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BOLSLEVIK wust be seen teo

jurp {ror cart and be
instantly ridden dcown in

Shots 664/065 to explain his
rresence later on the Red
Crecs waggen., ne vould
cbviously have gone cff with
the deserters if he were able)},

- Include bzlalaika among "supplies”

- Let YURI see balalaika with LARA
and KATYA.

- Zalalaika attached tc one of the
bags carricu by YURI,

- LARA heles balalaika across her
knces throughout, unconscicusiv
caressing it as she responds tc
LCEAPOVERY.,  (3ut make sure net
to hammer 1t flat, marricularly
on "I'rc carrving his child.”
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Neviseé 17.5.65)
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ZXTZRICE Das ToCATION ST =R Ll

LONG LZ0T. It iz deep nignt znd we czznot see
wnet vie are lookirg at. t is, in f=zct, =& aon
rrojcct nezring its coxpletion., 4 Ied Star and
Rusgian lettering in nzon hover in ithe sky.
(Thece are, in faet, on zcaffoliing percied on
tne tep of the dam, as we shall ses when day-
light comes 2% the end of the filw). Tor the

moment, the huge bulk of the cdam itsell could e
one with the mountazin walls which heave up from
the floor ol the zarrow valley. At the foot of
one of these 2lnocst pe"nendicular walls, we can
see the black pouth of a tuanel. Froam the tunnel
e line of pecple emerze, antlike, Ariother lize
of peonle euter, so thet the two movemenvs are
contrapuntal. This is all-we can see during:

CRTDIT TITIEZ, After the TFINAL TITIZ:

e move in, seeing that these are manuel workers,
one shkift comirg from work, the other going to ift.
There is no sugzestion of slave-labour, they walk
haphzzerd, in ones and iwos and buncies, as workers
everywhere, They exchange odd greetinzgs as they
. W s amilig» $0 us is the kigh prs-
& ¢ of men omeng théess heavy lavourers
from their garb and zzit they evicdently are),
e

i

Moving with trhese people we coze to a h cment the
works ofZices of the project. in one ovig aut the
lights zre ¢on and in the spill stand UE:PG“"“D DR
notor-cizes, 2 iz car Witz 2 peninant. -The passing

v O-l..-..-) (__‘-'e T

2 wide berth, giznecing =2t thexm
3ity. A shadow fallz from one of

{n
©
S0 i e

vith covert cuxri
the windows. 411 look up.
A militzry lookixzg s_¢houette ir. the vindow, motion-

lese,

The JOXETRE nurriedly 1o%k zwasy and pass on.
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< rut we find %zt the figsare is that
of Cemersr VITORAD Znivego, 2 iron nzn with a
pilitary crop of white heoir. His periect
wniform bvegrs 2 pzir of high awerde. | He is the
emsodizent of zuticrity =i seli-contrel. He
looks dovz st the poszing stresm of WOREDLS,
whica wa =zee over his shouller, Ees turas.

TeUmD AT
....a-aV\J'a. =

What are they like, these girls? -

IEGIT.ZR, & thickset no-noxnsense young man in &
sheepskin jacket, is ruffling through a metal
filing drzwer of record czrds. He znswers
sligktly rprotectively:
IHGINZZER .
They 're very good. Bit wild. Spend
their money quickly. torkk hard.

TCVGRAT
Are theyr litcrete?

- ZRGINIZR
Som& of tham. In and ocut o
Reformatories from the day they were
picked up. Jobs like <this. It’'s
Gegrading - you shouldrn 't use & human
beinz to move earth.

-
e

YZVCRAT (Iixing him)

-
0 .

¥
LIGINEZR sloms shut the drawer, tuwrming with card
i his harnczs, Sers pucn more vehasmently, almost

aceusctory: -

CUGIITIR {
Ar.d itz not afficient. (This is
comething vlilick teeps zim awaks at
night). If they’'d give me two more
excaveters 1°d be 2 yezr aghead of ihe
nlan by nowl (His jaw sticks ous

LY
-

muzmaciouwsly ).
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13-18 Continvez
EZTGEAT (visa %ry ziniration)
Tou’ zn impatient generation.
FATITT

o INCITTIN(Tith wry rdmiration)
' Jeren’t yout

TEVGRAY <clszs the cax»d, his helf-smile going.

IZVERAT

Tes we wszreo., Very. (e looks
dovm at the card; going svill.
Quietly:) Don‘t be too impestient,
Comrzde zngzineesr, We 've come very
far,. . very fast.

Thuere is a hint of reproof from & senior in this
and ILIGITCIL expostulates:

LNGINZER
Well I lmov that Com -

YEVGRAT
Yes, But 2o you kmow what it cost?

19 CIQOSET SHOT. He genily lzye down the record card
beziie a yelliow-backed book on the table. ON 3S0UND:
(30URD) Trere were children in those
days who lived off huren flesk. Did
you kmow that?
20 ZIIGIINZEE rezeri him uwnder Lis orows, awxkward: the
yJouugSr ZEne a*ion 2 btit exberrassed; izpressed

&
but not part
rapsy f=r of
BUuUTters:

1calar;y interestcd in these 0ld un-
f things. Tuwrns away to window,

— oy s e g
=l -*.h-—ﬁl !

Yoo T've hosv3d {thas cae Te s‘tiffens,
- 4

szys8:) Thot's Zowarov, now.
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Continued
Instantly YZIVEDAR is by his side. Together they
look out at:

ZADERICR AN IUCATION SUILER  NIGHT

A GIRL, one of the workers, the last, emerging fronm
the ftinzel and approszching. At this distance we
can oniy zuess at her age (z2tout twenty) from her
careless, swinging walk, the easy carriage of =z
emall pack over one shoulder. She looks very tiny,
approaching on her owm.

INTZRIOR HEUT SIUDIO FIGHT

INGINZER is surprised, curious, even faintly amused
at YEVGRAF's gelvanic reaction and the intensity of
his stvare into the darimess.

ZNGIITZER  (Hesitant, delicately)
Vhat’s ... your interest in this
girl, Comrade General?

EXTERIOR Da¥ LOCATION SIMIER KIGHT
The GLRL approsching. Dialogue over:

YZVGERAT _

She mzy te my brother’s child.
ZNGIVZZR (4stonished pleasure)
Turi Aadreyevich?

YZV3EAT

Yes. (As correcting a too-largze
¢laim) Ly half-brother I showld
say. (A pause) If ske is ..,
-ghe’s 2lso lazra’s child.
TUGIIZIE

T [
The Ilzrc”?
)

)

Fhe GILRL epprozciiing rasses out of czighs. ~On the

mnly view:

(1]
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YZIVGERA
-~ hral -
The Larz, res.

—rmT g '] rrmTe—— - ——— nmeeryy
IIMPERICE =07 RUNIEVIRY, Sviz.on CNIGHT

He turns awzy f{ron window, looking older, thougktful.
Thet ‘s a new edition of the cycle.
INGINEZE ,
I know, (He takess possession of

the book) WHe admire your brother
very nuch.

YEV3ERLT (Dry)

Yes, + Everyone sezms to. KNow,

ERGIRZZH
We couwlén’t adnmire him when we
weren’t allowed to read Lim!

A dsngercus topic. YIVGRAF takes the book. Puts
it dovm. Looks up 2t the young msr and says
flatly, 2g one cpologising for nothing.

TZVGRAF
No.

COGINZZR is gled to have nezotizated the bad moment.
degards the boolr, laughs.
4

-y it o
DRGINEZTH

Viell! Your brotker’s child and Larz’s -!
There ousnt to e somcthinz about her...?

YEVGRAFT (Unspilirg:; with bitter
weariness) You’d think so woulda’t
7ou, Bus Ive Tezn looking ..

lonz time ...

A ¥mock at the dccor. ZHGINZIR looks to YZVGRAF
wao noas: bvoth aleri.
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Corntinued
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She comes
freeves ar

v Ao dn sham ey |
ST L JC S REPE

(
I sent fo; ron, Comrzade.
She locks at YZV3RLF., On 30UMD:
You‘re not in any trouble,
CLO3E SHCT. YEVGRAP looks =zt the GIRL.

CLOSEZ SHOT. She looks back at him, frightened.
She turns sharply as:

ENGINZZR goes with discreet swiftness.

And sharply back at YIVGRAF waen he stirs. She
feels beset. . YEVGRAT for his part confronts =
situztion for which his training hasa’t prepared
him. Because ne is moved ke feels hesitant.
Beccause e feels nesitant ke fells becik on the

'menner he krows test, the Authoritztive. There

seems no rnossicviliiy of coumunicaticn between
then, The =silenrce prolongs itself, Who can
brezk it?

ZVGRAF

I am Generzl Yevgraf Zhivago.

Ske looks at him, unyielding, expertly appraising
what degree of trouble she is in,

I an locking for someone,. Do you
zderstand? ’

(§}]
H
()
()
(8]
(o]
v
n
o

3 vefore, Ze is more znd more trouvled.
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coniinuad

Y:VGR:? (Cont)
ihe pcrzon 1 em looking
be my iece.

or would

k1

. But suddenly, she gives
i the izconzruous idea,
supprissed bht charming while izt

(O]

)
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S
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lasts. 00390314; rker face again she pushes
back w:sp of Lizir from Ler fcrcnead ggairn with
2 work-nzrdened little paw, =2 groceful gesture
and locks =%t his with eyes thh, now that the
fear is going frox thenm, are soft and fine.
YEVGEAT szys curtly:

n

m(l}

YIVGR!
Plegsz =it dow

They sit, the book beitwesn then.
Your nzme is - ?
Her dictior is rough, her voice sweet.

T GIRL
Tonye Konerov, Comrade General.

YIVGRAT nocés and shifts in his seat; her voice
has disturbed him.  Coldly:

TEVGRAT
They fournd you in Mongolia, didn’t
they?

TIE GIRL
Yes Coprside Generzl.

\’ hd ‘I\.n u‘..t

Tazt were you doirng thare?

L2 et =T
- -
I was lost, Coorade Genecrzl.

*
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Contizued

YZVGRAT
Eow did you come 10 e losi?

THS GIRLD

’ -
.o I've forgotten,

Hy
ct
(O]
H

This comes out soitly & a sii
ske looks 2% iz qui$e frenxly; 1
YEVGRAF takes 2 new tack,

ght hesitation, b»UT
+ i3 an honest azxnswsr.

Y-.'lvﬁ-': AT m
Jas Komarovsky your father’s name?

THE GIRL
I suppose so, Comrade Guneral
YOVGRAF
You suppose so.
- I35 GIRL .
It’s a common name.
YEVGRAF -
Do you remeaber your father?
THE GIRL
LI 2 No.
YEVGRAD

Do you rexember your mother?

She looks dowm a2t tke book. Ve suspect tears. 3ut
ner voice when it cozmes is studiedly off-hend:

i am) - -
it J-nL
Yes, I remenber my mother,

YEVGRAR
"hat was her naz=sT

cl
L.

He leans Forward involuntarily, but she shrugs 32t
silly quection:
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GIRL

H & i
oo MTEuDmy,

YIVERAT is +troucled, She won't lock at ki,
Gently:

e? (Ad3ds quickly)
mezn what &id zhe look like?

THE GIRL
... Big.

Agzin her voice is dry, almost sneering; she still
hasn‘t looked up.

YEVGRAF
Dig?

Now she deoes look up but looks awey, presenting =n
implacable profile; the effert of self-control makes
ker look zlmost mezn. - The fact that her eyes are
swimming with tears doubly pathetic by forece of con-

trast. Ske shrugs again at hies male stupidity:
- THE GIEL
I was

little. She loocked ... (She
swallows) ... big.

Can you rezd?

THE GIRL _
Yes (Reads) "lara. A Cycle of
roems., 3y Y. A. Zhivago".

YIVGERAT
ot ne. iy ha2lif-brother. The

person I za looltdng for would be
this man’s dzughier. Thiz would
he Ler mosher. “lLera”, oid

anyoody ealli your Liother Lzra?
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I don'% kmow ..., I den’t think so,.

TEVGRAR's bigz kend mokes en involuntary movement
tewards her smzll cne cun the tzble, She withdraws
it. Thern loclks 2% hin ratinier shyly to seec i tais
has wounded hinm. She sriffs, wipes her nose oz

the corner cf a coarse scarf, says genily:

TEE GIRL
I'm not your niece, Conrzde General,

Now they confront cach cther as twe huxan bheings,
her pity having conguered his authority, her om
fear, <uietly he says: ' ‘
YEVGRAT " : ‘
I am nobody s idea of an uncle. Eut
if thies man were oy fother, I should
want to kmow. Dié your mother ovar
tell you shat your faither was & poet?

THE GIRL (#¥itk sentle insistence)
Comrads Generzl, ay father wosa't a
poet.

strom oA S ALLE T
YTRVERAY (Quickiy)

Y

“hat was your fether?

She 7ives it w Zestures nezlrlessl then:
? 7
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YESVGRAF
3ut you likcd your mother?

TEZ GIRL {(“hispers)
fes, of course.

YEVGRLAY. :
Does the name "Strelnikov" mean
anything? :
She really <thinks, really trying to help. To help
her he repeats softly: .

" StTElnikOV" - s A
che shakes her head.

YEVGRAT (Cont) -
"Varykizno®, That‘s a place, nct =
person.

>

She shekes her hezad,
“"Gromeko.
She thinkes, He leans forward. She says:

T2 GIRL

Gromeke,

She says it without ruch interest; but YEVIRAF,
eagerly:

YZVGRATR
Yec?

She shzkes zer head. TUVGRAF sits back but
watenrzs her intently. fle will follow up what

m2y be zn unconscious thread through the labyrinth.
Snezlting very carefvlily, he euvarks:
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36/ Continued i
38 '

YTVGRAT (Cons)
* You sec, he lost hies mother ... (He
hes caught her interest) at zbout
o ‘s

the same age you wers, Wi
moether ost ycu ... And in ke same
part ¢f the world.

CUT

SCENE NULBERS 40 TO €6 REMATN OUT CF SCRIPT,
CONIIIUZ SCENE 67 QN PAGT 1

Pl
£5]
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Continued

‘THE GIRL
Gromeko.

She says it without much mterest but YEVGRAF eagerly:

YEV GRAF
Yes?

She shakes her head. YEVGRAT sits back but watches her intently.
He will follow up what may be an unconscious thread through the
labyrinth. Speaking very carefully, he embarks.

You see, the man I think may be your father, lcst his

mother ... (He has caught her interest) At about the same
age you were when your mother 1ost you ... And in the same
part of the world.

cuT

EXTERIOR GRAVEYA RD LOCATION . DAY EARLY WINTER

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. Undera sncw-heavy sky ‘moved by a
strong wind is spread a flat landscape, full and immense. In the
distance something winds towards us like an eel, across a vast pale
field of stubble. The CAMERA ZOOMS slowly in. We begin to
recognise a procession, people in blacik, and hear above the wind a
requiem chant led by a choir. The ZOOM continues:

MEDIUM SECT Still Z00MING inwards we see that the procession
consists of some forty persons, mostly PEASANTRY of semi-Asiatic -
type, but a few MIDDLE-CLASS ladies and gentlemen. They are
following a coffin carried shouldar high., Immediately behind the coffin
walks 2 boy, dressed in black. This, in CLOSE SHOT is the thin-faced,
dark-eyed YURI, his features a refined version of the PEASANTS",

He is looking up at:

CLOSE SHOT TRACKING, The COFFIN. It is open, showing the
CORPSE OF A WOMAN surrounded by flowers. The waxen face has
the same exotic beauty as the boy’s. '

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI. His eyes leave the coffin and look
gravely ahead.

LONG SHOT - Angling past the shoulder of a sinvous semi-oriental
dome, we see the buriz! ground, its headstones, its high wall topped
with a running curve of ornament, its old carved gates hanging open,
the procession approaching. )
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MEDIUM SHOT. (On SOUND the singing approaching) The HEAD-
STONES share the unfamiliar styling of the building Some are of
sheet iron and wag and rattle gently in the wind. Most are overgrown.

CLOSE SHOT. A HEADSTONE of heavy wood On it a photograph of
the deceased, a2 middle~aged man of quasi-asiatic type, with long
moustaches The singing louder,

CLOSE SHOT A sheet-iron headstone wags in the wind. On it.a
photograph of a child, Past this comes the PRIEST leading the coffin-
bearers and, YURI. The CAMEPA {follows him in CLOSE UP, He

is looking about with a sort of wondering alertness at:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. THE HEADSTONES monstrous. On
one the PHOTOGRAPH of a WOMAN in her bridal gown,

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. He looks upwards again
CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The COFTI'IN looming above him.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURL Looks downwards from the coffin.
Checks suddenly. The head of the procession has come to 2 halt.
Looks upwards as:

CLOSE SHOT. The PRIEST towers over him stretching out a hand.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is gently propelled into a new position by the
Priest's hands Something above him catches his eye.

CLOSE SHOT. The COTFTIN is being lowered from its high perch
against the sky. The CAMERA iollows it downwards until the DEAD
WOMAN'S FACE comes to rest beside an open grave.

CLOSE UP. YURI, We expect some reaction. But instead, the
singing ceases and he looks round him with timid curiosity.

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. Looking down on the gruup around the
grave we see the MOURNERS and LOCALS shuffle round into a circle
of respectful radius, isolating YURI on one side of the grave, the
PRIEST on the other. The MOURNERS are well dressed, some dressed
elegantly and carry wreaths. PBeshind them are the LOCALS, roughly
clad, curious. Movement ceases except for the wind. All stare at
YURI.

CLOSE SHOT. ANNA and ALEXANDER GROMEKQ, with child TONYA
between them. ANNA a well-dressed middle-aged lady with a too

sensitive face. ALEXANDER , a dignified and gentle academic. They
regard YURI with deep sympathy.
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MEDIUM SHOT. TFrom theu- POV we see YURI and the PRIEST
who now commences:

PRIEST
The earth is the Lord's and the fullness thereof, the
earth and everything that dwells therein .. ete.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, one hand in her mother's, peering shyly at:

"CLOSE UP. YURI He looks up with respectful curiosity.

CLOSE SHOT the PRIEST. From Yuri s low eye-line he looks
gigantic. He is reading from a small black book with professional
solemnity. His professional boredom is revealed in the way he sways
his weight from heel to toe, and adjusts his vestments as the wind
pulls at them, He glances down his nose at:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He lowers his eyes, sees something and
cocks his head slightly.

CLOSE SHOT. His MOTHER A YELLOW LEAF has biown onto
her face.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He looks away at:

MEDIUM SEOT. A SILVER BIRCH is shedding its last yellow leaves
into the grey wind.

CLOSE SHOT. YURL The CAMERA TRACKS slowly towards him .

MEDIUM SHOT. THE TREE, from YURI'S POV, coming gradua.lly
closer as the CAMERA ZOOMS slowly in. On SOUND the PRIEST's
official lamentation begins to dwindle, overlain by a "magical”
singing, a dirge for the tree as it parts with its leaves.

CLOSE UP. YURI. The CAMERA continues its track into BIG CLOSE
UP. The Priest's voice is by now entirely taken over by the DIRGE.
For a few moments YURI is lost in the music. Then, with great
suddenness, a harsh grating cuts off the DIRGE and YURI looks quickly -
his first and only moment of horror - at:

CLOSE SHOT The COFFIN LID is dragged into place by TWO SEXTONS,
obscuring his mother's face.

CLOSE UP. YURI watches, rivetted. The SOUND of the lid slipping
into place, a warning grunt followed by loud banging.
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98 CLOSE SHOT. The TWO SEXTONS both hammer furiously at nails
already lined~up in prepared holes.

99 CLOSE UP YURI... On SOUND the shocking din stops as abruptly -
as it began Silence for 2 moment, and then a rising murmur of voices.
He looks round at:

100 MEDIUM SHOT, The LCCALS press forward, anxious not to miss the
next moment. The MOURNERS express shocked resentment, but they
too are fascinated.

101 CLOSE SHOT <YUR!. He looks down.
102 CLOSE SHOT The COFFIN is disappearing into the grave.

103 CLOSE SHOT. YURI steps forward to the very edge. He is frowning
with the effort to take in what is being done, but it could be taken for
morbid curiosity and:

104 CLOSE SHOT. ANNA. A little shocked, or daunted.

105 MEDIUM SHOT. Ropes are whipped up from the grave by four hefty
PEASANTS who have accomplished the job. The SEXTONS hasten
to shovel earth into it, one of them gently moves YURI back with a
big hand, the better to perform his work.

106 CLOSE SHOT. The COFFIN lying in the grave, earth and pebbles
thundering and rattling on the wood. -

107 CLOSE UP. YURI. On SOUND the terrible drumming continues. The
CAMERS moves into VERY BIG CLOSE UP. His face is clenched
with efforc, intellectual effort of enquiry, not emotional effort of
control. He is trying to come to terms with Death.

108 CLOSE UP. In grey light, faintly luminous, the perfected face of
YURI'S MOTHER, eyes closed, tranquil, is turned up to the shower of
thundeéring earth upon the coffin lid above her, as to a shower of gentle
rain.

109 CLOSE SHOT. The GRAVE. Through a foreground of {lying spades
we see that the coffin is almost covered.

110 BIG CLOSE UP. YURI has made his terms. He looks thoughtful but
not shocked, awed but upright, and is unaware of anything but what he
has just perceived. On SOUND the earth begins to fall softly on earth,
the CAMERA MOVES BACK and we hear the wailing of peasant women.
YURI hears ir, understands it has nothing for bim, turns his head a
bit to see:
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CLOSE SHOT. The BIRCH TREE swaying in the wind. On SOUND

the confused noise of wailing, the sobs of a lady, the occasional cough
of a gentleman agzain succumb to the "magic'" dirge. The CAMERA |
CRANES UPWARDS through the branches and flying leaves against
processional clouds as YURI cannot possibly see them except in imagin-
ation, and then; SOUND modulating, we follow a shower of leaves out
of the moving cage of twigs to fly in freedon: for a moment in grey
space and:

CLOSE UP. YURI MUSIC cuts. He is recalled to himself, looks
round startled. '

MEDIUM SEOT. YURI in foreground. ANNA is beckoning him from
the head of the grave Evidently, she has said something to recall

him from what must have been a prolonged trance, for only she,
PRIEST, ALEXANDER and TONYA are now present, and they are Iook-
ing at him curiously. The grave is piled with wreaths. The
MOURNERS are making their way with discreet relief along the path

to the monastery which abutts onto the graveyard. Lights are appearing
in the windows there.

YURI understands that they are waiting for him to place his small
nosegay. He walks forward to do so. He stops.

CLOSE SHOT. His small footsteps in the earth. _
CLOSE UP. YURI. He looks up at the adults to see how bad this is.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and ANNA. ANNA looks upset but
ALEXANDER gives him a faint encouraging smile.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI places his nosegay among the wreaths ANNA
enters picture, takes his hand, smiling at him, perhaps a little
hesitantly, and leads him off into LONG SHOT where they join ALEX-
ANDER and TONYA. A little flurry of SNOW drifts across the picture.
ALEXANDER looks up at the sky. They follow the PRIEST down the
path to the monastery.

cuT
INTERICR MONASTERY CELL STUDIO NIGHT

BIG CLOSE UP. TONYA, standing at the end of a bed, is staring
with great solemnity at: -

CLOSE UP. YURI sitting up in bed. A hand is held over his head and
the boy is looking seriously upwards at the owner:
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18

CLOSE UP. The'PRIEST, from YURI'S POV, his eyes shut and
lips moving in silent prayer.

MEDIUM SHOT. They are in a little lamp-lit white-washed cell.

The few articles of furniture are of plain white wood. There is a _
crucifix on the wall. A small domed trunk stands on the floor beneath
the window. His pTayer concluded, the PRTEST males the sign of

the Cross over the child, opens his eves, and smiles down with
professional benevolence. YURI continues to examine him. The
PRIEST looks rather uncertainly ai.ANNA who looks uncertainly back
at him. The PRIEST clears his throat. .

PRIEST .o
You and your husband will dine with us Madame Gromeko,

ANNA
Thank you, Father,

The PRIEST goes, watched carefully by YURI. The watchfulness
of his keen little face hasn't altered. And ANNA is 2 little nervous
of him. i

Will you lie down then, Yuri?

He looks at her and obediently lies back, still looking at her.
Nervously tucking him in she says:

Your mummy and I were great, great friends you know.

This very decent lady is excusing herself for taking to herself the
mother's part; but this dreadfully self-contained child continues
simply to look at her.

Sonow .., we ... are going to look after you.

YURI
Thank you.

With startling suddenness the child half rises, looking fiercely off
and saying very coldly:

That's Mother's.

ALEXANDER stands in the doorway, holding a fine balalaika. He
is stopped short by the child's intensity but comes and places the
instrument on the bed (the child sitting up to receive it) saying quietly:

ALEXANDER
It's yours, now.
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122/ Continued

125 .
YURI doesn't touch it but looks down at it. His tone is deadpan. -

YURI

Mine?

ANNA

Yes. Mummy ... left it to you.

YURI

In her will.

His face is still turned down from them, his tone expresses nothing
of whatever he is feeling, the phrase is cbviously from some adult
conversation he has overheard; he is probing for information. And
evidently there is some awkwardness in this region. The GROMEKOS
exchange a wary glance. ALEXANDER says gently and seriously,
inexpertly avuncular: -

ALEXANDER
Do you know what a Will is, old chap?

YURI
Money.

He looks straight up at them as he makes this unconscious indictment
of adult values. ANNA is a bit thrown.

ANNA
Well no, Yuri, just this. Your Daddy ... has all the money.

Looking down again his face hidden, he runs his fingers clumsily over
the strings. Brightly: '

Can you play it?
He shakes his. head.

ALEXANDER (Robust)
I thought all the people in this part of the world could play
the balalaika.

YURI (Looks at him, palely:)
You don't live here do you?

ANNA (Gently)
‘No Yuri; we live in Moscow; that's a long way from here.

(Bright again:) But you'll like Moscow. (To her husband)
Whanit ha? .
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122/ Continued

125

126

ALEXANDER ({Quietly, looking at the boy)
After a bit, Takes time to get used to things, doesn't it
old man?

YURI looks at him. Then down at the instrument, 2Exut evidently
he has registered the gentle respect of ALEXANDER's tone, for he
vouchsafes:

YURI
Mother could play it.

He takes his hands from it, signalizing that he has finished with it.
ALEXANDER takes it, ANNA rises, saying seriously:

ANNA :
Oh. Well, your mother was an Artist, Yuri: Your mother
had a Gift.

We understand from her intonation that "Art" and "Gift'" are taken
seriously in the Gromeko household. ALEXANDER placing the
balalaika on the table for the child to see {i:% the child looks steadily
at them, not it) says cheerfully: .

ALEXANDER
Perhaps Yuri's got a gift. (To YURI) Would you like
lessons?

YURI
I can't play it.

The GROMEKOS looks at him from the doorway, quite daunted.

ANNA ("Brightly') _
Well. Say goodnight to Yuri, Tonya.

TONYA goes to him.

CLOSE SHOT, YURI and TONYA. Gravely they kiss cheeks; she
with shy tenderness, he with cold courtesy. On SOUND, ANNA,
gently:

(SOUND)
He's your brother now...

TONYA leaves him. He settles back. On SOUND.
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126 Continued

ANNA (SOUND, rather hopelessly)
Goodnight, Yuri.

ALEXANDER (SOUND, sympathetma.lly robust)
Goodnight, old chap.

YURI (inexpressively )
Goodnight.

On SOUND. the door closes. YURI turns his head to look at':

127 CLOSE SHOT. The BALALAIKA, a magnificent thing of polished
wood and mother of pearl. On SOUND we hear it "play" soitly.

128 CLOSE UP. 'YURI as before. On SOUND the balalaika stronger.

129 CLOSE UP. The BALALAIKA, on SOUND the music full, a virtuoso
at the strings.

130 CLOSE SHOT. YURI frowns, gets from bed, cuttixig off the music.
He kneels, eyes firmly closed, hands correctly together and:

YURI

Dear God and my Holy Guardian Angel, keep me in the

path of truth ... And please tell Mother not to worry.
Please tell her that I like the Gromekos very much. ..
Please don‘t let her worry. For our Saviour's sake. Amen

He nips back into bed and burrows shivering beneath the coverings
A terrible howling and clattering wells up on SOUND as:

DISSOLVE ‘
EXTERIOR GRAVEYARD LOCATION WINTER DAY FOR NIGHT

131 MEDIUM SHOT Surrounded by clanking and vibrating metal headstones
the mother's grave is being swept by a blizzard. The quivering wreaths
are being torn from the grave, YURI's little nosegay has gone.

INTERIOR MONASTERY CELL STUDIO NIGHT

132 CLOSE SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting through the partially snowed-
up window into YURI's cell. The wind is banging a branch of old

creeper against the glass as if to attract the boy's attentlon YURI
turns over in bed.



EXTIRIOR GRAVIYALD 10 ATION WINIZR DAY FCR KIGED

133 INSE SE0T. The zrave. & large rowad wresatn, its
laurels clogged with wznow, Lowls tipeilr 2way arnd
falls over.

r e TR TR I b - AT T
INTERIOR MQUASTERY CILLL 3TUDIO KIGETD

134 CICSZ 30T, Throug: the window we se¢ YURI coming
cowards us, He clinns rr oa the Trunk bensaithl ths
window end pregsas zis face 2gzinst the cecld gless

open-eyed hut horrified. '
INTERIOR HUT S3STUDIO DAY

135 CLOSE UP. 72EE GIRL, lost in uhOL:hT soems 6 Te
staring back at him with sympathetic understanding,
the moan of the bllzza_d fading to silerce.

136 LEDITH SECT, YEVGIAF, standing now, csceing her
expression smiles a little, says as thoagb to com-
fort her: '

YEVGRAF

I don’t kmow +that he missed his
mother. I don’t think children
that age do, . - .

But sne rerlies very seriously, and rasher as thouzx
in defence of YURI:

- t—]
(8] l"i
ﬂ

.l

1)

kA

~% which YZVGRAT is serious in twrn. Szys almost
harshly: o
YETERAR
- Pnat was diffzrent. You .were =2
enild of the Revoluticn. You had
notring. Mo nzd, the Grozel:ls. -
(Dry) Good liberal bourgeoiz,

He is spesking quwickly, rzther 2ivterly but nov
- . - = 1, -~ 'y - » a
tranzleting Jor her with o faint sardonic zmile:
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Continued

YZVGRAT (Cont)

Goocd people, wav turned away from

anythidng unpiecaszant. You kmow?

1'--1 C-r

I xnow.
She :ays it calmly, almost in revroof of kis
saxr'..sm. Zvidently her toleraznce extends further
then his; perhars she has some sympatay with psoplc

who turn zway Irosm things unplilczsant. Then, strucl
by a thougit: .

What gbout his father?

CLOCE S80T, YEVGRAT., There is a chort silence
before he answers.

YEVGRAT

iy father toc. 3By a dififcrens
mother., My mother was a pezsant.
You can seec that ... He wes a pro-
duct of his class and time, a
ga1fish, dissipsted, miserable man,
He comaitted suicide by jumping
from a trairn ... I dca’t know where
or when.

EX2ZRIOR GROIERD CGuuT“Y HOUJE IOCATION SWIER
. DAY

NEDIT S=20T. Low angle. A gr=2ss bazk with sky
behind it. CSomeonc cliabs into view and stands
on it, looking over ihe open cowntry at somcthing
It is the boy YUAI znow eighteen months older.

