’s what YOU say. 
 

DYMTRUS 
SHE says… 
 

ARTEM 
Seriously? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Dead serious.  
 

ARTEM 
Gee, that's swell, Dymtrus. That's 
swell, guy! 
 

DYMTRUS 
She's got to tell “ma’ma” first. 
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In a war, everyone eavesdrops; many are aware of the story now. 
Artem has men to lead so he curtails the beating he might be 
giving Dymtrus any other place, or time. 
 

ARTEM 
But after that, it’s practically done? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s gonna be legal and all, boy! And 
you are my best man. 
 

ARTEM 
Gee, Dymtrus, that's swell… that's 
swell.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You bet it is. 
 

ARTEM 
Congratulations. Well, carry on. 

 
Artem can’t think of anything else to say. Brett goes to his 
quarters. Artem starts walking the streets of the village again.  
 
INT. ARTEM’S QUARTERS - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - DUSK 
 
Artem is comatose in a bunk. Large Sarge isn’t enthused; he 
hands a phone to Artem. Large Sarge doesn’t even think to leave 
the room.  
 
INTERCUT — PHONE CONVERSATION between Angelique and Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
Hello. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
Dear, darling, Artem, I was hoping you 
would answer.  
 

Artem tries to manage a smile. 
 

ARTEM 
Dymtrus told me. 

(stammering) 
I …I want to tell you how happy I am 
for… you both.  
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ANGELIQUE 
It's a good thing… you brought him 
around… I guess.  
 

ARTEM 
People will be lined up for me to fix 
them up with someone.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But there’s only me.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m aware.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
But, Artem, it is a very good thing. I 
am very happy. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, I was just about to send you a 
card. Congratulations. Guess that's… 
that's all I wanted to say.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, you are my dearest friend. You 
will always be my dearest friend. Don't 
ever think harshly of me, Artem, never, 
as long as you live. I have not… I did 
not mean for it to be this way, Artem. 
I would never hurt you. 
 

ARTEM 
Aw, forget it, forget it. Some you win, 
some you lose and some you lose in a 
shootout.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
You’re not angry, Artem, not angry at 
all?  
 

ARTEM 
Aw, with you no… no… 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And you’re not mad at Dymtrus? 
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ARTEM 
Well, I’m a little jealous, but I’m a 
professional. I’ll get over it. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
 (teary-eyed - voice cracking) 
Then my happiness is complete. Oh, 
Artem, I am so very happy.  
 

ARTEM 
Aw, come on… stop it! Stop it!  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, I’m going to let you get back to 
it…  
 

ARTEM 
Well, okay.  
 

ANGELIQUE 
Artem, can you tell Dymtrus he’s 
welcome back at the villa again? 
 

ARTEM 
Sure. 
 

ANGELIQUE 
And can you tell him ma’ma want’s to 
see him? 
 

ARTEM 
(long beat) 

I sure will.  
 

END INTERCUT  
 
EXT/INT. FIFTH COMMAND POST - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - DUSK 
 
A week later, the bus returning from the south arrives. Artem is 
still awake when Ylchuk returns. But when he hears Dymtrus’s 
drunken voice.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I’m not drunk. And I demand my 
equipment. There’s a war to fight. 
 (beat) 
I’m the chief drone operator.  
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 (long beat) 
I’m not going to provoke anyone. The 
Russians, they’re asleep.  

 
Dymtrus is drunk, very drunk, stumbling and muttering to 
himself.  
 
SUBTEXT: Artem wonders where Dymtrus has been, and why he picked 
this night of all nights to get so drunk.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Drunken soldier, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Let me guess. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Ylchuk. 
 

ARTEM 
Lock him up. 

 
There is a makeshift jail in the village. It is medieval, bars 
without glass. There is a Russian soldier in one cell. They put 
Dymtrus in the other cell. 
  
INT. MESS HALL – NEAR NEW ARTILLERY BASE - DAWN 
 
Artem rises and eats a leisurely breakfast. He drinks coffee and 
looks out at the front. Artem looks through his field glasses at 
the Russians. He looks at his watch and gives a signal. We hear 
the soft thunnk, thunnk, thunnk of mortars being fired somewhere 
behind the camera.  
 
Artem looks toward the guns and they fire six shells. After a 
long time, we hear the muffled explosions from the six rounds. 
Somehow, they seemed insignificant and harmless from a distance.  
 
Artem turns to the jail. 
 
INT. VILLAGE BRIG – NEAR NEW ARTILLERY BASE - DAWN 
 
Dymtrus is sleeping but Artem scraps the bars with a tin cup.  
 

ARTEM 
Wakey wakey.  
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DYMTRUS 
Artem, is that you? 
 

ARTEM 
Losing patience with you, buddy. You 
came in a little drunk last night. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I was definitely drunk; I’ll freely 
admit that. 
 

ARTEM 
Made a big stink. Trying to tip off the 
Russians? 

 
The Russians begin firing back. A shell lands relatively close.  
 

DYMTRUS 
That them? 
 

ARTEM 
You’re nearly a married man, what are 
you doing drunk and drunk on a military 
post? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It's off. 
 

ARTEM 
No, the offensive is on; we just 
started and they started back at us. 
Get up and get out there.  
 

DYMTRUS 
The wedding… the whole shebang. No pun 
intended. 
 

Artem stares at Dymtrus unbelievingly. 
 

ARTEM 
What are you talking about? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (almost shouting) 
I told you it's off… that's all—that's 
damned sure all!  
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ARTEM 
Look, I’m not sure her mother really 
matters.  
 (beat) 
Angel’s a grown woman. You don’t need 
anyone’s permission to get married. 
Well, the girl, of course. 
 (beat) 
You drink too much and make Angelique 
mad? She’ll get over it.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Just take my word for it. Everything's 
off and I don't want to talk about it. 
 

ARTEM 
You've got to talk about it. 
 

DYMTRUS 
The hell I do. It's off—and that's all 
I'm going to say. It’s personal and 
none of the army’s business.  
 

ARTEM 
You’re not gonna help me out?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Hell no.  
 

ARTEM 
Okay, get your equipment and get up to 
L nine.  
 

Dymtrus buries his head in what barely passes as a pillow. He 
won’t look at Artem. Long beat. 

 
ARTEM 

Or you’re out of there. 
 

Dymtrus doesn’t move. 
 

ARTEM 
AWOL. Drunk and disorderly. Dereliction 
of duty. Any number of cowardly 
offences, including desertion in the 
face of the enemy and surrendering to 
the enemy against orders.  
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 (beat) 
You quit your place of duty to plunder 
and pillage. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What? 
 

ARTEM 
You called in a false alarm. An illegal 
fire request.  
 

Nothing from Dymtrus. 
 

ARTEM 
Then three is the espionage. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What are you talking about? 
 

ARTEM 
I want them to execute you. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Save you the trouble of shooting me in 
the back? 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s go, pick up your equipment and 
walk east or I’m gonna shoot you in the 
back the head.  
 

Dymtrus is laying on his bunk, but his head is near the bars. 
Artem chambers a round and presses the end of the barrel to the 
back of Dymtrus’s head. 

 
DYMTRUS 

You know I could have you court-
martialed for that.  
 

Artem fires the pistol into the wall. Long beat as Dymtrus 
recovers his wits. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Can I have a blanket? 
  

Artem exits the jail. 
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DYMTRUS 
Hey, the Russian has a blanket. 
 

ARTEM 
 (to the guard) 
If you give him a blanket, you’re 
busted.  
 

INT. ARTEM’S QUARTERS - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - MIDNIGHT 
 

Large Sarge and Artem chat.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
You forgot about the barrage this 
morning.  
 

ARTEM 
I forgot? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Well, just don’t make it a habit. 
 (beat) 
So what ya gonna do? 
 

ARTEM 
Saturday? 
 (beat) 
Dress and shave. Get in the 6x6 and 
motor south.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Leave the grifter locked up? 
 

ARTEM 
I should never have taken him there in 
the first place. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Hindsight’s 20/20.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
You looking to kill him? 
 

ARTEM 
No. 
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LARGE SARGE  
Somebody ought to give him a blanket 
then. 
 

Artem is resolute and says nothing. He refuses to give the order 
for a blanket. Maybe later he will relent but not now.  

 
EXT. FIFTH COMMAND POST - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - DAY 
 
Snow. The RECRUITS (replacements) arrive and fall into 
formation, a dozen new soldiers and a female nurse. Large Sarge 
is overseeing things with a clipboard. Artem is watching from 
behind the formation. He’s looking critically at the new group; 
stalking them with his eyes narrowed.  
 
On the back row, and within hearing distance to Artem are… the 
female nurse and the FLIRTATIOUS RECRUIT who has befriended her; 
he’s the recruit opportune enough to wrangle a seat next to her 
during the ride to the front.  
 
They fall into formation, and all the military rules apply, but 
a dozen recruits are turning and glancing at the nurse and the 
recruit as they interact. The nurse and the recruit are quietly 
chatting and flirting during formation. They are smiling.  
 
SUBTEXT: The nurse is in heaven (Zaporizhzhia), with thousands 
of love/sex-starved men that might die the next day. Love will 
come easy to them and she feels she’ll be able to have her 
choice. The soldier that’s flirting with her probably 
read/watched A Farwell to Arms or China Beach or M*A*S*H; he 
thinks the war will get him laid. There’s one in every group. 
Artem with a front-row view of the display is boiling, not 
because he’s a stickler for military discipline; Artem feels the 
flirt is just another undesirable freeloader and opportunist 
like Dymtrus. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Medical personnel assigned to the 
Hospitallers Medical Battalion get in 
that six-by-six over there. Everybody 
else stand at ease. 

 
The female nurse is on her way to the front. But to Large Sarge, 
it appears that no one is moving.  
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LARGE SARGE  
Look, one of you dumbasses is a nurse. 
Get over there in that vehicle.  

 
The female nurse arrives at the front of the group. Large Sarge 
almost swallows his clipboard.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Oh, I’m sorry ma’am. Terribly sorry. 
Thanks for volunteering.  

 
Large Sarge begins to call the roll.  
 
The nurse walks to her ride and she waves at the recruit she’s 
been flirting with. She waves to him twice. 
 

RECRUIT #1 
She waved at him? 

 
RECRUIT #2  

Sure she did. Didn’t anyone see China 
Beach? Fuck the war and fuck me! 

 
The decorum is destroyed by the laughter. 
 

RECRUIT #3 
Go give her a kiss.  
 

FLIRTING RECRUIT  
Ice cream for later, boys.  

 
The recruit breaks military decorum and waves back to the nurse. 
He hasn’t put his hand down when Artem sweeps the recruit’s legs 
and lays him out flat. Artem puts a knee in his back and pulls 
one of his arms behind him. The recruit is face down. Artem has 
the recruit’s head forcing his face down into the snow/ice.  
 

ARTEM 
Lick that snow, Private. Suck that 
snow. Eat it. 
 (beat) 
That’s all you’ll be licking while 
you’re here. Understand me? 

(to Large Sarge) 
No leave for this man… for the 
duration. You understand me, Sergeant? 
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LARGE SARGE  
Yes, sir.  

 
Artem lets the recruit stand.  
 

ARTEM 
Now stand there and shut up until the 
sergeant’s done with you. Screwup! 
 (beat) 
Anyone else a screwup from day one? 
 

The new recruits stand at rigid attention. Artem would like for 
any one of them to resist. 
 
INT. ARTEM’S QUARTERS - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA – MIDNIGHT 
 
Artem and Large Sarge chat.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Some show you gave them today. It’s all 
up and down the line.  
 

ARTEM 
Good. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
The Russians, on their side, will hear 
about THAT welcome. 
 

ARTEM 
 (sarcastic) 
Maybe they’ll surrender.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
They won’t if they see the recruits 
we’re getting. 

 
ARTEM 

I hate freaking conscripts. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
You’re getting a reputation…  
 (beat) 
for being volatile. 
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ARTEM 
It made them stand straight though, 
right? How long did they stand like 
that? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Thirty minutes at least. You should do 
that with every group.  
 

ARTEM 
Maybe I should. Ya think? 

 
Long beat. 

 
LARGE SARGE  

What ya gonna do when you see her?  
 

ARTEM 
Well, I think I’ll be firm, a little 
cold.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Are you serious? 
 

ARTEM 
She should pay for what she’s done. 
Just for a day or two. Right? 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Wrong. 
 

ARTEM 
If she’s properly contrite…  
 

LARGE SARGE  
 (chuckling) 
A woman like that contrite? Grovelling 
for your forgiveness? 
 

ARTEM 
Well after that, flat out, I’ll take 
her back and I’ll love her forever.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
Happily ever after? 
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ARTEM 
 (sarcastic) 
It’s a freakin’ fairy tale sort of war, 
huh? Contrite? Really? 
 

EXT/INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM – VILLA – MIDDLE MORNING 
 
The next chance, Artem drives down to Kherson and the villa. He 
notices that both cars are in the garage. ANNA, the cook, opens 
the door. 
 

ARTEM  
Angel home? 
 

ANNA 
Madame is in the medal room.  

 
Ms Honcharuk is seating in her massive chair with her foot 
propped up on the small stool. She’s watching the television 
news with the TV on mute. Her red and swollen eyes search 
Artem’s face. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
You’ve heard I suppose, Artem? 
 

ARTEM  
I locked him up.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Oh, you are a lovely man. 
 (beat) 
What did he have to say? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, only that… oh, I don't know.  
 

Artem tries to smile; he doesn’t know the enormity of it. 
 

ARTEM 
I guess it's just a lover's spat.  
 

Very long beat.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No, Artem, it's not a lover's spat. 
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ARTEM 
Where is Angelique? I'd like to ask her 
about it.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Angelique has gone away, Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
Where?  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Switzerland and…  
 

Her voice is flat. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, Angelique has gone away and I 
don't know when she'll be coming back. 
 

ARTEM 
What’s it all about, Ms Honcharuk?  
 

Artem’s temper flares. 
 

ARTEM 
If he's done anything to hurt her, 
I'll…  
 (beat) 
I love Angelique, Ms Honcharuk. You 
know I love Angelique, right? 
  

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, Artem, I’m aware.  
 

She sits looking at the floor. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
She didn’t tell you who her father is, 
did she? 
 

ARTEM 
No, ma'am.  
 

She sits thoughtfully looking at the television. When the 
Russian president comes on, she hits pause on the remote 
control.  
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MS HONCHARUK  
Angelique's father is a rare man, 
Artem. 
 (beat) 
A Christian and a capitalist. Wants the 
best for the Russian people. 
 

ARTEM 
He’s a banker? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I have never known another man like 
him.  
 (beat) 
That picture isn’t very flattering.  
 

She gestures to the television. She hands Artem the remote.  
 

Artem doesn’t gasp; someone else might. It’s Putin on 
television. Artem sits and is speechless. Ms Honcharuk takes the 
remote control back and allows the news to continue.  

 
ARTEM 

I had no idea… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No, Artem, you weren’t supposed to 
know.  
 

ARTEM 
She knows? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Of course. 
 

She stares straight ahead. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Did you know his father was a 
submariner and then in the army, some 
mystery there? A little bit like you, 
Artem.  
 

ARTEM 
But he was KGB.  
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MS HONCHARUK  
Lieutenant Colonel. Well, you know your 
history probably. 
 (beat) 
By the time he was forty-eight he was 
president of Russia. Before he was 50, 
I was pregnant and a liability. 
 

ARTEM 
From what I hear it’s lucky you 
weren’t… He wasn’t eliminating his 
problems then? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Propaganda. The poisonings and 
assassinations orchestrated by his 
enemies? 
 

ARTEM 
Might be an overzealous climber. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
He wouldn’t allow that; I mean someone 
SOLVING all his problem; it’s not his 
style. But I don’t believe his 
detractors. I refuse. 
 

ARTEM 
So how did… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I monitored agricultural reports in the 
Kremlin, went to acting class at night. 
It was 24/7 drama. I was underpaid… 
 

ARTEM 
You’re doing okay now. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I think Angelique told you I was a good 
negotiator.  
 

ARTEM 
No doubt; you are. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Artem. You don’t think I manipulated 
the man, do you? 
 

ARTEM 
No. People working together, things 
like that happens. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I don’t regret it, especially not 
Angelique. 
 

ARTEM 
You loved him. He loved you, if not 
Angelique wouldn’t be so… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Beautiful? It’s an old wive’s tale… 
 

ARTEM 
But you did love him. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I fell in love with him because he was 
the finest man I had ever met. And I 
was shameless about it. Wanted to have 
a baby with him. Good genes, you know. 
 

ARTEM 
And how did he react…  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
He came unglued.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s where the negotiating came in? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I schemed and I connived, and I 
badgered and I pestered him until he 
promised his support.  
 

ARTEM 
But she can’t visit Moscow? 
 



236 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I think he errantly thinks that’s the 
only place his enemies are. 
 

ARTEM 
But if it were to come out… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I trust you, Artem. 
 (beat) 
What about that man? 
 

ARTEM 
Dymtrus? He’ll never trouble you or 
Angelique again.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, Angelique… 
 

ARTEM 
If you’ll tell me where she is… I’ll be 
out of your hair. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I never regretted it. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m glad she’s here, that she was born. 
Thank you.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
It wasn't always easy, Artem. I found 
out what it was like to be alone. My 
family never spoke to me again after 
that.  
 

ARTEM 
So what’s happening now with Angelique. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
She ran away.  
 

ARTEM 
So why won’t you go get her?  
 

She’s despondent and oblivious to Artem’s idea. 
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MS HONCHARUK  
Artem, I made a vow that no child of 
mine would ever undergo heartbreak and 
misery because of him. I made the rules 
for a reason. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, keep your head up. She needs you 
to keep enforcing and making the rules. 
 

Tears flow.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I have cried only twice since my 
childhood. The first time was when 
Yeltsin died. But that was the first 
time. I cried for days when I found 
myself carrying Angelique. I tried not 
to let him know how I felt, but it was 
so difficult… oh, it was so difficult. 
 

ARTEM 
If you’ll tell me where she is, I’ll go 
get her. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No need for that. This isn’t the end of 
the world. Her bike is still in the 
garage. She’ll be back. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, I’m concerned. Obviously, you are 
her mother and… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
He was always a rock. He knew things, 
Artem. He felt things, like nobody I've 
ever seen. One day he came into my 
office, made the hanger-oner’s wait out 
in the hall. And just as if nothing had 
happened told me that he’d make sure we 
were provided for.  
 (beat) 
He winked at me and said, if she grows 
up to be in the Olympics, he’d make 
sure she’d have the best coaches and 
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all the opportunities. That’s when he 
winked; he wanted her to play judo. 
 (beat) 
And the next day there were 2 billion 
rubles in my bank account.  
 

ARTEM 
But you agreed to leave Moscow? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
After she was born. She has a Russian 
passport. He agreed. 
 

ARTEM 
And she seriously can’t return?  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
That was the agreement. 
 

ARTEM 
He’s divorced and why wouldn’t he want 
to see her? I mean he is her father. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
He’s always felt wolves around him; so 
we had to go. So, of course, we left. 
 (beat) 
We came here and began a new life.  
 (beat) 
Everything was seamless, even the 
Olympics.  
 

ARTEM 
It was a good life? She’s a beautiful 
person. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Con men look for human frailty to 
exploit. 
 (beat) 
She’s the daughter of… and she’s a 
woman. 
 

ARTEM 
 (levity) 
I wouldn’t be here if she wasn’t.  
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MS HONCHARUK  
Cute but despite the strange phone 
calls and mysterious couriers, I don't 
think she ever had any genuine 
realization of what being Vladimir 
Putin’s daughter meant until she was 
thirteen, the junior Olympics. 
 

ARTEM 
She failed, but still won? 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Well, she stumbled.  
 

ARTEM 
She sure didn’t stumble four years 
later. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
No, no not that night.  
 (beat) 
But primarily if this gets out, it will 
kill her. These people hate her father 
and they’ll hate her. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, Europe they don’t care so much as 
the Ukrainians. Or maybe she’d be 
welcome back in Russia. I mean she was 
their champion. Some people don’t 
forget.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Russia? Can’t. 
 

ARTEM 
Renegotiate.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
She wants to be a cyclist now. 

 
ARTEM 

Well, that means Europe.  
 
Artem nods to the Russian uniforms in her poster-sized photos.  
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MS HONCHARUK  
But this war… don't think she quite 
understands what it means for her. She 
thinks everything will be okay like it 
always has been. And now all this 
death. The new risks. 

 
ARTEM 

It’s not good.  
 

SUBTEXT: It crosses Artem’s mind that Angel’s mom wants him to 
kill Dymtrus. He dismisses the idea quickly.  

 
MS HONCHARUK  

But especially not good for Angelique.  
 (beat) 
I was glad when you came along.  
 (beat) 
The night you kissed her — yes, she 
told me. She came to my room a little 
frightened, but thrilled, too. She 
asked me if she shouldn't tell you 
about her father. 
 

ARTEM 
She didn’t. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I made a mistake. I told her she 
shouldn't tell you. I liked you, Artem, 
and I wanted you to like Angelique.  
 

ARTEM 
Her father doesn’t matter a bat’s 
eyelash. Not to me. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
It is entirely my fault.  
 (beat) 
I knew she was lonely, cooped up here 
with only me for company. I got her the 
job handing out the medals.  
 (beat) 
I wanted you to take her to dinner and 
laugh with her and — yes, I suppose I 
even wished for a mild romance. 
Angelique has been a child too long. I 
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didn't think either of you would grow 
serious.  
 

ARTEM 
If you can get her back… we can… 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
My… you look nice, can you come again 
next weekend? 
 

ARTEM 
Of course. I’ll come every time I have 
leave until… we get her back. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
You are a soldier and I thought you 
wouldn't stay long.  
 

ARTEM 
What are you kidding?   

 
MS HONCHARUK  

She might not have liked you. I didn't 
think you'd intrude on our lives. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m sorry. I always felt welcome.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I didn't anticipate that Sergeant you 
brought around.  
 

ARTEM 
That was an accident, I promise you. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Yes, you seem to have better sense than 
that. 
 

ARTEM 
He walked into a Russian missile; she 
saw it play out; I have the worst luck.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
She mistook him for an injured dog. 
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ARTEM 
That’s about right.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I was disturbed immediately.  
 (beat) 
I thought I knew my daughter, Artem. 
But I didn't know she had fallen in 
love with that man until after they 
came back from Odesa. She told me that 
he had asked her to marry him.  
 

Ms Honcharuk shows emotion.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I suppose I could have let the marriage 
take place.  
 

ARTEM 
Glad you didn’t. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I had one more card to play. I told her 
to tell him about her father. I didn't 
tell her what to expect. 
 

ARTEM 
She shouldn’t ever feel she has to 
apologize for her father.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
I don't know what he said, Artem… 
whether this sergeant was angry or 
polite… or what.  
 

ARTEM 
You’ll never see him again.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Promise? 
 

Images of Putin come up on television again.  
 

Artem stands up. 
 

MS HONCHARUK  
Sit down, please. You can't leave me.  
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 (beat) 
She wouldn’t tell me if he was an ass 
or polite about it.  
 

ARTEM 
I’ll take care of it.  
 

MS HONCHARUK  
What will you do?  
 (beat) 
She wouldn’t want you to kill him. 
 

ARTEM 
I imagine not. 
 

INT. ARTEM’S QUARTERS - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA - NIGHT 
 

LARGE SARGE  
What about the Moscow thing? 
 

ARTEM 
Her father? I don't even think about 
it. Not even on my radar. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
You sure, cause other people they 
might.  
 

ARTEM 
That doesn't make any difference at 
all. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
It was Ylchuk. Smooth operator.  
 

ARTEM 
I let him walk in and taken her away 
from me. It’s on me.  
 

LARGE SARGE  
And now you gotta win her back… 
 

ARTEM 
Knowing his mark is on her… 
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LARGE SARGE  
What? That’s your hang-up, that they 
were together? You know this is 2023, 
right? 
 

ARTEM 
I have no idea what to say. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Oh, screw that. Don’t say shit about 
it. Act like nothing ever happened. 
She’s gotta be as good to you as the 
day she was born.  

 
INT. VILLAGE BRIG – NEAR NEW ARTILLERY BASE - MORNING 

 
Artem enters. Dymtrus won’t stand. He’s wrapped in a US Army 
blanket. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Look, Cowboy Jane’s out of bed. 
 

ARTEM 
How’s that blanket? 
 

DYMTRUS 
American.  
 

ARTEM 
I just don’t understand you. 
 

DYMTRUS 
No one asked you to. 

 
ARTEM 

I hardly remember Kyiv.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Poor baby. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t get mail on crested stationery.  

(beat) 
I don’t have money like you. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (slightly sarcastic) 
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I’m nouveau riche, let’s get that 
straight. 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t own a software company.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (even more sarcastic) 
Oh, you don’t code? I thought you did. 
 

ARTEM 
 (about the Moscow thing) 
I know about it, Dymtrus. Ms Honcharuk 
told me. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh?  
 

Dymtrus stands up with his blanket hanging from his shoulders.  
 

ARTEM 
Well? It's… It's difficult for you. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It's what it is. 
 

Artem pitches him a second blanket. 
 

ARTEM 
Look, Dymtrus, you owe that girl 
something. She's not a slut, some 
Jezebel you picked up in a club.  
 (beat) 
She won a bronze medal.  
 

Dymtrus looks amused. 
 

DYMTRUS 
My God, you sound like some newsreader 
off television. 
 

ARTEM 
Look, just sit down and think about it 
this way. Yesterday you were going to 
marry the girl. Now that's chemistry, 
isn't it? But now, you've found out 
something that… that you don't like. 
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But that doesn't change the girl, does 
it? She's the same girl, isn't she? 
 

DYMTRUS 
She had plenty of chances to tell me 
early on.  
 

ARTEM 
Friend, that’s not information to just 
throw out there.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Would have saved a lot of time. 
 

ARTEM 
No, this is a survival thing… people 
don’t put their life on the line like 
that. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You mean?  
 (beat) 
Her life on the line from Moscow? I 
don’t believe it. 
 

ARTEM 
Other inconveniences have had 
accidents, poisonings… 
 

DYMTRUS 
The FSB protecting their own, huh? 
That’s your argument?  
 

ARTEM 
Maybe she was afraid to tell you. Maybe 
she loves you too much. She finally did 
tell you, didn't she? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yeah, thank God for that. 
 

ARTEM 
You can't just get drunk and leave her. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Who says I can't? I did. 
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ARTEM 
And where’d it get you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
You can’t keep me in here forever.  
 

ARTEM 
Don’t kid yourself. I will. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You’re threatening me, after all we’ve 
been through? 
 

ARTEM 
Okay. I won’t, but you’ll have to be 
reasonable.  
 

DYMTRUS 
If I listen, will you leave me alone? 
 

Artem unlocks the cell. 
 

ARTEM 
Deal. Look at it this way. Actually, 
what difference does Moscow make? 
They’re on their way out and no one 
knows anything. Why not just forget 
about it? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I already have. 
 

ARTEM 
No, look, I mean… I mean why does it 
have to make any difference at all? You 
don't have to tell anybody. It’s 
probably the best-kept secret in 
Europe. It’ll never come back to bite 
you.  
 

Dymtrus looks at Artem in disbelief. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Are you crazy? 
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ARTEM 
You can live in Odessa. Nobody will 
ever need ever know. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I have a reputation you know.  
 

ARTEM 
Your people don't have to know, 
Dymtrus. You can just say you met her 
in Kherson. That’s true. No one will 
suspect.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I don’t know. Murphy's law.  
 

ARTEM 
What’s that?  
 

DYMTRUS 
For me a lifestyle. Anything that can 
go wrong will go wrong.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, If it’s not one thing it’s 
another. No woman you marry will be 
perfect.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Who said anything about marriage? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, YOU did. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I was joking.  
 

ARTEM 
Why, you were engaged to her, man!  
 

Dymtrus looks amused. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I've been engaged to lots of girls.  
 

Anger tightens Artem’s chest. 
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ARTEM 
Are you trying to tell me you never 
meant to marry her? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Honestly, I might have.  
 

Dymtrus shows us that haughty little smile. 
  

ARTEM 
Dymtrus, let’s get this straight. I'm 
not going to let you treat this girl 
like this. You were the first man she… 
she ever went with.  
 

DYMTRUS 
So she says.  
 

ARTEM 
I believe her. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Seemed like she knew what she was doing 
to me. 
 

ARTEM 
Books I figure. Why not contact her and 
smooth things over? 
 

DYMTRUS 
You want me to go back and talk with 
her? 
 

ARTEM 
You owe her that much. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I don't owe her anything. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, you do. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Look, Artem, you're wasting your time. 
I know you like her. So did I.  
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ARTEM 
I’m not in this; it’s between you and 
her. 
 

DYMTRUS 
But I never have been craving to carry 
her to the altar. I rubbed her right 
and gave her what she asked for. What 
is the big deal? 
 

ARTEM 
That’s about the most crass thing I 
ever heard.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Ma’ma’s money or not I doubt if we'd 
ever gotten around to getting married. 
And now that I've learned she has Ivan 
the Terrible for a daddy, I'm damned 
sure we ain't.  
 

Artem is seething with anger. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You should a told me when she invited 
us over there. 
 

ARTEM 
I didn’t know. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Is that true? 
 

ARTEM 
You have to turn everything around, 
always. Who taught you that? 
 

Long beat. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Aw, come on and forget it. That's what 
I'm going to do.  
 (beat) 
It wasn't a bad piece of ass. You 
should try it sometime. I warmed her up 
real good for ya. 
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Dymtrus begins to walk out of the cell. Artem pulls his pistol 
again. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Not again. I’m not going to marry any… 

 
Lights out for Dymtrus. Artem pistol-whips Dymtrus and knocks 
him unconscious. Before Dymtrus hits the ground, Artem catches 
him over a shoulder. Artem hauls Dymtrus outside.  
 
Artem fires his pistol in the air. The entire company looks.  
 
Artem hauls Dymtrus over to the latrine. Artem kicks over the 
seats and throws Dymtrus into about two feet of faeces and 
wastewater. 
 
The entire company, their jaws drop.  
 
Large Sarge arrives; he looks into the muck hole. Artem walks 
into the command post. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
 (matter-of-fact) 
Private. He might not be dead.  

 
A QUICK PRIVATE gestures to the SLOW PRIVATE that he should act. 
The slow private jumps in the latrine, up to his knees; he pulls 
Dymtrus’s face out of the muck. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
He breathing? 

 
A bubble of wastewater comes out of Dymtrus’s lips. 
 

SLOW PRIVATE  
I think he’s alive. 
 

LARGE SARGE  
Wash him off, feed him and put him to 
bed. 
 

SLOW PRIVATE  
Which bed? 
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LARGE SARGE  
In the barracks. There’s a fucking war, 
private. He’s not gonna shirk his duty 
so easily.  

 
Already the quick private is backing a tow truck, with a boom 
and a wench, over to the latrine.  
 
They hoist Dymtrus out of the muck and put a water hose on him. 
 
ALTERNATIVELY: Artem can beat Dymtrus up and throw him in the 
freezing river. Large Sarge can send the Slow Private to rescue 
him from drowning.  
 
END EPISODE TWO – BEGIN EPISODE THREE 
 
INT. DIVE BAR – PAVLOHRAD - NIGHT 
 
Artem is already drunk at the Midnight Oil, on wallet emptying 
Gunner's Mortar Bomb Vodka. 
 

BARTENDER 
1800 hryvnya. 
 

ARTEM  
At 1800 a bottle, I better crawl out of 
here. 

 
BARTENDER 

Yes, sir. 
 
Later, when he can't hold himself up at the bar, Artem buys 
another bottle.  
 

ARTEM  
To take with me… I’m about to do 
something I’ve never done before - find 
a prostitute. Any advice?  
 

BARTENDER 
Out the door turn left. 

 
Artem staggers out, extremely drunk. Artem walks with a PIMP 
down a street.  
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ARTEM  
I didn't want one of your vampiric 
tarts. 
 (beat) 
Dark straight hair, anaemic. No, sir. 
 (beat) 
I want an honest whore, an eight-year 
pro, like me, out here from the 
beginning of the war. 
 (beat) 
A woman with soft arms and big breasts 
Where I can lay my head and cry.  

 
Artem’s so drunk he walks past a blond that matches the 
description. She is blond and softly plump with big, mascaraed 
eyes and good-nature. She has a ridiculous smile.  
 

PIMP 
What was wrong with her? 
 

ARTEM  
I remember the wives of the farmers who 
used to laugh at my old friend, Caboose 
Jenni. That was what they called her. 
Your employee looks just like… 
 

PIMP 
Caboose Jenni? 
 

ARTEM  
No, she looks like the wives. 
 

They reach the end of the street, Artem is not really in the 
market. Artem shrugs.  

 
ARTEM  

Tell me again what women want; I 
forgot. 

 
The pimp takes a club out of his coat and hits Artem over the 
head. The pimp takes his wallet, which is empty, and then he 
throws it on the ground. He takes Artem’s pistol instead. 
 
The spilt vodka melts the ice on the sidewalk. 
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EXT/INT. MESS HALL - NEW ARTILLERY BASE - NIGHT 
 
Artem is walking about the base. Dymtrus will not turn his back 
on Artem. Artem looks like he always has - level. Dymtrus looks 
terrified.  
 
Artem and Large Sarge share meals. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He’s afraid of you.  
 

ARTEM 
Oh, he should be.  

 
LARGE SARGE 

You have him really messed up. He won’t 
take his eyes off you.  
 

Artem glances over to Dymtrus and it’s true, Dymtrus is watching 
them. 

 
ARTEM 

Yeah? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
When you pick up your rifle, or 
yesterday you cleaned your knife; the 
way he stiffens when you walked behind 
him.  
 (beat) 
Even when mortars come rattling in, and 
we run into the dugout. He stays on 
deck. 
 

ARTEM 
Sweet. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Buddy, you better watch your back. He’s 
like a cornered animal.  
 

ARTEM 
Nice analogy. He’s nothing but an 
animal to me. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He was fucking around with grenades. 
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ARTEM 

That would be okay… so long has he’s 
dropping them over there. 

 
Beat. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
Ivan has intensified his shelling. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, I guess fire back. Do what you 
think is best.  
 

Artem’s leadership is a bit disordered and distracted, this 
week. 
 
EXT. FRONT DOOR – VILLA – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Artem shows up with a new dress uniform. His hair is oiled and 
combed. He has on a tie. He looks at the winter garden.  
He must knock twice, loudly. Long, very long beat. Anna opens 
the door. She has on a black dress and Artem almost doesn’t 
recognize her. Anna’s eyes are red and swollen.  
 

ANNA 
Oh, sir, it's you. 

 
Anna begins to cry. Artem looks over Anna’s shoulder and in the 
entry hall is a very ornate funeral wreath; looks official and 
black, red, white and blue (looks Russian). Artem’s first 
thought is that something has happened to Ms Honcharuk… 
 

ARTEM 
Ms Honcharuk, she’s…?  
 

ANNA 
She left this morning, sir. She left 
early this morning. 

 
ARTEM 

But what where? 
 

ANNA 
Oh, sir, you don't know? You don't 
know?  
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Anna hits Artem without warning. She blurts it out between sobs. 
 

ANNA 
Miss Angelique is dead. Our little Miss 
Angelique is dead!  

 
Anna winces. Artem grits his teeth in impatience. 

 
ARTEM 

What are you talking about?  
 
Anna is afflicted with big and bitter sobs. 

 
ANNA 

Worse, she’s been cremated. Cremation. 
Her soul. Mr Lieutenant. 
 

ARTEM 
Dead? 
 

ANNA 
They said Miss Angelique was hit by a 
car! A hit and run, sir. A snowplough 
found her yesterday. Dead, sir. In 
Moscow. Alone in Moscow. Diyos ko. 
Nawala ang kanyang kaluluwa.  
(Oh my God, she’s lost her soul.)  
 

ARTEM 
Where in Moscow? 
 

ANNA 
In Moscow, sir. 
 

ARTEM 
Yeah? 
 

ANNA 
Yeah… In Russia. 
 

ARTEM 
Yes; Moscow is in Russia. I thought she 
was in Switzerland. 
 

ANNA 
Yeah… I don't know. 
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ARTEM 
Okay. Thank you. 
 

Anna closes the door. It’s not clear how long Artem stands 
there. He’s peering through the glass at the casket-sized 
wreath. 
 
EXT. STREETS - KHERSON - DAY 
 
Artem walks by four RUSSIAN WOMEN. Artem is limping. Artem can’t 
control his left leg well.  Artem passes four UKRAINIAN WOMEN 
who have outlived their husbands. They think he’s shell shocked. 
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #1 
Soldier. 
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #2 
Do you need help? 
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #3 
If you’re drunk you should get off the 
street.  
 

ARTEM 
No, ma’am. My leg it’s just a little 
rubbery.  
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #1 
Rubbery? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m not drunk. Should be, but I’m not.  
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #4 
Fortitude. You need some fortitude, 
son. 
 

UKRAINIAN WOMAN #1 
Here have some fortitude.  
 

One of the Ukrainian women pulls out a flask. Artem does some 
damage to it and the women giggle. 

 
ARTEM 

Thank you; you have no idea how that 
helped. 
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UKRAINIAN WOMAN #2 
Persevere, boy. Persevere. 
 

ARTEM 
Thank you, ma’am. I will. 

 
Artem hands back the flask and walks away. Most of the snow is 
grey and/or ice, but Artem sees a patch of new soft snow. He 
throws himself in it, face down. He lays face down until he 
raises his head and gasps for air. He’s like an impossible 
failed child suicide by holding their breath. 
 
SUBTEXT: Child suicide or an attempt to shock himself out of his 
funk/grief. 
 
Artem tries a church. He tries all three doors, which are all 
locked. The church is closed.  
 
EXT/INT. SMALL RESTAURANT – EVENING 
 
There is a party. Artem can hear the music and the laughter. He 
walks in the darkness. He walks the block three times. Each time 
a different song is playing.  
 
SUBTEXT: Artem can't stand it; he’s got to talk to somebody. He 
wouldn’t mind finding a chaplain or a priest, but it looks like 
only Madame Belyaev is available.  
 
Two of the front windows are still plywood. One window has 
glass. Artem sits at the darkest table next to the plywood. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Veggie pot pie made roasted butternut 
squash, lentils and kale. 

 
Artem is in a daze and can’t respond. He shakes his head, no. 
Madame Belyaev sees that Artem is depressed and alone. She 
wisely ditches the veggie pot pie and signals for a wine bottle. 
She fills his glass and leaves the bottle. She’s about to walk 
away. 
 

ARTEM 
Angelique is dead. She SUPPOSEDLY was 
hit by a car, yesterday. 

 
Madame Belyaev immediately sits.  
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MADAME BELYAEV  
Where? 
 

ARTEM 
Moscow. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
I hate that town. 
 

ARTEM 
Snowplough, I’m guessing it ran over 
her; that’s how she was found. 
Supposedly. 
 (long beat) 
Cremated. 

 
Immediately, Madame Belyaev raises her eyebrows. Clearly, it’s 
suspicious to her. She’s a wise lady and knows how the 
Kremlin/FSB works. But she’s not entirely casual about the 
cremation.  
 
SUBTEXT: A rush to cremation is done when the government wants 
to avoid an autopsy. It’s common in Putin’s Russia. Artem and 
Madame Belyaev are fully aware. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
That fast? 
 

ARTEM 
Foul play.  
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Sounds like it.  
 

ARTEM 
Political. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
It was about the war you think? 
 

ARTEM 
Sort of, basically, yes. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
I didn’t think she had that many 
followers. But I guess a Russian 
gymnast people remember, here in 
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Kherson… What in the world was she 
doing here helping the Ukrainians? 
 

Artem sits and gulps his wine. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Back then, you were sent to a gulag 
when you became problematic and now 
you’re cut down in the streets. 
 (beat) 
I’m very sorry, Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
Thank you. 
 (beat) 
I’m gonna kill the bastard that did it. 
 

 MADAME BELYAEV  
 (ironically) 
In a way, you’ve been trying for a 
while now, so I hear. 

 
Artem looks puzzled. Belyaev thinks Artem’s reflecting back in 
time. 
 
SUBTEXT: Artem doesn’t know if she means he’s been trying to 
kill Dymtrus or the Russians. Who does she think killed 
Angelique – a drunk driver? The Kremlin or Dymtrus? 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Well, should I make a toast? 
 

ARTEM 
Knock yourself out. 

 
Madame Belyaev has the music stop and she empties her wine 
glass. She takes a spoon and the wine glass and gathers 
everyone’s attention. 
 

MADAME BELYAEV  
Attention. Attention. It’s my sad sad 
duty to announce a great tragedy. News 
from Moscow, Angelique Honcharuk…  
 (she baulks and tears up) 
I thought I could do this. Bronze 
medalist. A super special and talented 
lady. Gentile and about as apolitical 
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as an athlete can be. She was 
tragically and unceremoniously hit by a 
car, yesterday in Moscow. Let’s all 
remember her and her mother in our 
prayers. 

 
The room falls silent. Madame Belyaev takes about ten breaths 
and then gives a few signals and the music resumes, sombre and 
light.  
 
SHOCKER: Guess who enters with two women? Brett. Artem pops up 
out of his chair and walks over. Brett and the women are waiting 
for a table to clear. On his way out, Artem comes within inches 
of Dymtrus. 
 

ARTEM 
 (whispering) 
I'm going to kill you. I don’t know how 
or when, but I will! 

 
Artem can’t help baring his teeth with glee when he sees the 
fear in Dymtrus’s eyes. The women with Dymtrus aren’t exactly 
charmed by the threat. The women turn more than a bit cold. 
 

ARTEM 
Ladies. Have a nice evening.  

 
EXT. SMALL RESTAURANT – EVENING 
 
A SERGEANT, who exits the restaurant, calls after Artem. 
 

SERGEANT  
Lieutenant. Can I have a word? 
 

ARTEM 
Certainly. 
 

SERGEANT  
The general, he’d like to see you 
tomorrow.   
 

ARTEM 
What about? 
 

SERGEANT  
A mission. A special mission.  
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EXT/INT. REGIMENTAL COMMAND POST - KRAMATORSK - MORNING 
 
Artem rolls up in his 6x6. He sits in the vehicle a minute or 
two and he’s taking in the trucks and weaponry that drive by. 
Oddly there is a portable animal enclosure and it’s full of 
sheep. Artem can’t be distracted, but for a minute he’s puzzled.  
 
Artem’s eyeballing who walks in and out of this command center. 
He’s trying to not be surprised in the meeting. Or, he’s 
plotting, trying to discover a way he can involve Dymtrus in a 
combat action, so he can easily kill him.  
 
It is beginning to get stormy. Ice is sticking to the window of 
his vehicle.  
 
Inside the regimental HQ, there is another officer with the 
General; the MAJOR is handsome but rushed. The Major might make 
men’s clothing advertisements after the war. Turns out later, 
he’s a farmer. 
 

GENERAL 
This is Major Blaine, Artem. He's from 
Mariinskyi. All the way from Kyiv to 
see you! 
 

ARTEM 
Me? 
 

Major Blaine shakes Artem’s hand and flashes his perfect teeth. 
The Major smiles a bit too much. 

 
MAJOR 

The President has a plan. 
 

GENERAL 
We’re in a mess, actually.  
 

Artem looks at him blankly. The General smiles slightly and 
motions Artem to a large table. 
 

ARTEM 
We? 
 

GENERAL 
The President is between a rock and a 
hard place.  
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MAJOR 
Allies on the left and Putin on the 
right. 
 

ARTEM 
How can I help? 
 

MAJOR 
The plan is for setting up an OP in 
Donetsk. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s… 
 

GENERAL 
Insane. And that’s exactly why it’ll 
work, Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
But why? This sounds like Alpha Group 
work. 
 

GENERAL 
They aren’t artillerymen. 
 

ARTEM 
Send them down; we’ll be happy to teach 
them.  
 

GENERAL 
It’s delicate. Too many foreigners, 
western intelligence agencies, hanging 
around those guys. 
 

MAJOR 
We wouldn’t generally share this sort 
of information with you. But since 
you’re the man that’s gonna get it done 
for us… 
 

ARTEM 
I’m gonna do exactly what?  
 

MAJOR 
We’re going to take Donetsk. 
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GENERAL 
And perhaps more. Maybe all of it. One 
final push before it’s over. 
 

MAJOR 
And only THEN the president will agree 
to negotiate. 
  

ARTEM 
Leave the Russians with nothing to 
negotiate? 
 

MAJOR 
That’s right; we win. 
 

GENERAL 
The Americans are leaning on the 
president to negotiate.  
 

ARTEM 
They’re not our boss. We’re not in 
NATO. 
 

GENERAL 
I told the Major you’d say that.  
 

MAJOR 
The Americans have already cut off the 
sat and drone feeds from the contested 
areas. 
 

GENERAL 
The CIA is thinking we might try this.  
 

MAJOR 
They want to force us into making a 
settlement. 
 

GENERAL 
But not until it’s time. 
 

ARTEM 
I see. Use the British intel.  
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MAJOR 
They might cut their feeds at any 
moment. We can’t have this thing spin 
up and then we lose our eyes. 
 

GENERAL 
The Brits want it over. Parliamentary 
elections and the economy, the Brits 
have grown tired.  
 

MAJOR 
It seems this war is bankrupting them. 
 

GENERAL 
And the French and the Germans are just 
as cold as we are. They want the 
Russian gas to resume. 
 

ARTEM 
I see.  
 

GENERAL 
This is something we’re going to have 
to do by ourselves.  
 

ARTEM 
This comes directly from the president? 
 