“"PIO“ RAILTAY IGCATION SWCTR DAY

Tre——— e -
LRy FFERFTEAN I- 'Tr‘ r..N‘.{C-l. .

cecs. A gently

« In the distarce =z
tke middle of nowaer
endi ng fron the

undud.ating summer landscer
TRAIN stanis staticnsry in
a nz¢dle of vhite zieam ase
loco notive.

[~
bl
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SIIZRICE GROIUID COUHITRY HOUSE  LOCATICH  SUEER

TEDIT SHEQOT, YﬁRZ irx. foregro and. e now see that
the ozxit on which he stznds forms th: bBoundary of

g welil-lcdl lau: cn whicnh AMIA =ztandz serving tea.
.The <zble is clegonv =21 fresco, ALZTANNDER a2=d
- TONYA eit there. iluzsy looking IUJIK wezits.

Y Qe
we glinpse tieir modsst and charzing houss.,

YOI .
The Irans-3iverian has stoppad.

NNa (Following his geze)
S50 it has.

She isn’t really interested, but we see that she
hes fellen under YURI ‘s swey; whatever hie says
will interest kher. Pouring milk into AIEXAITIER ‘s
cofica: S _

CORTINULT ON PiGT 24
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Continued

AXNA (Comnt) :
tiow very ocdd, Alexev; the Trans-Siberian has
sto%nped,

CLC3E ShOT. A#xNA sits noxt to ALEXANDER, who reading

a newspaper, declines tc be interested.

ALEXALGDER
That isn't odd, that's typical. They've
prcbably let the fire out.

TOKYA, arinking milk, a milk-mcustache on her upper
lip, giggles. ner father smiles at her,

iily enly audience.

These two are very close., ANNA smiles a matchmaking
smile at her daughter, says:

ANNA
Yuri, come and drink your rilk.

CLOSE &8rOT. YURI, rather reluctantly, roves,
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION‘_ SUMMER DAY

LEDIUN LOLG ShCT. In level summer fields where cows
graze, stands the train., The loccocmotive cends up its
pillar of stearm with a4 steady sigh like sleer. All
aleng the train, on the embkenkwent, and lcoking {rom
rear wincows, the PASSEACGERS look all in one directioen, -
to the rear. ostly they are poer folk but there is a
good sprinkling of tlie wealthy, sharply differentiated
from the poor. Exnressions vary fror wincing disgust
to gawping curiosity. They are locking towards:

A little £flat wagzon behinu the train, a curious
vehicle with levers on it. It is surrounded at a
respectful distance by curious PASSENGERS. Behind it
stand two RAILVAYMEN. Before it stands a rustic
OFFICIAL. 5He {lips shut 2 notebock in which he is
writing, nods to RAILWAYMEI!. They stcop for something
whéch fhias been hidden by the waggon, seize it, lift it
and: .

CLOst SiCT: duwr a dead wan's body on the waggon, face
down, Its clothes are g¢ood but now torn and dirtied.
The onlookers flincs 2ic murmur but fall silent and
still as:
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Continuea

Soreone only visible from the wzist dewn comes on
frame and weunts the wacgon, Fine shinv shoes, neat

" biaca trousers.

146/
150

151

152

vnleohers look un with reluctant resrect at:

; AROVELY standirng cn fiac wawson., A scowling rower-
ful face, guick intelli ivent eves, nis waistccat re-
veals a fiuw linen shirt; he mors his neck savagely
with a white ihanrdkerchief., A ireat-ezter, a clucman,
he has fallen unconsciously into the attitude of a2
conqueror over the corpse wi.ich k2 utterly ignores.
fie also igrores the incipient aisarrobatien of tae
onlookers, e clicks his fingers sharply; assisted
by one of the RAILWAYLLY a massive red bullnog joins
him on the wagren, .

A heet from the lsocomotive, GUARD blows whistle.
PASSLRGLRS hurry off, watched contemptuously by
KCHAROVSKY.,

SEXTERIOR GROMEKO COUNTRY HOUSE LOCATIOR  SUMRER
' DAY

hi

YURI as tefore, now with 2 milk moustache like TOWYA'S
and holding a half enoty glass, looks off at:

EXTERIGR RAIL¥AY LOCATION SUMMER DAY

EXTREME LONG ShCT. 7i#is POV, The trzin moving, we sece
a jet of stear {rom its whistle,

EXTLKRIOR GROMERG COUNTRY HOUSE LOCATION  GUMMER
DAY

CLCJE SHCT. YURI. The sound cf the whistle reaches
hin across the distcnce.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION  SUANER DAY

154/ CLOSE TRACKiL.C SUOT. On the trolley.

157

KL”AROVJLY
1:is name was - Zhlvago.
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Continued

Trevelline with him en the waocgon, we see the
train recede. Tie RAILGAYUZN rise and fall
rythrically as thay werk the pumr, vhich ras a
Yittle sguezlk in it. The cernsc has heen roughly
covered with ¢ ceat, RCOPFAROGYZLY sits on 2 case,
CFFICIAL Cn amotier, WOUARCVELY weeps his texmprer
with difficulry - '

CFFICIAL -
zhi-vazo ... dear, dear. And he hurried
off tou meet his Fzler at -

e lugs cut a clunsy zunmetal watch,

KO 'ARCVSKY

he may nave hurried off to meet ais Fiaker
or he way hLave fallen out - I tell ycu he
was .drunik! :

CFFICIAL {(Uneasy)
I cee ... 1 sce ... (But -he cGoesn't write)

KCHARCGVSYY
Then put it dovn!

OFFICIAL

- Your aonour understantds, I have to ...
(i:e waves hLis book hel-iessly) The gerntleman
wis travelling First Class.

RO[:AKOV3XY rulls himself together, Froo being
cxasperated his manner beccmeés curtly autaoritative,

KO=AROVERY
I know 21l ahout ycur cuties, my maa. .J am

a lawyer., ¥y nanc (Producing a card) is
Xorarovsiy. '

CLOGE SROT the czrd, printe¢ in Russian,
INTERIOR =UT  ITUDIC DAY

CLCSL S4CT. Ti.e SIRL. Sh2 looks stertled, even
hostile, :

THE GIRL
Kotarovshy ...?7 Ny father?
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CLGL: UF., YEVGRAF, Lecking at her
YECVGRAF (a4 pause; flztly)
A man, called Rorarcvsky.

1 bt Y
.

—-
I
L I

LOCA;LJn DAY -
CLCSE 50T  The zard, identical., On SCUND.

KTLARCVIRY . (S0UN
You may hnou.nt me.

MEDIUM SEOT TRACKING. The waggon moving aown the
line.

QOFFICIAL (Obsequious now)
Oh yes, Your kxcellency, I - (I'riting and

nodding) Your Excellency was travelling
witn him,

KONVAROV3LY (Miping his neck sgain)
I waes travelling with hin.

GFFICIAL
In what capacity, Your Excellency?

KOMAROVEKY lcoks trougntful, cuutious, then:

ROUVAROVSRY
pusiness associate,

OFFICIAL olances at hiu.

COFFICIAL
Anc he was definitely drunk. )

KCHARDVERY

i:e*d becn ¢runk for a4 yeazr. Get-cut ycu
brute!

e ains a kick at the dog which is sniffling at the
cornse s0 thaet cne of its arns has slipped from beneath
the coat and is new cangling stiffly frox the 51de of

th2 wacggon.

OFFICIAL ‘
Dear, dear. iNew, the centlesian's next-of-
Kin.

KON AROVIKY

Wife: dend. Children: ... any nunber. - One
lezitinate. GCGod knovs where e is
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Continuecd

Tne waggen drews away frer us, the dead wan's arm

waggine gently.

CU1
EXTERTCR GRUHMEKD CGUNFRY HOUSE., LOCATION DAY

FEDIU: SHCT. YURI as before, glass now emnty,
watcning, tranced:

EXTREME LO:#G SKOT. His PCV. The wagsen crawls
beetle-like along the track c¢f the cembankment.

YURI turns idly away, to find the GRCOMEKO FAMILY
regarding his with atffectionzte aznuseszent. He
olinks and sniles. They laugh.

DISSOLVE., YLVYGRAF on SCUND OVER:

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
The Grorakos didn't know what to make
of him.

HCGPITAL LECTURE.RGOH STUDIC WINTER-SNOE DAY
L}

MISCRCSCCPE SuOT. The screen is filled with a

luminous pattern which shifts a2nd pulses like the

rla2y ef lizht in some magical jungle.

YEVGRAF (SOUnD) -

he made his reputaticor as a pcet while
he was studyirg to make himself a doctor.
ke s2id pcetry was 2 vocatien - what he
vanted was a jobr. ‘

CLOSE UP. YURI, now in his ezrly twenties, is
bent over a micreccscope.

He lifts his head from the micrescope. He looks
alistracted anc pleased. 2n SOUND:

+EDICAL PROFESSCR (Dryly)
Pretty?

YURI
Very.

CONTINGL SCExD 172, PAGE &, AS Is.
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Continued

YEVGRATF (SOUND)

By the time he was twenty he made himself a reputation as
a poet. But he said that poetry was no more a vocation
than good eye-sight.

YURI lifts his head from the microscope. He looks abstracted and
pleased. On SOUND: '

MEDICAL PROFTESSOR (Dryly)
Pretty?

YURI
Very.

MEDIUM SHOT. We now see that YURI is in the lecture room of

a hospital with large windows over-looking a view of Moscow in its
covering of winter snow. The class is breaking up, the STUDENTS
leaving noisily. YURI has his coat on. The MEDICAL PROFESSOR
has taken off his white coat, puts his eye to the instrument. Looks

for a moment. Then growls as at a respected enemy.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Ugh ... It's no right to be pretty.

YURI laughs, at ease, a favourite., MEDICAL PROFESSOR straightens.

What will you do, next year, Zhivago?

I thought of doing General Practice.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR -
Well think of doing Pure Research. It's exciting. Important.
'Can be - (A quick sardonic grin) - beautiful.

YURI
General Practice.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR puts his hat on rather ralnshly, handsome
old cynic.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Life ... He wants to see Life ... Well you'll find that pretty
creatures -

He deiily removes the microscope slide with its tiny drop of bacilli.



172 Continued

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Cont)
- do ugly things; to peopie.

173 EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. He drops it into a jar of alcohol. The
drop of coloured matter smokes and evaporates.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET WINTER - SNOW DAY

174 MEDIUM SHOT. A TRAM, hissing and grinding, lurches into motion.
It passes away from us along the busy street.

175 CLOSE TEACKING SHQT. YUFEI, with his cap on now, walking along
the pavement. He looks ahead and sees:

176 MEDIUM SHOT TEACKING. YURI'S POV the tram moving away
. slowly but accelerating.

177 CLOSE TRACKING SHQT. YURI qmckens his pace, not yet dectded
but drawn by the tram. -

178 MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. YURI'S POV. The tram accelerating.

179 CLOSE SHOT. YURI breaks into a run. The CAMERA PANS with
him into LONG SHOT as he snatches off his cap and sprints after the
tram. -

180 CLOSE SHOT The CAMERA is on the tram, the CONDUCTOR in
foreground, YURI gaining on the tram in the background. He jumps
aboard, breathless.

CONDUCTOE
You shouldn't do it, sir; 'you shouldn't do it.

YURI grins at him a bit sheepishly, passes in.
There are lots of other trams.

181 CLOSE SHOT. LAFA, seventeen years old and in school-girl's
uniform, but recognisably the Lara of the photograph. Beside her is
the only vacant place, her satchel on it. She is looking out of the window
as YURI approaches up the tram behind her, puffed from his run. As
he is about to reach her the man in the gangway seat immediately behind
her rises, pushes past YUEI and goes. YUPI sinks gratefully into his
seat, glances vacantly at the back of her head, settias down looking
straight ahead. LAFA turns slowiy from the window, looks ahead too.
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182 CLOSE SHOT. The tram's pick-up slides hissing along the wire. A
crackle and spark as it passes a joint.

183 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA, swaying gently to the motion of the .
tram, both looking ahead.

184 CLOSE TEACKING SHOT, As if from low in front of the tram we
see the rails gliding towards us.

185 CLOSE SHOT. YUEI and LAFA. YURI turns his head and looks
out of the window. LAF A idly turns her head to look out a.ga.in S0
they are both in profile, both seeing:

186 MEDIUM SHOT. YUEIand LARA'S POV. The a.nonymous crowds
going about their business,

187 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA. He turns and looks out of the window
on the far side, so they are now both looking away from each other.
LAFA turns to collect her things.

188 CLOSE TRACFKING SHOT. (From the front of the tram) Points
approaching.

189 - MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. LARA rises and slings her satchel. Now
surely he must notice her. But exactly as she passes, the WOMAN
in the window seat next to YURI, attracts his attention. She wants to
get out. YURI rises for her. She gets up and goes, obscuring LARA.
The tram lurches over the points.

190 CLOSE SBEOT. The pick-up negntiates the jointed cable sending down
a little shower of sparks. :

191 CLOSE SHOT. YUFI sits down in the window seat as the tram begins
to slow. |

192 CLOSE SHOT. LARA alights while the tram is still moving.

183 CLOSE SHOT. CONDUCTOR shaking his head with disapproval,
gives two rings on his bell. ,

194 MEDIUM SHOT As the tram re-gathers speed, bearing YURI away,
LAFRA crosses the street diagonally towards a side turning.

195 CLOSE TRACYFING SHOT. LAFA. We follow her for a {ew paces.
She makes a sharp turn and the CAMERA PANS with her into LONG
SHOT as she goes awayirom usdown tl}e side turning leading to a
poorer district.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI jumps off the still-moving tram.

- INTEFRIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO LIBEAFY AND STREET DAY

197

198
199

200/
202

WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the Gromeko town-house library (books from
floor to ceiling) ANNA locks out of the window down the street. The

“tram goes off round a corner as YUFI walks quickly towards the

house. ANNA watches him for 2 moment, then picks up from the

. desk before her:

CLOSE SHOT. A LETTER with a2 French stamp.

MEDIUM SHOT. Outside, the CAMERA PANS with YUFI as he
crosses the pavement, mounts the steps, opens the door.

MEDIUM SHOT. YUFI is met by ANNA in the hall, He takes off
his cap. .

»

YURI
Hello, Aunty.

And mounts the stairs. She says:

ANNA
There's a letter for you.

He turns on the stairs.

YURI
Oh?

ANNA
From Paris.

YURI
Oh.

. He descendssmiling, takas the letter. Rather shyly:

Lovely writing.

ANNA o

Lovely. She's coming home next month.
YURI

Tonya - ?

ANNA nods, with a sly smile. He opens the letter.
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200/ Continued

202

203

204/
206

YURI (Cont)
Oh that's good ...

EXTEFEIOF. GROMEKO STREET (POOR QUARTEER) DAY
WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA walking towards us through a poor district.
The CAMERA PANS with her as she turns a corner into a near -slum.
She is familiar with it and its people, the old and uncared-for, the
grim-looking young, the dirty cheerful children. A factory siren is
blowing at the end of the street towards which she is walking and
FACTOFY HANDS are beginning to pour into the street. They are
dirty and exhausted, poorly clad, heavy footed, they do not talk,

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA Antipov is distributing leaflets among them.
He is a tall young man of twenty-two with a bony face, thin lips, fine
eyes, pale, wearing spectacles, clad in a long threadbare coat and
shabby student's cap. The FACTOEY HANDS respect him. Those
who refuse his leaflets do so with a2 hurried shake of the head or are
shame-faced, those who accept them do so proudly or with a quick
hopeful glance at him from tired, resentful eyes. Suddenly a hefty
PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN and UNIFORMED POLICEMAN are on either
side of him. He does not {linch, was expecting it.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
What's your name?

PASHA
Pas_ha Antipov.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN .
Address? '

PASHA
15 Tigerzin.

POLICEMAN takes this down; PASHA watching.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
I'll have these.

He has whipped away the leaflets from PASHA's hand.

PASHA (Angry)
Ve have permission from the Chief of Police.
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204/ Continued

208

207

208

209

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN f .

Yes? Well, you claim them at the Station.
PASHA
When?

MAN (Soitly)
Now. If you like.

POLICEMAN is a brutal looking creature, PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN
a degree more sinister since more 1nte111gent PASHA's eyes blaze
coldly. He says primly:

PASHA
Very well.

He is ready to go, but on SOUND:

LARA (SOUND; sharp, alarmed)
Pasha! :

Al tiree turn, PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN looks at LAPA, a helpless
but aighly respectable figure. He rubs his chin, looks speculatively
back at PASHA, trying to connect them.,

(Quickly) He's my brother.

PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN _
Well take him home then, miss. Before he gets into trouble.

PASHA and LARA go. PLAIN-CLOTHES MAN watches:

MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA and LARA's backs, retreating into the sea
of oncoming faces.

CLOSE SHOT. PLAIN-CLOTEES MAN and POLICEMAN get hostile
glances from FACTORY HANDS as they pass. PLAIN-CLOTHES
MAN measure them with a cold eye, turns slowly, thrusting the bundle
of leaflets into his coat pocket.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT Following on the backs of LARA and
PASHA. PASHA draws a identical bundle of leaflets from his coat
pocket. Soberly, as they walk, he hands one 1o one of the oncoming
FACTORY HANDS, This river of faces flows past us during:

LARA (Frightened)
Pasha, please!
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PASHA (Hesitates, then:)
It's got to be done.

He hands another. LAP.A is a bit in awe of him. Protesting, but
timidly:

LARA - =
Pasha, why has it got to be done?

PASHA
For them. Tor the Revolution.

CLOSE TR ACKING SHOT REVERSE on LARA and PASHA, the river
of approaching faces now a river of receding weary backs. FACTORY
HAND gets a leaflet, hears the phrase, looks back alarmed.

LARA '
Pasha, they don't want the revolution.

PASHA .
Yes they do. They don't know it yet, but that's what they

want., .

A serious-looking FACTOEY HAND runs up, much older than PASHA
but addresses him as an equal:’ .

FACTORY HAND
Give me some of those, Comrade.

Without a word PASHA gives him half the leaflets., . He falls back and
we see him busy distributing as the CAMERA PANS with LAFA and
PASHA who turn into a quieter street, still of the same character but
without the FACTORY HANDS.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT, PASHA and LARA. She looks guickly to
see they are not overheard, and very quietly:

LAFA

Pasha, are you a - Bolshevik?

PASHA .
No. The Bolsheviks don't like me. And I don't like them.
They don't know right from wrong.

He looks severe. LAFA glances at him, giggles, eyes alight:
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" LARA
Pasha Antipov, you're an awful prig.

His face goes stiff with misery. Crestfallen she slips her arm through
his. At once he looks abysmally happy. Awkwardly flirtatious:

PASHA
Why did you tell him I was your brother"

LAERA
What else could I tell him?

PASHA
You could have told him I was your ~ (The "sprightly' tone
deserts him altogether) - fiance.

. She withdraws her arm, delicately. Says pleadingly:
. LAEA
Don't be silly, Pasha ... I'm - (Breaks off hearing dog
bark on SOUND) ,

212 MEDIUM SHOT Their POV A sleigh stands Out51de the doorway
of a flat-faced building. On the passenger seat sits 2 young BLACK
BULLDOG.

213 MEDIUM SHOT Carriage in foreground. PASHA and LAFA walk
towards the carriage. As they reach the doorway LARA pronounces:

LARA

Monsieur Komarovsky has come to see my mother on business.

214 CLOSE SHOT., PASHA and LARA by the door. PASHA nods, looking
unhappily at his feet. LARA looks round muttering:
LARA -
People ... gossip ... round here.

PASHA (Earnestly)
- It's the system Lara. People will be different after the

. Revolution.

She gives him a shy smile of gratitude, and purely out of 'gratitude,
‘takes a leaflet. He lights up:

Will you come?

-
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LARA (Gently)

No, Pasha. - (And as he looks crestfallen) I've got
exams to take Pasha! I've got to get 2 scholarship ...!

She goes into the dark doorway. He turns away sadly, but adjusts
his spectacles, squares his narrow shoulders, sets off on his appointed
task in the direction from which they came.

INTET.IOR LARA'S HALLWAY LOCATICN DAY WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT LAFA mounts a flight of bare board stairs leading
up out of a hallway of small commercial offices. She turns into:

INTERIOR DFESSMAFKING ESTABLISEMENT STUDIO | DAY
WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT A corridor. LARA enters picture and walks towards
a distinctive door at the end with a panel of patterned glass with
lettering on it. :

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. On the other side of the door is AMELIA's
little fitting room. Old-fashioned fashion plates, demode dummies,
chipped gilt furniture. AMELIA, fortyish, frilled, still pretty, is
demurely listening to a sharp-eyed GENTLEWOMAN

GENTLEWOMAN ("Roguish':)
And such a2 handsome figureof a m -

She breaks off as LARA enters behind them. AMELIA affects to fuss
with her customer's street dress.

LARA '
Good evening Maman. (A little curtsey tc GENTLEWOMAN)
Madame... '

GENTLEWOMAN (Gracious)
Larissa.

AMELIA
You can work in there dear, Monsieur Komarovsky's here.

LAEA
Yes Maman.

The CAMERA PANS off AMELIA and the GENTLEVOMAN and TRACKS
behind LARA as she passes through into the workroom, a bigger place,
with sewing machines, bolts of cloth, tailor's shapes, "covered with
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sheets at the end of the day. Here are three or four SEAMSTRESSES
getting into their street clothes, heads together, gossiping viciously.
They come apart as LARA enters and watch her covertly as she walks
through, head high, into:

MEDIUM SHOT. AMELIA's little living room. Pathetic imitation
of Parisian chic. But a cosy little love-nest for KOMAFOVSKY,
very much at ease on a satin sofa. Older now, but still handsome,
radiating animal energy. He hardly deigns to notice LARA, turning
the page of his newspaper.

KOMAEOQOVSKY
Good evening, Larissa.

LARA (Quietly, respectfully)
Good evening, Monsieur,

She hangs her hat and coat, takes her satchel out into the workroom.

CLOSE SHOT. The glass-panelled door of the fitting-room. The
SEAMSTRESSES hurry off into the passage. AMELIA holds the door
open for GENTLEWOMAN who is unwilling to go.

GENTLEWOMAN
= He advises some very Important People.

AMELIA
Yes I know,

GENTLEWOMAN
I believe he has Government connections.

AMELIA
I don't know, I'm sure.

GENTLEVOMAN
- Isn't he very expensive?

AMELIA answers her gimlet-eyed impertinence with a rather touching
dignity. ‘

AMELIA
Monsieur Komarosky advises me, from kindness, Baroness.
He was a friend of my late husband's.

GENTLEWOMAN
Ohlsee...
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Centinusd

She roes, conveving thnt she deesn't helieve 2 word
]

of it., AYELIA locks tihe doer after hcr, and takes
the key. 3he adjusts her hair,
D1S50LVE h

INTERIOR DRLEZHAKILG LOTABLISEMENT STUDIOD  WICHT

‘I.‘TET

CLOSE &RCT. LARA works at her sclool-bocks in the
workshep. ©Nicht hos faller, On OUND éistant shunting
noises fror z marsaalline yerd ana tiie scft hiss of a
7as lare purninz cn the wali. GLehind her the doer to

‘the livine nquarters is shut, It orens., Ku!ARCYSKY:

ceres out, carryins kat and coat, saying scftly:

Z0HAROVERY .
Tuesdey if 1 can, ry dear. Goodnight,

LARA nas risen 2utomatically to zat the freat deor

keys where they hang cn a heok. KOAROVEXRY is glancing
with idle natrenage at her scheelwerk, tut suddenly ais
face chanses:

Mow where €id you gfet this?

LARA :
A friend gave it to me, }onsicur Komarovsky.

He grunts, indicates with a2 wave of his hat that she

is te lead off, The CAYLIA PANE as LARA lescs the way,
tlen TRACKS behind theom 2s thev walk tirou.a the wvork-
shep towards the v1tt1n= TOOor

KOMAROVSRY
Yeu're net to sc te this ‘reaceful
‘demenstratien' Lzra.

L AR A
we, hensiecur.

KOI'ARQVSKY
lt may not be as peaceful as they thaink.
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She turns her head to him, alarmed but, waving her on:

KOMAROVSKY {(Cont)
That's all I have to say. Tell your friend she's a s111y
creature.

LAFA
Yes, Monsieur.

They enter the fitting room. CAMERA comes to a halt in LONG SHOT
as they walk through.

CLOSE SHOT As LARA reaches the glass-panelled door:

KOMAROVEKSY (Amusedly)
How old are you now?

LAERA
Seventeen, Monsieur.

She has turned to h1m, shghtly surprised by the change of subject.

KOMAROVSKY
Hmp!

He reaches out and flips from one of the dummies a length of floating
veil. Expertly off~-hand - an experienced man much interested by
women - he swathes her head in it. She suffers him to do it, looking
at him with trustful -curiosity.

CLOSE UP. KOMAFOVKSY's quizzical smile fades. His mastertful,
amused and patronizing pose is swept away, he is utterly unselfconsciou
as he takes in:.

CLOSE UP. LAT.A's face framed softly in the soft material is the face
of a beautifu! young woman. Her expression is serious, like that of
a young communicant

CLOSE UP. KOMAFOVSKY as before. A little fire begins to burn
behind his eyes but self-awareness returns first not to him but to:

CLOSE UP. LARA. Gently, defensively, she pulls the veiling from
her head, lier eyes still gravely, submissively questioning.

CLOSE SEOT KOMAEOVSKY and LAFA. With a short, agreeable,
rather rueful laugh, he turns abruptly and goes through the door.
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CLOSE UP. LAFA watching him. On SOUND the door bangs shut;
the distant clink-clonk-clonk of shunting waggons.

MEDIUM SHOT. From LAFA'S POV the blurred figure of
KOMAROVSKY receding through the distorting glass.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA, her expression deeply thoughtful. On
SOUND the high-pitched impatient toct-toot-toot of a shunting engine
and the receding footsteps of KOMAROVSKY.

!

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE SHOT Hundreds of feet, ill-shod, tramping through grey
churned snow. (Starting very close, to provide loud sound effect
over LARA's face at beginning of DISSOLVE and zooming back to
waist height.)

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA marches stiffly at the head of
the procession flanked by other LEADERS, poorly clad straight-faced
intellectuals.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A group of grey~looking FACTORY
WORKERS, heads down and serious.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A POLICEMAN walking on foot beside
the WORKERS.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A poorly dressed CHILD, holding its
mother's hand, among the marching legs.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Red banners with Russian lettering.

LONG SHOT. The procession. HOU’SEHBLDERS come out on their
balconies, faces peer from windows in well-lit rooms.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is on the balcony outside the library. He is
joined by ANNA, a rug around her shoulders,

LONG SHOT. Their POV. The procession advancing up the street
towards them.

CLOSE SHCT. YURI a;:d ANNA. She deciphers the slogans:

ANNA
"Brotherhood and Freedom'! Yuri - what splendid words.
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239 MEDIUM SHOT. The Banners as they wobble past. On SOUND:

ANNA (Cont)
"Justice, Equality, and Bread!"

240 CLOSE SHOT YURI and ANNA.
‘ . Splendid - (A coughing fit) - primitive, words.

| : ALEXANDER (SOUND. From within, angry)
[ Anna!

ANNA (Puzzled, disappointed)
Dori't you think they're splendid?

YURI
Yes I do.

241 (CLOSE SHOT. Another banner wobbles by.

ANNA (SOUND)
Brotherhood and Freedom.

- 242 CLOSE SHOT. TYUEI and ANNA are joined by ALEXANDER.

ALEXANDER -
_ Brotherhood and Fiddlesticks - (Taking her hand) - You're
. frozen through. (Leading her into the 11brary) You've
' no right Annushka, it isn't fair .

243 LONG SHCT. The procession wheeling off round a corner of the
E o | street.

INTERIOR GROMEKO LIBRARY STUDIO NIGHT

' 244 MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER sits ANNA in a chair as YURI enters
from balcony and shuts windows.

ANNA
Am I very ill then little husband?

ALEXANDER looks shifty. He turns his back to {iddle needlessly
with the fire. With simulated irritability:

ALEXANDER
I don't know how ill you are ..

She smiles at his back lovingly, turns to YURL
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ANNA
. It's impressive, isn't it?

YURI (Thoughtiul)
Yes it is ... I wonder why the Pohce have allowed it.

ALEXANDER (Genuinely irritated now)
I don't know why you advanced people make such villzins
of the Police. They're there to maintain law and order.

ANNA

They're there to maintain you in comfort!
ALEXANDER

Well I like comfort.

ANNA

Oh! Oh! Professor Alexander Gromeko is - (Coughs)
- i5 =

- She coughs prolongedly. They are alarmed. She waves them away,
coughing ALEXANDER goes .

ANNA (After him)
-« {5 a peasant!

She lies back, white, eyesi shut.

245/ CLCSE SHOQOT. YURI and ANNA. He quietly takes her pulse.
247 (This has happened many times before,) A pause.

ANNA

What's the matter with me, Yuri?

YURI (Hesitates, then gently, definitely)
You know.

ANNA (Opens eyes)

Yes. Clever boy ... (Breathing is difficult) 'Tonya coming
home tomorrow. (No response from YURI) Hope they
haven't spoiled her at that silly school.

YURI :
Shouldn't think so.

ANNA '
Lovely girl, Tonya.
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247

248

249

250

251

YURI
Lovely.

ANNA
If I give you a wish, what will you wish?

YURI
I don’t want a2 wish.

. ANNA
I give you a wish. Wish!

YURI (Making light of it)
Iwish .. (His eyes wander) I wish I could play the
balalaika. . i '

ANNA (Pushes his hand away, angrily)
"Can't play balalaika! Too clumsy! ... Not like mother ...’

YURI (Rising)
No.

CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER stands at the door holding a gla.ss
and bottle. He coughs discreetly and comes forward. -

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT ANNA looks resentfully, wistfully, after |
YURI who goes off towards the window.

ANNA
Seem clever, but clumsy.

ALEXANDER enters putting glass on low table by her, uncorking
bottle says softly:

ALEZXANDER
If they're meant to marry, they'll marry.

As {f in answer, a hoarse command from outside. ANNA and
ALEXANDER look curiously and apprehensively towards YURI.

CLOSE UP. YUEI at the window. Curious and apprehensive he
parts the curtain and looks through at the street.

EXTERIOR GROMEXQO.-STREET NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. POV YURI. The procession has gone. A TROOP of
DRAGOON cross the main street and disappear down a side turning.
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INTERIOR GROMEKO LIBERARY STUDIO NIGHT

- N

CLOSE UP. YURI at the window.

ANNA (SOUND)
What is it?

YURI
Dragoons.

CUT

INTEFRIOR DEESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO N'IGHT
WINTER .

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside AMELIA's apartment KOMAEOVSKY stands
in evening dress. Opposite him stands LARA in an evening gown.

It is suitable for her age but still, an evening gown. Between them
sits AMELIA also in an evening gown but with a thermometer stuck
in her mouth and a tendency to sweatiness. She rolls her eyes
remorsefully from one to the other. KOMAROVSKY looks awkward
and irritated. LARA looks frightened. Silence thus. In the silence
a train passes nearby. KOMAFOVSKY shifts his weight and coughs.
LAFA takes the thermometer.

LARA
A hundred and three.

AMELIA (A bit thick of speech)

Oh what a pity! I was so looking forward to it! Never mind -
I'1l be 2all right here. You will take Lara won't you, Victor
Yppolitovich?

CLOSE UP. LARA, confused.