MAJOR 
Because of certain information we've 
received from intelligence, the 
president himself is insisting. 
 

GENERAL 
We think it's entirely feasible, but I 
need to know if you're willing to have 
a go at it? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes, sir. But my unit’s drones don’t 
have that sort of range. They’re 
Chinese, sort of toys. Four-hundred-
dollar toys. 
 

MAJOR 
We WANT your cheap Chinese drones 
flying over Donetsk. 
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GENERAL 

At night.  
 

ARTEM 
How do you want me to get there? 
 

MAJOR 
We want you to walk in? 
 

ARTEM 
Can’t be done.  
 

MAJOR 
You saw the sheep outside? 
 

ARTEM 
I did. 
 

MAJOR 
Two shepherds just walk in.  
 

ARTEM 
Just like that? 
 

GENERAL 
The Russians are hungry.  
 

MAJOR 
That’s the information the president is 
acting on.  
 

GENERAL 
You were telling me you grew up on a 
farm, Artem.  
 

ARTEM 
My dad, he loved lamb. 
 

GENERAL 
Who would you take with you, Artem?  

 
Artem sells it Dymtrus perfectly. Artem pauses to think.  
 

ARTEM 
Sergeant Ylchuk, sir. 
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MAJOR 
Good drone driver?  
 (beat) 
Good artillery man? 
 

ARTEM 
He knows his math. I’m guessing that’s 
what you want. Shells that hit their  
targets. 
 

MAJOR 
Of course. We aren’t the reckless party 
in this war. 
 

GENERAL 
What about Ylchuk's request for a 
transfer to the regimental firebase?  

 
Artem is surprised but quickly responds. 

 
ARTEM 

Sir. Someone told him it was easier to 
make officer from here. He just… just 
thinks he can get some buttons. 
Ambition. It’s normal. 
 

Artem tries to smile. 
 

GENERAL 
He’s trying to be you? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s a healthy competition, sir.  
 

GENERAL 
Should he be an officer? 
 

ARTEM 
Certainly not. Not until we’re done 
with him flying drones. 
 

GENERAL 
Oh? 
 

ARTEM 
If he survives this, perhaps.  
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MAJOR 
Will he go? 
 

ARTEM 
He told me just yesterday how he wants 
to be in the last big battle, the fight 
that ends it all for good.   
 

GENERAL 
He should be careful what he asks for. 
 

MAJOR 
It won’t be a cakewalk. 
 

ARTEM 
Sir, I think he gets this yearning in 
his pants when he sees Russians 
running. 
 

MAJOR 
That’s graphic. 
 

GENERAL 
Artem, always speaks his mind.  
 

ARTEM 
We’ll go. Happy to.  
 

MAJOR 
This Ylchuk fellow, he has experience 
with sheep? 
 

ARTEM 
Unless one takes a shit, he won’t know 
front from back.  
 

MAJOR 
So he’s out? 
 

ARTEM 
No sir. You want a drone pilot, he’s 
written certain computer programs, 
beneficial programs. And he’s a 
communications man.  
 

MAJOR 
Technically, you’d be spies?  



269 
 

 
GENERAL 

But I think because of the risks, I 
consider this a strictly volunteer 
mission.  
 

MAJOR 
The president wants to know if you'll 
undertake it on that basis. Volunteers 
only. 
 

ARTEM 
The president? He knows who I am? 
 

GENERAL 
We told him. 
 

EXT/INT. FORWARD - NOVOBAKHMUTIVKA ARTILLERY BASE - DUSK 
 

A private and Dymtrus are in the OP, flying a drone over the 
front. 
 
Artem walks up far too briskly. He’s not thinking of snipers. 
He’s thinking about how he’s gonna kill Dymtrus. A Russian 
sniper misses Artem by inches and impacts a tree. 

 
PRIVATE 

Lieutenant. You’re gonna get yourself 
killed.  
 

ARTEM 
To get away from you guys would be a 
relief.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Crap, now we have to move.  
 

PRIVATE 
I have an idea. We can move tonight.  
 

A shell falls fifty meters from them.   
 

PRIVATE 
Or we could move now. 
 

All three men crawl out of the OP. After they are gone a shell 
lands where they were. The OP is almost destroyed. 
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Artem holds out his hand for the drone controller. Dymtrus hands 
the controller to the private. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Do your thing, private? 
 

The private ducks and crawls back to the bombed-out OP without a 
word.  

 
ARTEM 

Smart kid.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They won’t think to shell that position 
again. 
 

ARTEM 
I’ll have to remember that one.  
We're going down into Donetsk. Just you 
and me.  
 

Dymtrus looks at Artem searchingly.  
 

DYMTRUS 
This some sort of trick?  
 

ARTEM 
You’ll be a hero. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I don't want to go. 
 

ARTEM 
You volunteered. 
 

DYMTRUS 
But I didn't… 
 

ARTEM 
Go take a shave, Sergeant, and put on a 
tie. We have a meeting at 2200.  
 (beat) 
The president is supposed to be there. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Our president in Kyiv? 
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ARTEM 

Our president isn’t IN Kyiv.  
 

EXT/INT. DIVISION HEADQUARTERS – KHARKIV - NIGHT 
 
Artem and Dymtrus arrive. Nearly all the cities are without 
electricity. Kharkiv is particularly creepy.  

 
ARTEM 

The general's office is in one of the 
administration buildings. But which 
one? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The one with lights maybe? 
 

ARTEM 
 (a false chuckle) 
Smart ass. 
 

Artem is smiling at Dymtrus, but when Dymtrus looks away it’s 
clear Artem is gaslighting him. It’s clear that Artem’s going to 
kill him. This has been brewing since Angel first smiled at 
Dymtrus. 

 
Inside, the war room is large and oval and lined with computers 
and monitors. It’s very western and not everyone in the room is 
Ukrainian. Plenty of NATO nations are represented. Observers or 
NATO spies. 
 
The General motions for them to step into his office. Dymtrus is 
looking around for the president. Artem is looking at his shoes. 
 
Dymtrus and Artem sit silently and let the General and Major 
Blaine finish some business with the western observers. When the 
General comes in, they stand stiffly to attention but he says 
cheerfully… 

 
GENERAL 

Sit, gentlemen, sit.  
 (beat) 
Let's have some smokes, Al. 
 

MAJOR 
Yes, sir.  
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The Major passes around a tin of cigars.  
 
Dymtrus loves it and takes one. Artem passes. The General is 
most happy smoking. The General sits back smiling but studies 
Dymtrus carefully. He, of course, already knows Artem from when 
they were in Kherson. 

 
GENERAL 

Core issue; both you men agree to go? 
  

ARTEM 
Well, if it’s important.  
 

GENERAL 
 (winking at Dymtrus) 
It’s the last battle of the war. The 
plan's a good one. I think it will work 
and that you’ll wanna be a part of it.  

 
Dymtrus is in awe… just talking to a general, the power and the 
potential “hero” label that might result.  
 

MAJOR 
We have a special reason for wanting it 
to work now. During the past day we've 
had intelligence — from the Americans 
and others — that the enemy is 
grouping, preparing for something.  
 (beat) 
But they’re short on rations. In fact, 
there have been some mutinies and 
increased desertions in Donetsk.  

 
GENERAL 

They’re hungry.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s been on television. 
 

MAJOR 
It’s not just propaganda. When you come 
waltzing in with my sheep… they’ll 
wanna hug you. 
 

ARTEM 
Okay, can we go back to the part about 
this grouping… 
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MAJOR 

It can only be one of two things. A: 
They are planning to attack before the 
peace talks begin. Or, B: They are 
going to withdraw.  
 

GENERAL 
It will be nice if they withdraw.  
 (beat) 
Absolutely top secret. We’re going to 
attack. Full offensive.  
 (beat) 
But if they’re going to withdraw… we 
wanna wait… right? 
 

DYMTRUS 
With all due respect, why would they 
withdraw? 
 

GENERAL 
An army marches on its stomach. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s that bad? 
 

MAJOR 
It’s bad. Very bad.  
 

GENERAL 
It’s an opportunity if there ever was 
one.  
 

MAJOR 
But, we don’t want to attack when 
they’re gonna leave anyway.  
 

GENERAL 
That would be a waste. Now if they ARE 
gonna attack, hell we’ll just blast 
them where they’re parked.  
 

MAJOR 
But they are going to move, so that 
gives us two problems. One: To find out 
in which direction they are going to 
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move. Two: To kill as many of them as 
we can before they get going.  

 
GENERAL 

Al, put up that sat image. 
 

MAJOR 
Yes, sir.  
 

The Major hits a few keys and a satellite image pops up on a big 
screen behind the general's desk.  

 
MAJOR 

This is older, but we believe 
everything is still there.  
 

The general stands up and, without hesitation, puts his finger 
directly on a building in a suburb of Donetsk. 

 
GENERAL 

Now, this is location “Comedian’s 
Choice”. The president’s plan is to set 
up an OP right directly here. 
 

MAJOR 
There are three things wrong with this 
plan. One: We don't improve our drone 
coverage appreciably; We’ll probably 
only have a view of half the city. The 
main Russian activity is still back 
here.  
 

The Major taps the area with his finger. Zoom in.  
 

MAJOR 
Two: We know enemy patrols sweep the 
suburbs. They might spot you. Three: We 
think enemy observers are here, in this 
area. They certainly will spot you. 
 (beat) 
We must establish an OP where… One: The 
enemy least expects it. Two: Where we 
can see what is going on in the entire 
town.  
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GENERAL 
So, we are not going to be where the 
president originally wanted us.  
 

MAJOR 
We’re going to put you two right here, 
on codeword, “Major’s Monolith”.  
 

GENERAL 
What do you think? 
 

Artem doesn’t care where; he’s game. Anywhere behind enemy lines 
will work for him to kill Dymtrus. Dymtrus clearly thinks the 
Major has made a mistake.  

 
DYMTRUS 

We’ve fired at that location.  
 

GENERAL 
Well, you missed. And we’re glad. 
 

DYMTRUS 
But that's a cell tower, sir. In the 
middle of the city.  
 

The Major doesn't change his expression. 
 

MAJOR 
That's correct, Sergeant; tower, 
terrain elevation sixty meters. It has 
a view of the town AND the suburbs.  
 

ARTEM 
How are we… 
 

MAJOR 
You just climb right up.  
 

ARTEM 
Won’t they…  
 

MAJOR 
No, it’s all going to be done at night. 
At dawn, crawl down and hide in this 
small building. 
 (beat) 
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We know the tower isn't guarded. We 
don’t think it even works. 
 

ARTEM 
How are they communicating? 
 

MAJOR 
You won’t believe me.  
 

The major takes his seat. 
 

MAJOR 
This.  
 

The major pulls up a photo of a 1960s era radio. They chuckle. 
 

GENERAL 
Anyone afraid of heights? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s bold.  
 

MAJOR 
The essence of this plan is boldness. 
The enemy doesn't expect us to come and 
sit on top of them.  
 

GENERAL 
I don't think you'll find many patrols 
60 meters up.  
 

MAJOR 
They might wanna take your sheep 
entering town; in that case, let them 
have them. 
 (beat) 
Your big difficulty will be to talk 
your way through the sentries. 
Hopefully, you can do that.  
 

GENERAL 
You may have to kill some. Stay away 
from farms and houses. We don't know 
friend or foe.  
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MAJOR 
This might take a week. You'll take 
ATVs, your phones, Russian passports, 
civilian rations for at least a week, a 
dog and… 
 

ARTEM 
A dog? 
 

MAJOR 
He’s smarter than most privates and 
battle-tested.  
 

ARTEM 
A sheepdog? 
 

MAJOR 
Pureblood Ukrainian Ovcharka. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What weapons, sir?  
 

GENERAL 
No weapons. Well, a knife and maybe one 
of these. 
 

The General reaches behind his desk and brings out a baseball 
bat with a large nail through the end. 

 
GENERAL 

Russians bought half a million baseball 
bats last year and one baseball. They 
drive a nail through the end of it for 
protection against wolves.  
 

MAJOR 
It’s common. 
 

ARTEM 
There are no wolves in Ukraine.  
 

GENERAL 
No, but there are in Russia. Russians 
can legally carry one so… 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (pleased) 
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But no sidearm? 
 

MAJOR 
There are three reasons. One: We're not 
going to all this trouble to kill 
Russians with small arms. That’s what 
the artillery is for. We want to hit 
him hard and end the war. Two: Weapons 
would offer too great a temptation. 
They might cause you to take chances 
and we want you to hide. One shot from 
a side arm and the mission might be 
over. We'll have wasted our time. 
Three: A pistol wouldn't be any good 
except buy you a little time. If they 
search you and find a pistol you’re 
probably dead.  
 

GENERAL 
But before they search you, make sure 
you, pitch your phone. Show them your 
passport. Everything is normal, you’ve 
brought them dinner. You can carry 
hunting knives. If you meet sentries, 
you’ll know what to do.   
 

MAJOR 
When you reach the cell tower, you'll 
climb up and check-in. You won't follow 
the customary procedure. Six fire 
direction centers will be alerted, and 
two men will be on duty at all times to 
do nothing except listen for your 
messages. When you reach the tower you 
will use the app on your phone and send 
"Here." When you give fire missions, 
you will simply key in the longitude 
and latitude.  
 (beat) 
If the mission isn't fired after a 
proper interval, repeat the call. Fly 
your drone as is necessary. Careful 
they don’t follow the drone back to 
your location.  
 (beat) 
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If the enemy starts withdrawing the 
signal will be "EAST," repeated at one-
minute intervals for five minutes.  
 (beat) 
If they start advancing; the signal 
will be "WEST," repeated the same… once 
a minute until we acknowledge you. 
 

GENERAL 
Kill them at every position, if you 
can. We'll give you the heaviest 
support possible on every signal you 
send.  

 
The General turns toward the map. 

 
MAJOR 

I think the tower will give you the 
range to cover all the Russian 
positions. Study the map again and if 
we’re wrong, but I don't think we are, 
adapt and overcome. 
 (beat) 
At sundown, you shepherds will leave 
your base and proceed down this road. 
It's flat and straight. If someone 
approaches, you ought to see them 
coming.  
 (beat) 
When you reach the city what street you 
take to the center is left to your 
discretion.  
 (beat) 
You may discover that walking the roads 
openly with a herd of sheep offers your 
best protection.  
 

GENERAL 
Perhaps not. You'll have to decide. 
 

MAJOR 
You won't be able to reach Donetsk 
before morning unless you're lucky. 
Take cover somewhere. Let the sheep 
graze.  
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GENERAL  
Don't, DO NOT approach civilians. Any 
Ukrainians have long left that area. 
 (beat) 
And don't let your phone fall into 
enemy hands.  
 

The General looks at Artem and Dymtrus intently for a moment, 
then stands up. The General smiles. 

 
GENERAL  

That's all, gentlemen. I have an 
engagement. If you have any questions, 
the Major will answer them.  
 

The General shakes hands with the men briskly.  
 

GENERAL  
Good luck.  

 
The Major looks at them as if he wants them to agree, again. 
Artem has a confident “cat ate the canary” look. Dymtrus is in 
awe he’s been roped into the mission. Dymtrus looks worried.  

 
INT. MESS HALL - NEW ARTILLERY BASE - DUSK 

 
Artem and Large Sarge are having breakfast. Dymtrus’ fear and 
nervousness have disappeared. He’s talking to other enlisted men 
and he even grins at Artem and Large Sarge. 

 
LARGE SARGE 

What the hell; you boys kiss and make 
up? 
 

ARTEM 
Why would you think that? 
 

LARGE SARGE 
He’s definitely more relaxed.  
 

ARTEM 
He has a new drone. Supposed to look 
like a bird. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
That’s what his mother sent him? I saw 
the package. 
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ARTEM 

Maybe it’s because he knows I won't be 
carrying a gun on this mission. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
What? You didn’t tell me that? 
 

ARTEM 
I didn’t tell you shit; you don’t know 
anything about it. 
 

LARGE SARGE 
So you’re going on a forward mission? 
With him? 
 

ARTEM 
Maybe, I/we need him to fly his new 
machine.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
He said he programmed the drone to 
follow him around, er I mean to follow 
the phone.  

 
ARTEM 

Might be handy. “Look ma, no hands.” 
 

LARGE SARGE 
You aren’t kidding, are you? 
 

ARTEM 
Nope.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Donetsk? 
 

ARTEM 
 (insincere) 
No, that would be crazy.  
 

LARGE SARGE 
Unbelievable.  
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INT. FORWARD - NEW ARTILLERY BASE - DUSK 
 
Dymtrus is flying the bird-like drone around, low and annoying 
everyone. In the distance, it DOES look like a falcon, but when 
he buzzes low through the camp, things are relatively clear it’s 
a drone. The slow private is something like Bevis from the Bevis 
and Butthead show, but he’s the only friend Dymtrus has. 
 

PRIVATE 
A new drone? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Notice anything different?  
 

PRIVATE 
Yeah, it looks like a bird. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What ya think? It takes it’s 
inspiration from biology.  
 

PRIVATE 
How fast is it? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I wanted the duck. Got this instead.  
 

PRIVATE 
Hunter’s won’t bother shooting at that 
frail-looking thing. There’s no meat. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s the idea… for the Russians not 
to shoot at it. 
 

PRIVATE 
They can’t eat a… what is that? 
 

Dymtrus is trying to land on a wood fence. Crash, crash, finally 
he sticks it. The drone has talons and clamps down on the wood. 

 
PRIVATE 

Are those talons? You could kill a 
rabbit with those things.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s supposed to be a Peregrine Falcon.  



283 
 

 
PRIVATE 

I get it. Everything is a landing strip 
for a bird. Tree branches, fences.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I can make it perch.  
 

The drone falls from the fence. Dymtrus’s not yet mastered the 
controls. 

 
DYMTRUS 

It’s easy to mimic how birds fly but 
the landing it’s not so easy.  
 

PRIVATE 
Who invented that? 
 

DYMTRUS 
California… It’s a four-propeller, but 
it’s designed a lot like the Harrier 
jump jets.  
 

PRIVATE 
Expensive huh? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I have no idea. My mother is an impulse 
shopper. 
 

PRIVATE 
She loves her baby.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I guess she does. 
 

PRIVATE 
You know that is a very good idea. What 
kind of fuel mileage you get? 
 

DYMTRUS 
One battery an hour. 
 

PRIVATE 
Why not send for a big fat goose?  
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DYMTRUS 
I like this drone fine.  

 
EXT. NO MAN’S LAND - HIGHWAY H20 – MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT  
 
Dymtrus looks up and there is a bird-like drone up there 
somewhere. Dymtrus looks at his phone. There is an agile 
sheepdog, running from ditch to ditch, keeping the herd together 
on the road. Artem and Dymtrus are on ATVs and acting as drovers 
pushing them along.  
 
Artem is especially distant and won’t look Dymtrus in the eye. 
Artem is business only.  
 

DYMTRUS 
This is going to take a while.  
 (beat) 
Grazing. They said to stop and let them 
graze during the day. Where’s the 
grass? It’s all snow. 
 

ARTEM 
By morning they’ll hunt for grass under 
the snow. 
 

DYMTRUS 
How do you know that? 
 

ARTEM 
Well, they’ll be hungry. 
 (beat) 
You found them some forage? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I don’t know what that even means. 
 

ARTEM 
Grass. Winter wheat. Under the snow. 
 

DYMTRUS 
At this pace, 60km. We’ll need two 
fields. 
 

ARTEM 
Two days? 
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DYMTRUS 
Do the math? That Major is crazy. 
 

ARTEM 
Sheep are slow.  

(beat) 
Better inform the Major.  
 

DYMTRUS 
We can’t make them move any faster? 
 

ARTEM 
Well with that… then you have to water 
them. Push them too hard, they might 
just lay down and die.   
 

DYMTRUS 
Fine with me.  
 

ARTEM 
Two days. We better find a lake or 
stream. 
 

DYMTRUS 
20km up and on the right. But it looks 
frozen over.  
 

ARTEM 
A well-placed shell might remedy that.  
 

Dymtrus does the math. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Alright. That’s about right for day 
break.  
 

This scene shows the passage of time. Every hour they land the 
drone and change the batteries. The batteries twenty or more of 
them are aligned on the ATV, it looks like an electric ATV, but 
the ATV is charging them.  
 
EXT. SAND QUARRY LAKE – DONBAS REGION – DAWN 
 
Dymtrus, Artem and the herd arrive at a frozen lake. 
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DYMTRUS 
Just so you know how this works… the 
location is here…  

 
Dymtrus shows the phone’s drone app to Artem. Artem glances. 
 
So the audience knows how it works, this is a key scene to learn 
how the OPs call in an artillery barge.  

 
The drone lands on the lake. Artem has Dymtrus move it on the 
ice… nearer to the shore. 

 
ARTEM 

This way a bit. That ought to work. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I just cut the location from the drone 
app… long and lat. 
 

ARTEM 
You wrote that app? They said you did. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What’d you want me to do? The app it 
came with was Chinese… they might be 
wired into it. The phones are made in 
China. 
 (beat) 
They could give that info to the 
Russians.  
 

ARTEM 
And they would if they could. 
 

DYMTRUS 
This is what I did back in the real 
world. I was trying to hack into THEIR 
drones. 
 

ARTEM 
I know you told me.  
 

DYMTRUS 
So, we’re safe. This app is clean.  
 

ARTEM 
Then what? 
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DYMTRUS 

And so you take that to the comms app 
and paste it.  
 

ARTEM 
That simple.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Watch.  
 (hesitation) 
Permission, sir? 
 

ARTEM 
Get on with it; the sheep are parched. 

 
From a safe distance, Brett keys in an artillery command. 
Dymtrus flies the drone off the ice. The shell arrives. Suddenly 
there is an expertly shattered frozen lake and the sheep are 
drinking.  
 
Later, the sheep push the snow aside and graze. Artem and 
Dymtrus park their ATVs under and behind some trees. They climb 
into civilian-looking (blue and green) sleeping bags. The dog 
acts like Looney Tunes’ “Artem Sheepdog” watching for “Ralph 
Wolf”.  
 
EXT. HIGHWAY H20 – EARLY NIGHT  
 
The sheep are moving down the road.  
 
EXT. HIGHWAY H20 - EDGE OF DONETSK – MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT  
 
The city is in sight. Only a few buildings have lights. There 
aren’t any streetlamps. Dymtrus offers Artem the phone, with the 
map. The lights at the airport come on and they watch a plane 
land. The light at the airport go off.  
 

ARTEM 
You go first.  

 
They have options. Brit tries to hand Artem the phone and the 
map.   
 

ARTEM 
That’s your job.  
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Dymtrus hesitates. 
 

ARTEM 
Afraid I’m going to shoot you in the 
back? I could tell them the Russians 
got ya. Really? That’s just not my 
style.  

 
Dymtrus pales and his eyes become watchful. Artem is torturing 
Dymtrus.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Listen, Artem, let's make an agreement. 
 

ARTEM 
I don't want any agreements with you, 
sergeant. 
 

DYMTRUS 
My God, man. It's not my fault. If it 
hadn't been me… don't you realize it 
would have been somebody else? 
 

ARTEM 
Get moving, sergeant.  

 
Far in front of them, coming from the city, we see a pair of 
headlamps coming down the road. 
 
Terror, fear of being captured. Brett guns the ATV into the mass 
of sheep, he lays on the weak ATV horn. The sheep bolt into a 
full trot. The sheep scatter, but the dog is heroic in keeping 
them together.  
 

ARTEM 
Do you know where you're going?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Right.  

 
Brett guns the ATV and enters the ditch on the herd’s left. 
Brett passes the herd on the left, races to the front and blocks 
their progress. Suddenly the herd stops and gives Brett that 
famously stupid look. The dog is confused but keeps bringing 
back the sheep that bolt from the group.  
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ARTEM 
Come bye… 

 
The sheepdog responds and gets on the left, pushing the herd 
right. The headlights are still distant but are coming nearer. 
Finally, and probably at the last moment, Artem runs his ATV up 
into the herd’s left. The herd turns right, up a smaller dirt 
road (tractor path) to the right. It leads them into a snow-
covered field. 
 

DYMTRUS 
There’s a road; we'll start south in a 
bit.  

 
Artem thinks he sees it; he guns his ATV around the herd and is 
racing across the field.  
 
Suddenly Artem’s ATV falls into a six-foot ravine. Artem’s 
motorcycle helmet bangs against a rock.  
 
Artem is under his ATV. His chin strap has his jaw and teeth 
together at an odd angle. Several gallons of petrol is spilt. 
Artem spits fuel out of his mouth. He struggles. Artem is pinned 
down. The iced-over ground has bruised his face.  
 
Artem lays there, not moving. He has blood on his lips.  
 

DYMTRUS  
(whispering) 

Hey, are you all right?  
 
Artem doesn’t answer him. He lays there until Dymtrus is 
standing over him with what looks, to Artem, like a flashlight. 
 

ARTEM 
Turn that damn light off. You’re not 
even supposed to have that. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s part of the phone.  
 

ARTEM 
Please don’t get us killed. I’m about 
to throw up.  

 
Artem struggles to catch his breath. Long beat. Dymtrus lifts 
the ATV off Artem. 
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DYMTRUS 

Don’t throw up. Turn on your side and 
throw up, that way. 

 
Dymtrus points, but it's almost pitch dark.  
 
SUBTEXT: Artem would rather throw up but that would mean moving 
and he’s afraid to even try. A spinal injury? 
 

ARTEM 
Okay, I’m not going to throw up. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Ribs? Back? Wiggle your feet. 
 
Artem turns on his side slowly and lays there. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s better? 

 
Artem pushes himself up.  
 
Artem’s legs are rubbery again. He’s barely standing.  
 
Dymtrus climbs out of the ravine and glues himself to to his 
ATV, but near enough the edge he’s looking down. From down in 
the gully, Artem can only see Dymtrus’ top half.  
 
Dymtrus returns his trench knife to the sheath on his boot. 
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus considered finishing Artem off when he was 
under the ATV. So now the hate and conspiracy go both ways.  
 
Artem seems aware of the mission they’re on. He strains for 
anything that might have fallen off his ATM.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m glad you are here. Might have 
frozen before anyone found me. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Another medal, you don’t need.  

 
Artem peers around. He strains his eyes looking into the 
darkness, but he climbs onto the ATV. 
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ARTEM 
I can't even see to get out of here.  
 

DYMTRUS 
If it doesn’t start, we'll have to go 
back.  
 

ARTEM 
If it doesn’t start, we’ll ride double, 
into town. 
 

DYMTRUS 
We can't. 

 
The ATV starts on the third attempt. 
 
Artem rides in the bottom of the ravine for a quarter mile, 
until the walls shorten, and he powers up into the field again.  
 

ARTEM 
Show me that map. 
 

Dymtrus unlocks the phone and hands it over. The ravine is 
perfectly visible. Artem was disoriented when he drove into the 
gulch. Artem is checking to see if Dymtrus didn’t sabotage him. 
Dymtrus may have sabotaged him, by NOT warning him of the 
gully.. 

 
ARTEM 

I'm going over there.  
 

Artem studies the less busy road into town. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What good will that do? Wait until 
morning. 
 

ARTEM 
Yeah. Yeah, so Ivan can pick us off.  

 
They gingerly ride over to where the dog is holding the sheep. 
They leave the field for the empty road. 
 
EXT. NEW FARM-TO-MARKET ROAD INTO DONETSK - NIGHT 
 
Artem hands the phone back to Dymtrus. 
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ARTEM 
You can follow me, now. I know the way 
as well as you do.  

 
Fifty meters away is another wide white field.  
 
Artem stops. 
 

ARTEM 
This field is…?  

 
Artem stands on the ATV and scans the field.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, we're at the northern edge. 
 

ARTEM 
Then we'll cross here and, on the other 
side, is the city. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (argumentative) 
There are houses along this stretch.  

 
ARTEM 

Crossing that field will be a shortcut. 
We have to be at the tower when the sun 
comes up.  

 
Artem looks at his watch. It is exactly 4am.  
 
They manoeuvre the sheep into the field and motor through. They 
don’t talk. They eat some protein bars. Drink bottled water. 
Artem is shivering. His feet are numb; he keeps moving them. 
Dymtrus moves his arms briskly from time to time, blowing on his 
fingers.  
 
They hug something like a hedgerow, but it’s only a row of 
trees. Crossing the field they pause from time to time, waiting, 
listening. Far off we hear a dog barking and something that 
sounded like a man shouting at his wife.  
 
A large bird startles them when it flies from the top of a tree 
— an owl. The moon is brighter, riding high in a clearer sky.  
 
They drive the sheep until they see the cell tower in the 
distance reflecting the moonlight.  
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ARTEM 

Roads can be dangerous.  
 

DYMTRUS 
The sheep have worked until now.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, there isn’t any choice now. This 
is THE road. 

 
Artem motions Brett onto the road.  
 
Brett looks it up and down.  
 

ARTEM 
Keep your eyes open. There are half a 
million people up here.  

 
EXT. KYIVS'KYI AVE - DONETSK - NIGHT 
 
The streets are slightly narrower.  
 
A large RUSSIAN SOLDIER steps from the shadows. 
 

RUSSIAN SOLDIER  
STOP!  

 
The Russian has his rifle ready, and its barrel is less than 
five feet away from Artem. He is grinning foolishly as if he 
were about to have lamb for breakfast.  
 
Artem’s first instinct is to plough into the Russian and he 
does. When he’s three feet away, Artem swings his left fist 
blindly and low. Artem hits him in the testicles hard. The 
Russian grunts and bends forward and his rifle drops from his 
hands. Artem gets behind him and puts him in a chokehold. Brett 
stabs the Russian in the chest six times. The Russian makes a 
small grunting sound, heaves once, and then lays still.  
 
Dymtrus is angry.  
 

DYMTRUS  
You didn't have to do that!  
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Artem doesn't say anything. Artem’s legs are wrapped around the 
Russian’s body. Artem sits up and lays the Russian out. Artem 
stands up slowly.  
 

DYMTRUS  
He was grinning and licking his lips; 
we could a given him an animal or two.  

 
ARTEM 

No, this is better.  
 
The Russian’s chest is heaving, but there isn’t much noise.  
Dymtrus tries to stop the dog; finally, he catches a sheep to 
clean the blood from the blade.  
 
Artem looks over at the Russian’s face; he is now dead. Artem 
wipes the Russian’s saliva off his hand on his coat and stands 
up.  
 
They looked up and down the road. It is still deserted. 
 

ARTEM 
We can't leave him here. Give me a 
hand.  

 
They each take an arm and drag him into an alley. They struggle 
to lift him up into a garbage container.  
 

ARTEM 
I don’t know about this business; the 
Russian army is starving? That was a 
big man. 

 
DYMTRUS 

He was heavy.  
 

ARTEM 
Let's go. We're almost there.  

 
EXT. UNIVERSYTETS'KA STREET - DONETSK - NIGHT 
 
They make their way through the town slowly. The streets are 
much narrower.  
 
Now that the sheep are in the city, they hear dozens of sounds 
that they’ve never heard before. The sheep are jumpy and with 
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every noise, cats, and dogs; they bolt four steps and then slow. 
Each time the sheep make a short bolt it freezes the men.  
 
The sentries on Universytets'ka say nothing as they pass. There 
are sentries all along the other inbound roads, at hundred-meter 
intervals. Undoubtedly, they hear the sheep and glance over. No 
one stands in their way. Despite the noise of the hooves on the 
pavement Artem and Brett hear everything. They see a Russian 
soldier cough. Another time they smell cigarette smoke and they 
see a Russian sneaking a smoke. The Russian sees Artem and 
Dymtrus and the sheep.  
 
Dogs bark; Artem and Dymtrus hear vehicles start-up.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I hope they don’t find that Russian.  
 

ARTEM 
They’ll beat every inch of the city if 
they do.  

 
They hear something they would never imagine: someone wrestling 
with a canvas tarp and then… the breach of a Russian artillery 
piece opens. They hear a shell slide in and the breach close.  
 
Artem and Brett look over in that direction and in the backyard 
of a home is a 122mm howitzer raising up over the top of a 
fence. The barrel is low and almost doesn’t show until the 
operators raise it. 
 
They whisper.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They’re about to fire. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s normal. Five, ten and two. Not 
very creative. 

 
Bam! The gun is triggered. The sheep bolt half a block before 
they stop. 
 
At the same time, the door of the building opens and three 
RUSSIAN ARTILLERY MEN walk out in the street. Dymtrus hides his 
phone. The Russians are as surprised as Artem and Dymtrus, and 
one Russian is about to draw sidearms. But a sheep makes a loud 



296 
 

cry and the dog barks at an obstinate sheep; they turn to see 
the herd. Rather than being startled, a herd relaxes them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (deep baritone voice) 
Good morning.   
 

RUSSIAN ARTILLERY MAN 
Good morning, shepherds. Did you bring 
us some delicious lamb? 
 

DYMTRUS 
As a matter of fact, yes. 
 

RUSSIAN ARTILLERY MAN 
Good. We’ll be ready.  

 
The Russians say nothing else and they cross the street into a 
home. It’s only a brief two seconds, but as the door opens Brett 
and Artem both see they have a light and hundreds of artillery 
shells. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s where they keep their shells. 
 

ARTEM 
Mortar shells too. I saw mortars too. 
 

DYMTRUS 
We've got to get out of here.  
 

ARTEM 
Yeah, I know. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Where do we go? 
 

ARTEM 
Forward. 

 
In the next block, some Russian drops a mortar and it goes 
thunnk. 
 
Artem and Dymtrus casually move up in the street to the sheep. 
 

ARTEM 
Mark these three locations. 
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Dymtrus reaches for the phone and unlocks it. A shepherd on an 
iPhone in the middle of the street. Dymtrus for being so “smart” 
is NOT a warrior and isn’t even aware of the basics.  
 

ARTEM 
Not here in the middle of the street. 
Move over in the shadows. 

 
Dymtrus puts a waypoint on the two backyards and the house 
that’s the artillery supply depot. 
 

ARTEM 
The backyards of homes are an ideal 
hiding place.  
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s why the 122 was so low and 
covered, the sats couldn’t spot them.  
 

ARTEM 
We have to get up in that tower. Mark 
the locations and call them in.  
 

They hear a rooster crow. Dymtrus jumps and they both look east 
for the sun. Not yet. 

 
DYMTRUS 

That damn rooster; I nearly jumped out 
of my skin. 
 

ARTEM 
Crowing prematurely, I hope. 

 
They begin to move the sheep again.  
 
Artem sits back on his ATV and looks over at Dymtrus. Dymtrus’s 
face is sullen, watchful.  
 
SUBTEXT: Artem realizes again how much he hates Dymtrus’s guts.  
 

ARTEM 
The damn sun.  
 

DYMTRUS 
 (frightened) 
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We should go back and find a pasture. 
Graze the sheep again. 

 
Artem stops. Dymtrus, the entire herd, dog and mission stop. 
 
Suddenly, like a flash, Artem thinks of the answer.  
 

ARTEM 
There is a chance; as long as we remain 
there, every minute is a risk.  

 
Artem looks at the cell tower.  
 

ARTEM 
Come here.  

 
Artem points out the tower to Dymtrus. 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s see that phone. 

 
The howitzer goes off behind them, Dymtrus turns back toward the 
gun and unlocks the phone. Artem sees the passcode, 1686. 
Dymtrus hands over his phone.  
 
Artem looks at a map.  
 

ARTEM 
We're going to make a run for it. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Damned if I am. 
 

ARTEM 
You'll do as you’re told, sergeant. 

 
Artem pitches the phone back to Dymtrus. 
 

ARTEM 
The three positions behind us, waste 
them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
With us this near? You’re joking.  
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ARTEM 
That ought to keep their heads down. As 
soon as the shelling starts we'll make 
a run for it. If any Russians see us 
running they might take us for other 
Russians getting out of the way.  

 
Dymtrus thinks about it. His face relaxes. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It might work. What about the sheep? 
 

ARTEM 
Expendable. Leave them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
What about the dog? 
 

ARTEM 
He’ll stay with the sheep. Too bad.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s put him in for a medal then? 
  

ARTEM 
Best idea you’ve had.  
 (beat) 
You have fuel? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s on E. 
 

ARTEM 
We’ll run for it as soon as they start 
coming in. 

 
Artem points to the positions behind them.  
 
Dymtrus keys in the coordinates. 
 
They motor along slowly. They sit crouched and tense. The 
seconds tick off, slowly, ever so slowly. Both men try to 
regulate their fast breathing. Their hands grasp the 
accelerators tightly. Nervous. Involuntarily, they goose the 
engines.  
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A handful of Russians, SOLDIERS and RESIDENTS, have eyes on 
them. No one seems to suspect anything. Of course, it’s early in 
the day, cold and morale is bad. No one moves a muscle to check 
out the two shepherds.  
 
It will take a minute for the shells to begin arriving.  They 
move along naturally, but the wait seems like an eternity. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Suppose they won't fire on civilian 
homes? Suppose they are waiting for the 
signal that we’re established at the 
tower? Suppose they miss and hit us. 
 

ARTEM 
They broke up that frozen lake, didn’t 
they? 

 
Finally, they hear the swish of the first shell overhead. 
Dymtrus takes off first. Artem waits for another—then another—
and another shell. Both men swing wide of the herd using the 
sidewalk. 
 
Then the ATVs are off the sidewalk, in the road, full throttle. 
They look behind them. The few Russian soldiers and civilians 
duck for cover and lose track of the shepherds. 
 
The shells come raining down. From far to near. Huge explosions 
at the ammo dumps are destroyed. The next shell is going to hit 
the herd behind them, but it never comes. The shelling stops. 
 
Fleeing the shelling, Dymtrus’s ATV runs out of fuel.  
 
Artem comes back for him. But instead, Artem holds his hand out 
for the phone. There isn’t room on Artem’s ATV. Artem is a large 
man and has a huge backpack of food and bedding and clothes. 
 

ARTEM 
You’ll have to hoof it and bring the 
drone. 

 
Rapidly, Dymtrus uncovers the falcon-like drone on the back of 
his ATV. He hits a few keys and the drone powers up and takes 
off. He hands the phone to Artem. 
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DYMTRUS 
Go, it will follow the phone at 200 
meters.  
 

ARTEM 
Is that a good thing? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s all I have at the moment. 

 
SUBTEXT: Interesting move on the part of Dymtrus. It’s ambiguous 
at best. Either, Dymtrus figures he won’t make it to the tower 
on foot. Or, Dymtrus knows that Artem can’t fly the drone and 
drive at the same time, or he’s trying to get Artem killed. Or, 
it’s the best way to get Artem and the phone and the drone to 
the tower.  
 
Down the street, there is a convoy of fire trucks and rescue 
vehicles coming toward them. There is also a troop carrier that 
could be full of ruthless People’s Militia or Russian infantry.  
 
Artem takes the phone and motors down a crossroad to avoid the 
Russians. But in half a block he too runs out of fuel. He 
dismounts and grabs both packs off the ATV. He returns to 
Dymtrus. 
 
EXT. RUSSIAN FIELD KITCHEN - FIRST COURTYARD - DAY 
 
Brit has pushed the ATV off the road and into a large courtyard. 
He’s packed all the batteries into his backpack. 
 
Artem hands Dymtrus the phone back and one of the packs. As they 
enter the courtyard. There is stainless steel metal everywhere 
and pots and pans. An industrial dishwasher, probably stolen 
from the restaurant. They freeze. There is a stainless-steel 
stove.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s a field kitchen. 
 

DYMTRUS 
No cooks? 

 
The dog brings the fifty sheep into the courtyard.  
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DYMTRUS 
Oh, God, I thought, how can everything 
go so wrong?  
 

ARTEM 
Can you hit this location? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Of course, I can. 
 

ARTEM 
Do it.  
 

Exiting this first courtyard, Dymtrus (while running) keys in 
the coordinates. Both men run and the sheepdog struggles to exit 
with the sheep. 
 
EXT. SECOND COURTYARD – DOCTOR’S HOME - DAY 
 
The men run out into the street. The backpacks are seriously 
slowing them. They run three blocks down the street past upscale 
houses. They run into the first gate that’s open. No Russian 
equipment. Two luxury cars. Looks like a private home. 
 
Inside the second courtyard, they have their backs to a wall. 
Both are gasping for breath side by side. They are more worried 
about what’s going on outside the gate than what might be inside 
the residence. They calculate that everyone is ducking for 
cover. 
 
There is a long long beat. We are waiting for a shell to destroy 
the Russian kitchen and (unfortunately) the sheep.  
 
The shell lands in the field kitchen. After flying three blocks, 
a cooking pot lands at Brett’s feet in the second courtyard. 
Baked beans bespeckle the snow.  
 
The sheep are presumably killed, but they survive. The dog 
brings them into the second courtyard. The dog is smart and is 
simply following Artem and Dymtrus with the herd. 
 
Looking out the gate Dymtrus and Artem see the rescue vehicles 
pass. From behind them a voice… 
 

DOCTOR 
Who are you gentlemen? Do you need 
help? 



303 
 

 
At first, Artem isn't certain he heard the voice. 

 
DOCTOR 

Who are you men?  
 
Dymtrus and Artem turn at the same time; Artem shoots a glance 
at Dymtrus. He bares his teeth in a broad smile and takes a few 
friendly steps toward the man. The medical DOCTOR (80) takes a 
step backwards and raises a book chest-high. 
 
The Doctor is tall and slender. He’s in a threadbare tweed 
jacket. He’s ten feet away. He is distinguished-looking with 
pale skin and dark eyes and a small grey beard. He has a book 
with his thumb marking the page. Artem can see through a window; 
there is a single lamp on in his library. The Doctor is watching 
them coldly, warily. 
 

DOCTOR 
I take it you’re Ukrainians?  
 

Dymtrus, the grifter of the two, understands that it’s his self-
appointed job to talk his way out of any situation before Artem 
uses violance. Dymtrus’s smile is of course fake even to a 
somewhat vulnerable 80-year-old man. 
 
SUBTEXT: Of course, one reason that the Doctor speculates 
Dymtrus and Artem are Ukrainians, is that he’s hoping and 
optimistic that someday he’ll be rescued by the Ukrainians. 
Naturally, the Doctor wants things to return to the way they 
were before the Russians arrived. 

 
DYMTRUS 

President Putin sends you his 
compliments and has included dinner. 
Lamb. 
 

DOCTOR 
 (excited that he was correct) 
You ARE Ukrainians? Thank goodness. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Because we have sheep? 
 

DOCTOR 
No. 
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DYMTRUS 
Because of my accent? Our mother was 
Ukrainian. But we’re from Moscow.  
 

DOCTOR 
No, I know you are Ukrainian because 
you are full of shit, always working to 
deceive. And that shit-eating grin. 
You’re not fooling me.  

 
Artem is looking worried; he doesn’t want to have to choke out 
an 80-year-old man. Artem takes a step forward; Dymtrus gestures 
for him to stop.  

 
DYMTRUS 

We’re supposed to bring these sheep to 
the field kitchen. We've lost our way.  

 
The doctor glances at the smoke rising from three blocks away. 
Then he looks at the men searchingly for a long time. He doesn't 
change expression. 
 
Artem and Dymtrus together take a step forward. There might be 
violence. Increasingly, both men figure they might have to kill 
or harm the old Doctor. 
 

DYMTRUS 
We're lost. Maybe if you took a look at 
our map… 
 

The Doctor still hasn't changed his expression. 
 

DOCTOR 
You are Ukrainians, I’m sure. It’s too 
convenient and what are the odds?  

 
Artem takes one final step forward. He can leap on the man at 
any second.  

 
ARTEM 

Well, if you’re Russian you’re 
outnumbered.  
 

DOCTOR 
Oh, I’m not Russian. I’m a doctor.  
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Dymtrus and Artem exchange glances. Artem then reads the sign on 
the front of the house. “Dr. Gulko, General Medicine.” 
 

DOCTOR 
Are you in force?  
 

Artem and Dymtrus say nothing, but they aren’t about to kill a 
medical doctor. The Doctor studies them a moment longer, then 
closes the book.  

 
DOCTOR 

More shelling? This is the last house 
that I have. Please. 
 

Artem and Dymtrus say nothing. More emergency traffic on the 
street. 

 
DOCTOR 

Come. It is better we talk inside. 
 
The Doctor turns and starts for the front door, not looking 
back. Artem motions Dymtrus to land the drone on the roof. 
 
Dymtrus stoops and quickly pulls his knife from his pants leg 
and places it in his pocket. That causes Artem to do the same.  
 
The drone lands. The dog has the sheep tightly contained in the 
yard. They follow the Doctor inside. 
 
INT. DOCTOR’S HOME - DAWN 
 
They enter the building. To the left was a formal room; it’s a 
medical practice now. The office is large and lined with 
instrument cases. The doctor's diplomas are on the walls. It is 
spotlessly clean. There are three beds and a glass nick-nack 
curio chock-full of pharmaceuticals. The Doctor shuts the door 
and faces the men.  
 
Artem and Dymtrus nervously place their hands in their pockets 
and on the knives. But they relax when they both realize the man 
might embrace them. There are tears in his eyes as he smiles. 
 

DOCTOR 
Gentlemen, I am Dr Gulko. My home is 
yours. I will help you in any way I 
can. I have prayed for this day.  
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Artem and Dymtrus don't say anything. 
 

DOCTOR 
Be seated, gentlemen… please sit down.  

 
There is only one chair, but all three beds are vacant.  
 
The Doctor walks to a different door and opens it slightly. 
Artem tenses and Dymtrus half-rises.  
 

DOCTOR 
Naomi, my sweet, we have guests. 
Interesting guests. 

 
They hear female footsteps, and a woman enters the room.  
 