(SOUND) '
Too selfish of her silly mother - it's her first long gown -
see - (Sneezes) Oh my goodness.

CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY, who has been looking at his feet, looks
up.

KOMAROVSKY
I think it would be better to call it right off.

MEDIUM SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, LARA, AMELIA.

LARA (Hastily)
Yes, I'll stay with you.
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'antinued

AVELIA

what nonsense! I'll be perfectly all
right - 1've got a book. (<heedling)
Such a disarpointment fcr her, Vzctor
Yprolitovich -

LARA about to prctest, cut off by a gesture from
AVZLIA. .

So littls opportunity to mix in good society..

KOMARCVSKRY (Graceless)

Very well. Get vour coat. (Glances at
watch) We're going to be late. I want to
aveid Kropothin Street,

SCENE NUMBERS 257 TO 261 CUT.

262

263

265

cXTREME LOMG SiiOT. (PROCESS} CSeveral processions
converge on a vast crowc already assembled about a
sprawling Victorian monument. In foreground a.
monstruous lion, gilded railings and a chocolate
toy soldier SENTRY guard cvalatial gates.

MEDIUY CLOSE SHOT. PASHA climbs the monument and is
greeted by other LEADERS, workers and petty
intecllectuals. Introductions over he looks with
satisfaction:

LONG SnOT. Over the crowd, his POV, a sea of faces.
cuT '
IATERIOR RESTAURANT  LOCATION OR STUDIC  NIGHT
MEDIUM CLOSE SnGT. LARA sters into the vestibule

of an exvensive cafe~dansant closely followed by
KOMAROVSKY who gives nis coat to a ®AITER, whe gives
it to an ASSI31ANT.

MAITRE D'HOTEL
¥e'd given yocu up, M'sieur.

ROMAROVERY indicates LARA who is neering timidly
towards the restaurant,

KCMAROQVSKY
iy nicce. Coat, lLara.

MAITRE D'nCTEL takes her coat.
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MAITRE D'HOTEL s
Charming, M'mselle.

The music strikes up in the restaurant, the servitors smile.

CLOSFE TP, KOMAROVSKY nods, relaxe.é, forgives her, Says
quite kindly:

KOMAROVSKY
- Comae.

cuT

MEDIUM SHOT TRACFKING. Guided by the MAITRE D'HOTEL they
walk through the restaurant.” KCMAPCVSKY is greeted with cheerful
respect from a couple of tables. The CAMERA stops in CLOSE

SHOT. A WAITER, holding LARA's chair‘for her takes her by surprise
but she recovers instantly, to KOMAROVSKY's approval. She
contemplates the glasses, cutlery, napkins folded into snowy towers.
With one quick flip KOMAROVSKY destroys his and is given a colossal
menu.

CLOSE UP. The menu, covered with French phrases.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
How's the Foie de Veau Gascoigne?

MAITRE D'HOTEL (SOUND)
As always, M'sieur.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and MAITRE D'HOTEL.

KOMAROVSEY
All right. Not too much -

MAITRE D'HOTEL
- not too much mustard, M'sieur.

| He takes the memu from KOMAROVSKY, both smile patronisingly at:

CLOSE SHOT, LARA entirely hidden behind her menu. She lowers
it and says a little tensely but quite correctly:

LARA
Jambon Farei en Crout.
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271 FMAITRE D'HOTEL (Reference tec LARA)
: I'ine M'sieur? .

~ KOIARCVSXY (Rewarding her)
A little light wine, yes.

As he waits for the wine list:
LARA ‘
M'Sieur lomarovsiy, this nlace must be
dreadfully expensive.

KOMARQOVSKY (Receiving wine list)
It is. %“hy not "Victor Yppolitovich™?

LARA looks sericus. Giggles, frowns, shields her
eyes.

LAFA
I can't

SCENES 272 TC 276 CUT.
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CLOSE UP. XCLAROVGEKY, Eehind him counles take the
fleor,
) KOMARQVSKY (Srilinglv)

All right., Ah; they're dancing.

ne says thi
i

.0t 4S a suygpestion, leaning pack to
receive a e Of

s I
rlate of meat, but:

LOKG Si0T. Different rusic. In foregrcund their
ernty ﬂlace,, in backeround the flecor zlive with
;uitzing counles. Socialites, noisy, dancing with
Duﬁane. From this way throng cmerge LARA and
KOMAROVSKY. They arc dancing-very decerously indeed.
In LaPA this may be natural, thourh her face is mcre
tensely serious than we have ever scen it. As for

QHAROVSKY he hold: her at a2rm's lengta, as though she
were a delicate vzce = filled with dyramite. kis face
too is serious, aliiest cautious. Neither leooks at the
other. The [WISIC stops. They come to the talkle. She
sits, MCMALCUVSXY holaing her chazir. She is having .
diffiBthy with her brezth again. As KONAROVSKY sits
CAMZRA TRACKS slowlv in to CLOSE TLC-GHOT. Sae looks
at her fiugers on tue tahle. Le looks 2t her intently,
the initiative hers. When she looks up ko leans forward
auickly to hear, They finc themselves staring at one
ancther.

LARA
tiother made this dress.

AOMARCOVELY  (Locoks at it seriocusly)
Very nice ...

Laﬁ\n.ﬂ'
«.. She's clever, isn't she?

LY

RCIHARCVLRY
Your mot cer? Yes. Fine little woman.

They are staring at cne another 2s befeore. Lis eyes
are iatent, the little fire burning there again. ner

. tyes ure dArk and guilty. A tenslon develops between

ther emrhesised ty a hush which kas fallen.
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278

279

280
281

282

283

over the restaurant. The CAMERA eases back. They look around:

LONG SHOT. The whole restaurant looking in silence towards the
curtained windows from which comes the distant sound of a2 huge crowd
singing ""The Internationale™. It has the clumsiness and power of a
great animal.

cuT
EXTERIOR MOSCCW SQUARE LOCATION NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. The DEMONSTRATORS singing. They
sing out of time despite the brass band, but the total volume is terrifying.

MEDIUM SHOT. The screen filled by hundreds of singing faces.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Along lines of gaunt ecstatic faces,
under-nounshed and pathetic,

- CUT

INTERIOR RESTAURANT LOCATION OR STUDIO NIGHT w

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Along lines of diners, the atmosphere
now downright scared. CAMERA RISES into a LONG SHOT of the
room, now a frozen tableau.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. He listens with a glimmer
of cold contempt, a tiny smile. Says loudly:

KOMAROVSKY
No doubt they'll sing in tune' after the Revolution.

A moment's silence. A very young OFFICER brays 2 laugh. Others
join in. All heads are turned to KOMAROVSKY. Some clapping. A
bald bespectacled OFFICIAL, a skilled sycophant, rises and raises his
glass to him. Others follow suit. The place is rocking with grateful
applause and silly laughter. The CAMERA TRACKS slowly as
KOMAROVSKY looks around and accepts it with polite amused contempt,
his eyebrows raised. But his expression changes. LARA shyly but
gracefully toasts him, smiling over her glass. He laughs, his eyes
excited. They clink glasses, the music starts.

cuT
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284 CLOSE SHOT. They dance, not as before, but whirling with the
best of them. LARA is young and KOMARQOVSKY is expert,
handsome, in command, holding her closely, black tails flying
They are both laughing.

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET NIGHT WINTER-SNOW

285 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The runners of a sleigh whine through
snow. CAMERA PANS upwards into a CLOSE SHOT of LARA
and KOMAROVSKY seated side by side. They are covered in furs.
They do not speak nor look at one another, look stiffly ahead. They
are close together under the furs.

286 MEDIUM SHOT The CAMERA PANS with the sleigh as it comes
out of a2 side-turning and crosses a broader street. As it enters
the opposite side~-turning the CAMERA stays on a LONG SHOT of.
the main street which we now recognise as that in which the
GROMEZXO's live. It is almost deserted and most of the houses are
darkened From the direction of the Gromeko house at the far end
comes the SOUND of distant singing. 'Red Flag" this time. Into
foreground steps the dark silhouetted back of 2 man in uniform:

287 CLOSE SEOT A SERGEANT-MAJOR OF DRAGOONS. He stands
listening, turns his cannon-ball head, gives a muted bark.

.288 MEDIUM SHOT. Down the shadowy side-turning, ready and waiting
for it, DRAGOONS strip heavy dun~-coloured blankets from their
mounts, The high-bred animals, red, black and bay, Wwince and
skitter in the cold.

288 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. The sleigh
passes from light to dark to light. He looks at her profile. Then looks
ahead again. She steals a look at him and looks ahead again. A move-
ment under the furs. She half turns to him, he turns to her and sees
her lock, frightened, pleading, excited. He kisses her savagely; in-
expertly she yields to it. '

200 MEDIUM SHOT. On another muted bark from the SERGEANT-MAJOR,
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the heavy booted men swing up into their saddles with 2 jingle and
thump, together. The horses stir, come under control, start moving
forward.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The demonstrators, band playing and
singing, on their way back through 2 poor district. They are no
longer under escort, spread from side to side of the road. But

.their front is roughly straight and four or five leaders, including

PASHA, walk ahead of them. The front rank contains the brass-
band instrumentalists, one or two women and-a CHILD., -

MEDIUM LONG SEOT. The DRAGOONS come to a halt in double
line across the width of the Gromeko street. They are perfectly
calm; might be on parade. | .

LONG SHCT_, The line of DRAGOONS in foreground, the empty street
in background. The singing closer. One or two lights going on in
houses. .

CLOSE UP. SERGEANT MAJOR. Stiff-backed, waiting, eyes
on:

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The curve of the street from which the
singing, much louder now, is coming. The leaders of the procession
begin to appear around the corner.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, putting on a heavy coat, comes out on to the
Gromeko balcony. On SOUND the singing louder and louder. He
is staring atf:

LONG SHOT. His POV the DRAGOONS, distant, across the street,

CLOSE UP. YURL The smgmg very loud. He looks back to the
corner.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. (Same set-up as 295) The Procession enters
the main street. PASHA walking backwards conducting with his cap.



300

3C1

302

303

304

305

306

307

308

309

310

311

312
313

55

MEDIUM SHOT, The line of DRAGCONS. A bark from the
SERGEANT-MAJOR. The men draw their swords.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA conducting, as yet oblivious of
the situation ahead of him.

CLOSE SHOT SERGEANT MAJOR. Another word of command.

The DRAGOONS move forward.

CLOSE UP. YURI looking incredulously down the street.

LONG SHOT His POV. The Procession going away up the street
in foreground, the DRAGOONS approaching in background.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. One of the LEADERS draws PASHA's
attention to:

MIEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The DRAGOONS They increase their
pace to a trot.

1

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA stops conducting, walks forward
mechanically for 2 few paces, stops.

MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING, The DRAGOONS. A word of command.
They canter.

MEDIUM SHOT. The procession. Those at the front come to a stand-
still. Those at the back pile up behind them. The music and singing
falter.

CLOSE UP. YURI. The singing stops. Silence except for the drumming
of horses' hooves.

LONG SHOT His POV. The procession halted. The DRAGOONS at
the gallop The crowd begin to panic and break up.

MEDIUM SHOT. The procession scattering.
CLOSE SHOT. The panicking crowd, backs turned, running.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI grips the balcony rail.

CLOSE SHOT. Frightened running faces, a glimpse of oncoming
horses above them.

CLOSE SHOT. A CHILD, seen through running legs.

'CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The SERGEANT-MAJOR raises his

sword at:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV, The CAMERA OVERTAKES

the back of the fleeing crowd.

INTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. <YURI. Rapidly tracking into CLOSE UP. The
sound of a fearful impact. Shouts, screams, drumming hooves,
running feet - bedlam. YURI's head jerks from side to side, watzh-
ing, horrified. The uproar beneath him modulates into a dreadful
scuffle punctuated by groans, oaths, words of command and the clash
of metal. - '

MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER emerges from his bedroom, in slippers
wrapping a heavy dressing gown about him, hurries along the corridor
to the library door. ,

MEDiUM SHOT. He enters the library and crosses to the window.
CLOSE SHOT. - ALEXANDER joins YURI on the balcony.

ALEXANDER
What -~ ? What ~ ?

For a beat they both stare down. The noise is receding to their
right. A few flakes of snow begin to float down across them.
Suddenly YURI goes. The noise recedes still further. Then
ALEXANDER too leaves the balcony, horrified, trembling, utterly
unable to cope with what he has seen.

EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET LOCATION NIGHT WINTER-
SNOWING

HIGH ANGLE LONG SHOT. What he saw: Through a gentle drift
of snow-flakes bodies lie on the ground, the CHILD's prominent.

One of the sloganned banners lies there. The big brass tuba. Two
or three men wander uncertainly. A wounded woman is crawling
towards the Gromeko house.
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MEDIUM SHOT. YURI flings operi the Gromeko front door and
dashes down the steps. But slows, stops in CLOSE UP, staring
with horrified intentness at: -

CLOSE UP. A pool of blood in the spill of light on the pavement.

EXTERIOR KOMAROVSKY'S HOUSE LOCATION NIGHT
WINTER - SNOWING :

CLOSE UP. \RA's face comes into frame as she seats herself
on KOMAROVSKY's sleigh. She lopks numbed with shock. On
SOUND: '

KOMAROVSKY (A deep "tender" voice)
Good-night, dear.

LARA
Good-night ... (Her voice breaks) Victor Yppolitovich.

The sleigh pulls away revealing a MEDIUM SHOT of KOMARQCVSKY
standing-without his overcoat on the pavement. It is snowing; his
house door is open behind him; he looks post-coital and glum,

EXTERIOR GROM'EKO STREET . LOCATION NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. A dead body is lugged on to the floor of a waggon
among other bodies already there.

MEDIUM SHOT. Two POLICEMEN lower an awnmg and slam up
the tail-board.

LONG SHOT. In falling Christmas-card snow other POLICE are
lifting dead and wounded into carts. Lights are on in many houses
and HOUSEHOLDERS watch as from warmly-lit theatre boxes.
Some have come outside. Down the centre of the street, trotting
along on a splendid horse, followed by an ENTOURAGE, comes a
GENERAL, a distinguished old aristocrat with a magnificent white-
bearded face under a plumed hat.

GENERAL (Gentle and authoritative)
Go back inside your houses please - Everything is quiet
now! Go back inside your houses please!

CLOSE SHOT. YURI kneeling beside the wounded WOMAN, looks
up.

CLOSE PANNING SHOT. The GENERAL from YURI's POV.
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332 Continued o -
GENERAL
All these people will be taken care of! Go back inside
please! .

1
.

333 CLOSE SHOT. YURI goes on deliberately with his work. The feet
of a horse clatter into foreground of picture.

334 CLOSE SHOT. A SERGEANT OF DRAGOONS reins in his horse.

SERGEANT (Looking down at YURI)
Get inside.

335 CLOSE SHOT The CAMERA PANS up with YURI as he rises °~
slowly to his feet, looking coldly and calmly at the man.
ALEXANDER, still in his dressing gown, runs up clutching him by
the sleeve.

ALEXANDER
Yuri please! No trouble!

336 CLOSE UP. The SERGEANT.

SERGEANT
Take him in sir - or I'll put him in arrest!

337 CLOSE UP. YURI and ALEXANDER.,

ALEXANDER '
Yuri, I beg you. Tonya's coming home tomorrow!

338 MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER is almost weeping. The WOMAN
in any case is now picked up by two POLICE and carted off. YURI
turns without a2 word and goes up the steps with ALEXANDER.

339 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER pushes YURI ahead of him through
the front door. CAMERA TRACKS in as YURI enters the hall
and turns looking back at the street as ALEXANDER shuts the door
on us.

INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO NIGHT

340 CLOSE SHOT. Reflected in her dressing table mirror we see
LARA enter her bedroom. She sits, then fearfully raises her head
to see her face. It is tear-stained, blotched, aghast. The image
flickers:

DISSOLVE
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INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The {lickering was caused by the coaches of the
Paris-Moscow Pullman arriving in Moscow Station. As the train
stops TONYA's face is on {rame. Ablaze with happiness, life, charm
and staggeringly pretty. She is lowering the window of her
compartment with a white-gloved hand, wearing a white fur coat

and hat,

MEDIUM SHOT . TYURI runs like a stag along the train, dodging
the alighting PASSENGERS and their welcomers. At TONYA's -
carriage he stops in CLOSE UP. His expression changes.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA standing in the doorway, the little sister

and childhood sweetheart is a dazzling young lady. One anxious ..
flash of her dark eyes to register the effect and the CAMERA PANS
with her as she tumbles out on to the platform helped by YURI. They
embrace, much more cautiously and formally than YURI had expected.
She Iooks up, sees:

CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER standing there,
CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA. The CAMERA PANS as, her

‘youthful dignity swept away, she rushes over and tumbles into the

arms of ALEXANDER who hugs and kisses her with unabashed tears
of emotion, till she laughs and: |

ALEXANDER ~ .
There, now, that's-enough. Your mother, your mother.

CLOSE UP. ANNA seated on a station bench surrounded by bustling
porters and passengers. She is looking anxiously at:_

MEDIUM SHOT. Her POV. The busy platform. Through 2 gap
in the crowd ALEXANDER and TONYA appear, her arm tucked
possessively under his. TONYA sees her mother, raises her
hand.

CLOSE UP. ANNA. A little gulp of happiness.

MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA leaves her father and runs, her charm
and graceful figure attract smil<s and turned heads. CAMERA
PANS her into a CLOSE SHOT % .:h ANNA who raises her arms
still seated, her sensitive and wasted face quite stern with emotion
but {lowing with tears. TONYA, tearfu] too, stoops and embraces
her tenderly, looks at her earnestly:

TONYA (Quietly, a bit fearfully)
Mummy, how are you?
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34¢ Continued

ANHA
Ye? Pit &s 2 fiddle. Turn round.

350  MEDITM SHOT. TONYA obliges, looking lovely, bub
keeps an anxtous eye on ANHA, who gruntis3, and says
to AIZXANIER who cones up.

Mp. Tell they ‘ve taugct her scmething;

TOITTA
Dalidy, how is she?
.ANTA
I’ve told you... Isn’t Yuri look145
well?

TONYA (Quietly)
Yes ka2 is.

351 YURI, who has‘followed a respectful few paces behin:
father and dauvghter, now comes up. AlllA repea’ts wi-
. triumphant satisfaction: '

A:'HA

They ‘va taught her soﬂsthins, haven’t
they, Yuri? )
YOl ’

Tou look 1ovély Toara,

It ig szi? qufetly, but with a sort of simple
gifection unlike 2 lever’s. However, it is enough
to make TONYA momentarily look dowm and she drops
the mcgzeazine she is carrying. Instantly TURI
revrieves it for her. <This brings <them:

352 CLCSE TWO 3H0T. TJRI and TONYA; he with the marr-
TCNYA

I brought it for you. There’s = niecs
in it about yuims Tossisn snetg,
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352 Continued S

YURI (Genuinely looking forward
to reading it¥) Uk good. Thanks,
Does it mention me? '

TONYA
I+ begins with you. You’'re the
best.

YCRI
Very intelligent nation, the French.

353  CLOST SHOT. ANWA, well pleased with the little
tete-a=tete.

~ ATWTA
Yes, well.

She attempts to rise with the aid of her stick.
Quickly YURI comes on frame and takes her arm to
assist her.

354 ALEIANITR has retaken possession of TONYA'S arm;
- they regardé each other fondly.

355 This is not at all what ANFA has in mind. She
looks displeased., Then mokes an ingenious display
of being unable to rise even with YURI ‘s help.

AMIA (Apologetic)
Alexei, dear ...

ALZXANDER, concerned cemes guickly on frame. Wish
his halp too she car rise quite easily it scens.
She retains kxis arm in e vicelike grip z2nd relin-
quishing YURI ‘s; studiously indifferent:

" Thank you, dzar.

356  YURI joins TORYA, takes ker arm, and leads off.
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CLCZE TRACKING SHCT. AlMNA and ALERANDER following.
‘s $0 speak
above ihe station noises. Icoking off, complacently
at: :

WEDIT. TRACEING SECT. Her PCV, YURI znd TONYA,

similaprly tallki-g, meke their way through the crowd.

ANTTA
They have their hesads together.

ATELANTER
Yes dear; tkey’'re tzlking.

ARNA (Crossly)
They ‘re head over hecls!

ALETANDER '
Anushka stop it! (Then patting
her hand) Good mz=rriages are
made in Heaven ... Or scme such
place,

cor

CONTINUZ PAGE 63, SCENL 359 A3 IS,
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INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO DAY
WINTER

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The empty Fitting Room. On SOUND

other church bells. After a moment LARA enters quietly from

the workroom. She is white-faced but composed, dressed for church
and carrying a prayer book. As she walks into CLOSE SHOT she
stops, terrified. .

CLOSE SHOT. Eer POV. On the far side of the distorting glass is
a motionless male figure. It moves, taps hesitantly with its fingers.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA. CAMERA.PANS her to the door where
leaning against the wall she says fearfully:

LARA
Victor Yppolitovich?

THE FIGURE
Pasha.

LARA almost overcome by happy relief.
1 want to talk to you.

CLOSE UP. LARA. A different fear, that her defloration will
be visible.

LARA (Sweetly pleading)
No, Pasha.

PASHA (SOUND)
1t's important.

LARA (Hopelessly) |
All right,

Sadfaced, her head down, she opens the door. No movement.
She looks up. Her hand flies to her mouth.

Pasha!

CLOSE UP PASHA. He stands quite still. There is a terrific
cut running all down one side of his face, made doubly pathetic by
the fact he still wears spectacles.

CLOSE UP. LARA. A moment to collect herself, then:

LARA
How did you do it?
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365 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. PASHA and LARA.

PASHA
I didn't. A Dragoon did.

"Dragoon’ comes out with a world of bitterness. He begins to shake.

LARA . -
Oh, Pasha darling, come, come, come ...

She draws him into the room, shuts the door. CAMERA PANS with
them as she takes him to a chair.

Pasha, I can’t deal with this.

PASHA
Have you got any iodine?

LARA
Yes but -

PASHA
Get it.

366 CLOSE UP. A big blue bottle. On SOUND:

PASHA (Softly, alarmed)
Don't let your mother know!

LARA's hand takes the bottle,

LARA (Softly) 3
It's here. She's still asleep.

CAMERA PANS back with LARA into a CLOSE SHOT with PASHA
who has followed her up. She watches, fascinated and pitiful as
he uncorks it, and standing over a small basin, stoically removes
and lays down his spectacles, raises the bottle to his face and
begins to tilt it.

367 CLOSE UP. LARA, wincing for his pain, mesmerised by the
horror of it. On SOUND the clink of the bottle on the basin brings
her to. o |

368 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA stands quite still bent over the basin,
gripping it with pain. LARA whips up a small hand towel.
LARA
Pasha, darling ...
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Continued

Ever so gently she dats his yellow-stained cheek. -

he turns to her. CAMERA TRACKS in tec CLOSE UP,

LARA (Cont)- ]
Pasha, you must go tc a hospitall!

PASEA ,
1 daren't for a day or two. Vill you do
something for me?

LARA (Immediately)
Yes what?

PASHA
Hide this.

She looks down.

CLOSE UP. A revolver is withdrawn from his coat
pocket,

CLOSE SKOT. 'PASBA and LARA. She touches it gingerly,

LARA (A horrified murmur)
Pasha ... Ch throw it away.

PASHA

No! (ne controls his volume, not his rage)
There'll be more "peaceful" demonstrations.
There were wemen and children Lara! And they
rode them down! Starviuz women asking for
bread! ... And on up on Tamskaya Avenue the
pigs were eating! And drinking! And dancing!

She looks at him aghast. e, unaware of any aprlicatiom
to herself, must breathe hard to regain control before,
curtly:

Hide it fcr ce.

. Lesitant, ashamed, LARA takes it.

Thanks, Comrade,
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Ceontinued

LARA :
Ch, Pasha darling, I'm not your Comrrade!

There is a certh of sell«disgust and larentatlcn in
it., Sae looks at him lonflnclv, haif in love with
him - his selilessness anu courage. 2ut AMELIA is
hearde (cff)

AMELTA (SCUKD)
L.Lara?

MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA moves back, LARA auickly nides the
revolver under a cushion, CAMHERA PANS anc TRACKS with

LARA into the workroon where she heads off AMELIA, in

her dressin; gown.

Itho is it dear?

LARA
It's only ! Tasha.

AMELTA (Losing interest)
Oh. (Maternally revroachful) You came in
very late last night dear.

CLGSE UP, LARA.

LARA (Locks lher straiyht in the eye an<
deceives ner) The tiwe went so quickly.

CLO3E UP, MELIA.
AMELIA
Then you must have hod e zceo¢ time ...

(Slightly surmrised) ire you goinz to
Church dear?

LARA (2CUND) (Sofitly vehement)
Yes.,

CUT.
INTE¥ILR CLURCh STUDIC DAY
LARA knzels at tiie Confessional in an echeinr Church.,

She waits with her heac bewec. After a pause, rather
wcarily:
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Continved

COXFESSCR
My c¢hild, do you know what Qur Lerd said
to the “cman Taxen in Adultery?

LARA
Yes Fatller; HXe said: "Go and sin no more™.

CCnELSSOR
And - did she?

LARA (Jtartled)
I don't know, Father.

COFESSOR

Nobody does child. The Flesh is not weak

it is strong. Only the Sacrament of Marriage
will contain it. Remember that.

LARA rises and goes. We see her descend the snowy

_ Church steps.
7 EXTERIOR GROMEWO STRCET DAY  ¥IMTER-CLEAN SNOW

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR HOTEL GARDEN LOCATION NIGHT SUMMER

LONG SHOT A courtyard garden in high summer. Moths {lutter
about the lamps, there are plants in flower, a gently splashing fountain.
One or two tables discreetly placed behind trellis-work with well-
dressed couples over drinks. A high class maison d'assignation.
KOMAROVSKY, hands in pockets, humming, crosses the courtyard.
CAMERA PANS with him. He enters a doorway leading into the

main bullding, goes up some stairs -

INTERIOR HOTEL CORRIDOR STUDIO NIGHT

LONG SHOT. A corridor with windows on one side and numbered .
doors on the other A fatherly old WAITER with a loaded tray enters
foreground as KOMAROVSKY comes along the corridor in background.
They meet as KCMARCVSKY is about to-enter one of the doors.

WAITER (Alarmed) : _
M'sieur! Number six this evening, sir-  (Indicates the
door regretfully) A Very Important Person.

As KOMAROVSKY gives an irritated shrug and starts to move
forward the CAMERA PANS on to CLOSE SHOT of door 6 in foreground.

INTERIOR PRIVATE ROOM. STUDIO NIGET

CLOSE SHOT. LARA.  She is sitting forlorn, dressed to satisfy
KOMAROVSKY's particular tastes, in a very Sophisticated brightly
coloured dress in the Edwardian mode. She has her hair up. Her
exposed arms and shoulders round and white. Because of all this
her face looks pathetically young. The room itself s small and
over-intimate A candle-lit table for two is set for dinner with a
decanter of red wine. LARA sits on a sofa running almost the
length of one wall. It has no back but is made comifortable by
velvet cushions. On SOUND the door opens. She rises eagerly.
KOMAROVSKY enters picture.

KOMAROVSKY
Sorry I'm late, dear.

LARA (A tremor of the lip)
I've been waiting nearly an hour, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (Absently)
Have you ordered?

LARA
No.
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KOMAROVSKY (Absently)
Oh you should have done .

CAMERA PANS with KOMAROVSKY as he goes over to the sofa, .
lounges back on the cushions He is staring at the dress, critically,
appraisingly, as though she were an object

(His eyes travelling down)
Turn round.

CLOSE SHOT LARA's feet She starts to turn, the CAMERA PANS
upwards over her tightly encased body to her face. Her hand travels

" to her throat in an unconsciously defensive gesture.

LARA
You chose it, Victor

CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY unconcernedly takes out a cigar.

KOMAROVSKY
Very nice  (Pats the sofa beside him inviting her to sit)
It suits you.

CLOSE SHOT LARA. CAMERA PANS with her as she obediently

- sits beside him.

KOMARQVSKY (Cutting his cigar)
You've grown up a lIot. Haven't you?

K
It sounds like praise, but she darts a dubious look at him before:

LARA
Yes.

EOMAROVSKY (Off-hand)
What did you tell your mother tonight?

LARA
Victor, don't ...

KOMAROVSKY (Looks up from his cigar "su.rpnsed"
Then, "Remorseful”)
A-a-ah .

He squeezes her wrist and rises

MEDIUM SHOT. He goes over to the table.

Mayl smoke?
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LARA
Of course.

He has taken her permission for granted anyway, lighting his cigar

from a candle, his back to her.

KOMAROVSKY (Smiling to himself)
- You like it, don't you?

CLOSE UP LARA Noanswer; she watches him darkly.

(SOUND)
Cigar smoke.

No answer
CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY - He turns, compelling her

KOMAROVSKY
Don't you?

CLOSE UP LARA. Shame and resentment shadowing her eyes.

LARA
Yes

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND. Quite good-heartedly)
Oh come along dear ...

His hand holds a glass of wine in front of her. She takes it.
Sante !

LARA (A hesitunt grateful smile)
Sante.

She sips the wine. His dark shape crosses in front of her. We
sense his sitting on the sofa "beside her. '

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND. 'Robust”.)
Drink! (Softly "Coaxing') Up... up... up.

His hand comes into picture again, and with one ﬁnge'r under the
glass fractionally forces it so that a dribble of wine runs down her chin
She lowers the glass, looks at him.

CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY. Looks at her; his eyes a little
clouded '
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389/ CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and LARA. She sets the glass
381 down, breathing rather hard, He blows out 2 cloud of blue smoke.

KOMAROVSKY (Cont) _
Where did you tell her we were going? Your Mamma.

LARA
- She didn't ask.

KOMAROVSKY (Chuckles softly)
That's because she knows.

LARA
She doesn't.

EOMAROVSKY '
Oh you'd both take an oath she doesn't, But she does.
And you both know she does.

. LARA feels herself going over the waterfall as so often before.
She pleads; eyes very dark now, but tearful too.

LARA
Victor don't “ee

KOMAROVSKY
What ?

LARA
Torment me.

He stares incredulously. Then throws back his head and laughs.

KOMAROVSKY
"Don‘t" - ? e Oh What a litue hypocrite 1t iS L)

A sudden movement. She has knocked the cigar from his mouth,

A moment of instinctive shock and anger, then he smiles, triumphant,
his eyes very dark. LARA too is pretty far gone but scared, :-:
trembling, babyfaced again.

LARA (Rising)
I'm going, Victor ...

He watches her, his eyes intent.

KOMAROVSKY |
Whenever you like, dear...
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392 CLOSE SHOT. LARA. She takes her evening cloak and begins
wrapping it round her at a mirror.

L]

393 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, his body insolently at ease,
Softly: ’ ‘

.+« You see, you'll always come back.

394 CLOSE SHOT. LARA. Both her determination to go and his
confidence that she won't are half false. She finishes putting on
the cloak. ’

(SOUND)
Stay, darling.

She turns, mouth open to speak - and finds him standing beside
her. It is a knife-edge balance. Then he kisses her.

(huskily) Yousee ... Yousee...

LARA (Mindlessly)
Victor don't ..o don't ...

But she means nothing by it. He slips the cloak from her bare
back, CAMERA PANS down as it slithers to the floor.. )

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR LARA'S STREET NIGHT WINTER - SNOWING

395 CLOSE SHOT. Falling snow caught in the light from a lamp-post.
After a few moments the distant sound of strange moaning. The
CAMERA PANS as if looking for it. We recognise LARA's street
then, panning upwards, the lighted windows of the Dressmaking
Establishment. The sound becomes more ~agonised. The
CAMERA ZOOMS up and inwards towards the bedroom windows.

QUICK DISSOLVE

DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING

396 CLOSE SHOT. The CAMERA TRACKS up and inwards to peer
through the iced and curtained window. The noise now dreadful,
comprising a sob, a scream, a groan of anguish. We see the lower
half of a bed with someone writhing ceaselessly under the blankets.
A train rumbles past. The door bursts open revealing KOMAROVSKY,
shirt-sleeved, frightened. He dithers for a few seconds watching
whoeverisin the bed. In his hand he holds a letter. He turns as
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396 Continued

397

398

399
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402

suddenly as he came. =The CAMERA follows him, tracking along
the outside wall and past the windows of AMELIA's workshop,
affording us glimpses of him dashing through to the fitting room. -
As the CAMERA passes a dark piece of wall:

cuT
EXTERIOR LARA'S STREET NIGHT WINTER - SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. (Matching piece of dark wall) The CAMERA
CRANES off the side of the building and drops downwards disclosing
KOMAROVSKY's sleigh outside the main door. By the time the
CAMERA is on a MEDIUM SHOT of the sleigh the door bursts open.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY dashes out and thrusts the letter
into the DRIVER's hand.

KOMAROVSKY
There! Show it to someone if you lose your way!
Prbfessor Boris Kurt! Find him!

mTERIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE NIGHT WINTER -
SNOWING

CLOSE SEOT. The MEDICAL PROTFESSOR is seated next to ANNA
in the library. They are looking at:

MEDIUM SHOT. Their POV. A polite gathering of intelligent
locking people sit on small gilt chairs attending to a pianist seated
in the window. Beyond hu:n we see a tram passing up the snowy
street.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL FROFESSOR and ANNA. She is inclined
to enthusiasm whilst he expresses a certain dissatisfaction with the
entertainment.

ANNA
But Boris, this is genius!

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Really, I thought it was Chopin? ..
(She whacks him, playfully flirtatious) .
I'm going for a smoke. !

CLOSE SHOT. Outside in the hall TONYA and YURI seated more
comfortably on'the stairs and listening to the music which comes
through the open doorway, MEDICAL PROFESSOR emerges, tapping
a cigarette on a golden case. —
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MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Well, how's the General Practitioner?

YURI (Moving down a stair)
A bit scared of his Finals.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Sitting by TONYA)

. 1 don't think he need be. (To TONYA, automatically
making up to the pretty girl) How do you like the idea of
marrying a General Practitioner?

A moment's awkwardness. But TONYA's poise is equal to it.

TONYA '
I like it very much.” But no General Practitioner has
asked me. '

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

No? (To YURI) I thought you nomads were hot-blooded?
(Confidential, to TONYA:) A slow lot, General
Practitioners. How d'you fancy a Professor of Pathology?

TONYA (Looks at him)
Does he write poetry?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Alas, no. ‘

TONYA ' -
Then I'm afraid it's out of the question.

The door bell rings.

Excuse me.
She escapes his slightly too-galiant attentions thus. The two men
watch her descent, MEDICAL PROFESSOR quite roused, YURI
quite jealous.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
That's 2 marvellous girl, Zhivago.

YURI
Yes; 1'd noticed.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA at the front door with KOMAROVSKY's
driver and letter. She approaches the stairs, looking up.
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Continued

'TONYA
It's for you, Professor Kurt.

MEDIUM SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR runs down, athletic.
Meets TONYA coming up. Takes letter and opens it as TONYA
goes on to join YURI.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR. BHe reads letter. Grimaces,

grunts, look.s up:

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (A little challenge) '
How would the Poet like to see a bit of General Pract_ice?

CLOSE SHOT.. The screen blocked for a. moment by heavy coats,
then YURI and MEDICAL PROFESSOR sit in sleigh.

YURI
What is it?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Suicide. It happens all the time.

YﬁRI thoughtful as the sleigh drives off.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA looking out through the front door. 8he
watches for a moment; turns shutting the door on CAMERA.

INTERIOR DRESSMAKING ESTABLISHEMENT STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. The glass-panelled door is flung open by
KOMAROVSKY, his face frantic but 1n.=t¢.nt1y comaposad as he sees
MEDICAL PROFESSOR

KOMAROVSKY -
Oh, thank God you've come.

CLOSE SHOT MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI enter the fitting
room.

This is very good of you, Boris.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Yes, I know it is, (KOMAROVSKY looking at YURI)
My assistant. (Quietly) Come on, where is she?

CAMERA PANS into MEDIUM SHOT as KONIAROV‘SKY leads the way
through to the workshop followed by YURI carrying a black Doctor's
bag ‘
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. XKOMAROVSKY and MEDICAL
PROFESSOR hurrying through the workshop. They gain on the
CAMERA which centres on YURI following up behind. He looks
around the darkened room at the sewing machines, tailors dummies

and rolls of ma.terial.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and MEDICAL PROFESSOR
enter small bedroom, the foot of a brass bedstead in foreground oi
picture. MEDICAL PROFESSOR glances at the unseen pa.t1ent on
the bed and begins to unbutton his coat.

MEDICAL. PROFESSOR
When did she do it?

EOMAROVSKY
About 8 o'clock this evening. -

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Looks at watch, raises eyebrows)
Do you know what it was? :

CLOSE UP. The blue bottle on a small table at the foot of the

bed. KOMAROVSKY's hand comes into picture, picks up the bottle,
CAMERA PANS with it into CLOSE SHOT of KOMAROVSKY and
MEDICAL PROFESSOR. He sniffs it. He tears off his overcoat,
glaring venomously at KOMAROVSKY. ‘

Why the devil didn't you gét a local doctor?

EOMAROVSKY (Hard and straight)
I couldn't.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Obeving the code)
"No, I suppose you couldn't (To YURI who is now standing -

in the doorway behind) Comecon then: On her face.

He throws down his coat and makes towards the head of the bed
followed by YURI  The tempo of the scene rises as the two men
go about their work with quick professional expertise

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI on opposite sides
of the bed. We see them haul the body on to its face hear it moan,
an inhuman sound, but still do not see it. :

CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY standing at the end of the bed
watching, anxious .Over on SOUND another moan and,
surprisingly gentle:

MEDICAL PROFESSQOR (SOUND)
All right, little woman ,.. (Then sharply) Water?
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KOMAROVSKY moves. Takes the big jug of 2 porcelain wash-set.

. He turns to find MEDICAL PROFESSOR beside him who pours the

entire contents of a little bottle into it.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI is withdrawinga length of rubber tubing from.
the doctor's bag.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR leaves KOMAROVSKY who
watches again from the head of the bed. On SOUND:

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND)
Now Yuri ... (An awiul silence ... KOMAROVSKY
blenches as the head of the bedstead wobbles) Come on,

my dear ... (another moan. Impatient:) On, come on,
Yuri,
YURI (SOUND)

Sorry. (Silence again)

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND, -‘quietly:)
Now my dear...

DISSOLVE

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY is now sitting frightened, worn-out,
shocked by what he has seen. MEDICAL PROFESSOR's hand holds
the jug into picture. o

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Water and a sponge.

KOMAROVSKY rises, takes the jug, licks his lips:

EKOMAROVSKY -
Is she going to Ii.ve?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Water.

KOMAROVSKY goes. M.E:DICAL PROFESSOR smiles rather
sadistically at:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI standing by the foot of the bed,

YURI
She is, isn't she?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (SOUND)
Yes.
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CLOSE UP. MEDICAL PROFESSOR.

Funny thing. There's a man ... Speaks on public
platforms. 1In with the Government. In with the Liberals.
In with everybody. And he risks it all ... For that!

CLOSE SHOT. AMELIA, drenched in sweat, lying naked on her
front, her discoleured tongue protruding from her livid face. On
SOUND: ‘

That's not how Poets see them is it?
CLOSE UP. MEDICAL PROFESSOR looking at YURI.

That's how G. P.'s see them. That's how they are.
CLOSE UP. YURI looks back at the bed.

YURI '
You know, from here ... She looks beautiful.

CLOSE SHOT. His POV of AMELIA's naked back stretched
across the bed; not pretty, but impressive, like a Leonardo
Fallen Warrior.,

MEDIUM SEOT. 7YURI's back in fdreground, MEDICAL PROFESSOR
in background.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Amused and admiring)
Zhivago, I think you're a hard case.

KOMAROVSKY enters with water and sponge, still frightened.
MEDICAL PROFESSOR takes them and CAMERA PANS with him
as he goes back to AMETIA and begins to swab her up and down

ike a vet.

AMELIA

MEDICAL PROFESSOR looks up at KOMAROVSKY, narrowly,
speculatively,

CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY tenses.A On SOUND:
Lara ...

KOMAROVSKY (Curtly)
There's a child in the case.
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426/ MEDIUM SHOT over KOMAROVSKY on to MEDICAL PROFESSOR and
428 YURI on opposite sides of the bed. MEDICAL PROFESSOR

429

continues {o loock to KOMAROVSKY.

KOMAROVSKY (Impatient, indignant)
‘A child! Her daughter.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR continues to look as before.

(Curtly) .
Oh, for heaven's sake Boris ....

This last is angry, hurt, more than a little disgusted. MEDICAL
PROFESSOR feels he has gone too far. ‘

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Returning his attention to
Amelia, sourly:) She might have thought about "Lara™
before she did it. Does the girl know?

KOMAROVSKY
1'm afraid she does.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Is she here?

KOMAROVSKY
Yes.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR

Well tell her that her mother is going to live. (But
arrestingly) Wait a minute, Victor. What are we
going to say about this? :

KOMARQCVSKY ("Serious")
Must we say anything?

MEDICAL PROFESSCR
1'm afraid so. I'm taking her to hospital. We’'ll
have to say something. (Delicately:) Yuri...

YURI
Yes, of course. (Goes to the door)

KOMAROVSKY
This needn't be difficult, Boris ...

LONG SHOT. YURI comes into the workroom and wanders in the
half-dark among the sewing machines and tailors' shapes. On
SOUND a train rattles by. He stands in.the gently shaking room
listening to it.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI. The sound of the train recedes. MUSIC
"Lara" theme. He "hears' it. It "attracts' him and CAMERA
PANS with him over to a table. Ee looks down. MUSIC stops.

CLOSE UP. LARA's satchel and some school books.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He idly turns a book to read its title.
MTUSIC re-commences. He looks around as if to find its source.
CAMERA follows behind him as he wanders across the room and
reaches a partition window on the opposite side. Without warning
the room behind the partition is flooded with light as KOMAROVSKY
enters carrying an oil lamp. IL.ARA jumps up out of a chair.
Another train rumbles by. '

CLOSE UP. YURI stares fascinated as at a silent moving picture.

MEDIUM SHOT. Over YURI into the room beyond the partition.
KOMAROVSKY is talking. LARA's face lights up with an expression
of incredulous joy. KOMAROVSKY confirms his good news. LARA
throws her arms about his neck, sobbing with gratitude. Rather
awkwardly he strokes her head. She seizes his hand and covers it
with kisses. He gently withdraws it and strokes her spine as we
have seen him do beiore. LARA grows still. KOMAROVSKY
leads her back to the chair and seats her. She holds on to his hand
looking wildly up to him. Awkwardly he soothes her and disengages
his hand. He backs away taking the lamp with him.

CLOSE UP. YURI stares at:

CLOSE SHOT. LARA closes her eyes, puts her head back weeping
and distraught.

CLOSE UP. TYURI. The light has stopped moving. He jerks
his head towards the door..

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. POV YURI. KOMAROVSKY glares at
him from the doorway, his expression horrified and malignant.
He goes.

CLOSE UP. YURI. He looks back at:

CLOSE UP. LARA, head back, weeping, in the chair. The light
fades into blackness. The train noise recedes. )

MEDIUM SHOT.  The MEDICAL PROFESSOR has made AMELIA
comiortable. KOMAROVSKY enters the bedroom. Says off-
handedly: .

KOMAROVSKY
What is the name of your young Assistant?
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cuTr

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Zhivago.

KOMAROVSKY
Andreyevich?

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Yes, why? D'you know him? !

KOMARGVSKY
I knew his father slightly.

CLOSE SHOT. The glass panelled door is opened by KOMAROVSKY.
MEDICAL PROFESSOR and YURI come out. KOMAROVSKY
addresses them with the decent brevity of one who knows words to be
inadequate. Gruffly:

KOMAROVSKY
Well gentlemen, 1 won't attempt to express my gratitude.
For the rest... (A stoic little shrug) I am in your hands.

MEDICAL FPROFESSOR (Frowning, awkward:)
Forget it, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (As one who, though unwilling, must say
it out:) Does that apply to you ‘both?

what he means.

He is looking at YURI. YURI looks back at him. They both know

MEDICAL PROFESSOR (Softly, slightly shocked)
Not a question to ask, Victor.

KOMAROVSKY (As one willingly accepting deserved
correction) Forgive me.

In manly fashion he shakes hands with MEDICAL PROFESSOR.
Would shake hands with YURI but:

MEDIUM SHOT. TYURI already on his way down the passage.

CLOSE SHOT. MEDICAL PROFESSOR goes. KOMAROVSKY
stands glowering, then turns and goes back through the door.
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EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET NIGHT WINTER-FRESH SNOW

446

4471/
449

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. In the sleigh MEDICAL PROFESSOR and
YURI are silent. 1t has stopped snowing.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Cheer up Yuri; I'll have the poor bitch in hospital tonight.

YURI
What's his name?

MEDICAL PROFESSCR (A bit startled by the tone)
Mp? That's V.I. Komarovsky. 'Says he knows you.

YURI
Oh. He executed my father's Will.

MEDICAL PRCFESSCR
You've dealt with him ?

YURI :
No. 1 didn't feel competent to deal with him; I was
eight years old. Uncle Alex turned it down.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR
Oh. (He'is curious but too well bred to question)

YURI -
By Komarovsky's account there wasn't much in it. And
what there was belonged to Komarovsky.

MEDICAL PROFESSOR '

Oh he’s a very good business man. (Depreca.tmg) But
I doubt if he's crooked. Very good company. Knows -
Life. (Chuckle) He's had 2 bad scare tonight ...

cUT |
INTERIOR STUDENT CAFE STUDIO DAY  WINTER

LONG SHOT. - A Student Cafe, A vast echoing place with lines of
oil-cloth covered tables, iron pillars and a lot of steamed-up icy
windows. A few mid-afternoon customers retain their overcoats.
A WAITER enters picture carrying two bowls of steaming heavy-
looking soup with iron spoons., CAMERA PANS with him into 2
CLOSE SHOT of LARA and KOMAROVSKY, sitting on opposite sides
of a table. He is the only person over thirty in the place and looks
incongruous and foriorn. Events have unmanned him; he is sad
and tired, for the moment anyway defeated. = LARA regards him
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449
anxiously, a bit remorsefully. They speak quietly, the mood
elegiac, all passion spent. '

LARA
You don't mind coming here, do you Victor Yppolitovich?

KOMAROVSKY (Quickly)
No, no ... reminds me of my youth ... (A pause)

LARA -
1 went to the hospital again.

KOMAROVSKY (Looks up quickly)
And - ?

LARA
She wants you to go and forgive her ... (KOMARQCVSKY
looks at her) For her suspicions. -

KOMAROVSKY (Grimaces distastefully. Quietly)
You can tell her the truth if you like, Larissa.

LARA (Quickly)
No.

KOMAROVSKY _
Well 1 don't see much point - It's over and done with.

LARA
Will you - (Hesitates) - see Mother now ?

KOMAROVSKY (Smiles at her tact and helps her out)
AsTusedto? No... (Softly, wryly reflective) In fact
1 should not be surprised if you were my swan song.
(Looks away; a changed tone) 1Is this him?

450 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Their POV. PASTHA peers about
approaching from the door.

451 CLOSE SHOT. LARA radiant. KOMAROVSKY says:

KOMAROVSKY
- He knows nothing about ... ?

LARA (Can't even take in the idea. Then, horrified)
Pasha? No. .
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452 MEDIUM SHOT. DPASHA has seen them. He walks over to the
table CAMERA PANNING with him.

LARA (Cont)
Pasha, this is Monsieur Komarovsky.

KOMAROVSKY rises and shakes hands with PASHA. Both sit again,
PASHA takes his spectacles off looking pedantic, tense, severe. His
faded scar gives his already impressive face an added consequence.
A moment's awkwardness, dealt with by the older man.

KOMAROVSKY
Will you eat?

PASHA
No thank you.

He moves his spectacles pedantically in his fingers, looking at
KOMAROVSKY in steady silence. LARA's eyes go from one to the
other, anxious for it to go well.

KOMAROVSKY
I hope you don't think this impertinent Pavel Pavlovich.

PASEA
Not at all.

453 CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY

KOMAROVSKY
I am -1 have advised Larissa's mother for many years.
I'm interested in what happens toher...

DISSOLVE

454/ MEDIUM SHOT. The bowls are empty, PASHA is braced back in

458 his chair, points of colour in his cheeks, his eyes excited, speaking
quickly. KOMAROVSKY is listening gravely. @ LARA looks earnestly
from one to the other,

PASHA

«+ . Ssomething that 1 ought to tell you M'sieur Komarovsky.
And that is this: I am committed to the Revolution.

Nothing - (Puts 2 hand on LARA's hand; KOMAROVSKY
registers it) not even Lara - has more importance for me.
(LARA puts her hand on his as in a game of pat-a-cake

to show that she agrees, and KOMAROVSKY shifts uneasily)
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KOMAROVSKY (Raises his head; rather sternly:) ,
You misunderstand. It's not your political views that
concern me. So far as that goes I am more in sympathy -
than you probably suppose. 1 have some contacts of my
own which might surprise you. (PASHA looks at him
. Sceptically. Curtly:) How do you propose to live?

PASHA '
I've been offered a teaching post.

KOMAROVSKY
May I know where?

PASHA
Gradov. T1t's in the Urals.

KOMAROVSKY
1 know it. Not much of a place.

LARA
It's lovely country, M'sieur Koma.rovsky (Unconsciously
she has slipped intc PASHA's style of address)

KOMARCVSKY (Ignores her; to PASHA)
It will be a very quiet life, won't it?

LARA
But that's what we want. (Winningly, charmingly,
begging KOMAROVSKY to share the rustic dream)

KOMAROVSKY
Mm. (To PASHA) Will - you must excuse me - will
. your salary be adequate.

PASHA
Adequate. Not more.

KOMAROVSKY sees LARA looking adoringly at PASHA., His
jealousy is now roused. Unctuously, with a mock-compassionate,
very insulting smile:

KOMAROVSKY
Pavel Pavlovich, my chief impression -1 hope you won't .
be offended - is that you're very young.

PASHA (Flushes, collects himself and comes back harder
than KOMAROVSKY had prepared for; looking clearly at
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PASHA (Comnt)
" (the older man) M 'sieur Komarovsky - I hope you won't be
offended: Do people improve with age? :

The challenge is out on either side. In the conflict, KOMAROVSKY
will have the guile of age and its lack of conviction, PASHA the
directness of youth and its lack of control. - KOMAROVSKY, after
a moment's inward shock, smoothly, mock-detached.

KOMAROVSKY
They grow more tolerant.

PASHA (Instantly)

Because they have more to tolerate in themselves. If
people don't marry young, what do they bring to their
marriage ?

KOMAROVSKY (More and more deliberately patronising)
A little experience.

PASHA :
I am twenty-six -.

KOMAROVSKY (Murmurs)
You surprise me.

PASHA (Flushes again, repeats)
1 am twenty-six. My mother died, needlessly, whenl

, was eight. My father died in prison. I have fended for
myself. I have worked my way through Higher School
and University. I am familiar with things that you can
hardly guess at.

KOMAROVSKY
All this is experience of a kind certainly -

PASHA (Jumping in)

I have had no "amorous" experience. If that is what you
mean. (KOMAROVSKY blinks. That is what he meant
but he hadn't expected to have it said openly, and PASHA
underlines it) None whatever. Lara is seventeen; that
speaks for itself. (And again he puts his hand on hers to
say:) You probably find this situation comic. We don't.
We're going to be married, next year.

In dead silence he rises. XOMAROVSKY, inwardly enraged,
controls himself perfectly. LARA is scarlet. PASHA triumphant,



87

454/ Continued

458
makes youth's usual error: an ill-timed and half-hearted extension,

of the olive branch:
;

PASHA {(Cont)
\ 1 hope I haven't offended you by speaking plainly.
Vo KOMAROVSKY (A shaky laugh)

Not at all. (More strongly) Admirable.
:[ - PASHA stoops and kisses LARA. They do it chastely but tenderly.
b -.CAMERA PANS with PASHA as he makes towards the exit.

459 CLOSE SHOT. LARA and KOMAROVSKY.

KOMAROVSKY
A young Crusader.

T e——
- .

LARA
He's -

—
]

KOMAROVSKY ,
He's a very fine young man; that's obvious.

LARA (Almost apologizing)
Monsieur Komarovsky, I think you're very generous.

KOMAROVSKY ("Severe")
Larissa, 1 want to talk to you.

460 CLOSE UP. LARA. A flicker of apprehension and she rises, her
coat blacking out the screen.

cuTr
. INTERIOR DRESSMAXING ESTABLISHMENT STUDIO DUSK WINTER

461 CLOSE SHOT. The screen again momentarily darkened as LARA
passes CAMERA, followed by KOMARCVSKY, on her way down the
] passage to the glass panciled door.

. 462/ LONG SHOT. The door opens and LARA lets KOMAROVSKY go
466 ahead of her into the fitting room. The place is deserted. Every-
' thing covered in dust-sheets. In AMELIA's absence the business

has wound down. When the door shuts their isolation is merely under-
lined by the distant noises of the afternoon. The windows are darken-
ing towards evening. LARA looks about the desolate silent scene and
shivers KOMAROVSKY is walking away from her, slowly but
restless
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466

LARA (A little ill at ease)
M'sieur XKomarovsky will you ...

KOMAROVSKY (Stops)

I beg you, drop this affectation of addressing me as
"M'sieur Komarovsky". (With dreadful emphasis,

turning) Under the circumstances, it's rather ridiculous.
(LARA is aghast] Lara, [ am determingd to save you from
a dreadful error. There are two kinds of men; and only
two. That young man is one kind. He is "Highminded".
He is "Pure”. He is the kind of man the world pretends
to look up to and in fact despises. What is more, he is the
kind of man who breeds unhappiness. Particularly in
women. Do you understand?

LARA (Angry, eyes flashing)
No!

KOMAROVSKY -
I think you do. There is another kind of man. Not high-

. minded. Not pure. But alive ... (This flattering assess-

ment of himself is made with some passwn) Now, that your
tastes at this moment should incline towards the Juvenile,
understandable. But for you to marry that boy is pure
disaster. Because - (She covers her ears, he pulls her
hands away) Because, there are two kinds of women ....
(He lets it sink in) and you, as - we - well - know, are not
the first kind ....

Her eyes Iill; she.thinks it is true. Then she hits him. His eyes

shine.

Gently: 7
You, my child, are a slut.

LLARA (Passionate, despairing)
I am not!

KOMAROVSKY
Let's see.

He lunges at her wrapping her in his arms. A shockingly elemental
struggle begins as, fighting wildly, she is borne across the room.

487 CLOSE SHOT. Their feet; her's lifted from the floor.

468 CLOSE SHOT. LARA is thrown on a sofa with real force.
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CLOSE UP. LARA. She raises her head but is immediately pinned
back. XOMAROVSKY looms over her; starts to kiss her. She
violently twists and turns. The kisses continue. Gradually, now in
BIG CLOSE UP, the violence subsides. His mouth finds hers. She
becomes quite still.

cuT

BIG CLOSE UP, The da.rkened outline of a gas bracket. The mantle
plops into light.

CLOSE SHOT. An upright dressing mirror, . Reflected in it the
prone legs and torso of LARA, still as a corpse. KOMAROVSKY

"steps into the reflection adjusting his appearance. He looks gloomy,
 brooding, almost ashamed. He gives a last savage tug to his tie and

goes leaving the reflection of LARA.
CLOSE SHOT. EKOMAROVSKY turns at the door.

EOMAROVSKY _ ‘
And don't delude yourself that this was rape. That

would flatter us both.

CLOSE SHOT. The heap of clothing stirs. LARA sits up. Her.
face is tear-stained but her eyes are dry and fierce with the
unconscious ferocity of a lioness - not forcedly fierce Iike a huran
being.

CLOSE SHOT. The door shuts. We see the distorted figure
of KOMAROVSKY going off down the passage.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA listening to the receding footsteps.  She
is thinking too, coming to a decision. On SOUND a drumbeat com-
mences, lurchingly. ,

BIG CLOSE UP. The lock on the door.
CUT (Drumbeat continuous)

INTERIOR HALLWAY KOMAROVSKY'S APARTMENT STUDIO
NIGHT WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the empty hallway of KOMAROVSKY's
prosperous bachelor home shooting towards the frosted-glass front
door.  LARA's shadowy outline appears, raises its hand and gives
three loud raps on the knocker. On SOUND the barking of a dog.
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90
(Revised 19.;.65)

EXTERIOR MOECO: STREET DUSK WINTER=SNOW

CLCSE Si0T. <Qutsice the door stands LARA. She
trarsfers PAE.A'L 1istol tc her right hand and puts
it inside her muff. Her breatihr srekes in tic bitter
cold. wuehird ner nisit is falling in the street,

“EDIUN CLOSE SnOT. The door is opened by an elderly
!AhSER\A“T On seeins LARA his nrofessionally
deferentizl expressicn ligutens.

MANSERVALT
Tice Master's not at nome, Miss Lara.

LARA (Uncounmrehending, whispers)
Not at howue?

MANSERVAMT

He's gnne to the Sventytskis' Christmas
Party. (And as LARA meves) Are vou going
there *iss? (And as she doesn't answer)
Don't say I told you,

LARA
No. (A faint smile) Thank vou, Piotr.

She goes. CAMERA stays on MANSERVANT whe watches
her along the stree:. .

LANSERVANT
Merry Christmas ['iss Lara!

CUT (Drumbeat Cut)

INTERIOR BALLRCOM  STUDIO OR LOCATION KIZHT WINTER

CLCSE TRACKING 36CT. YURI holding TCNYA'S hand at
the entrance to tne CVENTYTSKIS' ballroom., YURI is
turnea back to thcir hosteoss whe is welcoming new
guests with rer huswvand.

YURI (Cheerfully)
Thauk you! I!'erry Caristmas to you!

#e and TOMNYA, hand in hand, have turned about to
return Seasornal Greetings to a fellow Guest, in the
ballrcou of the Sventytskis'., - Behind and beyond themn
we see¢ the entrafce from the hallway, new guests
arriving. YURl ard TONYA rosume their reranbulation
of the dance tiosor but ou SCUND a heavy voice:
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Continued

KCHAROVSRY (SCUKRDR) .
Vierry Charistmas, Yuri Andreyevic:.

TONYA looks first, sormething in the veice alarming
her. Then YURI.

U”ErRu 482 TO 485 CUT.

CLOSE [RACKING SHOT. ‘Their PCV. ALOMARCVSKY seated

in an alceve coponing off the dance floer. we is
partnered iy trree distinguished lceliing men, cne in
Court Uniform, bHe is forring a2 fan with his cards as
he looks at YULRI with a measured, contemptucus glance.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI and TONYA. YURI looks at
hir a moment, tows a bit stiifly, A waltz starts up;
ne leads TONYZ on tc the floor and they begin to dance,
She looks hack at RCMAROVSKY then up at YURI.

TGNYA
¥hat a nasty looking man ...,

cuT |
EXTERIOR 5LUM STREET  LCCATION  NIGHT  LIINTER-SNCW

CLCSE TRACKING S®CT. LARA walking through a slum
market lit Ly narnthz flares., The nolite rusic and
chatter of the party replaced by a strident din,
CAMERA PA{S as she turns a corner into a side alley,
the din dininishiug. :
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CLOSE SHOT. A STREET WALKER leans against a lamp-post in
foreground of picture. In background LARA approaches. As she
draws level the STREET WALKER gives what looks to LARA like
a smile of complicity; she almost runs out of picture. STREET
WALKER looks after her, . -

LONG SHOT. LARA hurries away round another corner.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LARA, her muff clasped tightly to her,
is now in a quiet and kighly respcctable street, where decorous
festivities are ghmpsed behmd tail lighted windows. Her head
turns from side to side, lifted, looking to Heaven for some eleventh
hour reprieve. More and more distressed she slows, she stops;
she leans against a wall looking abandoned, childish, unable to
cope. On SOUND we hear footsteps approaching from the opposite
direction. A man's figure crosses foreground of picture., The
sound of his footsteps slow: .

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA comes to a halt and turns locking at:

CLOSE SHOT. His POV. LARA, in deep shadow, her head turned
away from him.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA. CAMERA PANS with him as he approaches
hesitantly, but when he speaks his voice is severe as well as :
concerned. :

PASHA '
Lara ... ? What's the matter?

One glance tells him that his appearing at this moment is for her

- a shocking disaster. She steps off. CAMERA PANS. EHe over-

takes and arrests her,.
CLOSE SHOT. PASHA and LARA,

(His face dark. Hard:)
We had an appointment this evening, Lara. Where
are you going? (He takes in her smart costume)

LARA (Between 2 whisper and a wail)
Haven't you read the letter? I left you a letter. .

PASHA
I've not been home. I'm going home now.

He jerks his head unconsciously in the direction he was ta.lung
LARA nods her head vigorously at this, looks at him for a second,
tears herself away and sets off again. CAMERA TRACKS BACK as
he follows at her elbow, alarmed and angry: .
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495 ° Continued

PASHA (Cont) .
Where are you going - ? I've a right toknew! What's in
this letter? :

He holds her by the arm and makes her stop. ' His face and voice
suddenly express chilly apprehension.

lara, what's in this letter? (He fa.lters) Lara ... are
you.... breaking ... ?

LARA
It's all in the letter.

PASHA

Lara ... what is?

LARA (With sudden depth)

"Everything. (And as she tries to draw away and he hangs
on to her, with sudden ferocity:) Don't!

And goes. PASHA look.s after her. Half turns to go towards his
home. But drumbeat, ominocus. He looks back after:

496 MEDIUM SHOT. LARA hurryiné'towards a corner. She turns it,

497 MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA walks swiftly after her. CAMERA
TRACKS BACK as he approaches the corner and PANS with him as
he rounds it into a MEDIUM SHOT over his shoulder. He stops.
LARA has gone. MUSIC comes from the first house in the street,
the SVENTYTSKIS', Sleighs stand in the street outside.

498 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA. CAMERA TRACKS BACK as he walks
enquiringly towards the house.

499 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV. A few late guests ascend
the steps, momentarily silhouetted by the light from the double doors
thrown open to receive them. As CAMERA approaches closer a
FOOTMAN closes one door, is about to close the other, but peers
out into the night and makes a contemptuous gesture of dismissal at:

500 CLOSE SHOT. PASHA, lean and threadbare, standing looking back
at him. '

501 MEDIUM SHOT. FOOTMAN closes the door. Suddenly the lights go
out in the ballroom windows. On SOUND an agitated babbie.
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INTERIDR LALLROUNH STUDIO OR LOCATICW NIGLT

LEDIUN CLOSE Far "Jeh's!" and "ah's!" of
rleasurc and aurmurs of ganiraticn os TONYA ana
falf o dozen cther youL: laaies bith long tapers
light tnc candles of tue Christmas Tree in the
ballroom.