The WIFE (80) is tall, thin, almost gaunt, dressed like a nurse. 
She steps back in fright when she sees the men. The Doctor takes 
her hand and smiles. 
 

DOCTOR 
Naomi, these gentlemen are Ukrainians. 
Ukrainians, my darling!  

 
She stands stock-still, then looks out the window at the sheep. 
She then searches their agrarian clothes. She glances out a 
window at the smoke and fire three blocks away. Then her own 
face melts and tears streamed down her cheeks. She makes note of 
Artem’s bloody knee. 
 

WIFE 
Oh, God. What did you do? 
 

ARTEM 
What? 
 

WIFE 
Your knee.  

 
Artem’s left knee is bloody. He’s not even been aware of it. The 
doctor has been talking to Artem for five minutes but he didn’t 
notice either. 
 

DOCTOR 
Oh, my. Were you wounded? 
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ARTEM 
I don’t think. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Maybe the ATV wreck? 
 

ARTEM 
There was an accident. 

 
DOCTOR 

Sit down and roll your pants leg up.  
 
Artem sits and pulls the pants leg up. 
 

DOCTOR 
A gash. Not too deep. And it’s not 
bothering you? 
 

ARTEM 
I didn’t even realize.  
 

DOCTOR 
A lot of excitement will do that 
sometimes.  
 (beat) 
Six stitches, more or less. Maybe 
seven. Let’s do seven, for luck. 

 
The wife brings a suture kit.  

 
DOCTOR 

Lay back please.  
 

Artem lays back and the wife washes the wound. 
 

DOCTOR 
And you have full movement of the knee? 
 

ARTEM 
Yes. 
 

DOCTOR 
Sometimes when the kneecap takes a blow 
like that…  Well, you’re here. You've 
finally come. I knew we had found 
friends when HE started talking. 
Ukrainian’s make such terrible spies. 
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The Doctor leaves and returns after his wife is finished washing 
the wound. The Doctor now has a bottle of wine. Dymtrus is 
laying on white bed sheets. The wife looks at Dymtrus. 
 

ARTEM 
Dymtrus. You’re filthy. 
 

WIFE 
No, no. I was probably looking 
hopefully.  
 (to Dymtrus) 
Stay there and rest.  

 
The doctor hands the bottle to his wife. Dymtrus is eyeballing 
the corkscrew bottle opener. While the doctor is filling a 
syringe, the Wife opens the bottle and pours everyone a glass.  
 

DOCTOR 
It’s 5:30 am. That’s not too early, is 
it? 
 

ARTEM 
No.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Of course not.  
 

The Doctor and Wife smile at each other unbelievingly. 
 

DOCTOR 
I have been saving this for victory. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Victory hasn't come yet, Doctor. But 
the artillery is here…  

 
Artem gives Dymtrus a “Loose Lips Sinks Ships” look. Dymtrus 
falls silent. 
 
The doctor gives the knee a Novocain shot. 
 
While they wait for it to take effect, the Wife makes small talk 
with Brett and pours the wine. 
 

WIFE 
You have a family, yes? 
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DYMTRUS 

I have a mother and two sisters. 
 

WIFE 
You don’t have a wife? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No, not yet. 
 

WIFE 
Aha. Perhaps you have a sweetheart? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, I had…  

 
Artem turns to him; his eyes narrow, and Artem doesn’t bat an 
eye. Dymtrus drops his eyes when he sees Artem’s glare. Dymtrus 
turns to the Wife and smiles… it’s a fake hollow smile. Dymtrus 
gestures that it doesn’t matter, a shrug.  
 

DOCTOR 
 (the Novocain) 
This is a bit expired, but it should 
work. You tell me if you feel any 
discomfort.  
 

Artem’s pale face darkened for a moment, and then he smiles. 
 

DOCTOR 
(to Dymtrus) 

Here’s to my new friends, the 
harbingers. My friends.  

 
He holds up his glass, makes a toasting gesture and then downs 
his second entire glass. He begins rapidly sewing up Artem’s 
wound. 
 

DOCTOR 
Victory will be sweet and peace even 
sweeter; this is just incredible.  

 
Dymtrus points to his sergeant’s insignia and then nods to Artem 
which signals that he shouldn’t talk.  
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DOCTOR 
It’s amazing how the fortunes of war 
change. You wouldn’t believe the amount 
of equipment that passed here going 
West. 

 
ARTEM 

In February? 
 

DOCTOR 
I have an idea it’s not going to pass 
back through here on its way back to 
Russia.  
 

ARTEM 
Someone’s been blowing it up.  

 
As his wife speaks to Dymtrus, tears come to the Doctor’s eyes. 
Some of the drops fall into the wound. Artem is nervous but 
remains perfectly still. The doctor drains a second glass of 
wine. 
 

DOCTOR 
To our brave Ukrainian friends… 
separated from their loved ones. 

 
The Wife is choked up and can’t just stand there alone. She 
refills the Doctor’s glass. She comes behind her husband and 
puts her arms around his chest. She grasps her two hands at 
about the third button of his shirt. All the while the Doctor is 
masterfully stitching Artem’s laceration. 
 

WIFE 
We’re both natives of Donetsk. High 
school sweethearts.  
 

DOCTOR 
Grade school sweethearts.  
 (beat) 
I liked her before she liked me. 

 
WIFE 

My husband’s the third generation of 
his family to practice medicine here. 
This isn’t our permanent home. We have 
a different house, on a hill behind the 
town.  
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DOCTOR 

Russian officers have taken it over.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You want us to blow it up? 
 

The Doctor stops his graceful x-x-x-x-x-x- stitching. The wife 
is worried. Dymtrus is kidding but that doesn’t make it funny. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Oh, I was just kidding. Which house it 
is? I can mark it friendly.  
 

The Doctor frowns and goes back to his fancy stitchwork. 
 
The wife leaves her husband and proudly produces a picture of 
it, a two-storied Greek revival country home: symmetrical shape, 
pilasters, columns, a porch entry, a window in the pediment, 
highly decorated cornices and friezes. It’s surrounded by a 
carefully laid-out orchard. She’s clearly in love with the 
house. Dymtrus shows her the phone and she uses a finger to zoom 
to the area. She points to a remote country house. 

 
WIFE 

It's this one.  
 

ARTEM 
Russians in his house.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s marked, off-limits.  
 

ARTEM 
What sort of equipment they have up 
there? 
 

WIFE 
I don’t know.  

 
DOCTOR 

They have destroyed my house. They have 
broken up my father's and grandfather's 
furniture for firewood. They wiped out 
my fruit trees. They are indeed pigs! 
They've left their pornography all over 
the place. 
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DYMTRUS 

Ms Gulko, can’t tell you our mission, 
but if you can tell me where the 
Russian guns are?  
 

WIFE 
I don’t go out. I’m sorry. You’ll have 
to ask my husband. 
 

DOCTOR 
I’ll be happy to lay it out for you. 
I’m a doctor and I’ve been needed all 
around town. No one wants to go out, 
even to see a doctor… 
 

WIFE 
 (sarcastic) 
No, not when the doctor will come to 
you. 
 

DOCTOR 
Let’s just say when my father’s phone 
rang he went. I go too.  
 (last of the stitches) 
Okay, I’m done. 
 (beat) 
Move your knee. Full range of motion? 

 
ARTEM 

 (gesturing to the knee) 
That sure is pretty, doc.  
 

DOCTOR 
Hurt? 
 

ARTEM 
No. Look how sweet those stitches are? 
 

DOCTOR 
You know in medical school, they had a 
contest and my stitches were judged 
best in I think, I can’t remember what 
year, first or second year. It was in 
the time of that fat dumbass, loved 
corn, almost killed the world. What was 
that moron’s name? 
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The Doctor’s Wife can’t remember Khrushchev's name either.  

 
ARTEM 

I don’t know but great work. Now, you 
can help us? 
 

DOCTOR 
The Russians? Naturally, they’re 
everywhere. 
 

The Doctor makes a sweeping gesture with his hands.  
 

DOCTOR 
It’s your fault. You have not been 
ruthless enough. What this town need is 
some good old-fashioned shelling.  
 (beat) 
But not this house or the country 
house, please. 
 

ARTEM 
Are they increasing their strength? 
 

DOCTOR 
Definitely, but I do not know whether 
they have come from the east or whether 
they have come up from the south.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, some of them came from the South.  
 

DOCTOR 
You think there will be peace? 
 

ARTEM 
You know where the vehicles are being 
concentrated?  
 

DOCTOR 
They aren’t. They’re in people’s 
driveways. They’re scattered, I imagine 
so people like you can’t blow them up 
easily.  
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ARTEM 
You can say what you want about the 
Russians, but they did pay attention in 
school.  
 

DOCTOR 
I’ll show you.  
 

ARTEM 
Show Sergeant Ylchuk please. 
 

Dymtrus walks over and sits on the bed beside Artem. Artem rolls 
his pants leg down. 

 
DOCTOR 

There is an entire row of houses. Here.  
I guess if the officers have to get out 
of town fast… Zip right out of here 
back to Russia. 
 

ARTEM 
Where are the tanks? 
 

DOCTOR 
One here and one here.  
 

Artem is skeptical that’s all the tanks.  
 

DYMTRUS 
We don’t even have to go… where we’re 
going? 
 

ARTEM 
What about the big guns? 
 

DOCTOR 
I think you destroyed the one down the 
street.  
 

ARTEM 
I imagine.  
 

DOCTOR 
Well, this neighbourhood and this one, 
but the exact houses I’m not sure.  
They have dug in deeply, you must 
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remember that, my friends. You must 
bombard them long and fiercely.  
 

ARTEM 
 (to Dymtrus) 
You marked this house? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Off-limits. 
 

The Doctor’s phone rings; the Wife answers. 
 

ARTEM 
How far is it to the… you know? 
 (to the Doctor) 
Thanks Doc. We better get downtown.  
 

DYMTRUS 
This isn’t enough? 
 

ARTEM 
Not hardly.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Both of their houses are marked 
friendly. Let’s call what he’s given us 
in. 
 

The Wife brings a note to the doctor. The Doctor reads it and 
has a puzzled expression and then he says…  

 
DOCTOR 

You boys want a tour? 
 

ARTEM 
We don’t have passes. 
 

DOCTOR 
Don’t have to have them during the day. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s pretty sloppy. 
 

DOCTOR 
They used to be arrogant. 
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ARTEM 
What are they now? 
 

DOCTOR 
Hard to be arrogant when you’re dead or 
dying. 
 (alternatively) 
Mostly dead.  

 
EXT. DRIVEWAY - DOCTOR’S HOUSE - DAY 
 
The doctor leads Artem and Dymtrus out the front door to the 
cars. While they throw their backpacks in the back seat. 
 

ARTEM 
Sorry about the sheep.  
 

DOCTOR 
Good for the garden. 

 
They get into the vehicle. The Doctor comes out of a garage with 
a giant car magnet. It’s a red cross. He throws it up on the 
roof of the car, crooked, and climbs in.  
 
SUBTEXT: The man is an 80-year-old medical doctor making house 
calls during an active shooting war. The more we see the Doctor 
the more endearing/cantankerous he becomes.  
 
EXT. STREETS - DONETSK – DAY 
 
The doctor drives Artem and Dymtrus around the city.  
 

DOCTOR 
I have a short house call, but we can 
take the long way around the city. You 
can pick the buildings you want to 
collapse. 
 

ARTEM 
Are there many people out on the 
streets at night? 
 

DOCTOR 
 (confused – mild dementia) 
It’s day. 
 



317 
 

ARTEM 
No, I mean at night. 
 

DOCTOR 
Not many, but there are a lot of 
drunken soldiers, some patrols and… 
 

ARTEM 
How about collaborators?  
 

DOCTOR 
Of course, there are… some… too many. 
Prostitutes mostly, greedy women. They 
are worse than the police. They order 
us about, black-mail us for our food, 
inform on us. We have had our bravest 
shot because of them. We are powerless 
because of them. Someday we will have 
an accounting.  
 

Dymtrus's voice is casual. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, my friend, our day will come in 
this town.  
 

Dymtrus looks at his wristwatch like the reckoning will happen 
in a matter of minutes.  
 
They pass the city hall. 

 
ARTEM 

Look at that. Not a guard one.  
 

DOCTOR 
There? That’s the city hall. 
 

ARTEM 
Sure, the Russian headquarters. 
 

DOCTOR 
No, the General has his headquarters in 
the church.  
 

ARTEM 
How cowardly can a man get? 
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Doctor Gulko turns the car and in three blocks is a church 
surrounded by guards. The Doctor turns to Dymtrus and his phone, 
gesturing to a specific building. 

 
DOCTOR 

It‘s here.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Anything we can do about that? 
 

ARTEM 
I doubt it.  
 

Dymtrus’s thumbs are doing double time on the phone, marking 
everything.  
 

ARTEM 
I thought… the city hall… 
 

DOCTOR 
You’ve bombarded it too often. It’s 
empty.  
 

ARTEM 
 (to Dymtrus) 
Got that? 
 (to Doctor) 
We like the buildings we shell to be in 
use. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Full to the brim if possible.  

 
The Doctor loves Dymtrus and chuckles. Artem can’t bring himself 
to laugh, smile or even look at Dymtrus. Is it clear what will 
happen yet? 

 
DOCTOR 

They only like to kill… not be killed.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Clever.  
 

DOCTOR 
And they are cruel.  
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ARTEM 
I guess you’ve seen a lot of it? 
 

DOCTOR 
A month ago they seized three young 
men… young men whose families are close 
to us. They were brave young men who 
had been in communication with who 
knows. The FSB came and blinded one 
with an industrial laser. The other two 
informed and were taken away. East. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Terrible to blind someone.  
 

ARTEM 
He’s still alive? 
 

DOCTOR 
With his mother. Yes. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It is almost impossible to believe that 
such a thing could happen.  
 

DOCTOR 
But it did. It’s a horrible thing to 
say, but it would have been better if 
the Ukraine would have acquired nuclear 
weapons not to use but deter 
aggressions, like this. After 1933 and 
1941, who didn’t see this coming? 
 

ARTEM 
I’m against detonations, of course, but 
if the weapons are mentioned, you know 
casually in negotiations, what harm 
could there be in that? 
 

DYMTRUS 
If Ukraine had nukes, we’d be wearing 
radiation suits today.  

 
ARTEM 

Oh, come on. Nukes make the world a 
safer place. 
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DOCTOR 
But on the other hand, vampires are 
unpredictable.  

(alternative line)  
Vampires don’t use nukes; it ruins 
their lifestyle.  

 
SUBTEXT: At this point, Artem and Brett feel that the use of 
“vampire” is only metaphoric or humorous name calling. Later, 
perhaps things will change with the word. 
 
There are people selling cords of firewood, stacked out on the 
sidewalks. The Doctor stops the car and buys some and places it 
in the boot of the car. The Doctor returns to the driver’s seat 
and they resume the tour. 
 

DOCTOR 
They have frozen and starved our best 
for three out of four generations 1933… 
2014… and now, this!  
 

DYMTRUS 
You think the Pakistanis will sell us a 
nuke or two? 

 
The Doctor has dementia and they are just now realizing this.  

 
DOCTOR 

What do you people care if the 
Ukrainians starve or not, you’re 
British. 
 

ARTEM 
We’re Ukrainian.  
 

The Doctor probably realizes his condition after embarrassing 
episodes.   

 
DOCTOR 

Oh? 
 
The doctor sees a woman on the street. He slams on the brakes 
and pulls the car to the side. Cars pass by honking at them. The 
Doctor gets out and waves at the woman. The doctor opens the 
boot of the car and takes out the wood. Dymtrus and Artem are 
nervous. The doctor quickly speaks with her and waves to her 
while getting back in the car.  
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DOCTOR 

That woman is named Nisil; she’s a poor 
demented creature. She haunts the bars 
and begs for wine. They give it to her, 
and plenty, because when the militia 
tortured her she said nothing. Well, 
maybe a few choice words. She was a 
waitress and they thought she overheard 
all the conversations. They cut the 
nipples from her breasts… 
 

ARTEM 
To make her talk? 
  

DOCTOR 
She is still young, but she looks an 
old woman. We try to care for her, but 
she is usually drunk and filthy. She 
looks pretty good today. But she did 
not rat anyone out, she went mad 
instead.  
 

ARTEM 
I understand. 
 

DOCTOR 
 (ranting) 
They seized a woman and slashed the 
nipples from her breasts! How can we 
ever forget this? How can we ever 
forgive this? 
 (beat) 
We must never let it happen again! When 
the Europeans say they must have cheap 
petroleum and gas, we must harden our 
hearts and shout, No, screw you! When 
people say to us, as they did before, 
Europe can never be strong and united 
until the pipelines bring the fuel, we 
must say, no pipelines!  
 (beat) 
When they say to us, it’s not the 
Russian people who are responsible for 
these outrages, it is their leaders… we 
must shout, No, you voted for him 
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knowing he was Satan’s night watch 
sucking Ukrainian blood!  
 

ARTEM 
Every people deserve the government 
that they have.  
 

DOCTOR 
Precisely, if the Russians didn’t want 
to lose 80,000 boys, then they should 
have not voted for the vampire.  

 
SUBTEXT: Doctor is a bit looney, but entertaining. The minute he 
starts talking about the war, he devolves into semi-sanity. 
Evidently competent as a medical doctor, he has some strange 
ideas about the Kremlin and history. However, the interesting 
character also casts doubt on the validity of the artillery 
targets he’s been showing them. In the end, they’ll have to 
climb the cell tower. The tour isn’t enough and the doctor might 
be confused. 
 

DOCTOR 
You know that’s not pancreatic cancer; 
it’s Renfield's syndrome. I’ve seen it 
before. 

 
Dymtrus and Artem look each other in the eye for the first time 
in several hours. They are suddenly worried; they are riding 
around with a doctor who believes in vampirism.   
 

DOCTOR 
Same as Lenin.  
 

ARTEM 
Where did you hear… 
 

DOCTOR 
Sakharov was surrounded by them at 
Gorky. He fought them like no man of 
science since Van Helsing. Never fuck 
with the Father of nuclear power.  
 (beat) 
Russia would have a new saint, but 
unfortunately Sakharov… 
 

DYMTRUS 
… was an atheist? 
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DOCTOR 

Can you believe that; he survived the 
Battle of Gorky, without the help of 
God or the church? 
 

ARTEM 
Battle of Gorky? 
 

DOCTOR 
Vampires verses dissidents. It was 
eliminated from the history books by 
the Soviets. Embarrassed they lost, I 
guess.  
 

Dymtrus takes the knife from his pants leg and places it on the 
seat beside him. Artem turns in the seat and notices the knife, 
Artem shrugs not to be worried. 

 
The soldiers are quiet; the Doctor continues driving, ranting.  
 

DOCTOR 
Lenin, Stalin, all those bastards. 
Surviving off blood. Why for years were 
there no prostitutes or homeless for 
miles around Gorbachev’s house in 
Moscow? 

 
Dymtrus is frightened by the Doctor’s ranting. Artem leans back 
and chuckles.  
 
After a time, the doctor’s dementia/blood pressure subsides. He 
again points to various military targets. 
 

DOCTOR 
Patrols are the heaviest, from here to 
the power plant.  
 (cut to home) 
Ammunition dump.  
 (cut to veterinary hospital) 
Fuel dump. 
 (cut to factory) 
They repair their vehicles, there. 
 (pointing to highway east) 
They use H21 to bring in supplies.  

 
They pull up to an apartment building.  
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EXT. KINGS TOWER – LUURY APARTMENTS - AFTERNOON 
 
The Doctor is about to exit the vehicle.  
 

DOCTOR 
I won’t be a minute. This is the house 
call. 

 
A beautiful but clearly TREACHEROUS WOMAN knocks on the car 
window with a particularly large diamond. Tink, tink, tink. All 
three men jump an inch out of their car seats. Artem rolls down 
the window.  
 

WOMAN  
Oh, I’m sorry. Did I scare you? 
 

ARTEM 
No. 
 

WOMAN  
Well, hello doctor. I thought I would 
meet you down here.  
 (beat) 
I’m number 1008. 

 
The Woman is blond and rather pretty in a flashy, overdone, 
gold-digger way. A flashy dress is cut low in front. She has a 
Florida tan; expensive in Eastern Europe during the winter. She 
is smiling too merrily, and it’s almost contemptuous. She has 
power and important connections; even a doctor and, of course, 
men dressed like herders are only servants of hers. 
 
There is an odd pause. Artem and Dymtrus expect the Doctor to 
speak. He doesn’t. 
 
The Doctor sits transfixed, clutching the steering wheel. His 
eyes are wide with fright. No one moves. The Doctor’s fright 
does not escape the woman at the window. She looks at them 
closely, watchfully for a moment. Then she smiles somewhat 
jeeringly. She expects to charm Artem with a smile. 
 
Artem thinks it is the most natural thing in the world to have 
opened the window. However, Artem’s smile fades when her eyes 
start to dart about the car quickly. She takes in their packs, 
Dymtrus’ stupid grin and the knife on the back seat.  
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She steps back slightly as if debating whether or not to run. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Hello, gorgeous. 
 (beat) 
We’re Doctor Gulko‘s cousins from 
Moscow. 
 

WOMAN 
You’re from Moscow? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes. I’m Ivan. Computer programmer. 
KremlinSoft. What sort of phone do you 
have? 
 

WOMAN 
A secure one.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh, I’m not that kind of programmer.   
 

WOMAN 
You don’t look like a hacker. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What do I look like? 
 

WOMAN 
Maybe a male model? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I tried that and broke the camera. 
 

WOMAN 
You didn’t, that was your girlfriend. 
 

DYMTRUS 
So why are you running away?  
 

WOMAN 
I’m not, it’s just cold.  
 

Artem looks at Dr Gulko, still frozen in fear. 
 

WOMAN 
My flatmate, she’s ill. 
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 (to the doctor) 
Well, are you coming up? 

 
Artem can see the effort it took for Dr Gulko to pull himself 
together. He licks his lips nervously. It is a long time before 
he speaks. 
 

DOCTOR 
Sure. Just give me a moment. 

 
The woman smiles at Dymtrus. Dymtrus is out of the vehicle in a 
flash. Dymtrus stands on the sidewalk looking flirtatious.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, let’s chat on the way up.  

 
She looks at Dr Gulko who is fumbling with his doctor’s black 
bag. She raises her plucked eyebrows. 
 
There are tiny beads of perspiration on Dr Gulko's forehead.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You can feed me coffee and doughnuts 
while the doctor fumbles around with 
his stuff. 

 
WOMAN 

 (flirtatious) 
Just so you know; you’re too pretty for 
me. I like my men a little rough. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Ugly? 
 

WOMAN 
 (seductively) 
I wouldn’t say that… but you ARE 
pretty. I could get in trouble. 
 

DYMTRUS 
First time I ever heard that excuse. 
 

WOMAN 
You are quick, aren’t you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (double entendre) 
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Not all that quick. I promise. 
 

WOMAN 
We can talk, but no tomfoolery.  
 

Cut to the doctor and or Artem. We don’t hear Dymtrus. 
 

WOMAN 
 (chuckling to Dymrus flirting) 
No, I don’t think you and I should 
repopulate the Russian army. We 
shouldn’t do anything. 
 

Cut to the doctor and or Artem. We don’t hear Dymtrus. 
 

WOMAN 
And I don’t want to wrestle. And my 
middle name isn’t, “google”. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Okay, we will just talk. And be 
wonderful friends. 

 
Dymtrus closes his car door and walks with the woman. 
 
Dr Gulko rolls Artem’s window up. His face is white, drawn, damp 
with perspiration. 
 

DOCTOR 
That woman! THAT woman!  

(beat) 
She is the mistress of the Russian 
General, maybe not THE general but a 
general.  

(beat) 
She is bad! Very bad!  

(beat) 
She visits everyone and threatens to 
have them beaten or shot if they do not 
give her clothing and even jewels.  

(beat) 
She’s a spy and she’ll spot your 
charlatan friend in a minute. Oh, why 
can’t he shut up? 
 

ARTEM 
Why do you say he’s a charlatan? 
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The Doctor and Artem watch. Dymtres is aggressively flirtatious. 
Before they reach the front doors, he tries to put his arm 
around the woman. She wiggles out of it, but she’s smiling that 
he can try again in the elevator. They continue walking toward 
the apartments. 

 
DOCTOR 

Look at him.  
(beat) 

She will tell the Russians you’re here. 
She will go call them as soon as she’s 
alone. 

(beat) 
We must not let her do that.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, sure. 
 

The Doctor’s eyes are dark with fright. 
 

DOCTOR 
We must not!  
 

Artem looks at Dymtrus and the woman, who just entered the 
building.  

 
ARTEM 

Maybe we can bribe her? We have money. 
 

DOCTOR 
Not enough. You do not understand. She 
is greedy. She is evil! She will take 
your money or apartment and laugh while 
they shoot you. I can’t let her 
endanger Naomi. 
 

ARTEM 
We’ll take care of it.  
 

The Doctor shakes his head from side to side. 
 

ARTEM 
You do have a phone? 
 

DOCTOR 
Yes. As a matter of fact.  



329 
 

 
Artem is thinking if he doesn’t get the phone and message 
Dymtrus, she might be killing Dymtrus. Quickly, Artem IMAGINES 
the Woman using a butcher knife on Dymtrus. It takes a full 
minute for the Doctor to produce a very old flip-phone from his 
bag.  
 
Artem looks up to the tenth floor. Artem rapidly sends a 
message, “Bitch is spy.” 
 
After a period of time, five minutes… Dymtrus returns with a 
huge grin on his face. He gets in the car, again in the back 
seat. He takes the knife that he’s left on the seat and places 
it back in the sheath. Dymtrus is cheerful.  
 

ARTEM 
Done? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Never so sweet a quicky. 
 

ARTEM 
You didn’t get my message? 
 

DYMTRUS 
What message? 
 

Artem is about to exit the vehicle and enter the building. He’ll 
have to kill the woman himself. Artem is pissed because he feels 
that that the woman might have already used the phone.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Hahah! Got ya! 
 

Dymtrus is laughing. 
 

DYMTRUS 
She jumped from her balcony. I got your 
message. 
 

ARTEM 
What? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s on the backside. 

 
Long beat. 
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DYMTRUS 

She said I was DROP-DEAD GOOD-LOOKING. 
Turned out she was projecting.  
 (beat) 
I guess you might say she’s not the 
first girl to FALL for me. 

 
The Doctor, with dementia, is just thrown for loops by all of 
this. He can’t understand the language young people are using, 
the puns and irony.  
 

DOCTOR 
A woman like that wouldn’t just jump… 
 

ARTEM 
He threw her.  
 

DOCTOR 
He didn’t.  
 

ARTEM 
If he says he did, then he did. 
 (to Dymtrus) 
You did, right? 
 (to Dymtrus) 
No more problems? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, I don’t know about that. 
 

ARTEM 
The roommate see you? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Wasn’t one that I could find.   

 
SUBTEXT: The drama is still brewing. Artem isn’t so concerned 
with the silencing of the woman, a collaborator; what is playing 
over and over in Artem’s head is the cocky smile Dymtrus had 
when he returned. And then the tasteless joking. Artem has been 
burned up for a long while. The silencing of the Russian woman 
just makes things worse. 
 

DOCTOR 
What about me? I’ll be the suspect.  
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ARTEM 
 (to Dymtrus) 
She called his house.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I’m not going back in there for her 
phone.  
 

ARTEM 
Security cameras?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Every hall.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s an upscale place.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Cheap ass cameras from the 1990s; 
probably not much detail.    
 (beat) 
But, good enough to spot this big-ass 
red cross on the roof. 
 

ARTEM 
Can’t let that happen. 
 (to the Doctor) 
Go knock on 1005 and 1006. Knock on 
doors until someone answers. Then come 
directly back.  

 
The Doctor can hardly walk he is so nervous. He enters the 
building. Dymtrus can read Artem’s mind. 
 

DYMTRUS 
The security room is just inside the 
door, on the left.  
 

ARTEM 
A problem? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The jackass is sitting there with the 
door open watching football. 

 
Five minutes pass… when the doctor returns, Artem and Dymtrus 
are waiting.  
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DOCTOR 

Someone pulled the fire alarm and we 
all had to go out the back door.  

 
Smoke is billowing out of the front door. The Doctor doesn’t 
notice. He turns to Dymtrus.  
 

DOCTOR 
By the way nice work; she WAS pancaked 
on the back patio. Missed the pool by a 
foot or two.  
 

The Doctor has recovered well; he starts the car and they are 
away about the time a firetruck arrives. Other police vehicles 
arrive. The men make a safe exit from the area. 
 
They are driving more of the tour. Dymtrus is back to tagging 
all the military targets. 
 
Artem looks at the Doctor and the events have really drained his 
energy. He’s no longer pointing things out.  
 

ARTEM 
We have been a great bother to you.  
 

DOCTOR 
No, no. 
 

ARTEM 
If we don’t run them out of here, they 
will come around asking you questions.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Ask them how can a seventy-something-
year-old… 
 

DOCTOR 
I’m eighty. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That’s even better; ask them how an 
eighty-year-old doctor, could or would 
even want to lift such a woman up over 
the rails. 
 (beat) 
She jumped. 
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ARTEM 

Depressed about the advancing Ukrainian 
army, she jumped. 
 

DOCTOR 
We are not violent people, all that 
school to save lives, Naomi and I, and 
sometimes we have wondered if we were 
doing enough… if we were doing what we 
should do to save these filthy 
Russians. 
 

ARTEM 
Well, you did enough today. Driving us 
around. Warning us about the woman.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You did great. You deserve a medal.  
 

DOCTOR 
I’ll pass, thank you. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You sure? The Lieutenant here can hook 
you up. 
 

DOCTOR 
For people such as we are it is 
difficult to initiate violence. We 
shrink from it and, perhaps… I say, 
perhaps, it is not a good thing. When I 
was younger and went to Kyiv and walked 
under the Motherland Monument, I got 
this odd patriotic feeling.  
 

SUBTEXT: Dymtrus is about to go a little mad and go on a tirade. 
Philosophizing would be normal, but revealing his dark side and 
going on and on about it might be considered a little more than 
manic.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Sort of like a minute ago when you were 
walking through the pool area? 
 

DOCTOR 
No. 
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DYMTRUS 

Cause I got that sexy patriotic feeling 
chunking her over.  
 

DOCTOR 
She was the Russian general’s 
girlfriend, whore, spy, whatever. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Maybe I’ll have a really big monument. 
 

ARTEM 
In the shape of a large phallus. 
 

DOCTOR 
What do you think of the monument, 
Lieutenant? 
 

ARTEM 
I think after the war, the Soviets were 
smart to recognize our contribution. 
Smooth things over between us and the 
Russians. 
 

DOCTOR 
So we wouldn’t kill each other in 1946? 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (sarcastically – mocking Stalin) 
All people participated EQUALLY in 
repelling the Germans. 
 (beat) 
What a crock! I’m Ukrainian, both 
sides, going back… well before 1917. 
And I can tell you it wasn’t equal.  
 (beat) 
And that monument it’s made of pure 
propaganda.  
 

ARTEM 
I am proud of Ukraine. And our military 
tradition.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Yes, it’s exactly a year old. 
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ARTEM 
What do you mean? 
 

DYMTRUS 
We were perfectly happy being farmers 
and hackers until February last year.  
 (beat) 
Now, suddenly we’re all soldiers. 
 

DOCTOR 
You don’t like the military? 
 

DYMTRUS 
All this Ukrainian nationalism. I 
really think I’m missing something. 
 

ARTEM 
And just think, if all Ukrainians were 
as smart as you, we wouldn’t have an 
army.  
 

Artem’s voice is edged with sarcasm. 
 

DYMTRUS 
All countries think they have glorious 
military traditions. Every Romanian 
village thinks it has a glorious 
military tradition. Every African who 
dances around a campfire swinging the 
tail of a goat, every greasy little 
Cambodian that ploughs a field, thinks 
he comes from brave stock.  
 

DOCTOR 
I didn’t know you felt that way. 
 

ARTEM 
 (to Dymtrus) 
Careful. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Screw that monument. My family ran like 
cats. Big heroes. Every cowardly little 
farmer who ran away and got shot in the 
back, and every shivering little 
peasant who sat in his own shit in a 
hole and got shot in the back of the 
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head because he wouldn’t get up and 
charge the Germans, has his name 
written down somewhere as a hero. There 
aren't any real heroes, Doctor. I’m 
not, Artem’s not. 
 

ARTEM 
Hey, knock it off. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I’m sorry. Lieutenant. I don’t know why 
I used your first name.  
 (to the Doctor) 
The Lieutenant was shot in an abandoned 
donut shop, by some “Russian” hero, 
which I promptly killed. 
 (beat) 
We’re not heroes and they’re not 
either. It's just a collection of 
opportunities… war is just an 
opportunity for the rich to get richer. 

 
The Doctor doesn’t mind Dymtrus, who he feels is just as crazy 
has he is. The Doctor disagrees but he’s heard lunatic Russian 
sympathizes before. 
 

DOCTOR 
Opportunity to get dead.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Exactly. Same as it's always been.  
 (beat) 
Heroes are accidents. Guaranteed. 
 (beat) 
So, I’m glad you don’t want a medal. 

 
DOCTOR 

 (to Artem) 
Well, if that’s true, I’ll take that 
medal.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Can you go back and circle the block 
again? I was talking and stopped 
pinning those guns. 
 

The Doctor drives by the cell tower. 
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ARTEM 

Never mind. Please stop the car. 
 (to Dymtrus) 
We’re here. 
 

DOCTOR 
Here? This is your destination? 
 

Artem doesn’t want to tell the doctor about the cell tower; he 
might be interrogated by the police. And everything is supposed 
to be on a need-to-know basis. Artem sees a small church. 

 
ARTEM 

Yes, we're going into that church. 
 

DOCTOR 
Don’t go in there. Russians pray too. 
 

Dymtrus and Artem don’t respond.  
 

DOCTOR 
Oh, well. You know what you’re doing.  
Okay, thank you. Go with God.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Go home. 
 

ARTEM 
You have a herd of sheep if you need 
food.  
 

DYMTRUS 
In fact, call all your friends over for 
lamb.  
 

DOCTOR 
Lamb Dushenina. 
 

ARTEM 
Keep the dog. I know a Major that might 
want him back. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Give my regards to your wife. 

 
Dymtrus and Artem exit the Doctor’s car. 
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EXT. SIDEWALK – NEAR THE CELL TOWER – AFTERNOON 
 
The cell tower is in a huge field, at least 20 acres. There are 
six or seven large trees in the field. It might have been a 
dozen football fields or a park but for the war. 
 

DOCTOR 
I’ll wait. 
 

ARTEM 
No, you go directly home.  
 

DOCTOR 
Yes… yes.  
 

ARTEM 
Go safely. May we meet again.  
 

EXT. NEAR THE CELL TOWER – AFTERNOON 
 

Artem and Dymtrus nervously stand on the sidewalk until the 
Doctor’s vehicle is gone. 
 
It’s the middle of the day, but the cell tower area is nearly 
deserted. It’s something of a miniature park with a few poplars 
and at least one oak. Twenty park benches. There is a bit of 
automobile traffic, but they march toward the tower anyway.  
 

ARTEM 
Watch the road, will ya? 

 
Dymtrus watches the road carefully, shooting quick searching 
glances at each car that passes.  
 
Twice as they walk along, Russian artillery fire in the 
distance. They hear the loud bang, bang and, after an interval, 
they hear the rumble as they impact. The Ukrainian army is near. 
Artem and Dymtrus have gotten the knack of synchronizing their 
stride. They walked briskly. They are almost to the tower.  
 
A car stops on the road. Two figures get out. They are waving 
their arms. 
 

DYMTRUS 
There‘s some guys… waving at us.  
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ARTEM 
Oh, shit. 

 
Artem notices part of a dog carcass. It’s torn in two and 
peeking through the snow. Artem freezes. He stops and considers 
things.  
 

ARTEM 
Mines. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Mines? That’s what they’re trying to 
tell us? 

 
The plan is to enter the building at the base of the cell tower 
(the base station) and wait there until sundown. Artem eyes the 
building. He takes out his field glasses. They are just near 
enough to the building; Artem can see dozens of empty crates 
marked “mines.” 
 

ARTEM 
Show them your badge. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Badge? 
 

ARTEM 
Flash them your wallet. They can’t see 
that far. 
 

Dymtrus opens his wallet and holds it up over his head to the 
men. From the distance, Dymtrus looks official to the men. 
Quickly, they enter their vehicle and speed away. 

 
DYMTRUS 

It worked. 
 

ARTEM 
Thought it might.  
 

DYMTRUS 
We’re really in a minefield? Again. 
 

ARTEM 
Twice in one war for you. 
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SUBTEXT: In the last minefield, Dymtrus was a cool customer. 
This minefield he’s so afraid he’s senseless. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Still. 
 

ARTEM 
The bastards don't miss a trick, do 
they? You’re not gonna get naked and 
mark the path for me this time? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Listen, I have a confession to make. 
 

ARTEM 
Let me guess. You had some sort of a 
guardian angel? You knew a way through 
those mines?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, I wasn't 100 percent sure.  
 (beat) 
Me and Skinny had been out there just a 
little before dark to get a helmet full 
of apples. We didn't see any signs or 
mines? But I sort of remembered our 
route.  
 

ARTEM 
You mean you had your phone.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It has a history function.  
 

ARTEM 
You're a smooth operator, Sergeant 
Ylchuk. A real smooth operator. Why in 
hell didn't you tell me? 

 
DYMTRUS 

Uh… uh… 
 

ARTEM 
I wanna hear this. 
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DYMTRUS 
Something my mom said. When I left, she 
told me to make sure my commander liked 
me. 
 

ARTEM 
And… 
 

DYMTRUS 
And, I hate sharing my technology. I 
know, it’s a personal hangup. But, it’s 
my advantage.  
 

ARTEM 
And… 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, those guys were out there 
screaming. And it worked. 
 

ARTEM 
Now that’s out of the way, any ideas 
about this? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Well, we can walk out, same way we came 
in. Footprints in the snow.  
 

ARTEM 
 (testing & baiting Dymtrus) 
And go home? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Maybe the doctor will drive us? 
 

ARTEM 
Nope.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Honestly, we’re probably dead. 

 
ARTEM 

They might be storing the actual mines 
inside.  
 

DYMTRUS 
An issue about the space. 
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ARTEM 

Ya think?  Or maybe those guys waving 
at us have daughters and Lamb Dushenina 
for us? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Or the crates are just trash, brought 
here from other minefields. And the 
mines… are somewhere else? 

 
ARTEM 

You seem to be the expert about 
minefields.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I brought this on myself, didn’t I? 
 

Dymtrus takes items (lithium batteries) from his backpack and 
throws them out as he walks toward the tower. He steps on the 
batteries. Artem waits and then follows in his footsteps picking 
up the batteries. They arrive at the building safely. 
 
Artem looks around and breaks the padlock with his baseball bat; 
they slip in. 
 
Inside, there aren’t any mines stored, but the tower seems to be 
powered and operating. They’ve been using their cell phones. 
There is a single lightbulb and a myriad of transceivers, 
digital signal processors, control electronics, primary and 
backup electrical power, and GPS receivers.  
 
Artem is still wired up. Dymtrus sends HERE. Artem relaxes. He 
unrolls a sleeping bag and lays back. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s warm in here. 
 

DYMTRUS 
All this equipment. 

 
Dymtrus finds an electrical plug and charges his phone and drone 
batteries.  
 
Suddenly Artem sits up.  
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ARTEM 
The drone. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Not a problem. It’s on the Doctor’s 
roof.  
 

ARTEM 
In range? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Should be. If not, I’ll go get it. 
 

ARTEM 
Oh, no you don’t.  

 
Dymtrus realizes he just missed an opportunity to desert Artem. 

 
DYMTRUS 

I call the program PATRON. 
 

ARTEM 
Named for the dog? 
 

DYMTRUS 
What dog? It’s named after the tequila. 
You can be drunk and not lose your 
drone. 

 
Artem is puzzled by the logic.  
 

ARTEM 
Who gets drunk and flies a drone? 

 
Dymtrus ignores the question. Dymtrus is about to activate the 
program and call the drone. Dymtrus has very little common 
sense. 
 

ARTEM 
No, wait until it’s dark. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What time? 
 

ARTEM 
What? 
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DYMTRUS 
Tell me what time you want the drone 
here so I can punch it in.  
 

ARTEM 
Just dark.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Okay. How is 8 pm? 
 

ARTEM 
Is there anything that thing won’t do?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Hand grenades.  
 

ARTEM 
What? 
 

DYMTRUS 
They’re too heavy. I tried.  

 
There is a long beat.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Who just throws out their empties 
clearly labelled “mines”?  
 (beat) 
Doesn’t it just tell the enemy, “Here 
are the mines.” 
 

ARTEM 
If you’re telling me we just walked 
through a minefield… I’m aware. 
 

Artem sleeps. Dymtrus slowly, suspiciously, takes out his knife 
and holds it. Finally, he lays it to the side. 
 
EXT. CELL TOWER – NINE PM 
 
They exit the base station and look at the tower. They have 
their backpacks. The batteries weigh Dymtrus down considerably. 
The drone automatically lands at Dymtrus’s feet. He changes the 
battery. He throws the several batteries in a line toward the 
cell tower.  
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ARTEM 
There might be mines between here and 
there.  
 

DYMTRUS 
How do the maintenance men get there?  
 

ARTEM 
More importantly how are we gonna get 
out of here.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Same way the maintenance men get in and 
out. 
 

ARTEM 
It’s a good idea, pitching batteries. 
 

DYMTRUS 
But not foolproof.  
  

ARTEM 
We’re in the middle of a minefield in 
front of a cell tower. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s much taller than I had expected. 
I’ll bet it’s colder than Krupskaya’s 
tit up there. You think it’s true she 
had a tattoo on her ass that read…  
 

ARTEM 
No. 
 

There is no one in sight. It’s only ten meters from the building 
to the tower. 

 
ARTEM 

You got us here, so I'll go first this 
time. Don’t follow at my heels. If I 
don’t set one off, come ahead.  If you 
hear something click, duck.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You don’t mind if I duck now, do you? 
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Artem takes huge strides toward the tower and steps on the four 
batteries. When he reaches the tower, Artem looks back DYMTRUS 
is lying flat out.  
 
Dymtrus is much smaller and not able to make the same huge 
strides. Mines don’t explode. Dymtrus picks up the batteries as 
he advances. It seems a very long time before Dymtrus arrives.  
 
Up the tower’s ladder, Dymtrus first and then Artem. They are 
both two and four steps up the cell tower and a car’s headlamps 
shines on them then, off, and then on them, and then off again. 
The car is swerving left and right. Someone is driving 
erratically, coming down the street toward them, lights on high-
beam. They don't know whether the car is driven by a civilian or 
a soldier.  
 
They jump down and there is a crash. Artem jumps down followed 
by Dymtrus. Dymtruss knee lands in the dead center of Artem’s 
face.  
 
On their bellies… Artem has a bloody nose. They raise their head 
and the drunk driver has hit a streetlight. It knocks out the 
electricity for several blocks.  
 

ARTEM 
There will be a ton of people 
responding to that. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s get back inside.  
 

ARTEM 
No, up. 
 

The fire department arrives. 
 
ARTEM 

Hurry before everyone gets here.  
 
They climb again. Dymtrus goes first. Artem follows.  
 
The police arrive and finally an ambulance arrives. The flashing 
red lights show on their face and then the blue lights and then 
red and blue lights as they climb.  
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They climb rapidly, clutching the rungs tightly every time it 
shakes. No lights show on their face, they are near the top and 
slow their pace. It’s nearly pitch dark at the top.  
 
Near the top, a ray of moonlight through a narrow opening in the 
clouds, it’s almost shining there for their benefit. It’s how 
they see the ladder.  
 
Dymtrus takes out his phone, about to control the drone. 
 

ARTEM 
No! Leave it there. The law they may 
notice. Wait until they leave.  

 
They sit in the wind and cold.  Later, the wreck is cleared.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You ready, sir? 
 

Artem doesn’t answer. 
 
BEGIN FLASHBACK TO VILLA THEATER 
 
It’s a scene from the weekend before Dymtrus arrived. Artem and 
Angelique are watching Violent Night. Laughing, being thrilled. 
Artem turns to whisper something in Angel’s ear and she jumps 
six inches. She almost spills her popcorn. 
 
END FLASHBACK 
 

DYMTRUS 
You ready, sir? 
 

ARTEM 
No one is gonna sleep in Donetsk 
tonight. 
 (beat) 
First fire mission, the depot in the 
schoolhouse the doctor showed us.  

 
Dymtrus sends the first fire mission.  
 
Artem spots the school with field glasses. The first volley is 
off a bit. The drone is out in that direction to correct the 
fire.  
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DYMTRUS 
48.009127, 37.805346.  

 
Less than a second after they hear and see the second volley 
impact there is a huge earth-shaking explosion. It rattles the 
entire tower. It lights up the sky and lights them up at the top 
of the tower.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Casino Shangri La, here I come. 
 

ARTEM 
How’d you do that?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Luck, of course. I flew the drone out 
there. Looked around. Seemed logical, 
the farthest classroom from the 
entrance.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s not luck. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Sometimes it will be. Can’t do that 
every time. 
 

ARTEM 
Why not? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Cause not all the targets are depots. 
Some targets are bakers. 
 

ARTEM 
Makes sense.  
 

DYMTRUS 
How many depots are there? 
 