CLOSE SROT, TCLYVA, taver in hand, sees:

der 0V, LARA's pole face lit hy czndlelight, in

the snadow, She s=u TORYA have had 2 meomentary secret
confrontytion. The ballroow lights go up on LARA'S
facez. Clitring and laugiter. ’

CLC3E 301, KOUAROVSRY playing, leans forward to

watch the fall of the cards. Spreads out his remaining
nard. Tne cthers threw in theirs., KOMAROVEKXY grins
wolfishly, nstes down the scecve., MUSIC starts.,

LARA skirts the dance-floer, searching, keeping tc
the wall, ouff keld nigh against her neart as il to

"still the pcanding there, GUESTS self-occupied.

YURI and TONYA gance.

TOWYA
Yuri; there's an extraoruznary "lrl at
this party.

Yull
1 know., 1I'u with her,

CLUCE =0OT.  JOFAROVERY and his friernds nliay in
intunsc silence, oblivious to evervthing. #“ADANE

SVEHTYISKI szails past them onto the middle of tue
floox, nakes an arr's-lenjgth resture to the ,
orcaestra with her gz, kalf roguisa,huls irperious,
and at the signal, crchestra leader bre-“s oxf tho
dance en a grand CAord.

CULLTS apreeably startled, lnok teo their hostess
for the cagplianation, YUPLI and TOMYA among ther,
The rising Lauble of curiesity cut intc hy:
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509 Continued

MADAME SVERTYTSK
Lilence everybedy! CSilence please!

MEDIUM SuCT. The CAMERA PANE with MADAME SVENTYTSAKI
as she sails across the Ilecor towards YJRI and TONYA.

No! Ho! linsist on silence!

CGuests obligingly shush one znother into silence,
YURI and TONYA puzzled and curious like the rest.
But the slightly too managing ncstess takes them by
the hand. In the silence:

KOMAROVSKY (SCUND)
Fecur srtades.

‘Chcrus cf Sh-sh!
SCENE iU~BERS 510 TQ 521 CUT.

522 HMEDIUI: SHOT. Threugh a gar of staring neonle KOMAROVSKY
ana nis coaranicns lock up with some embarrassnent. ‘

523 CLOSE CiOT. MADAME SVENTYTSKI holding YURI and TONYA
-by the hand. : .

MADA!'L SVENTYTSKI
I have a very delightful anncuncement to
make - ! :

TONYA (Alarmed)
Oh mMadane Sventytski -

YURI (Smiling)
Yes, why nct?

MADAE SVENTYTSKI

Ana! I have to a2nnounce: that Dr. Yuri
Zhivage - (Murrur of pleasure from GUESTS)-
Yes, Docter c<hivago - he came third in all
liescow - ' (Anplause in which TONYA
vigorously jcins e YURI'S pieasure) Now
listen! Dr. Zhivago is betrothed in marriage
to -

Pistol shot roars.
523 LO.G SiiCT. The whole dance flcor, GUESTS and SERVANTE,

a frczen tablezu. Teoral silence. Then the souna of
2 chair being pushec back on woeden trloor,
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CLOSE SHOT. KOM.ABOVSI?‘Y rises slowly from the table, clutching
his wrist, incredulous, He glares with rage and fear at:

CLOSE SHOT. LARA. Still holding the pistol, white to the lips,
trembling, but in her eyes again the leonine anger. The pistol slips
from her fingers. :

CLOSE UP. The pistol falls to the floor with a clatter.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY locking at the pistol. On SOUND a
wave of indignation sweeps the guests. He turns his head,

.LONG SHOT. The GUESTS swoop from every side towards the

scene, a genteel mob.

CLOSE SHOT. A GROUP OF MEN closes on LARA; she is seized
with unnecessary roughness.

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY, gripping his now bloody wrist,

. paralysed, surrounded by a flutter of ineffectial concern.

SVENTYTSKI pushes through with YURI.Z.

SVENTYTSKI
My dear Victor! My dear man!

KOMAROVSKY (Not moving, grinds between his teeth)
Get her out.

CLOSE UP. LARA, the terrible crisis past, held like a young:
a.nima.l is near £aint:lng

SVENTYTSKI (SOUND)
" What -?

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Get her out ... get her out!

CLOSE UP. . TONYA stares at LARA with pity, horror, fascination.

SVENTYTSKI (SOUND)
Yes, yes. I'll get the Police.

KOMAROVEKY (SOUND)
No, not the Police!

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA shooting down on the group around
KOMAROVSKY and LARA

I do not want the Police! 1 - just - want = you - to get her
OUT!
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The essential coarseness and power of the man is audible in this
moment of uncontrol. An awkward silence falls. YURI examines
the wound. '

YURI
It's quite superficial.

MADAME SVENTYTSKI
Oh "thank God!

There is the sound of a scuffle and a shout from the far end of the room.
All heads turn. .

LONG SHOT. DPASHA has thrust his way through a pair of flunkeys
at the door. He walks quite swiftly though tensely across the
deserted dance floor. CAMERA PANS with him into MEDIUM SHOT
as he approaches the group. Not only his weirdly incongruous
appearance makes him formidable, It is evident he knows what he
is doing, that he despises everybody present, that this is no gesture
but deadly earnest. He walks to LARA without hesitation. ' The men
holding her brace themselves.

SVENTYTSKI {(Quick and low)
Let her go.

CLOSE SHOT. DASHA and LARA. The men reiease her. PASHA
takes her arm. She totters. He braces her. Looks at:

CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY absorbed in his wound, trembling.
YURI, back to camera, examining it.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and PASHA. He looks at her, hard and

unfriendly. Then, with 2 glance around the silent gaping faces,
begins to move her away. .

CLOSE UP. YUH], looking over his shoulder, watching,

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. ' The crowd of guests parting to let PASHA
and LARA through.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, her eyes following:
CLOSE UP. LARA being led through the crowd.
CLOSE UP. TONYA, inexplicably fascinated.
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544 MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA leads LARA through the fringes of the
crowd out across the dance floor to the door. On SOUND the hubbub

starts afresh.
DISSOLVE
INTERIOR SVENTYTSKI BATHROOM STUDIO NIGHT

545/ MEDIUM SHOT. A large old-fashioned bathroom off the
551 SVENTYTSKIS' bedroom. YURI doctors KOMAROVSKY's hand,
while host and hostess listen. It seems that fright has chastened

him again:

‘KOMAROVSKY (Quiet a bit shaky)

The girl bears me a grudge. To be honest, not mthout
grounds. She is a political enthusiast. 1 was instru-
mental in the prosecution of her brother. He got the
maximum sentence. Some of the evidence entered by
the Police was - questionable. I doubt if she's right

in the head. No, I'won't be party to any further
persecution of her. )

SVENTYTSKI
But a hundred people saw it - the Police are bound to

act.

L}

KOMAROVSKY (A quiet smile)
Leave the Police to me, will you?

MADAME SVENTYTSKI (Breathing admiration)
Well I calil that generous!

KOMARQOVSKY
Felicitata, I've all but ruined your delightful pa.rty.

Do see if you can salva.ge it.

MADAME SVENTYTSKI (Warmly)
Of course! (Host and hostess rise)

SVENTYTSKI |
Yuri, you're sure ...?

YURI ,
It's quite superficial.
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545/ Continued

551

The SVENTYTSKIS go. YURI, shirtsleeved, seated, continues
quietly busy with KOMAROVSKY's hand. XKOMAROVSKY, shirt-
sleeved, seated, wonders how to deal with him, At length says
quietly, almost timidly:

KOMAROVSKY
Our destinies seem interwoven, don't they?

YURI
Yes ... ?

EKOMAROVSKY
I was a close friend, of your father's,

YURI (Taken a bit by surprise, glances up)
I knew you were his business partner.

KOMAROVSKY (With modest dignity, ignoring the snub)

Rather more than that ..... (Softly) I was present at his
death.... (As one who shakes uif a sad memory) I also

have contact with your brother.

YUR!I (Really surprised nbw)
Yevgraf? '

KOMAROVSKY

Well, 1 should say 1 have contact with those who are

in contact with him. Oh1I don't agree with Bolshevism
- Thank you, you seem to know your trade. - (He rolls
down his sleeve on the neat bandage) - ButI can admire
the Bolsheviks, as men. (Seriously:) Shalll tell you
why? -

YURI (Intrigued)
Yes?

KOMAROVSKY (Mimes an elaborate looking to see that
they are not overheard. Then:)
They may win.

The wry self-mockery is nicely done. YURI smiles, KOMAROVSKY
gives a soft, frank laugh. Then:
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545/ Continued

551

YURI
I'd like to meet him - he sent me a ma.rvenous letter
- He likes my poetry.

KOMAROVSKY (His face softens) :

Yes? That would have pleased your father ....
(Gently) He was not a bad man, Yuri. {Deprecating)
1 I may call you Yuri.

YUR! (Troubled)
I hardly knew him.

KOMAROVSKY

No ... (He seems to hesitate, then:) You will
perhaps not credit this, but ... he was devoted
to your mother.

YURI is more troubled still. This is an area in which he is very
vulnerable and KOMAROVEKY's tone has been perfect. YURI
looks at him, wonderingly. As one who feels he has gone as far
as is decent; briskly: s T

KOMAROVSKY

Well ...! (He takes a cigar from the pocket of
a coat hanging on the bathroom wall. Says off~
handedly:) I suppose I may continue to rely on
your (Lights the cigar) prof"ss onal discreticn?

YURI's expression changes. He looks bitterly angry, as he under-
stands how he has been played.

YURI (Softly)
O-O-OOh 2 e

He gets up, goes quickly and runs a tap over his hands. His
back turned, says:

You mean, will I tell anyone the truth about - that
girl?
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545/ Continued
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KOMAROQOVSKY (Watching him narrowly)
That's what I mean, yes.

YUR! (Drying his hands)
You may continue to rely on my professional
etcetera. .

KOMARQOVSKY (Freed from fear, can answer
contempt with contempt)
You're fastidious, aren't you?

YURI goes for his coat, which brings him near to KOMAROVSKY.
He says, in a tone doubly insulting for being clinical rather than
indignant, as though KOMAROVSKY were some bacterial infection:

YURI : |
What happens to a girl like that? When a man like
you has finished with her?

KOMAROVSKY |
Interested? (The word exhales cigar smoke over
Yuri, who blinks) I give:her to you.

YURI
You shouldn't smoke; you've had a shock.

He takes the cigar from KOMAROVSKY's mouth, as gently as
withdrawing a thermometer and tosses it into: ‘

CLOSE UP. The TOILET.

CLOSE UP KOMAROVSKY's eyes snap.
KOMAROVSKY .
I give her to you, Yuri Andreyevich. (Takes
his coat, going turns, adds viciously like a curse)
. Wedding present.

CLOSE UP. YURI locking after him.

cuT
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INTERIOR -PASHA'SROOM  STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA enters PASHA's little room, dark and
austere as a monk's cell.  She is followed in by PASHA. The
wedge of feeblie light shows a letter lying on the floor. LARA picks
it up.

PASHA
Give me that.

LARA (Obeys, but pleads)
Please don't read it, Pasha, please...

PASHA
You'd petter sit down.

He takes the letter over to a chair and table by the window, picks up
a box of matches and lights: :

CLOSE SHOT. A CANDLE in the frosted window. The CAMERA
is shooting from outside. In foreground we see the blurred image
of PASHA sit at the table and open the envelope, in background LARA
sitting on a small ped. @ The CANDLE warms a small EYE-HOLE in
the frost. As this expands it shows us bright and clear, through the
clear glass, the letter in PASHA's trembling hand and LARA: watching
him fearfully. The hole in the frost gradually expands to the size

of a saucer. A bell tolls, and is joined by all the bells of the City in

Christmas carilions. PASHA finishes the letter and turns to LARA.

Somehow she sustains his gaze but when he rises, goes and stands
over her she flinches. Shaking the letter he shouts a question.
“Dumbly she nods... He looks incredulous at the letter in his hand.
Shouts another question:. Again she nods. He lifts his hand to
strike hexr. ) ‘

CLOSE SHOT. (Inside the room) LARA closes her eyes and waits
the blow. It does not come. Then he sits on the bed, his back to
her; we hear his groan of ba.nked-down emotion. LARA raises her
head, looks at: ) T

-

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET LOCATION WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The CANDLE in thewindow.. The CAMERA TRACKS
forward into a CLOSE UP of the melted eye~hole. Then PANS down-
wards into the street. A SLEIGH is passing below.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI and TONYA in the sleigh. Both
look abstracted. @ YURI turns looking upwards.
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MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Tracking from YURTS POV. The candle
in the window. )

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT YURI AND TONYA

TONYA (Softly, poignantly:)
Yuri, (He turns) where have you geen that girl before?

YUR!I (Smiling sympathetically at her jealousy)
*What makes you think I've seen her pelore?

TONYA (Looks at him)
Haven't _you? -

YURI
Yes.

TONYA
Where?

YURI S
I'm not supposed to say. It was on & case. Not very
nice. Her mother - , :

TONYA ' .
No, don't tell me; if you're not supposed to say ...

YURI takes her sad and gentle profile, turns-it genily towards himself.

He kisses her. After a moment she responds urgently.
CUT |
INTERIOR PASHA'S ROOM  STUDIO  NIGHT

CLOSE SEOT. The EYE-HOLE in the window as seen from out--

side. Zeyond in MEDIUM SHOT, PASHA and LARA as before. He
stirs. She looks with dawning hope. He has put his hand out behind
hirm. Hesitantly she takes it. He whips round, clutches her to him-
self desperately. But somehow, it is his head which is on her
shoulder, she who is comforting him, more like mother and child
than lovers.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR BELFRY LOCATION DAY SUMMER

CLOSE SHOT. A PAIR of GILDED BELLS tumbles in a belfry.
A nuptial carillon. :
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EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET DAY  SUMMER

564 CLOSE SHOT. A PRIEST raises his hand. It is not a bridal pair
he blesses but:: ' .

565 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. A MILITARY PARADE ‘in the Gromekos'
street. The CAMERA is shooting over the back of the PRIEST
who stands cn church steps.

566 LONG SHOT. The 1914 SOLDIERS slog along beneath Tsarist
standards, led by mounted OFFICERS and a BRASS BAND. Eight
abreast they pass in a flutter of handkerchiefs and raised hats.
Patriotic ladies and gentlemen {ill the balconies and line the pave-
ments.

567 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. On the GROMEKOS' balcony are serious
uncertain faces, no patriotic fervour. From here the parade with
its wobbling banners is reminiscent of the Demonstrators. ANNA
is in a bath-chair now. TONYA carrying a baby boy. YURIL
older. _ N '

566/ CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. . A colossal banner-portrait of the Tsar -

570 towards the tail of the processmn. Beneath it walks a little flock
of VOLUNTEERS in varied civilian dress, some earnest, some
drunk, some plain seedy. As cthers step from the pavement to
join them there is applause and they are welcomed with a pat on the
back and a shake of the hand by one or two RECRUITING SERGEANTS.

571 CLOSE SHOT. In foreground of picture stands a man in black
tarpaulin coat fastened with a rope, no shirt, bare-chested. His
face is away from CAMERA watching the procession marching past
in background. He turns his head.. It is YEVGRAF. On SOUND
his narration begins: v :

YEVGRATF (SOUND)

In bourgeois terms it was a war between the A.Lhes and
Germany. In Bolshevik terms it was a war between
the Allied and.the German-upper classes.. And which of
them won was a matter of indifference.

Astonishingly, he steps off the pavement, CAMERA PANNING with
him, and joins the VOLUNTEERS.

§72 CLOSE SHOT. A little group of people on the pavement applauding him.
573 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAFT marching in the ranks.
I'was ordered by the PARTY to enlist, I gave my name

as Petrov. (A particularly loud burst of shouting) They
were shouting for Victory all over Europe; praying for
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Continued

YEVGRAF (Cont)
Victory - to the same God. My task, the Party's task,
was to organise defeat. :

RECRUITING SERGEANT gives him a pat on the back and handshake.
He accepts both without 2 flicker.

From Deféat would spring the Revolution. And the
Revolution would be Victory - for us.. The Party
looked to the conscript peasants.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. The backs of the heavily
laden SOLDIERS tramping along ahead of him.

- Most of them wearing their ﬁrst' good pair of boots.
CAMERA PANS down to their marchking feet.
When the boots wore out they'd be ready to listen.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAYF. Raises his eyes, looks
ahead. ' ;

When the time came I was able to take three battalions
with me out of the Front Line. The best day's work I
ever dido ) l ) . .

A well-dressed LADY kisses YEVGRAF's hand and gives him flowers.
He gives her a pale smile as:

But for the moment ther® was nothing to be done. There
were too many Volunteers. (Sardonic) Like me.

(Rather sadly) I sometimes wondered why there were

80 many Volunteers.

DISSOLVE . )
EXTERIOR COUNTRY VILLAGE LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. PASHA, carrying a tiny dark-haired girl, holding
LARA by the hand, both silent, walks along the dusty road of a small
rustic towh towards CAMERA. We see Mongolian horses tethered,
hens, an ASIATIC-LOOXING PEASANT with a flock of geese.

Mostly it was mere hysteria. DBut there were men with
better motives, men who saw the times were critical and
wanted a man's part.
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Continued

_PASHA hands the child to LARA, goes :into a recruiting booth ‘covered -

with crudely patriotic anti-German posters. A RECRUITING
SERGEANT goes inside the dark interior with PASEA leaving LARA, -
back to CAMERA in foreground.

TEVGRAT (Cont)

Good men wasted. The man's part lay in the Party, thea
as always. (His voice changes from the chillingly dogmatic
to the oddly tender:) Unhanpy men too. Unhappy in their
jobs - '

CLOSE SEOT. LARA and CHILD wa.iting, looking more than
distressed at his going, looking whipped.

Unhappy with their wives.  Doubting themselves.
Happy men don't volunteer ...

cuT
INTERIOR HOSPITAi. WARD STUDIO NIGHT WINTER

MEDIUM SEOT. YURI and NURSING SISTER walking through
a huge, ill-lit ward of a Moscow Hospital. They come to a halt
in CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF over, on a note of relief:

They wait their turn and thank God if their age, or
work, delays it.

MEDIUM CLCOSE SHOT. POV YURI. His patients are 21l men, all
with bandaged wounds, covered with uniform blankets, some with
Army greatcoats too, lying in beds and on the floor between the beds.

The ones who got back home at the price of an arm, or
an eye, or a leg, these were the lucky ones.

CuT

EXTERIOR TRENCHES LOCATION DAY WINTER - SNOWING
LONG SHOT. The unlucky ones are strung up, dead, on the frosted
wire entanglements of the Russian Front in Winter.. Nothing moving
but thin snowfall.

CLOSE SHOT One of the hanging dead. He is frozen rock-hard.
Crystals of white ice cover his face as they cover his clothes.
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CLOSE SHOT. The legs, shoulder, and twisted arm of a.man
protrude from a water-filled shellhole. "The surface of the water
frozen in fanciful patterns.

YEVGRAF (SOUND) (Cont)
Even Comrade Lenin underestimated both the anguish of
that nine-hundred-mile-long Front -

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Along the parapet of a frozen trench are
men or more corpses. We cannot see which for they are perfectly
still and the snow falls indifferently on both. One of them stirs;
settles, hopelessly.

- and our cursed capacity -for suffering.
SLOW DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR TRENCEES LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. A different part of the Front. One massive sheet of
iron-hard snow and ice. No wire. (The frozen surface dips
unbrokenly to form the walls and floor of a trench). A ground mist
smokes low over all in a faint moaning wind.

By the second Winter of the War, the boots had worn
out. But the line still held.

MEDIUM PANNING TO CLOSE SHOT. In the trench, men, sullen,
ragged, unshaven, looking resentfully upwards. : e

Their greatcoats fell to pieces on their backs.
Their rations were irregular. Half of them went
into action without acms, led by men they didn't trust -

CLOSE SHOT.  Above the trench stands a smart young OFFICER
beautifully dressed in full uniform, his back turned to us, carrying
a pistol.

who might have been men from 2 different planet.

On SOUND a distant angry shout.  He whips round:

OFFICER
Come on you bastards-!

CLOSE SHOT. | 'I'He men in the trench locking up at him,

unresponsive.
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LONG SHOT. Looking along the trench. More unresponsive
men and other OFFICERS. A single figure climbs out of the trench,.
It is: - .

]

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA, now a Regimental Sergeant Major.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
And those they did trust -

PASHA
Come on, Comrades!

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
- paid with their lives to earn: that trust.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Reluctantly, men begin to climb from the
trench. . . :

CLCSE UP. -“PASHA

PASHA
Comeon....!!

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. More men climbing out.

CLOSE SHOT. PASHA gestures with his arms, turms and sets off,
CAMERA TRACKING before him.

MEDIUM SHOT. More and more climb:out, .bégin to run slowly
after him. . -

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. -CAMERA TRACKING behind PASHA
as he runs forward into the mist. A machine-gun begins to fire.

CLOSE SHOT. ©PASHA running, ecstatic. He laughs genuinely
battle~crazy, shouting:

PASHA
Comrades! Earthshakers! Show them! .

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA TRACKING across the path
of the oncoming men, excited now, running hard over the iron-hard .
snow, shouting, stumbling in flapping foot-gear, half without weapons
or with clubs made out of lumps of branch. A man goes down, his
rifle is snatched up as they sweep past.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. PASHA. On SOQUND the crackle of
small-arms fire and the wail of mortar shells. A fountain of
black earth shoots up behind him. For a split second his face is

 {lluminated as if by a brilliant flash-light.
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MEDIUM( SHOT TRACKING (Hand-held) PASHA'S POV. Black
earth springing up out of the whiteness just ahead of him. The
CAMERA lurches over. ,

MEDIUM SHOT. Fountains of earth against the sky.

LONG SHOT. Earth falling from the sky and spattering the snow.
PASHA 'has gone. The shouting falters. Men stand uncertainly,
waver. More small-arms fire. A man drops to the ground. The
wailing comes again.

CLOSE SHOT. The OFFICER. He shouts:

OFFICER (Desperate)
Keep moving, lads!

MEDIUM SHOT. The men break and run.

" DISSOLVE

606

607

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. A rain-swept trench. Men crouching
dumbly, ankle deep in melting snow and water. Visibility reduced
to some thirty yards. The CAMERA begins to CRANE slowly

upwards through the downpour.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
At last they did what all the armies dreamed of doing.
They began to go home.

Along the trench we see menrrising to their feet-and going. @ There
is no extitement; it is the consummatioll vf something long thought
about. .

A gradual thing at first. And resisted desperately
by the High Command. But that was the beginning of
the Revolution.

The CAMERA, now in high-angle LONG SEOT, shows the soldiers
groping across the piebald ground into the mist leaving behind the
trench littered with abandoned weapons and garbage.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR COUNTRY ROAD LOCATION DAY EARLY SPRING

HIGE-ANGLE LONG SHOT. A column of troops approaches us on
a dead straight road through agricultural country: The fields are
brown with -occasional white patches, the remains of winter, snow-
drifts.
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608 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The column is led by a beef-faced
COLONEL and his younger 2IC on horseback. Other mounted
OFFICERS shepherded the tramping troops who are sullen-faced,
in 2 motley of regimental tniforms, some without packs or rifles.
At the rear, the transport waggons.

609 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. At the front of the big covered waggon
with 2 Red Cross target on it, YURI sits. His uniform is stained
‘and threadbare. He loocks along:

610 LONG SHOT TRACKING. His POV. The rising-falling heads
of the column. It is ascending a hill. The CO and 2IC have nearly
reached its brow.

611 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. COLONEL and 2IC crane in their saddles:

612 LONG SHOT TRACKING. Their POV. Cresting the brow we see
the road continuing through the same’ landscape and, approaching us,
a ragged tatterdemalion crowd, roughly centred on some kind of
waggon., Behind them, stragglers stretch to the horizon.

613 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT 2IC alert and warried, COLONEL
savagely contemptuous. '

COLONEL
Deserters ...

€14 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The waggon of deserters a score of
shrouded figures rocking to its motion. = Others all about them

on the road. Those on the waggon number several wounded, others:
who have their place by right of age and some by right of strength.
We see QLD SOLDIER, a wrinkled, mild-eyed peasant, and
BOLSHEVIK - a rather fine-faced man with hard eyes under a head
bandage and with his arm in splints. He is locking off, ahead.

BOLSHEVIK
Replacements ...

The figure seated by OLD SOLDIER turns its head to look.
615 CLOSE UP TRACKING. Itis LARA. She is looking at:

616 LONG SHOT TRACKING. - .Her POV. The column cresting the
hill's brow. .

617 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. TYURIrises, looking towards the brow
of the hill.
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616 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The DESERTERS around the waggon
looking ahead at the approaching column. Uneasy, frightened faces
few of them are armed. Some of them begin to break up and
scatter into the fieids. '

619 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The BOLSHEV]K stands up beside LARA
and shouts:

BOLSHEVIK .
Come back! Stick together!! !

620 LONGSHOT. The Column, headed by the COLONEL and 2IC
entering foreground, the deserters down the road in background.
The BOLSHEVIK has had his effect. Tae rabbie stops:iTunning
through the fields and begins torréturn. toitheroad,

621 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. COLONEL and 2IC who glances nervously
at his Senior's blood-suffused face.

COLONEL
Muck.. Human muck ...

21C :
Steady sir; easy does it

622 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. BOLSHEVIX, now seated again,
and LARA rivetted with mingled horror and admiration.

BOLSEEVIK
Stick together and we'll be alright. (Add.s) And be

ready for them!
~ 623 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The front of the Column.

2IC (Bellows)
Slo~o-ope, arms!

The TROOPS obey, keeping step, left-right, military.

624 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Low angle) Walking alongside the cart,
(everybody, L.ARA included, now looking off towards the approaching
battalion whose tramp-tramp we can hear} is a BEARDED DESERTER.

His fingers crook and uncrook as he groans:

BEARDED DESERTER
I haven't :got a gun.

BOLSHEVIK assesses his man. Stoops, produces his rifle and gives
it to him.
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Continued

BOLSHEVIK .
Here. Be steady.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Low angle) COLONEL and 2IC .. ‘The
CO is looking straight ahead of him ®s though nothing existed
between him and the horizon, his jaw clamped.

B
Now steady sir, for God's sake.

LONG SHOT. The COLUMN and the DESERTERS approaching °
each other, now only some thirty yards apart, from either
side of screen.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. COLONEL and 2IC. The COLONEL
is looking covertly down his nose at:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Their POV the RABELE, almost
underneath their hooves. Will the rabble make way?

CLOSE UP TRACKING. The COLONEL raises his eyes to dead
ahead. ‘ .

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA TRACKING behind and to
the side of the COLONEL and the front of the column as it
approaches the deserters. At the last minute the LEADING
DESERTERS part, coming to a standstill on either side of the
road. In silence the TROOPS march on through, the DESERTERS
making way as they come.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. COLONEL and 2IC. COne looking
ahead, the cther from side to side.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Their POV. The DESERTERS
parting before them.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA shooting over the parting
DESERTERS in foreground straight on to the COLONEL and
the MARCHING COLUMN in background.

LONG SHOT. The TROOPS march on through. A static frieze
of sullen, wondering or resentfu1 faces on either side of-them.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A section of marching TROOPS. An
occasicnal glance at: ' _

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Their POV the DESERTERS standing
watching.

————— i s i P i A e . R . A e e
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MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA following a section of
troops marching between the lines of silent DESERTERS. On
SOUND a voice says: ‘

DESERTER (SOUND)
Where are you going, Brothers?

Eyes flicker towards the speaker. Another voice says:

2nd DESERTER (SOUND, sympathetic as. well as
jeering) Cannonfodder. .

| Again the ranks flicker, one man losing his step.

BIG CLOSE UP. The OLD SOLDI‘EIR. He calls out with strange
passion:

OLD SOLDIER
Turn round lads!

LONG SHOT. The battalion disappearing into the rabble, CO and
21C almost through, but a swirl and a shouting developing.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The DESERTERS are physically forcing
the troops from the ranks, the TROOPS more than half willing.
DESERTERS shouting. ‘

CLOSE SHOT. More TROOPS being pulled from the ra.nks
DESERTERS laughing and patting their ba.cks

CLOSE SHOT. One of the TROOPERS suddenly stops marchmg;
calls with fury as others pile up behind him;

. TROOPER -
Tarn round, lads!

-
-

Immediate uproar.

MEDIUM SHOT. The COLONEL, furious, twists round to
identify- the renegade. But a DESERTER kicks his horse in the
belly and he can barely control it

LONG SHOT. Looking back down the road from the head of the
column. The TROOPERS in front come to a halt and turn.
Pandemonium is breaking out at the back where TROOPERS and
DESERTERS mingle indiscriminately.
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645/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. A screenful of TROOPERS and DESERT-

647

648

649

650

651

ERS. Some shouting and waving fists, -and others still laughing,

excited, scared by what they have done. One or two TROOPERS
throwing their weapons over the hea.ds o# the crowd into the fields,
others embracing.

CLOSE SHOT. In the foreground of the picture is a large water-
butt standing against a cattle shelter. In background the mob.

A beautiful pair of riding boots climb up on the lid of the butt. Omn
SOUND a loud pistol shot. The shouting dies, the laughter fades.

TROOPERS and DESERTERS are looking up at:

MEDIUM SHOT. Over the heads of the men in the road we see

that the boots on the ‘water-huttbelong to 2 young CAPTAIN. He
holsters his pistol, smiles round at the mob. He is a rakish

young fellow, a "natural leader", one of those who "find themselves"
in war. His stained uniform bears an award for gallantry. He _
cocks his hat at a yet more rakish angle to shaw what kind of a chap
he is, puts his hands on his hips, and looks round at his audience

in comical susprise. A little sheepish laughter from the more
easily duped immediatély about him. He locks dewn, stoops:

- CAPTAIN
Where are you going, Da.ddy?

A mumbled tnonymous response. The CAPTAIN sf:ra.ightens

CLOSE SHOT. The CAPTAIN in profile, the men locking up at
him.

Home! (He looks them over, nods:}) Good idea! You
. go home! And give your trousers to your wives! And
let them come out here - and fight for your children!

An uproar of protests, but it has a resentful. g;uiity ring to it,
not rage. He rides into it:

No? Who will then?
A silence. CAMERA PANS off the CAPTAIN on to the elementary

faces looking up at him.

CLOSE SHOT. CAPTAIN straightens his cap to show that the
funny part is over.

Now listen lads ... ! (He points dramatically)
Ten miles up that road, are the Germans!
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Continued '
A VOICE calls something, He jumps M:
CAPTAIN (Cont)

Not rubbish my son! - They're coming!
And they're coming fast!

MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down on the crowd of men. .

(SOUND)
You've let them in!

But now a more ominous rising murmurbegins. They can't
answer his argument but they can see where it will take them.

CLOSE SHOT. The CAPTAIN. - He rides into it, with a
dramatic gesture to emphasise each period:

They're coming for your wives .-’. . !
Your houses ... ! Your country... !

CLOSE UP. The BOLSHEVIK. The murmur is still rising.

BOLSHEVIK -
Your country, Officer!

CLOSE UP. The CAPTAIN. Murmur rises. He must almost
shout, struggling to regain his mastery of them:

"CAPTAIN
Yes! My country! And proud of -

He has struck a rhetorical stance and:
CLOSE UP. The lid of the water-butt rotates.

CLOSE SHOT. In goes the CAPTAIN, all dignity and influence
swamped.

MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. A screen full of violently laughing
faces. On SOUND a shot. The laughter stops. -

CLOSE SHOT. A BEARDED DESERTER lowers his rifle. -
CLOSE SHOT. The surface of the water butt. The buttocks

and legs of the cerpse reotating quite slowly, appear, roll
over and submerge peaceiully. -
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661 CLOSE UP. LARA staring at this. On SOUND the wild
disturbing double-beat of swans flying. Startled she locks up at:

662 MEDIUM SHOT. The swans flash over the cattle-shelter roof
and away from it all.

€63 CLOSE UP. YURI looking at them. On SOUND pandemonium
breaks out.

664/ LONG SHOT. OFFICERS are rushed and dragged from their
665 horses, using their pistols as they fall.

666 CLOSE PANNING SHOT. The 2IC, still mounted, desperately
sabres his way through the chaos towards the side of the road.

667 CLOSE SHOT. LARA watching this, harrified.

668 MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. 2IC manages to break through off the
" road. CAMERA PANS with him as he starts a furious ga.llop
across open country. :

~ 669 CLOSE UP. LARA watching him. On SOUND a shot.

670 LONG SHOT. Her POV. . The 2IC still going hard. On SOUND
another shot. He keeps going. Two shots, and down he comes.

671 CLOSE UP. LARA. On SOUND so-me'langhter and cheers. She
turns back to the road. .

672 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. One man alone rzised prominently above
the swaying mob, is still mounted. The COLONEL. EHe sits
bolt upright, parade-ground fashion in his splendid uniform. .
One hand holding the reins, the other negligently at his side.
As his horse edges forward the men find themselves reluctantly
giving way;’, the mob noise diminishing.

673 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The COLONEL's blood-suffused face
is set in a tense malignant glare; he knows that his life hangs by
the thread of his habitual authority. He glares down at:

674 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. The men stare back at
him equally tense, with open hatred, making way more and more
reluctantly. The noise diminishes further.

675 MEDIUM LONG SEOT. The pandemonium ceases. Every head
is turned to where the COLONEL edges forward, the mob thick
before him.
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676 CLOSE SHOT. YURI watches the trial of wills, fascinated.
Knowing that &ouble must come, he gets lightly down from his
waggon. Those about him glance briefly at his Red Cross a.:'mlet,
turn away to watch.

677 MEDIUM SHOT. The COLONEL, breathing hard now, his horse
going forward by inches. Still the men dare not attack him, but
they won't get out of his way and those behind press forward. The.
horse is literally shouldering the men aside. OCne goes down. EHe
eries out. An immedtiate rising murmur:swelling to a roar and:

678 CLOSE SHOT. A SOLDIER seizes the COLONEL's foot, and
with a ter=ific heave sends him sailing out of the saddle.

679 MEDIUM SEOT. The COLONEL falls on the fax side of his horse
into a sea of roaring and laughing men. They fling him like a
massive doll, f~om hand to hand, to hand, to hand. He falls and

" disappears. Rifle butts are raised. A 'terrible scuffle and

pounding begins.

680 CLOSE UP. LARA transfixed. On SOUND the laughter disappears
from the ~oar.

681 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. A screenful of savagely shouting and
swaying men, all struggling like schoolboys to be in on the kill.
Then onte of them rises, holding up the COLONEL's epaulettes.
His face is fixed in a f>antic grin. Then his expression changes:

682 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. LARA standing on the waggon,
staring down at them all, appalled, On SOUND the noise modulates.

683 MEDIUM SHOT. LARA's POV. More and more men locking up
at her in guilty silence.

684 CLOSE UP. LARA as before. -

685/ MEDIUM SHOT. The MEN, silent now, locking up at LARA.

657 The man with the epaulettes throws them away, pushes through
the mob. Others follow suit. The movement becomes general,
the whole screenful lurching away in the direction of desertion, faster
and faster, pushing one another, some still defiant, some laughing,
others guilty and sheepish.

DISSCLVE

668 LONG SHOT.. SOLDIERS and DESERTERS alike now, streaming
back over the brow of the hill in a disorderly stream.
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689 CLOSE SHCT. YURI pushes his way through the tail
end of the DESERTERS. Stops and stares at:

690 MEDIUM LCONG LEOT. IHis POV. LARA is standing among
the "debris' about twenty yards away, stunned,
Distant eunfire. .

YURI walks towards ner. At his feet one of the prcne
figures groans, tolls onto its back. YURI is
-arrested, e stoops. The figure is the BOLSHEVIK.
YURI lecoks up at:

His POV, LARA

YURI
Are you a nurse?.

LARA (Faintly)
Yes. .

YURI (Almost curtly)
Are you all right?

LARA (More strongly)
Yes,

YURL '
Then help me,

DISSCLVE
SCENE NUMZERS 691 TO 658 CUT.
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EXTERIOR COUNTRY ROAD LOCATION SUNSET EARLY
SPRING

LONG SHOT horizontal. The waggoﬁ passes a row of trees.
Silhouetted against the reddening sky we see YURI emerge from
the interior and pat the driver's 'shoulder. He pulls up the horses.

CLOSE UP. A SOLDIER lies on a stretcher on the floor of the
waggon. As it jolts to a halt he winces and moans with pain.
YURI's feet hurry by. The SOLDIER follows him with his .eyes.
On SOUND _the noise of the tail-board being lowered with a cra.sh.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI assists LARA to descend. She says, rather
breathless:

LARA
Doctor, I ought to tell you; I'm not a trained nurse, I'm
a Volunteer. .

YURI
I see..

He is supporting the tailboard horizontally on its chain. He looks
at her. A ‘

Why did you volunteer?
LARA -
I came out to find my husband.

YURT (Locking inside the -ag'gon)
'Ver( gently.

CLOSE SHOT. OLD SOLDIER a.nd another are sliding the groa.ning
man ajong the floor. _

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA.

YUR1I (To LARA)
Have you ever seen an operation?

LARA
Yes.

YURI
We'll mana.ge

The stretcher comes out on the tajlboard.

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR 'COUNTRY ROAD STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. Night. YURI is carrying out an operation on the
man, using the tailboard as an operating table. LARA and OLD
SOLDIER hold lanterns for him. He is watched {rom within by
such of the wounded as are conscious, and surrounded by a ring

of casual DESERTERS standing in the road: = Their primitive faces
wince instinctively at this long-drawn, meticulous manipulation of
human tissues. On SQUND foetsteps at a shuffling run approach.

YURI is utterly absorbed, his nose mches from his work, his face

" absorbed and selfless.

705

706

LARA watches YURI's face. On SQUND the footsteps approach and
stop. Al but LARA turn. From the darkness:

VOICE (Breathless) '
They're in the next village, Brothers ... The Germans.

A general murmur and stir. OLD SOLDIER's lantern lurches.

OLD SOLDIER
Your Honour -

YURI
No, keep still.

His voice, so incongruously mild,” crisp, abstracted, has-more
effect than a shouted command. They turn instinctively back to
him for a beat; then begin to break away in silence. :

CLOSE UP. LARA. She looks at him with double interest. Has
he simply not heard the a.lzrmmg news?

DISSQOLVE

CLOSE SHOT. YURI applies himself with special delicacy to

the concluding stitches of the wound, straightens himself almost
reluctantly. Behind him the road is now empty except for LARA
and QLD SOLDIER. The occasional gunfire seems nearer. YUR],
looking with deep pleasure at what he has done; says to LARA:

YURI
That's not bad, is it?

LARA (Smiles at him)
I don't know. It looked marvellous to me.
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706 Continﬁed

They smile freely at one ancther, relieved and
triuarhant., Then his smile fadas. Reaching for
2 bandage:

YURI
Did ycu find your husband?

LARA
No.

.OLD SCLDIER
Your Honour -

YURI (Sandaging)
Yes; we'd better be off.

DISSOLVE:
EXTERIOR COUNTRY RUAD  LOCATION DAY  SPRING

707  LONG SnCT. The waggon on the road and a procession
before and after .of DESERTERS znd REFUGEES. The
fields now hazed with green, sunshine, white clouds -
a change of climate, terrain and mood.

708 LARA is drinking from a water-bottle, her throat
m?sc}es moving. Lowering the bettle she finds that
Su¢€ 15

768  Being watched by YURI.

710/ LARA is not annoyed cr flustered (She knows whhtever

715 else he is deing he i5 not ogling her) but she is a
bit amused and verv curicus. She makes to speax,
thinks better of it, loaking away from him, corking
the bortle, but then, locking back, zlmost apologetic:

LARA
Yeu lock a2t me 25 though you know me. (Since
he dcesn't deny it, a bit surprised) Do you?

YURI
I've seen yocu. (She tilts her nead) Four
years sg2o. Christmas Eve. ’

She works it out. Realizes,
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710/ Centinued

715

LaRA '

Oh ... VWere you there? (de nods, once.
She looks away. #ith 2 nice dryness but
scftly:) No wonder you loock 2t me. :
(Then locking zt him with more edge:} Did
you knew = Victor Komarovsky?

YCRI
Yes I did.

LARA
Ch. (She looks down, colouring)

YURI (Steadily)
The younz man who took yom away - ...

LARA

My husband.
* YURI

Lot of courage.

LARA (Looks up; trusts him! Whispers
fervent:) Yes. ‘

YURI
He made the rest of us look very feeble.
(She nods enthusiasticzlly, not wanting or
nct able to sreak, YURI slowly) As a matter
of fact ... I thoucht you both did ... (She
looks at hiz herd) Good man to shoot at.

LARA

1'd y¢ive anything ... never to have net him.
She looks awzy again over the fields of infant wheat.

D13SOLVE



716

717
718

719

720

721

722

723

724/
727

124

'EXTERIOR COUNTRY CROSS-RQADS' LOCATION DAY

SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. A line of poplar trees in full leaf against blue

sky. CAMERA PANS downwards disclosing an avenue between grass-
green wheat fields where the procession of refugees has come to a
halt. Fires have been lit and everybody is sprawled out in the shade
of the trees or under their vehicles. The PAN continues into a
CLOSE SHOT of LARA washmg up mugs and plates by the side of the
Red Cross waggon and ends on a CLOSE UP of YURI, lying on his

back in the grass, looking up at:

MEDIUM SEOT . His POV. The top of the popla:s, their leaves
shimmering in the summer breeze.

CLOSE UP. YURL On sound an important hooting. He lazily
turns his head.

LONG:SHOT. His POV. The procession continues up to 2 T~
shaped cross roads where a command post has been set up, and

-where the head of another procession joins it. = The hooting comes

from a little van approaching along the third road.

CLOSE SHOT. The command post. Semi-civilian OFFICIALS

with arm-bands checking papers and taking particulars from. ..
REFUGEES. ‘The van pulls up. A man ir thelback cuts the string

of a-massive wad of broadsheets, dumps a handful on to the command -
post table, and the van drives off. On 89IUND excited eager voices
as refugees crowd in to grab the sheets.

MEDIUM SHOT. From halfway down the road towards YURI we see
the van approaching and hooting with excitement. The man in the
back is throwing out broadsheets to the refugees on either side of
the road. They rise to their feet to pick up the papers forming a
human bow-wave behind the van.

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI who rises to his feet and
steps out into the road. He catches one of the broadsheets as the
van passes by.

CLOSE SEOT. OLD SOLDIER has also caught a broadsheet. He
turns it round and about, hopelessly. He cannot read.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI gives the contents of his bxroadsheet. to the
others, all including LARA, listen avidly with various degrees of
comprehension. OLD SOLDIER doesn't take it in at all, looks to
LARA.
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727 _
YURI
The Tsar's in prison ... Lenin's in Moscow ... Civil
War has started.

- BOLSHEVIK (Bangs his fist on the waggon side)
Good!

LARA
Civil War - Good?

BOLSHEVIK (Delight makes him almost amiable)
Not good, Comrade nurse - inevitable. But Lenin in
Moscow ... ! (He is as radiant as a Christian at the
Second Coming)

OLD SOLDIER (To LARA, timidly)
This Lenin - will he be the new Tsar then?

BOLSEEVIK (Takes him by the shoulder with loving
ferocity; very moved)

Listen Daddy, no more Tsars. No more Masters. Only
Workers - in a Worker's State. How about tha.t'>

An OFFICIAL has approached the frmges of the group and now he
spea.ks

OFFICIAL ,
Is there a Doctor:with this unit?’

YURI
Yes?

OFFICIAL
- Follow me please.

cuT
INTERIOR HOSPITAL STUDIO DAY SUMMER

728 LONG SHOT. The hall of a big country house is filled with about
a hundred and fifty wounded, attended listlessly by PEASANT
WOMEN.
EXTERIOR HOSPITAL LOCATION DAY SUMMER

729 MEDIUM SHOT. Framed by the open-ﬁ'cnt door we see the
courtyard where the Red Cross waggon is pulling up. YURI
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729 Continued

dismounts and follows the OFFICIAL up the steps and past
CAMERA as LARA climbs down from the waggon. -

730 CLOSE SHOT. LARA. She looks about at:
731 MEDIUM SHOT. TUnder a tree:lie more wounded and sick.

INTERIOR HOSPITAL STUDIO DAY

732 CLOSE SHOT. YURIand OFFICIAL. YURI comes to a standstill
looking around the hall as LARA comes through the front door in
_the background.

YURI (Appalled, but low:)
I can't deal with this ...

OFFICIAL
Order of the Provisional Government. (He slaps a paper
into YURI's hand) You'll have to try, Friepd. :

He turns and goes. LARA takes his place beside YURYL, also -
looking asound. They both sta.nd for a moment, then he moves
forward. .

733 REVERSE SHOT YURI walking away down the hall " LARA
Iollowing

DISSOLVE
INTERIOR GROMEKO LIBRARY STUDIO NIGHT

734/ MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER and TONYA sit by lamplight,
737 with the curtains d-awn. She is reading a letter; he is listening
and locking at hexr.

TONYA
"1f you could see how hard we have been workmg here

1 know you would forgive me, dear, for not writing more
regularly - "' .

ALEXANDER

When was that written?
TONYA

July the Twentieth.
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737
ALEXANDER
Eight weeks. (He shakes his head)

TONYA . .

" « But now the War seems really to have stopped, the
hospital is emptying and I shall have more time. I may
even get time to write some verse if I've not fcrgotten
how to" (Softly) Oh, I do hope 80 ... "La.rissa Antipova
is still here".

- ALEXANDER {lashes her a covert Iook beneath his brows. Perhaps
she pauses fractionally, fractionally straightens her back, but she
reads smoothly on with a calm brow.

"And I admire her more.and more. I think she has that
Gitt of Healing which Doctors don't believe in. She often
does the wrong things and it always seems to work out
right. (New paragraph in the letter) How is Uncle Alex'?
Can he still get English tobacco?"

ALEXANDER (Grumbling, pleased) I
~ Would that he could? e 2TE

TONYA _ -

"Can Sasha say his letters yet? And how..." (A pa.use.

She looks up, says:) "How is Aunty Anna . o
ALEXANDER looks at his feet, rubs his ankle. Over SOUND.

(SOUND) ' b
He hasn't got my letter. : PR

ALEXANDER shakes his head.

(SOUND)
"Most of all my dearest, how are you... ?"

She scans the last paragraph, her face soft.
The rest is for me. M
ALEXANDER (Rises, bravely dispassionate)
Curiously upsetting that he doesn't know she's dead.
Can't see what difference it makes.

Qutside a shot, another, more, machine-guns, finally the boom
of an artillery piece. ALEXANDER is suddenly furious:
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734/ Continued
737 ' :
ALEXANDER N '

They're at it agzin! I do wish they'd
decide (Pause) Once and for all (Pause)
t‘hich bzna of hooligans constitutes the
Governme:n:. of this ccuntry.

DISSOLVE |
EXTERIOR ROSPITAL  LCCATICN DAY  AUTUMN

738/ MEDIUM 3HCT. The courtyard agzin, framed in the

741 open door. Colu and red leaves ‘lie under the
tree. YURI stands by a waggom loaded with bedding
while the DRIVER laboriously signs a2 receipt for
it and hands it back to YURI. YURI ccmes towards
door as wagpon drives off, and two INMATES emerge
past camera bearing another dismantled bed which
they carry to z second waggon.
On the .steps, .in the Autumn sunshine, sits OLD
SOLDIER, dejected., As YURI enters, seeing this:

YURI {Softly)

Cheer up Sergei. .(OLD SOLDIER turns

a woebegone face to him) Don't you want
to go home?

OLD 3O0LDLER

There's fighting at home Your Honour;
and I've had enough ... Red Guards and
White Guards the old man's had enough.

YURI ncds his head in understanding and sympathy,
moves on, OLD SOLDIER czlls =fter him:

Your honcur is a kind gentleman!
And after reflection adds:

And the nurse is a kind lady!
CuT
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INTERIOR KITChEN AND PASSAGEWAY STUDIG DAY

742/ MEDIUM SEOT. LARA is ircninz in the kitchen. YURI

747 enters a passaceway lined with servants” bells.
CAMERA PANS with him as he enters a kitchen. Here
LARA is irening in z flood ¢f late afternoon sunlight,
the damvp clothes almost transparent in it where thev
hang on meaiaens, she herself with an aureole, the steam
wnich rises from her iron incandescent. By contrast
the rest of tne recom is in black shadow though a high-
light flashes from another can of flowers. YURI sits
in the shadows and is swallowed. He watches her move-
ments in the sunlight, iistens to the thumping of her
irven. Then:

YURI '
In 2 couple of weeks you 11 be with your
little girl.

"~ LARA
If 1 can get on a traim.

4 .

Ancther pause. She says:

- I want to be with Katya more than anything
in the world.

She stops speaklng, it seems that she has finished.
From the dark:
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742/ Continued
747 )

YURI (Mildly)
Yes of course. .

~ LARA
But now that we're going I feel sad. (The last word not
quite clear; she says into the shadows a.muSedly ) Sad,

really sad.

YURI (Mildly)
Well we've been here some time.

LARA ,
Yes ... This must }:_zave been a lovely house once.

No reply. She locks but cannot see him. il

. Don't you think ?

Now we see him for the first time and find that his face is stiff
and his eyes on her intently. He demands, deeply:

YURI
What are you going to do?

LARA (A bit startled)
In Gradov?

YURI
Yes.

LARA
Oh I'll be all right.

YURI
I wish I could think so.

The speed and force of it are spontanecus. LARA flashes him a
lock of alarm. KEis POV we see it, she surrounded in 2 halo of
bright steam. He recovers. Just a shade shakily:

You could run 2 laundry.

LARA
Yes.

But she. sounds a bit shaky too. The emotional key has tightened.
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Continued

LARA (Cent)
What will vou do?

YUR1 _
I suppose I'11 g0 back to the hospital.

LARA !
It's funny tn think cof you there. I used
to pass it on my way te school.

YURI
+es Will you ever come to Moscow?

LARA lcoks u=, kright of cye, forcedly smiling.

LARA
Fron Gridov - ?

She shakes her head, the smile fone, anc czannct take
her eyes away. YURI] riscs into the sunlight rectless,
made suddenly bright like her., he bursts out:

YURI - ; .

If only there were scmeone te look after you -
But of course if there werec -~ I'd be destroyed
by jezlousy.

LARA
Zhivaro - don't ...

HYer tone is persuasive and pleading, not shocked, this
is no revelatisn te her. e moves, and in exactly the
same tone:

My dear - don't ... Please ...

~He is immobilized, but poised.

We've been six months tegether, un the rcad,
and here; and we've nct done aaything ycu'll
have to lie about, to Tonya, (Very strongly)
I don't want you te hzve to lie about me.
(bescechingly)} Yecu understand trhat Yuri. (And
now with deep luve and admiration:) You
understand everytiing ...
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742/ Continued

747 .

: They stanc and lcok at one snother, he in shadow,
she in sunli¢nt. lie sound cof rain hisses in over
ther and:

DISSOLYE
SCENE NUMNEERS 748 TC 749 CUT
EXTERIOR nOSPITAL  LOCATICN DAY  AUTUMN-RAIN

750 CLCSE 5H0T. Grev rain hisscs and drips on the court-
yard paving, CAMERA PAnsS ur to disclose the Red Cross
wacron with half a dozen ren alreadv in it. The
BuLanEVLL, his ereatcoat wet, pack and rifle on back,
hurries frem the waggon towards CAMERA which TRACKS
bACK slirhtly to reveal the front Jdoor. He halts in
CLOSE S$+OT and shcocuts into the hall with genial
impatience.

BOLSHEVIK '

-Come on Comrades. I'm in a hurry!

INTERIGR hQSPITAL STUDIO DAY

751 MEDIU SEGT. In51de the hall the departing innates
assist oné ancther into packs. They are beisterous
and loclk enormous in their bulky travelling clothes.
Acainst the wall stands a zountzin of blankets and
beddiny yet to be cleared. YURI and OLD SCLCIER
the enly persons not dressed {for travel, LARA, in a
heavy cout, watches YURI as he goes tcwards the decer.

ZXTERIOR «OSPITAL  LOCATIO: DAY AUTUHN - RAIN

752 CLSSE SEOT. BOLSHEVIK standing in the doorway as
beferc. YURI enters.

YURI
- Going home, Kuril®

BOLSIIEVIK

=cue, Your Excellency? (ke maikes an
insult of the title) Petrerrad. I'm
joining the Red Guurd. N
LARA enter: picture and stands in the doorway on the
opposite side to YURI. BCLEhEVIK in the micdle
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LARA
What about your wife?

BOLSHEVIK
Sometimes, Comrade Nurse, women have to wait. (He
looks about) Right?

He shoves out a hand to YURI, looking coldly, even when YURI takes
it.

Good-bye, honoured Doctor. Want some advice ... ?

YURI
- Said the millstone to the barley.

BOLSHEVIK = .
That's right. Adapt yourself.

He lets go of YURT's hand and stalks out into the rain. The next

- inmate, a bit awkward, offers his ha.nd, YURI smiles and shakes it

and he goes.

CLOSE UP. LA.RA looking at YURL Another inmate crosses
foreground of picture. On SOUND: '

YURI (SOUND)
Good-bye, Durinev.

INMATE (SOUND)
Good-bye Your Honour.

YURI
Good-bye, Krul.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI from LARA's POV. He does not look at
her., INMATE merely nods, surly, and shambles off:

YURI (To mild little private)
Good-bye Simon.

- INMATE (Inclined to emotion)
I'll never forget Your Honour, never...

CLOSE SHOT. YURI nods, smiling stiffly - LARA is next.
She steps forward and holds out her hand. OCut'in the courtyard
it has stoppegd raining. )
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LARA -
Good-bye, Zhivago. .

YURI '
Good-bye., Thank you.

She turns and goes after the others. CAMERA TRACKS forwa-d
slightly to exciude YURI as she walks to the waggon. On SOUND:

YUR! (SOUND)
Pilenko ...

INMATE (SOUND)
Good-bye Doctor..

LARA is assisted up into the waggon, moves to the front and sits
by the BOLSHEEVIX facing away from the house.

CLOSE SHOT. - YURI and OLD SOLDIER watching from the door.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The hooded figure of LARA back towards
us, semi-silhovetted on the waggon. It1is obscured momentarily as
the last INMATE climbs into the waggon and then reappears as he
sits.

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI watching her.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA's back. The BOLSHEVIK's hand enters .
picture and perfunctorily adjusts the collar of her coat. Without
warning the DRIVER whips up his horses.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and OLD SOLDIER. OnSOUND the clatter
of the waggon moving off. QLD SOLDIER suddenly cries:

OLD SOLDIER
Good-bye Brothers!

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Every face on the waggon turns with
varying degrees of response - except LARA's.

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand OLD SOLDIER respond to their farewells
(heard on SOUND) Their raised hands drop as the sound dies.
OLD SOLDIER looks up at YURL

LOSE UP TRACKING. (CAMERA in waggon) The silhouetted
back of LARA's head. Ahead, the gateway to the ccurtyard.
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MEDIUM TRACKING SnOT. From inside thie waggon the
CAMERA is shooting back at YURI amd CLD SOLDIER
standing in the front door. The gates come into
picture, the waggon turns on to tha road and two
figures are masked from view. :

CLOSE TRACKIiG 3SHOT. The back of LARA'S head now
silhouettea aguainst the rocad. Silence save for the
creak cf wood, and the rumble and splash of wheels.
BOLSKLEVIK fishes out his gun (as he did when we first
saw him) and starts to clean it with a2 bit of rag.

On SOULD the MILD PRIVATE .announces 2z bit defiantly:

MILD PRIVATE (S0UiD)
- The Dector is a gentleman, -

BOLSHEVIK '
Right. Written 2ll over him.

'MILD PRIVATE (SOUND)
tile's a good man!

- BOLSHEVIK
God rot good men.

BIG CLOSE UP. LARA turns her head and looks at him
resentfully. Her eyes are full of tears.

BIG CLOSE UP. BOLSHEVIK. He is astonished.

5IG CLOSE UP. LARA continues to lock anger at hinm
through her tears, indifferent to her dignity and hence
doukbly dignified,

CLOSE ShOT. LARA a2nd BOLSEEVIK., He raises his
eyebrows and returns his attenticn to the gun.

OLD SGLDIER looks up at YURI. YURI is loocking off
at: .

POV YURI, the wagzon flickers, disappears as it passes
in front cof the pale rising sun.

SCENE NUMBERS 772 TO 781 CUT.

L]
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EXTERICR GROMEKD STREET LOCATION SUnS=T AUTUIN

782 . LONG 50T, A wagson, f£lickerine, anpears cut of
a crimson setting sun at tie end of the Gromekes!'
street,

783  On the way:on, YURI and cabdriver. YURI looks
off at:

784 windous of Gromekos' house, Llocay in the sunset.
Cne of them {lashes like 2 hulxorvanh as it opens
and:

785 TONYA leans out, at first incredulous, then
incredulcus and joyful.

TONYA .
Yuri!

78¢ YURI looks un at her, instinctively half-rising.

787 TONYA leaves 'the window. y

.783 YURI jumvs from the wageon with his valise, runs.

SCEMNES 723 TQ 799 CuUT

800 TC:YA dashes across the landing, down the stairs,
where we ylirpse the altered interior &nd some oda
looking peocnle, 2nd throws open the door where
YURI approaches the stens. They embrace.

301 YURI and TONYA embrace. e looks over her shoulder
Ht: :

802 " MELIUM CLOSE SHOT. Hatchins from the hall are:
a FLMALE JAWITOR, RESIDEINTS standing in doorways,
and DEPUIY. They watcih, one or two faintly scziling,
rostly morose or care {ully non-committal.
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803/ MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA, in some embarrassment, draws YURI

807 into the hall to confront them. He is uncomprehending of the
situation but ready to accept it, at his most polite and willing.
The middle-class routine of introduction is both pleasant and
bizarre - pleasant in them, bizarre because it is one-sided.

TONYA

Yuri: this is Comrade Valkin (She makes a title of
"Comrade” as "Major Yelkin'; our local Delegate, he
lives here, -

YURI (Shaking hands)
Oh. Welcome.

TONYA (Introducing JANITOR)
Comrade Kaprugina.

YURI
Welcome.

TONYA looks a bit amused, distinctly embarrassed.

JANITOR (Calmly)
It's not for you to welcome us, Comrads,

TONYA
Comrade Kaprugina is Chairman of the Residents’
Committee, Yuri.

She puts a2 warning emphasis on "Residents’ Committee™.

YURI
Ah! Yes of course, er...

He looks round pleasantly at the various faces in doorways. No
response.

DELEGATE
Your Discharge Papers?

YURI |
Yes. (Producing them and hands them over) I signed them

myself I'm afraid,

DEPUTY (Examining papers, arrested by something,
murmurs with distaste) ‘
"Holy Cross"? What - ?
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Continued

YURI (Helpful) . '
Holy Cross Hospital. (DELEGATE looks at him woodenly)
Where I worked before the war. It'son- ]

TONYA
The Second Reformed Hospital.

Ah. (To DELEGATE) Good. It needed reforming.

The donnish little quip disappears without trace.

DELEGATE
Medicals report to their place of work at once.

-

YURI
Yes. I believe there's typhus ... ?

RESIDENTS uneasy; one withdrawing inside doorway.

DELEGATE (Flatly)
You've been listening to rumourmongers, Comrade.
{Pronounces) There is no typhus in our City.

YURI (Quietly) _ . ' -
Well that's good news. (Turns away and picks up baggage)
I'll report tomorrow. :

CLOSE SHOT. (CRANE) YURI and TONYA ascend the stairs,
CAMERA craning before them. They go up a few steps in silence,
the DELEGATE calls after them:

DELEGATE (Significantly)
When you've started work, you'll get 2 ration book.

YURI turns quickly, but quite mildly says:

YURI
I've always worked.

They go on up shoulder to shoulder, DELEGATE and JANITOR
looking upwards after them. .

. {sotto)
Whatever's the matter?
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Continued

TONYA (Secretly smiling, a2nd proudly)
You are. .

They reach the landing,

CLOSE SHCT. DELEGATE and JANITCR. Che suddenly calls,
hotly: -

JANITOR
There was living-space for thirteen families in this one

house!

MEDIUM SHOT Her POV looking up the stairs. YURI looks
down, finding himself in the position of an orator.

YURI
Tes. Yes, this is a better arrangement, Comrades, more

just. (He has a shade of difficulty with ""Comrades")
CLOSE SHOT. DELEGATE and JANITOR looking up disapprovingly.

CLOSE SEOT. TONYA standing in foreground of picture in the
library door, holding out her hand to YURI in the background, still
at the top of the stairs, her eyes alight with affectionate amusement.
He comes to her, shuts the door and leans against it looking at
TONYA, now openly laughing.

YURI (Expostulating, laughing and genuinely puzzled)
But it is more just! Why did it sound so funny?

CLOSE SHOT. DELEGATE and JANITOR examining YURI's
papers.

DELEGATE

Name: Zhivago. Discharge Recommended: Commanding
Officer. Commanding Officer: Zhivago.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA embracing. She asks 2 little

. anxiously:

TONYA
Is it good to be home?

YURI (Fervent)
Oh - (He breaks off)
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MEDIUM SHEOT. YURI'S POV. A little boy regards them soberly
from an inner doorway. )

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA. YURI is intent; putting TONYA
gently from him, asks her:

YURI
Sasha...?

TONYA (Smiling, moved; a moment long-waited for)
Who else?

CAMERA PANS with YURI as he approaches SASI-IA his face
tender and respectful.

YURI .
Sasha, -

5

CLOSE UP. SASHA with YURI's legs in foreground of bicture.
He looks warily at his mother.

TONYA (SOUND)
This is Daddy, Sasha.

CLOSE UP. YURI's face descends into picture. SASHA'S hand

whips out and clouts him forcefully across the face. On SOUND:

TONYA (SOUND)
Sasha!

' MEDIUM SHOT. ALEXANDER stands in the doorway, difident and
curious.

ALEXANDER
May I come in?

TONYA (Distressed)

_ Sasha hit his daddy! Oh what a naughty little boy -1
(She is half serious)

YURI {Quickly)
- No don't say that.

DISSOLVE
GROMEEKOQ LIBRARY STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. The once fine library is partitioned into smaller
rooms by sheets of m2tchboard. ALEXANDER and YURI (Still in
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uniform but shaved) take their ease over the remains of 2 meal
in one of these and TONYA is seen in another, busy over an
improvised stove. There is just a shade of strain in the air.
YURI, a shade too correct, ALEXANDER a shade too jolly.