ARTEM 
Let’s find out. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You counting, or am I? 
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ARTEM 
Knock yourself out. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Hell, I don’t even know why you’re up 
here, lieutenant. I have the phone, the 
targets and fly the drone. The doctor 
gave us enough to stay busy all night.  
 (beat) 
You can go sit in the base station, if 
you want.   

 
DYMTRUS 

Not a chance.  
 

ARTEM 
Seriously? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Just keep lighting up those targets.  
 

SUBTEXT: Artem is below Dymtrus on the tower ladder, so Dymtrus 
won’t quit and climb down. 

 
Dymtrus and Artem can’t hear the shouts and guttural commands as 
vehicles start up noisily and, lights off, roar toward cover. 
The trucks are just tiny ant crawling along.  
 
More shells and more diesel fires brighten the sky. Artem 
inhales deeply. 
 

ARTEM 
Even at this distance and up here I can 
smell the diesel burning. Good work.  

 
It is Dymtrus who stops. They are both aware of how bright the 
fires are burning. They look at each other.  
 

ARTEM 
It WAS a dark night; not anymore.  

 
DYMTRUS 

They'll trace us if we don't stop. 
Everybody’ll be looking up at the 
smoke. 
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ARTEM 
(reluctantly) 

I know.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Normally, I’d feel confident scampering 
off but… 
 

ARTEM 
We can take it easy. Wait thirty 
minutes or an hour and start back.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Just long enough for them to come out 
of their holes. I’m game. 
 

Artem is using his field glasses. Dymtrus installs a relay box. 
Dymtrus drops his knife and Artem immediately hands up his 
knife. 
 
At that exact moment, Dymtrus’s knife hits a mine below. It 
explodes.  They are silent and very still.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Maybe, they won’t notice.  
 

ARTEM 
Maybe, they’ll think it’s just part of 
the shelling. Put a shell way over 
there. The corner of this lot. 
 

Dymtrus keys in a fire order.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Right. They must be accustomed to it by 
now. How long have we been in position 
to shell them? 

 
Artem doesn’t respond; he’s having a flashback? 
 
The shell lands and it blows up a Putin propaganda billboard; it 
makes the mine going off seem like just part of the shelling. 
 

ARTEM 
You did that on purpose? 
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DYMTRUS 
Nope, just lucky. I was aiming at that 
bar. 

 
BEGIN FLASHBACK 
 
It’s the scene from when Anna told Artem about Angelique’s 
death. Artem looking in the widow at the oversized funeral 
wreath.   
 
END FLASHBACK 
 
Dymtrus breaks into the wiring and hooks up the power to a box 
that will extend the range of the drone.  
 

ARTEM 
What’s that? 
 

DYMTRUS 
A relay. So we can fly over the entire 
city.  
 (beat) 
From the base station the signal comes 
here and then out. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s why we're up here.  
 

DYMTRUS 
And because it’s a heck of view. 
 

ARTEM 
This town is ours. 
 

DYMTRUS 
The major, he’s a good one. I guess. 
 

ARTEM 
We’ll see what he says…  
 

The moon moves behind them as they talk.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Soldiers bivouacked.  
 (an hour later) 
Machine-gun emplacement.  
 (an hour later) 
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Motor pool.  
 (an hour later) 
Mortars. 
 (an hour later) 
Seven of eight houses to bits. 

 
Several times in the night Dymtrus lands the drone on the top of 
the tower. It’s tricky, but he changes batteries. And 
relaunches.  
 
The buildings they can clearly see are the City Hall, the small 
and large churches, and the hospital. Hundreds of other innocent 
buildings.  
 

ARTEM 
Hospital is filling up. 
 

DYMTRUS 
No more ambulances? They’re bringing 
them in LMVs.  

 
The hospital parking lot is a mess of LMVs.  
 
The large church is in a panic. The church parking lot is a mess 
with dozens of vehicles leaving and a dozen entering. It looks 
like Dawn at the Alamo.  
 

ARTEM 
Can we hit that parking lot and miss 
the church?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Probably.  
 

ARTEM 
Probably? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s a math thing, it means greater 
than 50 percent.  
 

ARTEM 
Yes, I’m aware. Well? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Definitely, it’s gonna blow out the 
windows.  
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ARTEM 

The stained glass windows. That’s not… 
 

Artem contemplates a few shells in the parking lot. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What do you want me to do? 
 

ARTEM 
Go back to the doctor’s targets. 
 

Suddenly a Russian gun starts firing back at the Ukrainian 
positions.  

 
ARTEM 

Sergeant, over there. 187° maybe a 
mile? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Not one on the list. 
 

ARTEM 
Do your thing? 

 
Dymtrus flies the drone over the target and makes a fire order. 
 
Dawn is coming quickly, Artem risks it to take the gun out. 
 
Rather than descend, Artem stays in place. He’s looking through 
his field glasses.  
 

DYMTRUS 
(a joke about the doctor’s vampires) 
Here comes the sun. We’re gonna burn.  
 

ARTEM 
Like Lenin? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The Battle of Gorky? That should be a 
movie. 
 

ARTEM 
You know the Doc… I think he has a 
point.  
 



354 
 

DYMTRUS 
Seems like I remember a professor tell 
us the same thing. Boy, what a time 
suck that was. 
 

Artem forgets his hate for just 10 seconds. Is he on the verge 
or forgiving Dymtrus? Combat heals all wounds? 
 

ARTEM 
What do you call a vampire in a cell 
tower? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I don’t know.  
 

ARTEM 
I don’t either, but it’s a pretty batty 
idea. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Hey, I’m serious. The sun! 

 
Artem immediately regrets joking. The brooding returns. 

 
ARTEM 

I’m aware.  
 

DYMTRUS 
The deal was night action only. 
 

ARTEM 
This is the Ukrainian army; there 
aren’t any deals. No negotiations.  

 
Artem takes his sweet time looking around in the dawn. 
 
SUBTEXT: In part Artem’s trying to solve the mystery about the 
Russian’s intentions – an advance or withdrawal. But, it’s also 
part of harassing and poking Dymtrus. 
 
Artem watches the Russians bringing in their dead and wounded to 
the hospital. There are long lines of men who are stumbling into 
the hospital.  
 

ARTEM 
They’re short of vehicles. Men are 
walking to the hospital.  



355 
 

 
Brett flies the drone low and down a street. It’s light enough 
that the curtains are being pushed back and civilians, sometimes 
whole families, stand quietly in the windows, watching the 
injured men straggle past. The civilians clearly know how near 
the Ukrainians are to overwhelming them. The shells have been 
falling the entire night.  
 
Suddenly it’s very light, Artem realizes for the first time how 
exposed their position is. The risk. 
 
He looks around nervously, feeling that he can be seen by the 
whole town. The panel antennas are nearly the size of a man and 
from a distance, the men look like a panel. However, if someone 
wanted to look more closely, they might be discovered. 
 

ARTEM 
Maybe they’ll think we’re workmen. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Especially, when we're climbing down. 
 

ARTEM 
I need to see if they’re moving in or 
out of town.  We can use the drone for 
that in the day? 
 

DYMTRUS 
But we don’t need to be up here 
exposed. That’s what this box is for. 

 
Dymtrus point to the relay he’s attached to the tower.  

 
ARTEM 

You may be right, but I don’t like your 
attitude.  
 

They begin climbing down.  
 
Near the bottom, they can hear the measured plod of a horse's 
hooves on the cobblestones, but the sounds isn’t coming from 
anything directly in sight. A horse and cart are around a 
corner, behind a building. Dymtrus absolutely jumps out of his 
skin. Artem also hears it; it means nothing to him. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What in the hell is that? 
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ARTEM 

What, the milkman? 
 

Brett doesn’t understand.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s a horse. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Christ, this is 2023.  
 

ARTEM 
You don’t have horses in Kyiv? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Hell, no.  
 

ARTEM 
They had them when I lived there. 
 

Artem has cold and disapproving eyes. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Okay, answer this question. Who and why 
would anyone ride a horse today? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s probably pulling a wagon.  It’s 
probably a fuel issue or a very old-
timer, like the doctor. He’s gotta get 
the milk to town. 

 
Artem finds the source of the noise and points.  
 

DYMTRUS 
During a war, out in the open?  
 

ARTEM 
You can’t just turn off a milk cow and 
the farmer doesn’t want to pour the 
milk out on the ground. Either it gets 
drank or it ruins.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Why doesn’t he put it in the 
refrigerator? 
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ARTEM 

Like you said, the war; we probably 
turned off his lights. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Okay, that makes sense.  
 

ARTEM 
You must be the stupidest piece of shit 
in this army. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I guess the army makes people stupid 
then. Just give me my pay and I’ll 
leave.  

 
INT. CELL TOWER - BASE STATION – EARLY DAY 
 
They lay on their backs and watch LED lights flash on and off.  
 
Artem has been asleep, but he opens his eyes quickly, instantly 
wide-awake. He senses something is wrong. 
 
SUBTEXT: He’s clearly been a combat soldier for a long while. 
Artem’s nerves are wearing thin, especially with what’s happened 
with Angelique. And now a seriously dangerous mission. 
 

ARTEM 
Something isn’t right.  

 
Artem gets up and peers through an air vent, to reconnoitre. The 
sun is only a bit higher than when he laid down. He looks at his 
watch. 

 
Dymtrus checks all the monitors he’s set up, commercial doorbell 
cameras, in all four directions.  
 
Artem was out and about on the tour yesterday and he has been 
accustomed to the activity, but he’s still surprised this next 
morning. Last night, it was so deserted and silent. Now, it’s 
day; Artem can see cars moving and people walking along the 
streets. There are even a few kids playing in the park. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You’re not fit for this. Look at you, 
you’re a nervous wreck. 
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Artem ignores him. Dymtrus is flying his drone about town. High 
altitude, zoom camera. 
 
Three or four Russians in suede leather overcoats and visor caps 
stroll down the street.   
 

ARTEM 
Those coats are… they look Soviet-era.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Cleaning out the warehouses.  
 

ARTEM 
Does that mean they are coming or 
going? 
 

DYMTRUS 
It means they’re gonna be cold this 
winter. 
 

ARTEM 
Thanks. Insightful as always. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You asked. 
 

ARTEM 
 (profound) 
They’re walking. 

 
Artem watches the Russians from the air vent, walking along, 
talking. A man on the steps, smoking a cigarette, doesn't give 
them a glance as they pass. Dymtrus has the same Russians, a 
different angle, on his phone. 
 

ARTEM 
All the vehicle traffic is civilian? 

 
Artem remembers the Doctor’s tour; he contrasts the picture of 
today's traffic with yesterday’s trip.  
 

DYMTRUS 
A minute ago, you called me stupid.  
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ARTEM 
I’m sorry that was uncalled for. 
Obviously, that’s not your problem.  
 (beat) 
Look, there isn’t a military vehicle to 
be seen. I’ve been standing there at 
that vent for 10 mins and nothing. 
 

DYMTRUS 
So where are they? 
 

ARTEM 
I don’t know; you tell me.  
 

ARTEM 
Check the highways west.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Nothing on E50 or H20.  
 

ARTEM 
What about E50 east?  H21?? 
 

DYMTRUS 
You think they just left? 
 

ARTEM 
Sure would make this easier. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Hum. I don’t see them anywhere.  
 

ARTEM 
Where could they all be? Where was that 
vehicle maintenance target? 
 

Dymtrus shows him the map on the phone. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It was a car dealership.  
 

ARTEM 
We didn’t hit it last night? 
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DYMTRUS 
No reason. It’s on the list for 
tonight. Actually, it’s the last one on 
the list.  
 

ARTEM 
Okay, I just want to look at it. 
 

The drone arrives at the car dealership. The Russian military 
vehicles are lined up going into the dealership. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Three tanks, fourteen trucks and eight 
LMVs.  
 

ARTEM 
Something I need to know. Are those 
civilian vehicles, here and here?  
 

DYMTRUS 
Might be commandeered. You know the 
Russians steal.  
 

ARTEM 
Get lower. I wanna know what’s going on 
inside that building.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Maybe I could just fly in this garage 
door. Land and look around.  
 

ARTEM 
Ballsy; you grew a pair? 
 

DYMTRUS 
I was kidding.  
 

ARTEM 
Well, get lower. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Can’t.  
 

ARTEM 
That’s bullshit.   
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DYMTRUS 
It’s in the manual.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s not.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It IS, because it’s too easy to follow 
the drone back to the operator. That’s 
us. 
 

ARTEM 
Mark each vehicle for a potential 
shell. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I know where this is going. 
 

ARTEM 
They’re lined up to be fueled, right? 
 

DYMTRUS 
But going where? 
 

ARTEM 
Russia, I hope.  
 

A vehicle exits the dealership’s garage. Artem’s eyes grow 
interested.  

 
ARTEM 

Follow that vehicle.  
 

Dymtrus uses the drone to follow a vehicle from the car 
dealership. The vehicle goes into a residential area. 
 
Dymtrus stops using the phone controller.  
 

ARTEM 
The drone is just flying, you’re not 
flying it. 
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s a program. It’s on autopilot. 
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ARTEM 
You know falcons don’t soar like that… 
and especially in a figure eight. You 
are thinking about eagles or vultures.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Russians know next to nothing about 
ichthyology. 
 

ARTEM 
That’s fish, dummy.  
 

DYMTRUS 
There they are.  
 

ARTEM 
Staging in… is that a gated community?  

 
EXT. OLEKSANDROVA STREET - DAY 

 
There is a long column of Russian vehicles winding through the 
residential streets.  
 
INT. CELL TOWER - BASE STATION – EARLY DAY 
 
Dymtrus and Artem look at the various images. 
 

ARTEM 
They’re definitely fueling up. 
 (beat) 
Column in. 
 

Artem points to the line of vehicles at the car dealership. 
 

ARTEM 
Column out.  
 

Artem points to the line of vehicles in the neighbourhood. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Boy, this is gonna cause a stink. These 
are nice homes. 
 

ARTEM 
Are those commandeered OR civilian cars 
belonging to the people who live in 
those houses? 
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DYMTRUS 

The people that live in those houses 
are in Warsaw or Moscow. 
  

ARTEM 
Only the cars matter. We’re trying to 
decide if they’re coming or going. If 
they’re stealing, they’re leaving. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (truism) 
Russians always take everything they 
can get their hands on. In the great 
war, they put an entire German watch 
factory on railroad cars. Moved it to 
Moscow.  

 
ARTEM 

So you think they’re leaving? 
 

DYMTRUS 
If you are asking me if I think the 
Russians are withdrawing… Yes. I think 
we can knock all this off and go home. 
 

ARTEM 
Not until we’re sure. And it might be 
safer just to wait it out. Our army 
will be here soon enough.  

 
DYMTRUS 

Which means? 
 

ARTEM 
We’re staying put.  
 

DYMTRUS 
If those are civilian cars full of gas. 
I’ll agree they’re leaving. 
 

ARTEM 
Get lower. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Can’t do it.  
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ARTEM 
It’s an order. Do it or else. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Or what? 
 

ARTEM 
I’d rather see you in prison. What 
would your poor mother and you’re your 
sisters say? 
 

DYMTRUS 
You wouldn’t.  
 

ARTEM 
You know I will.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You’ll get your lawyers and we’ll get 
lawyers and… I’ll take my chances. 
 

ARTEM 
I’m thinking it will be a similar 
verdict to last time. 
 

Dymtrus caves in. The drone drops lower and flies over the 
column.  

 
ARTEM 

It’s not clear. But where are the 
tanks? 

 
The streets of the gated community are a mess.  
 

ARTEM 
I can’t tell which cars are what.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Citizen’s vehicles and military both. 

 
ARTEM 

Play it again.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Look, don’t blame me. 
 

Dymtrus plays the surveillance again. 
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ARTEM 

It’s nifty work.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I’m proud of my handiwork.  
 

ARTEM 
I think we can give them a fire mission 
now.  

 
Dymtrus looks at Artem coldly. 

 
DYMTRUS 

They are going to get a fix on us if 
you don't take it easy.  
 

ARTEM 
Fire mission.  
 

DYMTRUS 
It’s a big ass city… and suddenly we 
know exactly where they’re assembling? 
 

ARTEM 
Okay. Random shot, Random shot and then 
nail them.  

 
Dymtrus puts his thumbs on the phone’s screen and waits 
sullenly. Finally, he goes to work flying the drone. 
 
Artem wants to find out how long it takes to blast a target; he 
activates the stopwatch function on his wristwatch. Artem looks 
at the drone footage; now, the falcon drone is flying a pattern, 
the same pattern as the streets are laid out.  
 

ARTEM 
Hit these morons fueled. Hit the morons 
waiting on fuel. Then hit the 
dealership, the fuel dump. 
 

DYMTRUS 
One shell for each vehicle? 
 

ARTEM 
You can do that, right? 
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Dymtrus goes to work. Dymtrus’s fast but it’s a complicated 
task. He cuts and pastes the longitude and latitude from the 
drone app into the communication app. Then he repeats for the 
next vehicle.  
 

ARTEM 
Fast so they don’t leave the column.  

 
Dymtrus goes back and opens a text app… he puts all forty 
targets in the text file and then cuts and pastes them into the 
communication app. He hits send.  
 
Two shells explode. The Russians immediately look up at the 
drone. The last two LMVs in the gated community pull out and 
hightail it to the exit. They are cutting across lawns to get 
out of there. A third LMV crashes through a fence and into a 
frozen swimming pool; the ice almost holds the vehicle up. The 
two vehicles that escape clearly see the drone/bird. It’s their 
intention to follow it back to Artem and Dymtrus.  
 
The entire column of vehicles is destroyed, as well as most of 
the homes. Fuel from the vehicles makes a massive fire. Artem 
looks out the vent.  
 

ARTEM 
The fuel depot? 

 
Same result with the vehicles waiting for fuel.  
 
INT. FORWARD - NEW ARTILLERY BASE – LATE MORNING 
 
It’s a war fought almost entirely with artillery. We are telling 
that story. The Major at the artillery base is looking at a 
computer screen at the targets. He speaks into a phone. Two 
ARTILLERY SERGEANTS work computers quickly, expertly. One calls 
out the target, another the elevation. Men on the artillery 
pieces have gotten up and cursed or stretched lazily but 
eventually come running to the guns. The OFFICERS bark orders, 
repeating them twice. A gunner at the various emplacements 
repeats the numbers, sings them out. A sergeant twiddles with 
elevation levers, a number of the guns are swung around. A shell 
is rammed home. The breach slammed shut and is locked in place 
with a lever. ARTILLERY MEN step back, stand on tip-toes, and 
open their mouths. A CORPORAL yanks a lanyard. It all takes a 
bit over a minute.  
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The shells are falling in a different part of the city, but a 
mother screams to her child to get out of the park and come 
home. Artem via his field glasses and Dymtrus via some doorbell 
cameras, see people running.  
 
We hear the flat rumbling explosions — one, two, three, more. 
Part of the roof of the car dealership is still intact and a few 
of the vehicles there remain intact. A handful of the vehicles 
waiting in the gated community are still not destroyed. There is 
a mass of smoke, coming from dozens of Russian vehicles. The 
sounds of the explosions are coming in. 
 
Dymtrus is working feverously to hit the targets that were 
missed. 
 
INT. CELL TOWER - BASE STATION – NOONISH 
 
Artem glues his eyes to the roof of the building. A shell is on 
the way… it takes a while… suddenly there it is.  
 
And then there is a massive explosion as a shell falls through 
the roof into the garage and ignites the tanker truck inside. 
Artem can see the black smoke from the car dealership. Artem 
looks at his watch and smiles; 1:32. 
 
Two STUBBORN RUSSIAN OFFICERS in military vehicles are following 
the falcon-like drone. Dymtrus notices.  
 

ARTEM 
One minute, thirty seconds. Not bad.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I think we have a problem.  

 
Dymtrus points to the two Russian vehicles that escaped the 
shelling. They are following the drone. 
 

ARTEM 
Come back here and land in the 
minefield.  

 
DYMTRUS 

I think I will.  
 
Dymtrus lands the drone on a large branch of a deciduous tree 
that’s in the middle of the minefield. He’s daring the Russians 
to enter the minefield to have a look.  
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DYMTRUS 

Fuck!  
 
The Russian vehicles are barely moving, almost stopping dead 
only two-hundred meters away. Dymtrus is cursing steadily under 
his breath. Artem doesn't take his eyes off the vehicles. They 
creep up the street and halt for a moment directly opposite the 
tower. They start forward again. they are probably eyeballing 
the drone, which looks like it might be a bird in a tree. 
 
Subtext: Dymtrus figures he’s done enough. He is losing courage. 
If he ever had any; it’s dwindling.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They’ve spotted us. 

 
Dymtrus keeps his eyes on his phone, the Russians. His face is 
cold. Artem is peering out the vent through the field glasses.  
 

ARTEM 
They have their suspicions.  

 
Artem and Dymtrus watch the two vehicles until they reached the 
end of the street; they halt briefly at the intersection, then 
slowly make a U-turn and come back toward the cell tower.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They know we're here. 
 

ARTEM 
They suspect; they can’t know. Unless 
they walk out here and see. 
 

DYMTRUS 
We need to high-tail it out of here. 
 

ARTEM 
Don't be a fool! In the daylight, 
through a minefield. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Look we’re done. Burned. Spotted. We’ll 
be dead the next time we use this 
drone. 
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ARTEM 
We'll have to take that risk. 
 

DYMTRUS 
What are you trying to do; get us 
killed?  
 

ARTEM 
The tanks.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I’ve not seen any tanks. They move them 
around you know. They’re tanks. 
 

ARTEM 
They’re part of our mission. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Bullshit! You’re just making it up as 
we go.  
 

ARTEM 
Vehicles… the mission orders say 
vehicles. 
 

DYMTRUS 
And no mention of tanks. 
 

ARTEM 
Tanks ARE vehicles. 
 

DYMTRUS 
No. Tanks are tanks. 
 

They take their eyes off the Russian vehicles. They glare at 
each other. 

 
ARTEM 

We won't leave here until we've found a 
way to get to their tanks. That's 
really why we came here. We'll keep our 
other fire missions to a minimum, but 
we won't leave until we can blast those 
tanks. 
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DYMTRUS 
I’m out of here. The phone is there. 
The password is 1686.  
 

ARTEM 
If you leave, I’ll put you in 
Lukyanivska for life, even if it's the 
last thing I do.  
 

Dymtrus makes a snorting sound and turns away. He doesn’t leave. 
 

ARTEM 
Both of us deserve to be court-
martialed if we leave here now. We'll 
kill those two vehicles before we look 
for the tanks.  

 
Artem turns his head for the answer. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Oh, no. That would be a total give 
away. They’re looking at us right now.  

 
Long beat. 
 

ARTEM 
You know how a falcon hunts? 
 

DYMTRUS 
No.  
 

ARTEM 
They fly fast and directly at a tree, 
sort of like they’ve seen something… 
then veer off. They’re looking to flush 
their quarry. 
 

Long beat, Dymtrus is dense. 
 