ALEXANDER

Watch carefully, I am about to ignite the last half of
the last cigar in Moscow. (He does so, YURI smiling,
then leans forward) Good meal?

YURI (Surprised but falling in with it)
Very.

ALEXANDER
Say something.

821 CLOSE SHOT TONYA in the kitchenette has observed it all.
: She looks grave but when YURI's voice comes:

YURI (SOUND)
That was very good, Tonya!

TONYA ("Merrily™)
Pooh! That was nothing.

822/ MEDIUM SBEOT. ALEXANDER and YURI in foreground, TONYA
828 in ha.ckground.

ALEXANDER
She's been saving that salami for three months.

YURI (As she enters)
Have you darling?

TONYA .
I got it for a clock.

ALEXANDER .
She’s a marvel. Coffee you ohserve.

TONYA (Smiling, gently)
Daddy, stopit... (Softly) He knows I'm a marvel...
(They sit a beat in silence, then:) Did you write any poetry?

YURI
Quite a lot.
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TONYA
Is it good?

YURI
Yes I think so.

TONYA
Can] see it?

YURI (Startled, looking at her)-
Well of course. (He takes her hand)

TONYA
What happened to Nurse Antipova? (Her eyes area
bit bright now) Your letters were full of her!

YURI (Steadily, looking at her)..
Yes I suppose they were.

ALEXANDER (Wildly uncomfortable)
Mm, Mm. That's the girl who shot friend Komarovsky
isn't it?

TONYA (Soitly) ,
Yes Daddy, you know it is.

YURI :
She's gone home to her little girl.

TONYA (Not looking at him, ashamed of her importunity)
We shan't see her then?

YURI
No.

TONYA (Whispering)
What a pity...

She raises her eyes and meets his smile, warm. protective,
reassuring, not protesting. She abandons dignity and throws
herself sideways onto him, his arms going about her, looking
suddenly childish. ALEXANDER, enchanted, holds up his cigar

ALEXANDER .
Well there it is ... (With thespian regret) Farewell the
pleasures of the flesh ...
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TONYA (Cradled against YURI, quite restored,
mischievous) There's some more salami.

ALEXANDER
Save it. (He is suddenly serious) TWhatI don't understand
is how we're going to stay alive, this winter ...

DISSOLVE

INTERIOR-EXTERIOR GROMEKO STREET AND LI'.ERARY DAY
WINTER - SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA cranes down across the library window,

- erystalline with white frost, through which we see soft snow falling

diffused in the street beyond. SASHA's hand enters picture and
rubs a clear patch in the frost with the warmth of his palm.

CLOSE UP. SASHA, wearing an outdoor coat, peers through

the eye=hole.

SASHA
Pretty!

And begins to rub another hole.

CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER, also dressed in overcoat and
wearing gloves, is sitting reading. He glances up at the child,
clumsily turns a page with his gloved hand and continues rea.d.mg
On SOUND the ccoing of the child.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA is in the kitchen. Harassed, hair awry,
she is trying to reconcile the aristocratic demands of an old-style,
lavishly illustrated cookery book, with the handful of scrubby
vegetables available to her. The cooing ceases; then weeping.
She goes.

TONYA
Sasha!
MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the library SASHA, weeping, holds out

his two small paws, stiff with cold. TONYA sinks down to him
opening her multiple jackets, saying with real irritation:

TONYA
Father - you mustn't let him do that!
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ALEXANDER (Half-risen and guilty)
Oh dear oh dearI -

TONYA (Thrusting SASHA's hands under her armpits)
Silly old Grandpa ...

ALEXANDER
I'm going to light the stove!

TONYA (Coldly)
Very well. And what shall we barn tonight?

ALEXANDER (Determinedly opcning stove doors)
We'll burn that tonight.

TONYA
And tomorrow?

ALEXANDER (With sudden feeling)
I'll get some more. I'm not entirely useless you know.
There are some loose planks in the tram-~shelter ...

TONYA

That's a very good idea. Get yourself arrested: get
yourself shot. (He looks over his shoulder at her. She
says, very tenderly:) You're not useless, Daddy; you're
indispensable ... (Firmly) We'll h.ght the stove when we
always do. -

ALEXANDER (Looks at her, admiring, exasperated
adoring:} You are abominably like your mother .

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. DELEGATE and YURI hurry along the
snowy street towards GROMEKO's doorway, both worried, but
DELEGATE clinging to his habitual stolidity, YURI openly irritated,
nearing the end of his tether. Both look white and hungry.

YURI
You have no right whatever to call me from work!

DELEGATE
As a Soviet Deputy -

YURI
That gives you the Power. Not the Right.
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Continued

DELEGATE
It's noticed, you know. Your attitude's noticed.

YURI (Rather sulkily)
You should have called the area Doctor

They have reached the steps. CAMERA PANS with them as they
go to the front door.

DELEGATE
I want this doing quietly.

BIG CLOSE UP. YURI stopping. -

YURI
Why what is {t? ... Typhus?

cuT

INTERIOR SMALL ROOM OFF GROMEKO HALLWAY STUDIO
DAY

BIG CLOSE UP. A cadaverous OLD MAN lies asleep or fainting
on 2 mattress covered with coats, threadbare mats, sacks.

BIG CLOSE UP. DELEGATE, standing, looking down at the bed,
anxious,

MEDITM CLCSE SHOT; POV DELEGATE. YURI rises from an
examination of the OLD MAN. CAMERA PANS him into CLOSE

SHOT with DELEGATE.

YURI :

I"1] take him away. Get me some transport. It isn't
typhus. It's another disease we don't have in Moscow -
starvation. (Passes DELEGATE, going from room)

DELEGATE (Following)
That seems to give you satisfaction!

CLOSE SEOT. YURI mounting the stairs, CAMERA PANNING
upwards on his.receding back.

YURI
It would give me satisfaction to hear you admit it}

DELEGATE steps into foreground calling after him:
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DELEGATE
Would it? Why?

YUR! (Vanishing round landing desperately)
Because it is so!

843 CLOSE UP. DELEGATE calls after him:
DELEGATE

Your attitude is noticed you know! Oh yes it's been
noticed ... 3

INTERIOR LIBERARY STUDIC DAY WINTER - SNOWING

844 MEDIUM SEOT. YURI enters the apartment. ALEXANDER
, surprised, TONYA delighted.

YURI
Phew!

TONYA
Yuri!

YURI |
Hello. (He breaks off) The stove's out! (He is amazed
rather than shocked) Tonya, the stove's cut!

They looks at him guiltily. The events of the da.y and the weeks
rage up in. him. Funously- :

What's the matter with you? No wonder the child's
losing weight!

TONYA goes off into the k:'.tcheﬁ. YURI uncomprehending.
845 CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER clears his throat.
ALEXANDER _
You see, she lets it out as soon as you've gone. And
she lights it before you get back...

846 CLOSE UP. YURI desperately moved. He turns, goes to the
kitchen.

847 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA back to CAMERA, head down. YURI
enters picture and turns her to him. She is ¢rying. He strokes
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Continued
her head, holding her.

TONYA
We haven't enough fuel.

YURI
. Sh...Sh...Sh...
CUT . i
EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET  LOCATION  NIGHT
WINTER - SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. Night. With a shriek of rusting nails and
agonised groaning of timber, YURI wrenches wood from a fence.
He works furiously, violently, a black figure silhouetted against
the snow and mist. He gives a glance around before attacking
the fence again. No-one is about, it seems. CAMERA PANS to
the other side of the street, behind him. In MEDIUM SHOT we
see a2 motionless ghostlike figure, watching. CAMERA begins
tracking towards it. On SOUND:

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

I told myself it was beneath my dignity to arrest a man
for pilfering firewood. But nothing ordered by the Party
is beneath the dignity of any man. And the Party was
right. One man desperate for a bit of fuel is pathetic,
five million people desperate for fuel will destroy a city.

CAMERA comes to rest on CLOSE SHOT of YEVGRAF. He is
dressed in a semi-uniform of leather coat, knee boots, pistol

MEDIUM SHOT. POV YEVGRAF. On the other side of the
street YURI is collecting the wood and wrapping it ‘within his coat.

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF. On SOUND he continues to speak in the
past tense, remembering the experience we are witnessing.

That was the first time I ever saw my brother: but I knew
him, and I knew that I would disobey the Party.

He takes a step back into the shadows, his eyes following:
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MEDIUM PANNING SHOT. His POV. YURI crossing the street
away from us, but to the side on which YEVGRAYT is standing. He
reaches the pavement and hurries away back to CAMERA.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRAT starting off and following
' YEVGRAF : :
Perhaps it was the tie of blood between us but I doubt it,
We were only half tied anyway and brothers will betray
a brother.

' MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. (POSSIBLY HAND-HELD) POV

YEVGRAY. YURI walking hurriedly away, back to CAMERA,
determinedly, head down, clutching his coat.

(Dryly) Indeed as a Policeman I would say, "Get hold of
a man's brother and you are halfway home".

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YEVGRAF., frowning, upright, thoughtful,

. dignified, following YURI home.

Nor was it admiration; for a better man than me. I
did admire him, but I didn’t think he was a better man.

MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA following oﬁ YURI's
back as he approaches the Gromekos' street.

I admired him for his poetry, and poetry I admired as I
admire Old Russia for its churches: ornamental.

CLGSE UP TRACKING. YEVGRATFT following.

I was a Bolshevik and Necessary. Besides, I have éxecuted
better men than me with 2 small pistol.

LONG SHOT. SHOOTING down on the Gromekos' street. YURI,
back to CAMERA, now nearing the house, YEVGRAT entering

from the side turning beginning unconsciously to hasten, catching
him up, his voice on SOUND TRACK unconsciously quickening its

rhythm too:

I walked firmly - he was furtive. He was Guilty. I had
Power.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YEVGRATF.

I knew him - he was unaware of me, yet - (He breaks off)
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MEDIUM SHOT TRACKING. YURI reaches the steps to the front
door; stops, listening. CAMERA continues tracking and on SOUND
we hear the crunch of Y'EVGRAF s feet. YURI turns. , CAMERA
slows, footsteps stop.

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF standing looking up at:

CLOSE SHOT. YURI turns back to go in; hesitates, turns back
again. |

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF. He essays a timid smile.
CLOSE UP. YURI looks at him véondeﬁngly.

YEVGRAF
His glance, so pure and so unfriendly -

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAFT, his smile fading. On SOUND, his
voice, slow, ruminative, smiling: o

opened the door to a world of feeling, (He turns away,
stupidly) where he was an adult and I -

INTERIOR GROMEKO HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. YURI opens the front door and a whirlpool of
immediate life crashes over YEVGRATF's ruminations. The hallway
is full of excited lodgers. Those near turn and looks at bim
uncertainly.

CLOSE UP. TURI pushes the door shut, moves forward look:mg

~ around:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHCT. His POV. CAMERA moves forward
and PANS UP the stairs, lined with more lcdgers with others
descending carrying bits of furniture from the Zhivagos' apartment.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. CAMERA cranes with him as he mounts the
stairs, his greatcoat with its embarrassing cargo hugged to his

body. (As he goes sides are taken for and against. Those for
expressing indignation - "Now we’ll see!" "t's robbery! Animals!"™
- or pity - "Poor souls, poor souls.” Those against express
malignant delight - "Here he comes! His Excellency!" or dour
satisfaction - ""Have to live like the rest of us now, Doctor.")} YURI
half-heartedly arrests the descent of 2 small chest-of-drawers and

looks up:

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER leans over the bannisters, furious:
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869 Continued

ALEXANDER .
Bring it back! Bring - that - back!! D'you hear?

870  LONG SHOT. Looking down the stairs at YURI and the LODGERS
over ALEXANDER's shoulder.

A WOMAN (Shrill)
Oh! Oh! Listen to His Excellency!

ALEXANDER (Shouting back)
I speak as I was taught to speak!

871 CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER. The hubbub has abated somewhat.

To acquire an accent like yours takes a life-time of impacted
ignorance!

872 CLOSE SHOT TYURI. Resentful uproar, all sympathy alienated.
- One well-wisher, the only MAN so far to speak to YURI says
-discreetly

MAN -
Shut him up Doctor' he'll land you in trouble.

INTERIOR LIBERARY  STUDIO .NIGHT

873/ MEDIUM SEOT. Inside the apartment, TONYA, near to tears

875 but spléndidly upright, faces the DEPUTY who looks upset but
self-righteous; the place is full of people including the JANITOR,
some pushing their way out with odd belongings. A lot of noise.

DEPUTY
You'll have to manage!

Someone drops a lamp.
I want no anarchy! I want this carried out correctly!

YURI comes in, holding ALEXANDER by the arm, his other hand
wrapped tightly to his coat. He is quietly furious.

YURI .
What are you doing?

- DEPUTY
Re-allocation of living space, Comrade Doctor.
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JANITOR (With satisfaction)
One room per family of less than five persons.

ALEXANDER

Goddammit whose house is this?
TONYA

Father be guiet!

But ALEXANDER's intervention has swept away the partial control
achieved by YURI; uproar again.

YURI :
All right; one room. What are you doing with my things?

JANITOR
They're being stored.

YURI
They're being stolen.

~ He is standing face to face and eye to eye with the DEPUTY who
sustains it with difficulty but:

TONYA
Yuri!

She is struggling with 2 woman who is malking off with the balalaika.

YURI
Just a minute -

He seizes it, but in the action releases his grip on his coat.
CLOSE SHOT. His loot clatters to the fioor,

HIGH-ANGLE MEDIUM €HCT. The almost joculariy bullying
atmosphere gives place to something more serious. Everybody
draws away from YURI who stands dejected. TONYA is horrified.
DEPUTY despondently picks up one of the pieces of wood.

DEPUTY
And where did you get this?

YURI
1 pulled it out of a fence.
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On SOUND a finger clicks against a thumb. All turn to:

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF standing in the doorway, formidable.
Outside his passage has caused quite a panic. Nothing but silently
descending backs on the stairs and closing doors on the landing. -

REVERSE SHOT The dark figure of YEVGPRAF in foreground.
In the apartment the DEPUTY, subdued begins to usher out the
intruders.

CLOSE UP. Y'EVGRAF standing in silence as they file out of

' the room past him. He shuts the door after the DEPUTY and

turns to:

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. His POV. The ZHIVAGOS looking at
him guardedly. On SOUND:

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

I told them who I was. The old man was hostile. The
girl was cautious. (A warmth comes into his voice) My
brother seemed very pleased. - I think the girl -

DISSOLVE
- was the only one who guessed at their position.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and YEVGRAT seated opposite
each other. YEVGRAF now without his top~coat. TONYA and
ALEXANDER watching. YURI staring into YEVGRAF's face with
unaffected pleasure. '

YURI
You're just as I imagined you. You re my pout1ca1
conscience,

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
I asked him hadn't he one of his own. (We see YURI laugh,
then talk seriously) And so he talked about the Revolution.

DISSOLVE
CLOSE UP. YEVGRAFin slightly different position.
- YURI (SOUND)
- it's surgery. It's genius. (Mischievous) Only genius

could be so clumsy. You lay lifeon a table and you cut
out all the tumours of injustice.



884 CLOSE UP. YURI

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
I told him if ‘he felt like that, that he should join the Party.

YURI
Ah. But that's a deep operation. Someone must Keep Life
alive while you do it. By living. (Gently) Isn't that right?

| YEVGRATF (SOUND) ' ' -
I thought then it was wrong.

DISSOLVE

‘885 CLOSE UP. YEVGRAYT. He follows YURI with his eyes. The
dark outline of his figure crosses and re-crosses picture, pacing
about.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

He told me what he thought about the Party and I trembled
for him. He approved of us, but for reasons which were
subtle, like his verse. Approval such as his could vanish
overnight.

886 CLOSE UP. TONYA. Eer eyes go-from YURI to YEVGRAF.
I told him so.
Her eyes flick back to YU’RI with apprehension.
887 MEDIUM SEOT . Over YEVGRAFT o= to YURI, ALEXA‘QD:.R and

TONYaA.

YURI (Pouring out two small glasses of vodka) .
Well of course ... I can't approve this evening, something .
you may do tomorrow.

As if to take any offence from his words he gives a quick smile,
and comes over with the glasses looking at YEVGRAF with childlike
concentration.

He was walking about with a noose round
his neck and didn't know.

YEVGRAFT looks almost shifty, examining his boots starts talking
softly.

So I told him what I had heard about his poems.
DISSOLVE
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CLOSE UP. YURI sitting listening, frowning, upset.

YURI
Not liked? Why not liked?

CLOSE UP. TONYA, her eyes following YURI and YEVGRAF
with more and more apprehension.

(SOUND)
Not liked by whom?

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
So I told him that ...

CLOSE SHOT. POV TONYA of YURI and YEVGRAF.

YURI (Puzzled, pleading:) :
Do you think it's "personal”, petit-bourgeois and sel-

indulgent?
YEVGRAF nods, mouths "Yes", while:

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
I lied.

CLOSE UP. YURI looks about him, wonderingly, as one whose
landmarks have been shifted.

But he believed me. And it struck me through to see
that my opinion mattered.

YURI rises.

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF watching him, disturbed.

LONG SHOT. They all watch YURI as he wanders to the book-
shelves by himself, looking puzzled, and pulls 2 volume from them,
his back to-the room.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He thumbs through the pages.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, watching YURI. She turns to look at
YEVGRAF. .

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
The girl knew ..

She rises. |

DISSOLVE
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LONG SHOT. YEVGRATFT talking to TONYA walking about the

room, both practical folk. while YURI sits watching them and
ALEXANDER looks at YURI beneath his brows. :

YEVGRAF (Cont)

They couldn't survive what was coming in the city. 1
urged them to leave and live obscurely somewhere in the
country where they could keep themselves alive.

TONYA (Eager)
We have - used to have - an estate at Varykino near
Yuriatin. The people know us there.

They all ‘Iook to YURI. He smiles obligingly..

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

Be didn't resist. I offfered to obtzin pernrits, passes,
warrants, told them what to take and what tbo leave
behind. (Gesturing at the books)

- YURI, with a tiny grimace, rises courteously:

He offered me my pick -
DISSOLVE '

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAFT and YURI standing opposite one another.
YURI is handing him the book he took {rom the shelves.

I had the impudence to ask him for a volume of his verée.
They stand looking at each other. ' ‘ |
: And 50 we parted.
CuT | _ ,
CLOSE SHOT. The door to the apartment is opened by YEVGRAF
who steps out on to the landing dressed in his coat. He looks

around.

CLOSE SHOT. A door shutting quietly. A woman hurrying off
down the stairs. _ .

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YEVGRAFT as he
starts the descent. People in the hall below disappearing.
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YEVGRAF (SOUND. Bitterly)
1 think I even said that I would see him again in better
times. DBut perhaps I didn't.

DISSOLVE

INTERIOR BOOKING HALL STUDIO OR LOCATION DAY
WINTER

LONG SHOT. We are looking down into the immense Booking

Hall of Moscow Station. Its appearance has deteriorated. There
are drifts of garbage like dirty snow. In the centre of the hall

a fire has been lit and its smoke ascends to the high domed ceiling.
Round it stand SAILORS, herculean figures, a conscious elite,
well-equipped, standing well or sprawled among their kit; the fire
is for them alone. One of them has a EFARMONIUM strapped to
his back. REFUGEES, seated or lying form a human scurf at the
base of the walls. Immense QUEUES of would-be travellers are
shepherdedby armed MILITIAMEN. A lot of noise.

CLOSE SHOTS. Of the above.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, with TONYA, SASHA, ALEXANDER reach
the head of a2 long queue to the window of 2 boohng-ofﬁce,

where two or three clerks work at leisure. YURI presents a
handful of papers.

YURI (Humbly)
When is the train due?

CLERK (Shrugs)
Some time, today.

DISSOLVE
INTERICR MOSCOW STATION LOCATICN NIGHT  WINTER

LONG SEOT. Night. Lamps lit. CAMERA SHOOTING down on
to the platforms, two of them crowded with SLEEPING FIGURES,
the rest empty except for desultory SENTRIES. The tracks are
all empty save for two waggons standing abandoned among drifts of
rubbish. On SOUND the noise has subsided to 2 dreamy murmur.

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. ALEXANDER asleep with SASHA
asleep by him. YURI and TONYA hand in hand listening to:
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908 CLOSE SHOT. The SAILOR playing his harmonium, a sad
melody accompanied by tinkling little runs on a small balalaika
played by ANOTHER. The other SAILORS lounge among their
baggage, their faces softened and fatigued.

809 CLOSE UP. The fingers of the balalaika PLAYER on the strings.
910 CLOSE UP. YURI fascinated: TONYA smiles at him.

911 MEDIUM SHOT. POV YURI. The SAILORS and behind them
the track where the train will come from; no sign of anything.

912 CLOSE SHCT. CAMERA shooting up onto a heroic poster of
LENIN. MUSIC over.

913 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA SHOOTING down onto the plat-
form; TRAVELLERS sleeping like puppies jammed together for
warmth.

914  CLOSE SHOT. Heroic poster of TROTSKY.
915 CLOSE SHOT. A sleeping FAMILY with tiny BABY.

916 CLOSE SHOT. Heroic poster of STALIN. The MUSIC falters,
first the balalajka, then the harmonium ceasing. Into the silence
the puff- uﬁ-puﬁmg of a train.

917 CLOSE UP. A SAILOR rises into picture, alert.

918 LONG SHOT The headlight on the train approaching along the
track, the TRAVELLERS on both platforms rousing and rising.

919 CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. YURI waking ALEXANDER,
' TONYA gathering up SASHA, other travellers rising up around them.

!

920 LONG SHOT. The train nearer. People running across the
tracks from the other platform. The engine shrieks angrily.

921 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Travelling with the LOCOMOTIVE,
the light falling on the TRAVELLERS draws them sw:rhng to their
feet like some agitating influence.

922/ MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Travelling with, and shooting back
<3 along, the side of the train. The swirling mass of passengers now
all on their feet. Each one. in their different ways, preparing to
grab a place. Pandemonium.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The ZEIVAGOS, led by YURI, hurrying
along at the rear of the crowd, with the moving train in backzround.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Same as above but, the SAILORS
marching headed by RAILWAY OFFICIAL. At a word of command:
from their leader they halt,

MEDIUM SHOT. Shooting across the heads of the SAILORS and
the milling crowd on to the train. It consists of goods and cattle
waggons except for one regular passenger coach, decorated with
slogans and Red Flags. The train stops, leaving it centre of
picture. Those unlucky enough to find themselves opposite the
passenger coach hurry off to either side leaving a gap for the

SAILORS who_ march towards it.

LONG SHOT. The SAILORS pile boisterously into their coach.
The train besieged on either side of them. Doors on the waggons
being slid back, travellers fighting their way aboard, the
pandemonium at its height.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS, less by their own
volition than from the pressure of the mob about them, YURI and
ALEXANDEB on either side of TONYA, are swept into:

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO NIGHT

LONG SEOT. The interior of one of the cattle-waggons near the
front of the train. Straw on the floor. Rough wooden bunks in
three layers, some dozen of which already occupied by lifeless-
looking men wearing red arm bands and patches. One of these is
KOSTOYED, a mad-locking individual with an ascetic face and
malignant eyes. There is an iron stove with some big cooking
utensils which go over in the rush of feet. An ARMED MILITIAMA.N
is shouting:

MILITIAMAN
Fifty persons! Fifty persons only!

But he is s{vept aside by the influx.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI dashes to the far end of the waggon and
secures three bunks, one above the other. TONYA puts SASHA
into the middle bunk, ALEXANDER crawls into the one underneath,
YURI scrambles to the top.

MEDIUM SHOT. The waggon is filled to over-flowing, every bunk
occupied and many people sitting on the floor. The mob at the door,
seeing this, turns and pushes out again, joining the battle on the
platform which we can still hear raging. -
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INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION LOCATION NIGHT

935 CLOSE SHOT A Red Flag is being attached to the roof of the train -
by two SAILORS. CAMERA PANS down to disclose the special
coach underneath! SAILORS lounging in comfortable seats.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO NIGHT

938 MEDIUM SIIOT. The commotion has settled down somewhat.
Everyone squatting in their places, only the MILITIAMAN on his
feet. ALEXANDER looks up at TONYA above him (with SASHA) ;

and YURI above her.

ALEXANDER _
Charming accommodation.

) KOSTOYED
Charming accommodation. Very good. I'm an intellectual,

(meaning: "Like you")

MILITIAMAN
Shut up you; "intellectual".

KOSTOYED
Shut up you; lickspittle.

He trails into a half-mad satisfied laugh. He shoves forward his red
arm band for the ZHIVAGOS' inspecticn and, indicating the other
dozen old men and boys in bunks about, says:

Forced la.bouzf.
The carriage jolts. .
INTERIOR MOSCOW STATION LOCATION NIGHT

937 LONG SHOT. The locomotive has backed against the train, the rear
thus becoming the front. The platform now comparatively peaceful.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO NIGHT

938/MEDIUM SHOT. Into our waggon 2 POLITICAL OFFICER enters
943 heavily, carrying a board with papers clipped to it. He is a
sedentary character, pale, tired in a dirty raincoat, a hat witha
metal badge on it.
\
POLITICAL
Attention Comrades' (He reads fast with dead, mechanical
energy:) Your train will leave tomorrow morning.
Health regulations for the journey: Night-soil will be
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Continued

. POLITICAL (Cont)
emptied every morning without fail. Straw (He stirs
it with his foot) to be replaced at ten day intervals and
old straw burned. In the event of fresh straw being
unavailable, old straw to be turned. This is disinfectant.
(Kicks an ugly-looking oildrum) Use it. In this waggon
-is a detachment of Voluntary Labour -

KOSTOYED (Very clearly)
Liar.

POLITICAL looks up, startled., encounters KOSTOYED's heavy
eyes, looks to MILITAMAN; MILITIAMAN taps his head.
POLITICAL grunts and without interest:

POLITICAL
You are required by the M111tary Committee to show them
all assistance. (Turns a page ringingly:) Carriage one

- is occupied by Sailors, of the heroic Kronstadt Sailors'

Soviet - !

'He pauses for applause and gets it, some genuine.

So you're in good hands.

KOSTOYED
They're idiots.

This blasphemy. causes a stir, many looking to KOSTOYED.

POLITICAL

Attention, Comrades! In approximately eleven days’
time you will pass through Urals Province, where White
Guard Units, aided by Foreign Interventionists, and other
criminal reactionary elements have recently been active.

A tense, listening stillness:
The Military Committee assures you that the criminals

have been completely routed in that area. By Red Guard
units under the command of People’s General Strelnikov!

An odd silence.

KOSTOYED
There's a man. Clap him.
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938/ Continued
943 |

Many faces turn to him. He claps, slowly, unaccompanied. The
POLITICAL goes, saying:

POLITICAL
The line is definitely clear! ... Long live the Revolution!

944 CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED calls after him.

KOSTOYED
Long live anarchy! Lickspittle! Bureaucrat!

945 LONG SHOT. MILITIAMAN helps RAILWAYMEN out on the
platform to slide shut the door. (From gow on, day and night,
the waggon is lit by oil lamps.) He takes from his pocket a
handcuff and makes towards:

946 CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED, familiar with it, puts forth an
emaciated wrist, sneering obligingly, MILITIAMAN attaches
the handcuff. ‘ }

TONYA (SOUND)
1s that necessary?

MITITIAMAN turns.

947 CLOSE UP. TONYA, her lovely face expressing nothing but
disinterested compassion.

948 CLOSE SHOT. KOSTQYED and MILITIAMAN.
MILITIAMAN (Stolidly, self-excusing)
-Fifteen Volunteers I've signed for, and fifteen I'll
deliver ...

He shackles KOSTOYED to the bunk post. KOSTOYED stares
at TONYA. Then:

KOSTOYED
I'm a iree man, uckspittle There's nothing you can do about
it.

MILITAMAN goes.

949 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA watch KOSTOYED with pity.
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CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED. In fact the fetters are distressing
him terribly, Like a sad monkey he jerks at the chain twice.
Then lying back, he says from the darkness:

KOSTOYED
I'm the only iree man on n this train ... The rest of you
are cattle.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC '"Red Banners', plaintive.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATICN DAY WINTER - SNOW

EXTREME LONG SHOT. The TRAIN, its locomotive, fourteen
waggons and the special coach with banners, traces like a pencil
the otherwise invisible line between the grey-white sky, grey-
white earth of a snow~-covered, desolate landscape.

CLOSE TRACEKING SHOT MUSIC UP. A Red Banner, now
slightly ragged, streaming out against the grey infinity.

LONG SHOT TRACEING. CAMERA SHOOTING along the icy
roof of the train towards the locomotive, the four streaming banners
in foreground.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The locomotive as seen from the
roof of the front waggon. The dead straight line ahead disappearing
into 2 misty horizon.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Icicles hanging from the locomotwe
chassis sway above the passing track.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The headlight of the locomotive, its
frosted surface reflecting a dastorted picture of the passing land-
scape.

" LONG SHOT TRACKING. The line ahead as seen from the front

of the engine.

CUT. MUSIC CONTINUOTUS.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DUSK WINTER - SNOW
CLOSE SHOT. The headlight is switched on: |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION .= NIGHT WINTER - SNOW
LONG SHOT TRACKING. Thé line ahead lit by the headlight.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The icicles hanging {rom the chassis,
now ruby red, lit by the glare from the fire-box.

CUT. MUSIC CUTS. NATURAL TRAIN NOISE INTERIOR.
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO  NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. The stove in the cartle-waggon, red-hot for one

third of its height, shedding a cheerful glow on filthy straw

trampled and sticky, strewn with garbage. In the straw, sleeping
figures, fully clothed under ragged blankets and coats, hairy

faces, mouths agape, men, women and children mixed promiscuously.
It has a sort of basic comfort; we feel at any rate they must be warm
enough. Cooking utensils, filthy with constant use, swing and slop

to the movement of the train. CAMERA PANS up slightly along

the gangway. The straw like a stables, shrouded figures all

asleep.

CLOSE SEOT. ALEXANDER with a week's growth of beard asleep

on his bottom bunk.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA and SASHA, she a bit grubby, he spotless
in the bunk above. CAMERA LIFTS to YURI in the topmost bunk,
asleep and bearded like ALEXANDER.

LONG SHOT. The sleeping waggon swaymg to the motion of
the train.

CLOSE SHOT. A ragged middle-aged MAN, his eyes on the face
of a fat PEASANT WOMAN sleeping against him. He raises his
head and kisses her. Stiil asleep, she turns away. He goes
towards her.

CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED, awake and watching. At first a
grin, then more serious.

CLOSE SEOT. The MAN is holding the PEASANT WOMAN's face
in his hand, kissing her on the mouth. Still half-asleep she begins
to respond.

CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED, watching. The waggon lurches, one or
two figures stir in their. sleep, SOUND changes into a metallic
rattle:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY FOR NIGET
WINTER

LONG SHOT TRACKING. The struts of an iron bridge flash by
a.bove a moonlit frozen river. _
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INTERICR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO = NIGHT

970 CLOSE SHOT. YURI is wakened. The waggon gives another
jolt. On SCUND the metallic rattle returns to normal. YURI
looks down along the waggon.

971 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The glowing stove, the {ilth it
illuminates, furtive motion among the f{igures there.