ARTEM 
Well? Like if there’s a pigeon in the 
tree, when he sees the falcon screaming 
right at him, he’ll shit himself, panic 
and then run, that’s when he’s dead. 
 (beat) 
They go everywhere fast.  
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DYMTRUS 
All right, professor, stop lecturing me 
about it.  
 

Dymtrus flies the drone from the largest deciduous tree directly 
at the conifers, and at the last-minute veers away.  

 
ARTEM 

Yep, just like that. Faster… just keep 
doing that.  
 

DYMTRUS 
If they leave… 
 

ARTEM 
… we can start looking for the tanks.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I was gonna say…  
 

ARTEM 
Look this drone, regardless how ready 
you are to leave, it’s not useless.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Ivan’s gonna smell us out. Those guys 
in those two vehicles are calling it in 
now. This drone is useless. They know 
we’re here.  
 

ARTEM 
It’s not useless at night. Get rid of 
the Audubon Society and shut it down 
until dark. 
 

Dymtrus is pouting. But he is flying the drone dramatically at 
trees, mimicking a falcon.  
 

DYMTRUS 
This is suicide. Where is the freakin’ 
army? 
 

ARTEM 
Since you have to be here, you might as 
well find the tanks. Why accept the 
risk, but not go for success? 
 (beat) 
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We’ll give it an hour or two. 
 
The Russians, who followed the drone, get out and look through 
their Soviet-era field glasses. They can’t tell one way or 
another if it’s a drone or a falcon.  
 

ARTEM 
It wouldn't do any good to shift to 
another position in the town? 
 

DYMTRUS 
One location is the same as another as 
long as it’s within range of this cell 
tower. The repeater is up there. 
 

ARTEM 
Gotta stay here. I see. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Unless you know where the tanks are… 
 (beat) 
If we could locate the tanks, spot the 
assembly area, then we could withdraw 
from the town and blast them easily 
with us safe in the suburbs.   

 
Artem thinks about it, examining all the possibilities, for a 
long time. Artem can make out Dymtrus six feet away with the 
flashing lights inside the base station building. Dymtrus is 
munching a protein bar. 
 

ARTEM 
I've been thinking about what you said. 
Maybe we should find the tanks, light 
‘em up and run. Maybe we won’t wait for 
the offensive. 
 

Dymtrus doesn't speak for a long time. Artem expects Dymtrus to 
refuse. Dymtrus is abrupt and cold. 

 
DYMTRUS 

All right. 
 

Artem sits staring at Dymtrus, trying to make out his game. 
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ARTEM 
What smart angle are you playing this 
time?  
 

DYMTRUS 
I want to get out of here. You won’t 
stop until you find your tanks. The 
sooner I get out of here, the better 
I'll like it!  
 

ARTEM 
Fair enough.  

 
To the Russians in the two vehicles, the idea of a falcon 
perching on a branch and then hunting persuades them they are 
wasting their time. They can’t get closer and it’s too cold to 
stand out there looking at the bird in a tree. Finally, they 
drive away. Artem and Dymtrus win for the moment.  
 
INT. CELL TOWER - BASE STATION – AFTERNOON 
 
Artem and Dymtrus sleep. Later, they eat and drink water from 
their kid’s cartoon canteens, Chinese-made.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Every hour? 
 

ARTEM 
No irregularly. We didn't want to set a 
pattern to warn them. 

 
Dymtrus ignores Artem and uses the phone to fire off some 
artillery when his watch alarm sounds. Dymtrus is taunting 
Artem, blatantly disobeying his orders about firing at random 
times. 
 
As the late afternoon arrives, activity in the town comes to a 
standstill. Mothers have forbidden their children from going 
outdoors and they have closed the blinds.  
 
Artem looks at the sky. It is becoming dark; it will be very 
dark, and also there are storm clouds.  
 
The loitering men have all returned to their worried wives.  
 
Only now and then are the Russians seen on the streets.  
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By nightfall, they have plastered all the targets given to them 
by Dr Gulko. Dymtrus had kept a list.  
 

DYMTRUS 
I counted the fire missions. There was 
a hundred-and-thirty-three of them, 
excluding eight targets which we had to 
hit twice.  

 
ARTEM 

Thanks. 
 
Long beat. 
 

ARTEM 
While we wait for dark, are there any 
targets we need to hit again? 

 
They both study the map. 

 
DYMTRUS 

I suggest that we wait until the early 
hours, when even the party crowd will 
be off the streets.  
 

ARTEM 
Might take hours to find the tanks. 

 
Dymtrus points up, slyly. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You go first and help me spot with 
those glasses.  
 

ARTEM 
I’m gonna veto that. 
 

SUBTEXT: Artem doesn’t trust Dymtrus won’t climb down and leave 
the mission. But also, partly, because Artem feels that both of 
them might be needed if the offensive fails and they have to 
exit the city.  Actually, neither is brave enough to leave the 
city alone. 
 
They doze off, awakening from time to time to look at the 
seconds tick off their watches.  
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DYMTRUS 
If the Russians don’t kill us the 
waiting will. 
 

ARTEM 
Cold, very cold. We’re taking your 
sleeping bag and we can get in them.  

 
EXT. CELL TOWER - NIGHT 
 
They emerge from the building. There is no moon. The city is 
still under thick storm clouds. It is also cold, bitterly cold. 
Freezing rain.  
 
The men climb and shiver in their exposed position. They lash 
themselves and hang on the tower, sleeping bags pulled up to 
their necks. They look like experienced mountaineers, camping on 
the side of a mountain. 
 
Dogs bark a few times. Far off they hear a rifle report; maybe 
there is street fighting already. Nope. Then all is quiet. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Quieter than last night. 
 

ARTEM 
Colder than last night. 

 
Artem looks over the city. He could barely make out the streets 
in sleet and darkness. No moon.  
 

ARTEM 
Up with your drone. Let’s hunt. 

 
Dark shadows cling to the sides of the buildings. The town is 
silent, deserted. The population might expect an offensive; they 
may have left for Russia.  
 
In the west, there is automatic gunfire. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (looking west) 
The Ukrainian army is right over there… 
 

ARTEM 
And Donetsk is playing dead…  
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Dymtrus flies the drone up and down the streets. Dymtrus runs 
the drone out and back three times. Suddenly, sticking out of an 
alley are three large Russian tanks, all in a row. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Got them.  

 
Dymtrus points them out to Artem. 
 

ARTEM 
Toy tanks, all lined up in a row. 

 
DYMTRUS 

In the alley… all but three.  
 

ARTEM 
How many total? 

 
DYMTRUS 

Let me get directly on top of them.  
 

ARTEM 
Now, you’re soldiering. 

 
Dymtrus does fly over the tanks, but he is doing lazy work. He 
believes he’s done and is thinking about leaving. He doesn’t 
count. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Too many to count…  
 

ARTEM 
What do you mean?   
 

DYMTRUS 
From here to here, in the alley behind 
this street.  
 

ARTEM 
How many in a block? 
 

DYMTRUS 
The positions are logged. I’ll send 
them when we’re safe and sound back at 
the base.  
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ARTEM 
It’ll take two days, or more. If we 
have transport.  
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s go find some transport and go. 

 
Dymtrus takes a step down. He thinks he has a deal with Artem 
that once the tanks are located, he can leave.  
 
Artem hangs there a long time. He doesn’t budge. 
 

ARTEM 
Most of the buildings on each side are 
two stories.  
 

DYMTRUS 
So? 
 

ARTEM 
We’ll have to lob the shells in, then 
come back and pinpoint the targets to 
be effective. The shells will come in 
at an angle, blowing up the buildings 
and not the tanks. 
 

DYMTRUS 
 (betrayed) 
What are you saying? 
 

ARTEM 
The shells, they’ll detonate on the 
buildings. You can use those 
coordinates, but they are always off a 
few meters. And meters will be precious 
in this case.  
 (beat) 
Show me the map.   

 
Artem looks up and down the alley. It runs in a straight line.  
 
Dymtrus takes another step down. Dymtrus notices a solitary 
figure walking from the back of the minefield. The man is hardly 
noticeable, in the extreme dark, but there is a sliver of light, 
that gives him away, a cigarette. 
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DYMTRUS 
Trouble.  

 
EXT/INT. RED STAR BAR - NIGHT 
 
Located across the street from the cell tower. It’s full of 
Donetsk’s worst elements. Mostly war criminals. There are flags 
and emblems of the Donetsk People's Militia. It’s highly suspect 
because, in their arrogance, they leave the neon light on. The 
entire city is dark except this bar. 
 
EXT. CELL TOWER – NIGHT 
 
Artem makes a mental note of the direction the man is walking 
from; Brett must say the obvious. If someone walks from the 
DPM’s bar directly to the tower, apparently, they won’t step on 
a mine. It’s the safe path in and out of the minefield. 
 

DYMTRUS 
That bar. He came from that bar. 
The path in through the mines. 
 

ARTEM 
Or he’s drunk. 
 

DYMTRUS 
Let’s see.  
 

ARTEM 
We leave anything in the building? 
 

DYMTRUS 
Battery chargers. 
 

ARTEM 
Key those positions in…  

 
DYMTRUS 

Keep yapping and he will know we’re up 
here.  
 

ARTEM 
Kill the tanks and then we’ll worry 
about him. 
 

DYMTRUS 
I'm on it. 
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Dymtrus records all the tank positions but doesn’t send them to 
the firebase. The locations are ready to send. 

 
ARTEM 

How many tanks? 
 

Dymtrus just makes up a number. He doesn’t care what Artem 
thinks of him.  

 
DYMTRUS 

 (sarcastically) 
Eighty-three.  
 

The solitary figure arrives at the base station building. Flips 
on a flashlight. He shines it at the place where the padlock was 
located. He enters and shines the light inside. Quickly he 
enters and then steps out. He walks back toward the bar. They 
escape being discovered.  
 

ARTEM 
All right, let's go. Fire. 

 
The Russians have detected a radio-controller signal; maybe some 
kid has a toy car or drone. Dymtrus doesn’t order the fire. They 
hear a WOMAN scream. Four Russian soldiers are dragging a tiny 
woman down the steps of one of the nearest houses. The Russians 
are pointing at various locations that were shelled earlier. She 
is clinging to them and crying and sobbing. They are about to 
shoot her there on the sidewalk; they wait until a SMALL BOY 
comes out. The Russians shoot each of them.  
 

DYMTRUS 
They think she’s the spy? 
 

ARTEM 
Yeah. 
 

DYMTRUS 
So much the better. As long as they 
think it's the civilians, the safer we 
are.  
 

Long beat as Artem contemplates the lady and boy who are dead in 
the street.  
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DYMTRUS 
How is your face?  
 

ARTEM 
It's fine. Just fine.  
 

SUBTEXT: Dymtrus is reminding him that he “accidentally” kicked 
him in the face when he jumped down earlier. 

 
Artem doesn’t move down the ladder. 

 
DYMTRUS 

What are you doing now? 
 

ARTEM 
We’re going to shell that column of 
tanks and then mission a second barrage 
when the smoke clears. We’re going to 
thump those tanks hard!  

 
Dymtrus glares. 
 

DYMTRUS  
I thought we had a deal.  
 

ARTEM 
What deal? 
 

DYMTRUS  
If I located the tanks for you.  
 (beat) 
We already destroyed half the town. You 
said we’d get the hell out of here? 
 

ARTEM 
Maybe. 
 

DYMTRUS  
(he explodes) 
Maybe, hell!  
 (beat) 
We hit their fuel. It was a giant fire.  
 

ARTEM 
Our job is to inform and to cripple 
their transport. 
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DYMTRUS  
Done. Did that. Vehicles aren't any 
good without fuel, are they?  
 (beat) 
You don't have to blow them up if they 
don’t have fuel!  

 
Dymtrus leans forward earnestly. 
 

DYMTRUS  
You saw their fuel dump burn? 
 

ARTEM 
Yeah. 
 (beat) 
We don’t know if those tanks are fueled 
or not. And besides, we’ve not done 
anything to immobilize their guns.  
 

DYMTRUS  
You just won’t quit, will ya? 
 

ARTEM 
It’s my job not to quit. 
 

DYMTRUS  
It isn't. 
 

ARTEM 
Making a couple of bricks fall on them 
won’t work. You've got to hit tanks 
right on the nose. And when you do hit 
it, you've got to pray that it sets the 
diesel on fire.  
 (beat) 
It will be impossible to put a shell in 
there just right without eyes on the 
target.  
 (beat) 
It would be a difficult target even if 
we had the American intelligence. Over 
eighty targets; it might only take an 
hour. Then we’ll leave. 
 

DYMTRUS  
And I know you well enough to know that 
once you start, you won't stop.  
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ARTEM 

Our boys will be here… don’t know when.  
 

Dymtrus knows what Artem said was true. Both think about it. 
 

DYMTRUS  
I'm afraid they may be alerted after we 
had that visitor. 
 

ARTEM 
That fellow from the bar doesn’t know 
we’re up here. 
 

DYMTRUS  
Let me think about it.  
 

Dymtrus shrugs and thinks, plotting his escape. 
 

DYMTRUS  
I’m pulling out. 
 

ARTEM 
If we don’t hit them now, while you and 
I are running for it, they might pull 
out. Either attack or withdraw. 
 

DYMTRUS 
They’re withdrawing so all this is for 
nothing. Remember all the civilian cars 
they had fueled and ready? 
 

ARTEM 
We don’t know that.  
 

DYMTRUS 
You saw it. 
 

ARTEM 
Those might have been civilian vehicles 
that belong in the neighbourhood. I'm 
ordering a mission. 

 
Dymtrus’s eyes blaze. 
 

DYMTRUS 
You're crazy! 
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ARTEM 

Maybe, maybe not. You’re going to lay 
down a line of shells… one every twenty 
meters on the line of tanks and when 
the smoke clears your gonna hit any 
tanks trying to get out of the rubble.  
 

DYMTRUS 
One barrage and I’m out of here. 
 

ARTEM 
You won’t. You’ll fly off this tower if 
you don’t hand that phone over. 

 
DYMTRUS 

Fine, you can try.  
 

ARTEM 
Thanks for the invite. Now, I'm going 
to throw your ass off this tower.  

 
Epic fight between Artem and Dymtrus. The men are tethered to 
the tower and they push and shove and try to cut each other’s 
lines. They’ve nearly killed each other, when Dymtrus uses the 
talons on the drone to rip into Artem’s shoulder.  
 
Dymtrus has a number of weapons. The drone. Baseball bat with 
the nail in the end. Ice cycles. Dymtrus has Artem’s knife that 
was loaned to him when he dropped his. Dymtrus has twenty 
lithium batteries in a backpack; he could have wired them in a 
chain and electrocuted Artem. Or he can use their weight against 
Artem, sort of like a tethered wrecking ball. Sixty meters above 
the deck, the stunt coordinator will have a good time with this 
fight scene.  
 
Artem rids himself of the drone. He disables it and the drone 
goes falling down but Dymtrus chokes Artem unconscious with a 
rope/harness.  
 
Dymtrus believes that he’s won and descends the tower. He sees a 
dozen militiamen coming from the bar toward the cell tower. The 
Russians have flashlights and rifles. It’s a group of militia. 
 
Dymtrus reaches the bottom of the tower and begins walking 
toward the Russians, hands up. 
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But Dymtrus has “only” choked Artem unconscious. Dymtrus botches 
the job. Artem’s not entirely dead; the rope slips loose. Artem 
regains consciousness; takes the rope from around his neck. 
Artem looks down and sees Dymtrus pitch the phone into the 
bushes.  
 
SUBTEXT: Dymtrus can drop the phone from the tower during the 
fight scene, and it might land in the bushes beside the 
building. It’s an Apple so it might survive. The branches and 
the snow can cushion the impact. OR, later when on the ground 
Dymtrus can pitch the phone in the bushes. Either way, the phone 
arrives in the bushes. 
 
Artem climbs down; he’s focused on recovering the phone.  
 
Artem reaches the bottom of the cell tower and crawls into the 
bushes to stay out of sight and retrieve the phone. Artem knows 
the password. He cuts and pastes the tank positions into the 
communication app.  
 
Dymtrus arrives at the militia. From Artem’s POV, Dymtrus seems 
to be negotiating a deal. There is a long bit of talking and 
Artem can see from the body language and hand gestures that 
Dymtrus has flat-out surrendered. 
 
SUBTEXT: The implication is that Dymtrus makes an agreement with 
the Russians that if he will give up his accomplice (Artem) that 
he will not be executed.  
 
The Russians seem to nod their agreement and Dymtrus points up 
to the top of the cell tower, where he thinks Artem is located. 
The Russians shine their lights up into the tower. Nothing is 
there. Artem is in the bushes not far from the building. 
 
When it’s clear that Dymtrus has betrayed him to the Russians, 
Artem begins to look for the drone’s current longitude and 
latitude. The phone’s drone app says “---.--- and ---.---”  The 
drone is upside down in the snow a few meters away. 
 
Artem must crawl out from the bushes, slightly into the 
minefield. He’s spotted by the militia, who put flashlights on 
him. They fire at him. They narrowly miss Artem who is laying 
flat, but a bullet detonates a mine behind Artem. The shrapnel 
flies. The Russians and Dymtrus duck. Artem is hit with 
shrapnel. 
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By the time the militia looks up, Artem has turned the drone 
face up and the drone app immediately gets a location. Artem 
crawls back inside the base station building.  
 
Artem cuts and pastes the longitude and latitude from the drone 
app into the communications app.  
 
Artem has cut and pasted the GPS data, but then adds, “sustained 
spiral barrage. 20-acre target; everything now” and again 
“everything now!!!”  
 
Artem begins his stopwatch. A minute and thirty seconds until 
the shells arrive.  
 
Artem lays back. Bullets are flying all about but he’s okay with 
it. Calm and accomplished.  
 
SUBTEXT: He’s completed the mission and he’s confident what he’s 
called in will kill the tanks, Dymtrus and the militia. And he’s 
in the middle of it. Artem will be killed also. 
 
A low-velocity bullet strikes Artem. Giggling, making sounds 
like a wounded animal, he rolls over and gets behind some 
equipment, he’s grimacing and grunting with pain, he puts his 
hand under his shirt and brings the hand back showing himself 
the fresh blood. He lays there breathing heavily. Firing stops. 
 

DYMTRUS  
Surrender; it’s over, Artem. I’ve 
surrendered for us. On behalf of you.  
 

ARTEM 
Hey traitor, how does it feel to get 
hauled out of here to Russia, 
hours/minutes before our victory? 
 

DYMTRUS  
Don’t worry about it, you minion sheep 
farmer. 

 
The militia again begins to fire at the base station. They 
slowly move forward. 
 

DYMTRUS  
He’s unarmed.  

 
They move faster and nearer the base station building. 
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Artem’s down on the floor behind some telecommunications 
equipment. Spent bullets fly into the equipment. Some bounce off 
Artem.  
 
The Russians reach the door and pitch a grenade into the 
building. Artem manages to throw it back out at them.  
 
Artem’s stopwatch reaches one minute and thirty seconds. Artem’s 
still waiting for the shells to arrive. They should have 
arrived. Have the artillery not received the message? Has Artem 
been betrayed by the Major? 
 
Using the phone, Artem controls the drone and runs it directly 
at Dymtrus. The talons from the drone cuts Dymtrus across the 
face. Dymtrus grins he thinks he’s won. It’s just a cut. 
 
The artillery shells begin to fall. They fall and fall until the 
tower collapses. The building is destroyed. The minefield is 
destroyed. Everyone in the minefield is blown to bits.  
 
If the director wants to blow up the bar where the militia 
drink, that will be fun. It can be the last artillery shot of 
the war.  
 
EXT. AERIAL SHOT – FORMER CELL TOWER - MORNING 
 
A drone shot reveals the total destruction. Not only is the cell 
tower collapsed and the base station destroyed, the entire 
minefield is covered with craters from the shelling; the area 
looks like the surface of the moon.  
 
EXT. FORMER CELL TOWER – NEXT MORNING 
 
The Major is there looking solemnly at the destruction. He’s 
contemplating what happened, which is impossible to calculate. 
 
A platoon of engineers are in the area sweeping for mines, they 
can’t find any mines that remain unexploded and signal this to 
the Major.  
 
Nearly the entire Ukrainian army is moving through Donetsk. 
Waves and waves of infantry. Ukrainian tanks are in the streets. 
Armored personnel carriers drive by. In the distance, some 
citizens are putting up Ukrainian flags. Pretty girls are waving 
at the soldiers, welcome.  
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The doctor and the sheepdog arrive. They are digging through the 
bricks and the smouldering rubble and electrical equipment. 
Several soldiers pull the electric generator out of the rubble; 
it looks usable with a bit of work. It’s a prize. 
 
The dog first and then the Doctor find Artem under the rubble, 
barely alive.  
 

DOCTOR 
Corpsman. Help. Corpsman. 

 
CORPSMAN arrive and begin to dig Artem out of the collapsed 
building. 
 
The Major looks out at the city; it seems safe. The Russians are 
gone. The Major directs the rescue.  
 

MAJOR 
You soldiers, drop those rifles and get 
busy. You too. 

 
A half-dozen soldiers fall out and help with the rubble.  
 
A Ukrainian army ambulance pulls very near the rubble as they 
are uncovering Artem.  
 
The Major is standing on a pile of rubble; he can see the entire 
rescue. There is a confident grin from the Major.  
 

DOCTOR 
Careful.  

 
The corpsmen carefully put Artem on a gurney. Near death, Artem 
can’t raise a hand. Shifting his eyes, Artem gives a slight 
acknowledgement to the Doctor.  
 

DOCTOR 
He’ll survive, but only if you’re 
competent. Now get moving. I’m eighty 
and move faster than you slugs. 

 
The doctor notices at what used to be part of Dymtrus’s shirt. 
There is a torso, and a matching arm, twenty meters away.  
 
The corpsmen load Artem into the ambulance.  
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EXT. ZELENOGRAD CEMETERY – CENTRAL MOSCOW – YEARS LATER 
 
Artem, now an amputee, stands over Angelique’s grave.  
 
END EPISODE THREE 
 
FADE OUT 
 
 
 
 
NEED MATERIAL FOR A LONGER TV SERIES? 
 
This KHERSON story was designed for either a five 60 min episode 
mini-series. Or a mini-series with three 90 min episodes.  
 
If you are interested a longer series… I would suggest, we 
combine… this script with 3 others.  
 
DONETSK – A Russian journalist investigates the assassination of 
a Russian admiral and accidently discovers who was responsible 
for the 1963 assassination of John F. Kennedy in Dallas.  
 
UKRAINIAN CASABLANCA – a former professional soccer player 
wanders around Ukraine, contemplates leaving the country, until 
he sees smoke from the advancing Russian army. 
 
BURNED MAN - Three Russians steal from a Ukrainian 
truckdriver/farmer and then burn him alive, but the Ukrainian 
does the unexpected; he survives. It’s a wild form of justice 
and an act of visceral revenge. 
 
 