972 CLOSE UP. YURI. He turns away, not condemnatory or
disgusted but with more food for thought than he can digest. By
him is a tiny thick glass window. With both hands he hauls it
back, on SOUND the racket of the train increases, particles of )
ice fly in from the blackness. Screwing up his eyes he approaches
his face to it.

- EXTERICR RAILWAY SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY FOR NIGHT
WINTER

973  LONG SBEOT. The vast expanse of a frozen lake gliding by
Distant islands and fir trees.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO NIGHT

974 CLOSE UP. The top half of YURI's face framed in the window,
- - from outside. He raises-his eyes:

PROCESS SHOT SCANDINAVIAN ‘UNIT AND STUDIO  NIGHT

875 MEDIUM SHOT. A white moon in a black sky over an icey
landscape.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO  NIGHT

976 CLOSE UP. YURI, looking up at the moon. On SOUND a mocl:mg
. chuckle.. He turns, sees:

871 CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED. His eyes and bared teeth shine from
the darkness.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC as before.
EX’I’ERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY WINTER - SNOW

978 LONG SHOT. The train making its way across a vast white
landscape under a bruised sky.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC down, natural train noises interior.
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INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO DAY

979  MEDIUM SHOT. Everyone awake. Cooking going on around the
stove. A small group around the ZHIVAGO bunks grouped around:

980 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER on the middle bunk, legs elegantly
crossed, reading in his expressive cultivated tones to SASAA who
looks at his Grandfather's face, not understanchng most of what he
hears, but loving him.

ALEXANDER

""When Count Xalinin entered the ballroom, he at once -
saw Colonel Oblonsky, very much at his ease with Lydia,
her two sisters and the brilliant Natasha Karlovna.

981 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and TONYA listeming on the top bunk,

ALEXANDER (SOUND)
Towards this conspicuous group our hero made his way
with awkward but determined steps" -

982 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and SASHA.
" - Now we're for it - (SASHA, uncomprehending, nods
eagerly) Colonel Oblonsky slightly turned his back and
Anushka hid a smile behind herfan - "

On SOUND a sort of muffled whoop, and the train noise suddenly
softened. ALEXANDER breaks off.

883 CLCSE UP. YURI pulls back the windaw and gets a vicious faceful
of driving snow.

984  CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED laughing delightedly,
CUT, MUSIC IN. |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATIOﬁ DAY WINTER - SNOWING
985 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. On the roof of the waggon thick snow
teems at us past the streaming red banners, almost obliterating

the locomotive up in the front.

986 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The locomotive as seen from the roof
of the front waggon. Snow whips at us, up and over.

987 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA SHOOTING along the snow-covered
rails from the side of the track. The train approaching with its
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snow plough churning up a bow-wave - which envelopes us as it
passes.

CUT

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION NIGHT WINTER -
R ~ SNOWING

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The front of the locomotive, the
head-light on, snow streaking through its beam.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT SHOOTING over the dark funnel of
the locomotive into the swirling blizzard ahead lit by the headlight.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC OUT. Natural interior trzin noise.
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. The filthy straw on the floor of the waggon is being
swept and shovelled into 2 heap.

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, TONYA and SASHA watching from
a bunk, their faces covered above the nose by scarves and
handkerchiefs. y

LONG SHOT. The FORCED LABOUR MEN, rags round their faces,
at work shovelling the mess towards the door. YURI sprinkling
disinfectant. Everyone else standing back in the gloom watching,
their noses covered. Two FORCED LABOUR MEN pick up a crow-
bar and: ‘

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Start working at the door with the crow-bar.
It gives with a grinding of ice. Other FORCED LABOUR MEN pull

it slowly back revealing a brightly lit second "door", a smooth
curtain of translucent ice and snow. Omne of the men picks up a
shovel. The others stand back as he aims a blow at it:

EXTERIOR RAILW/AY LOCATION DAY WINTER-SUNLIT
: SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The shovel smashes a hole in the ice door revealing
an almost blinding glimpse of sunlit snow.

LONG SHOT. The TRAIN all white now, fairylike, pants its way
through a white Christmas Card landscape under a brilliant blue

sky.
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CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA low, SHOOTING out through the open
door over a foreground of heaped straw. The last of the ice is
broken down. The wind sweeps in. They start shovelling out the
mess.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLGSE SHOT. A group of TRAVELLERS wince, duck turn their
backs to escape the freezing blast.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. SHOOTING from outside. The shovelling
completed, the men slide back the door with a thump.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY  WINTER-SUNLIT-
SNOW

LONG SHOT. The train steams away from us out of a small
cutting. It leaves behind in foreground the steaming heaps of filthy
straw, like the droppings of a beautiful white animal.

DISSOLVE

- INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

LONG SHOT. In the -v&aggon, for no particular reason, everyoné
is singing, rocking to and fro, hairy mouths agape, cheeks red,

‘eyes sh.mmg

CLOSE SECT. YURI and TONYA with SASHA between them,

rock in harmony on the middle bunk. ALEXANDER standing by
them contributes an ingenious bit of cocunter-point to whatever crude
melody they are at. YURI and TONYA laugh, and she kisses him
quickly.

CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED not ‘singing, watching. He turns away from
them, bitter. On SOUND the train noise alters.

MEDIUM SHOT. Brakes go on, the singing falters. A vat of
potatoes slops on the stove with a cloud of steam. The couplings
slam and jerk, everyone bracing themselves. Brakes go off, go on
again. ‘ ‘

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS. ALEXANDER holding on to the
bunk. The train slows and slows, 2ll looking with curiosity towards:

CLOSE SHOT By the door two FORCED LABOUR MEN look to
MILITIAMAN. He hesitates, but he too is curious as the train is
now moving very slowly. He gestures permission and they go to
drag back the door ,
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CLOSE SHOT. YURIand ALEXANDER. Daylight floods over
them.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY. BURNT VILLAGE LOCATICN DAY _
WINTER - SNOW. (2 CAMERAS for different POV for these burnt
village shots) :

CLOSE SHOT. The door slides back to reveal a LONG SHOT of
a slowly-passing white glare. Then something forms in it.
Trees, the frozen carcass of a horse, a small house with its roof
off, blackened timbers against the sky.

- INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

1010

1011

1012

1013

1014

1015/
1017

CLOSE CEQT. More and more travellers crowd into the deor,
among them YURI and ALEXANDER, looking out past CAMERA
at:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW. o |

MEDIUM LONG SHOT TRACKING. Their POV. A huddle of huts,
burned virtually to the ground. More animal carcasses; a village
church, blackened below, half the dome gone like the shell of

an egg, revealing a smoke-blackened fresco. The deed preceded
the blizzard as all is well covered with snow.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE UP. TONYA, a.t the back of the crowd around the door,
standing on tip-toe seeing:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY BU'RNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. The silhouetted heads of people in the doorway,
village passing behind them, then without warning (train noise
altering) dark station buildings abscure the whiteness.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Looking ahead, the platform sweeping
by. Ruined and blackened buildings out of which emerge half a
dozen dreadful looking MEN and WOMEN waving to the train to
stop. The engine whistles warningly. On SCUND we hear it
gathering speed.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHCTS. TRAVELLERS watching, including YURI and
ALEXANDER.
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW

1018 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A middle-aged and raddled WOMAN
makes a run towards the waggon door. She is carrying 2 tiny child.
As she draws level CAMERA PANS back with her as she gathers
all her strength for the final effort.

WOMAN (Shouting up into the waggon)
Help me brothers, for the love of God!

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

1019/ CLOSE SHOT. One or two men including YURI kneel into picture
1020 holding out their hands.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER-SNOW

1021/ CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The running WOMAN on the platform
1022 seen over the heads of the crouching men in the waggon door.

On SOUND the engine noisy now, gathering speed. They grab

at her once - and miss. She falls back a pace or two. Everyone
starts yelling encouragement at her. She gains on the train a little,
holds out the BABY - someone grabs it.

1023 CLOSE UP TRACKING. The WOMAN running desperately. On
SOUND vyelling and train noise increasing.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO DAY

1024 CLOSE UP (Hand-held) Hands reaching out from the train.
Blurred faces in background shouting.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY BURNT VILLAGE LOCATION DAY
WINTER - SNOW '

1025 CLOSE UP TRACKING. The WCMAN near the end of her strength.
A horrified look ahead:

1026 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The end of the platform sweeping
towards her.

1027 WMEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA near the end of the platform where, at
the last moment, the WOMAN is grabbed by those in the open doorway
Her legs swing out over the track.

i
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1028 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Over the legs, heads and shoulders of
those in the waggon we see the WOMAN screaming with fear,
her rotten ciothing tearing and someone clutching her hair, the
track racing behind her. She is hauled up like a sack and lies on
the floor unconscious.

INTERIOR CA T'I'LE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

1029 CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises mto picture face to face with TONYA
who says:

TONYA
Yuri, the child's dead ...

The daylight fades. There is a crash as the door is slammed to.
CUT |

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION SUNSET WINTER -
SNOW

1030 MEDIUM SHOT. The train approaches out of a red sunset.
The headlight is switched on as the locomotive thunders by into:

1031 REVERSE SHOT. The black eastern horizon. The headlight
tracing a travelling circle of white along the snowy tracks.

DISSOLVE
INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO  NIGHT

1032 MEDIUM SHOT. In the waggon, night. The WOMAN is greedily
eating from a can, seated on TONYA's bunk. ALEXANDER has
the swaddled and bound body of the child on his knees. All
ebullience gone, he caresses it with mindless pity, looking more
than his age, his red-rimmed eves full of tears. He is hardly
hearing the talk about him, thinldng of ANNA, wishing he were with
her. TONYA has a pan from which she refills the WOMAN's can
when the WOMAN thrusts it out. A ring of faces surrounds them.
The WOMAN, a hard-faced, ingratiating, middle-aged peasant
apologetically cheerful:

WOMAN -
It wasn’t my child dear, and his little soul's in Heaven now,
that's certain.

There is a good deal of sympathy for her. MILITIAMAN cautiously:
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1032/ Continued

1037

MILITIAMAN
Who did it, Comrade, the Whites?

WOMAN
The Whites - ? (Senses a political delicacy here. Flatly:)
No ... Strelnikov.

A murmur "Strelnikov™, and a discreet dispersal,

MILITIAMAN (Uncomfortably stern)
Well then, you must have done something,

WOMAN (Indignant for the first time)

"It wasn't us, Comrade - the General said we'd sold

horses to the Whites -~ but it wasa't us - it was those
pigs in Kuniko - we told him. But he didn't believe us.

KOSTOYED ; ‘

.I expect you were lying.

WOMAN
As God’s my witness -

EOSTOYED -

But he isn't. (He stares her down; we realize she may
be lying) General Strelnikov is a great man. (To SASHA,
who is looking up at him, awed:) A General Sasha, and
he lives on bread and water,

SASHA (To YURI)
Does he?

YURI
I don't know. They say so.

KOSTOYED
It's true. (To SASHA again, rhetorical) No-one knows
where he comes from, and they never know where he is -

WOMAN (Laconic)
He's back up the line. -

KOSTOYED
Yes? (With satisfaction) Someone's for it, eh?

MILITIAMAN and others move away, uneasy.
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1032/ Continued
1037 '
SASHA (Puzzled) N

Daddy ... Is General Strelnikov a good man, or a bad man?

KOSTOYED (Delighted)
Answer your son.

YURI :
He's very good and very cruel.

ALEXANDER (Bitter)
A Bolshevik Saint.

KOSTOYED

He's no Bolshevik. The Bolsheviks will do for Strelnikov.
when he's done what they want for them. He's a free man;
like me. They don't like that, the Bolsheviks ... (Looks
at YURI) They don't like clever men, either...

The waggon gives a violent sidewﬁys lurch. They cling to their
bunks. Then the brakes beg-ln togoon. A chorus of exasperated
groans.

ALEXANDER (Quite shrin, near to breaking point)
Oh really, not again! What this time?

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT
WINTER - SNOW

1038 LONG SHOT. The train slides into an overgrown siding, in the
moonlight, nowhere.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO NIGHT

1039 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER and TONYA. The waggon lurches to
a halt.

TONYA (Soothing)
Never mind, Father, Get a good night's sleep.

ALEXANDER (His eyes on the bundle on his knees)
1 know what I'm going to do.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAWN  WINTER - SNO%
1040 CLOSE SHOT. Grey dawn. A small grave, a mound of black-brown
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earth in the whiteness. CAMERA PANS up along footmarks in
the snow into a LONG SHOT of the train in the siding. Most of
the passengers have alighted. Some walk about, others stand idly’
and shiver, morose, by the track. .

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS in a little group including
the WOMAN. Someone. says*

SOMEONE o
Look! ' '

Heads turn. TONYA picks up SASHA.
CLOSE UP. TONYA holding SASHA.

TONYA
Sasha, look!

LONG SHOT. A glimmering line of mountains on the horizon,
revealed by the rising sun. On SOUND someone says:

SOMEONE (SOUND)
The Urals.

CLOSE UP. YURI, the sunh.ght now pmk on his Iace On SOUND
TONYA tells SASHA '

TONYA (SOUN'D)
That's where we're going darling. Turough the mountains
and into the Forest, and then it will be much warmer.

CLOSE UP. TONYA and SASHA.

SASHA (Nervously)
W111 there be wolves in the Forest?

A murmur of laughter. A MOURNFUL BOWL {rom the far
distance - the siren of a train. TONYA and SASHA turn:

LONG SHOT. SHOOTING up the centre of the main line,
Passengers are running off the tracks, forming an avenue on either
side, all looking at the howling but still tiny object approaching
dead-centre of picture.

CLOSE SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS watchmg, on SOUND the approaclung
siren growing louder.
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LONG SHOT. From the roof of our train, framed in foreground
by the drooping red banners, the main line and the rapidly
approaching express.

CLOSE SHOT. The WOMAN, frightened and backing siowly away.

LONG SHOT. The express much nearer still, its siren continuous,
louder and more sirident. The rising sun empha515es 2 just-
visible splash of red on the 1ocomot1ve.

CLOSE SHOT. A line of SAILORS beside their special coach.
All seem impressed and excited. .

MEDIUM SHOT. The express hurtling towards us at speed -
a red locomotive headed by some low-slung carriage - guns
sticking out.

BIG CLOSE UP. The WOMAN, now really frightened.
LONG SHQT. From the roof of our waggons. The express

rushes through the lines of passengers, bellowing. It is an
armoured train, preceded by an armoured carriage and drawing

-four or five others in the middle of which is a passenger coa.ch

With a bang it roars past.

CLOSE SHCT. The SAILORS raising their clenched fists in salute
and yelling, "Strelnikov!!™ above the din.

MEDIUM SHOT. From the roof of the waggons the armoured
train hurtles away down the lirne, its slip-stream seeming to
draw 2 crackiing salute from the red banners on the Special cca...h
for a figure on the observation platform at the rear. :

CLOSE SHOT. The WOMAN from the burning village,

WOMAN
Yes ,.. That's Strelnikov.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. STRELNIKOV on the platform. He has
come out here to share the sufferings of the muffled RED ARMY
SENTRY, who stands behind him. He seems indifferent to the icy
blast which lashes at his black leather overcoat and whips his
breeches about his legs; his black leather gloves are clenched on
the guard rail. His pale, scarred, spectacled face is immobile.
It is PASHA. o

LONG SHOT. His armoured train whirls away from us towards the
mountains, glinting in the sun.

FADE QUT
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The THEATRE lights are on at the end of the INTERVAL. On
SOUND, behind drawn curtains, the train is descending a gradient,
the rhythm accelerating excitingly, the locomotive whistling - as
if calling the audience back to their seats. Continue for some
thirty seconds. HOUSE LIGHTS DIM. CURTAINS PART. Then:

EXTERIOR RAILWAY CANADIAN UNIT - DAY
SPRING - SNOW

LONG SHOT TRACKING. A pin-point of light appears in the
centre of the black screen, rapidly expands - we are emerging
from a tunnel - CAMERA on front of the train., We rush downhill,
out into sunlight, melting snow, a glimpse of grand mountain
scenery, snow-capped peaks, forests, green valleys below us.
The line ahead immediately curves into another tunnel - which
engulfs us - but a short one.” We slam out of it into another moun-
tain vista with distant foothills swathed in mist.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

LONG SHOT. The waggon shuddering and lurching under the

speed of the train. Everyone rather-excited hanging on tight,
cooking utensils dancing on the floor. On SOUND a great noise
from the racing wheels screeching and clattering down the gradient;
suddenly changmg into a roaring echo as the train enters another
tunnel, .

CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, one arm round TONYA, the other
gripping the upright of the middle bunk where they are sitting.

-CLOSE SHOT. YURI and SASEA lying on their stomachs on the

top bunk, their heads by the window. On SCUND the train leaves
the tunnel. YURI gives a quick glance through the window and raises
SASHA to it. .

EXTERIOR RAILWAY CANADIAN UNIT DAY SPRING-
' : SNOW

LONG SHOT TRACKING. CAMERA SHOOTING straight out of
the side of the train. Lower now. Spectacular mountain scenery
quickly dropping away to 2 mist-covered valley. :

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY
CLOSE UP. YURI and SASHA. SASHA withdraws his face from

the window to let his father look, but as YURI does so the window
blacks out as the train enters another tunnel.
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CLOSE SHOT. KOSTOYED laughine up at YURI. The trzin
lurches into z curve. KOSTOYED has to hold on tight.

LONG SHOT. Everyone hanving on ticht. The cooking
utensils sliding slowly across the floor. The train
levels out, the” engine shrieks.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY  MAIN UNIT DAY SPRING-FOG

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA en top of first waggon, locomctive
in forecrcund. e burst out of the tunnel into a wall
cf mist, glimpse the trunks of trees tllcklng past.

The SOUND muffled.

DISSOLVE

- INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON  STUDIO DAY SPRING-FQG

.CLOSE UP. YURI awakes in darkness and silence. Into

the silence, the SOUND of running water.

EXTERLICR RAILWAY FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY
SPRING-FOG : : v

LONG SEOT. The train white with hoar-frost, in a
Forest siding, the engine gone, shrouded in early
morning mist. .

CLOSE .SHOT. The window of the ZHIVAGOS waggon slid
bzck and YURI'S eves appear. He sees:

A RED ARMY SENTRY drifts past among the shrouded trees.

YURI shuts the window and lies back. CAMERA PANS down
to the dimly 1lit bunk where SASEA lies teside his mother.
He leans out of the bunk looking upwards.

SASHA (Plaintive)
Daddy ...
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1074 CLOSE UF. YURI turns hic head slichtly.

SASHA (SDUND)
+». What's that noise?

YURI (Whispering)
It's only a waterfall.

SASHA (SCUND. A pause, then:)
No, the other noise?

"e hear the other noise, an unsteady spasmodic rumble.

YURI
Guns, Sasha.

SASHA
Are they fighting?

YURT .
They must te. It's a long wzy away ...
Let's go to sleep ... .

1075 CLOSE UP. SASHA disappears into the shadows.

-
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CLOSE UP. YURI. But he doesn't go to sleep. The sound of
the waterfall, overcoming the guns again, is making him restless.

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR RAILWAY FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY
SPRING - FOG

MEDIUM LONG SEOT. The ghostly trunks of trees, birdsong.
A brief grumble of gunfire. The sun a white glow over all.
YURI appears through the trees looking around for the waterfall.

CLOSE SHOT. He stops, listening. The sound of the waterfall
no nearer. He looks upwards, sees something and walks in that
direction.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV. The sun, just visible
as a white dise, flitting between the trees.

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI comes out of the trees, runs down a steep
bank and finds himself back on the railway standing at a junction of
two lines. He hesitates, selects one line and walks along it towards
CAMERA which TRACKS back in CLOSE SHOT before him, trees,
mist and birdsong all about., On SOUND there is a sudden hiss of
steam. He checks;

MEDIUM SHOT. The wedge-shaped snaut of STRELNIKOV's
train confronts him.

- CLOSE SEOT. YURI éaut.iously takes a couple of paces sideways.

MEDIUM SHOT. THREE MEN are just visible in the mist, talking
to the DRIVER.

CLOSE UP. YURI withdraws hastily but on SOUND:

ADC (SOUND)
Stop him!

YURI runs. On SOUND several other shouts.

‘MEDIUM SHOT. ADC and ARMYMAN mnniﬁg towards YURI from

the train.

CLOSE PANNING SHOT. YURI runs slap into a RED ARMY SENTRY
who flings him expertly to the ground as another SENTRY runs
out of the mist.
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1087 CLOSE UP. YURL His arms are twisted up behind his back.

YURI
Look...

SECOND SENTRY rams his face into the ground. CAMERA PANS
down YURI's body where FIRST SENTRY searches his pockets.
ADC's feet come into picture.

1088 CLOSE SHOT ADC comes to a standstill. A middle~-aged man,’
- a promoted Sergeant. YURI's papers are put into his hands,

1089 CLOSE SHOT. YURI. SENTRY returns to the search; grunts
as he feels something metal in a pocket, glances at YURI with
something like respect. But all he pulls out is YURI's roll of
knife, fork and spoon which he hands up to:

1090 CLOSE SHOT. ADC who takes them. -

ADC
"That all?

SENTRY (SOUND)
That's all.

ADC withdraws the knife from the roll.

1091 CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI as he is yanked to his
feet, his face scratched and bruised. His eyes travel downwards
to: :

1092 CLOSE UP. The ADC's fingers feeling the point of the knife.

1093 CLOSE UP. YURI, his eyes going back to the ADC. On SOUND:

ADC (SOUND)
Bring him.

YURI is hustled forward.
CUT
INTERIOR STRELNIKOV'S TRAIN  STUDIO DAY
1084 CLOSE SHOT. Strelnikov's office on the train is austere and clean.
PASHA sits at a table looking through YURI's papers, his other

belongings before him. He wears even thicker spectacles than he
used to, but looks tougher. The scar now an established feature of
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1094 Continued

his face. Military smart, in command of himself and everything.
He puts the papers on the desk and nods to:

1095 MEDIUM SHOT. The ADC standing at the door. He opens the
door disclosing a glimpse of the rest of the coach, a military
office where YURI stands guarded by the two SENTRIES. ADC
motions to YURI who comes forward into the room. On seeing
PASHA he’looks startled, not quite sure whether or not this is
the formidable rapscallion who took LARA from the SVENTYTISKY's
Christmas Party. YURI comes to a standstill in CLOSE UP looking
down at PASHA.

1096 CLOSE UP. PASHA. He looks at YURI penetratingly as ADC
takes up a position behind him.

PASHA
Who sent you here, Zhivago?

1097 CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI .
No one sent me here, General. I'm going to Yuriatin
with my wife and child. They're on the train from
Moscow - (He gestures)

1098/ CLOSE SHOT. PASHA and YURL
1100 :

PASEA

Yes, we've checked that, (He doesn't take his eyes from
YURI)

YURI
Then - ?

PASEA

You put your knife with a fork and a spoon and it looks
quite innocuous. Perhaps you travel with a wife and child
for the same reason? :

YURI (Horrified)
No.

PASHA
Yuriatin is occupied by White Guards. Is that why you're
going there?
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1098/ Continued -

1100

1101

YURI ’
No! We're going on, to Varykino.

PASHA
Not through Yuriatin. It's under shellfire,

YURI ‘
General, I am not a White Agent.

' PASHA

No, I don't think you are. All rzghi: Kolya. Thank you,
Comrade_s Sit down, Doctor. Xolya, go along.

YURI sits opposite PASHA. ADC places a revolver on fhe table,
PASHA picks it up, hands it back.

Take it, take it.

MEDIUM SHOT. ADC reluctantly takes it, follows SENTRIES
from the room.

1102/ CLOSE SHOT. YURI and PASHA.

1106

PASHA (His tone light but his glance unwa.vering)

It's not as silly as it seems. There have been one or two
attempts. (Raises voice) And go away from the door!
(He seems to relax) Are you the poet?-

TURI answers cautiously throughout what follows, aware that
whatever else it iz, it is not a literary dlscussmn.

YURI
Yes.

PASHA
I used to admire your poetry.

YURI

" Thank you.

PASHA
I shouldn't admire it now ..

YURI looks at him warily. His tone is discursive but his eyes
are sharp, and he toys "idly" with the krife.
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1102/ Continued

1106
PASHA (Cont)
I should find it absurdly - personal. Don't you agree?
Feelings, insights, affections. (He wrinkles his nose)
It's suddenly trivial, now. You don't agree. You're wrong.
The personal life is dead in Russia. History has killed it.
(A pause) I can see how you might hate me.

YURI (Mildly startled, then puzzled)
I hate everything you say; but not enough to kill you for it.

PASHA
You have a brother.

. YURI (Surprised agzain)
Yevgraf?

PASHA
Yevgraf. Yes. The Policeman

YURI
I didn't know that,

PASHA
Perhaps not. A "secret” Policeman. Did he send you here?

YURI .

Yevgraf? No... Yevgraf's a Bolshevik - (The faintest

non-committal nod from PASHA. YURI senses deep water)
" eee 1 don't know anything about - these things.

PASHA
- Or you know a great deal. When you came in, you recognised
me. How? Has someone shown you photographs? )

YURI
No.

PASHA i
I am certain that you recognised me.
YURI hesitates, but there is nothing else for it:

YURI
I've seen you before, General.

PASHA flips a look, almost alarmed at him.

PASHA
When? -

YURI
Six years ago.

PASHA stiffens.
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1102/ Continued

1106
PASHA
Go on.

YURI
Christmas Eve. You...

His voice tails. PASHA is looking at him in the role of Strelnikov.

PASHA (Very quietly)
You were there? (Hard) Or has someone told you this?

YURI
I attended to the man, who was injured by your wife,

PASHA (His look becomes relieved, malignantly tnumphant) ]
Why do you call her my wife?

YURI
"1 met her again. We served together on the Ukranian Front.

Now in PASHA's dreadful stare comes an element of something
frightened; and like most frightened men he looks dangerous.
Very carefully:

I'm sure she will vouch for me, if she's with you.

PASHA's face goes stiff with pain for just one second, then he
relinquishes the knife and with surprising clumsiness, distastefully
shoves knife, fork, spoon across the table. YURI takes them,
understanding that this means acquittal but waiting for the explanation.
Rolling up the cloth he looks at PASHA warily.

PASHA
I haven't seen her since the War. She's in Yuriatin.

YURI does a horrified double-take, Looks out of the window,

EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING-
FOG

1107 MEDIUM SEOT. YURI'S POV through the window. The misty
) trees, the sun in the mist, the mist lifting. On SOUND rumbling

guns.
"YURI (SOUND)
Yuriatin!

'~ PASHA (SOUND)
The private life is dead.
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INTERIOR STRELNIKOV'S TRAIN  STUDIO DAY

1108/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and PASHA.,

1111 *
PASHA :
For a man with any manhood.

He is watching YURI with cold contemi:t as he folds up his things.
YURI rises; struggles to curb himself but:

YURI
We saw a sample of your manhood on the way. A place
called Mink.

PASHA (A shadow on his face)
They'd been selling horses to the Whites.

YURI '
No. It seems that you burned the wrong village.

PASHA
They always say that. And what does it matter? A
village betrays us, a village is burnt. The point's made.

YURI
Your point. Their village,

PASHA (Rises swiitly, calls)
Kolya.

A beat of silence. They confront each other.

And what will you do, wWith your wife and child, in Varykino?
YURI (Looks away; he must curb himself)
Just live.

ADC comes in.

PASHA (Curtly) :
Take him away, he's innocent. (Bitterly) Of everything.

cuT
EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING - FOG

1112 CLOSE SHOT. Armoured outside door of Carriage-Office crashes
open and YURI, white-faced, tumbles out into the-thinning mist.
ADC descends and says:

ADC
You're lucky .

And leads the way across the tracks, CAMERA PANNING with them,
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INTERIOR STRELNIKOV'S TRAIN STUDIO DAY

1113 CLOSE SHCT. CAMERA shooting up {rom outside the window of
PASHA's office. He stands there watching YURI. Back rigid,
hands behind him, STRELNIKOV. The misty sun reflected in the .
glass gives him a removed, wraith-like quality. On SOUND distant
gunfire.

EXTERIOR FOREST SIDING LOCATION DAY SPRING-FOG

1114 MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The locomotive, with steam up and icicles
gone, is back in front of the train. It toot-toots impatiently.
YURI and ADC appear through the mist.

1115 CLOSE SHOT. ALEXANDER, his arm round TONYA at the open
door of the waggon. Their anxious faces lighting as they see: -

1116 MEDIUM PANNING SHOT. YURI and ADC hastening towards the
train, the engine tooting impatiently. TRAVELLERS leaning out of
waggon doors watching as YURI, still grim, reaches the train and
is helped up by ALEXANDER drawn with anxiety a.nd patting his
back wordlessly.

INTERIOR CATTLE-WAGGON STUDIO DAY

1117 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA waits in the darkness of the waggon, ready
to faint with the release of pent anxiety. Holds out her arms to
YURI. On SOUND the crash of the waggon door, leaving them in
the too-familiar semi-blackness. He embraces her, kissing her
hair, she clinging to him. They are jolted as the train starts. :
ALEXANDER steadies them, an arm on each, as the swaying. rumble
of wheels and noise from the locomotive begin all over again. YURI
raises his face from TONYA's head to say to ALEXANDER.

YORI .
We've been diverted. D'you know where we're going?

ALEXANDER
Yes ... {A tired smile) Varykino halt.

YURI (Takes it in)
Oh thank God. (Bends to her again)

1118 CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED i{who has been among the curious faces
all about them) now skips back to his bunk. He shouts above the
gathering train noise:

KOSTOYED
Comrades. ... (He grins expectantly, sly) There'll
be three empty bunks here to-night!
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1120
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1122

1123

1124

1125

- 1126

1127
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LONG SHOT. A pause. Then a rush of the bunkless.” A weak-to-
the-wall scrimmage of 2 dozen desperate people develops rapidly.

CLOSE SHOT. TheZHIVAGOS, alarmed, make a dash towards the
bunks.

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA's bunk in foreground, the fighting PASSENGERS
in backeround. SASHA crouches in a corner, frightened, as one man
already in possession is hauled out by two other men who then fight
between themselves. YURI grabs SASHA from the bunk hands him to
TONYA. Looks upwards.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI's bunk. Another scramble for possession.
The ZHIVAGOS things being thrown aside including the balalaika
which YURI takes and holds up at arms length.

MEDIUM SHOT. The FIGHT round the bunks. Chaos. On SOUND
the train slamming over points beneath the yelling. ,

CLOSE UP. KOSTOYED laughing above the uproar.
DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR VARYKINO EALT LOCATION DAY SPRING

LONG SHOT. Varykino Halt., The train puffing away from the

sunlit little country station leéaving a blessed silence. The ZHIVAGOS
marooned on the platform with their baggage looking around them. .
Sunshine and trees in bud. Barely opened daffodils and crocuses in
the flower beds. No sign of snow. A tiny Red Flag nailed above the
portico in obedience to some regulation merely emphasises the old-
world nature of the rest of it.

CLOSE UP. TONYA, locking around, breathing it all in with '
passionate gratitude.

TONYA
How lovely ...! Ohhow lovely ...!:

MEDIUM SHOT. The ZHIVAGOS on the platform, the traiz now
almost out of sight. ALEXANDER walks 2 few paces call:-
tentatively: '

ALEXANDER
Hello...? Hello...?

No-one. Then sees:
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1128, ‘EDIUM LONG SHOT. Running across the road from Lis
cotrtare, struggling into his zncisnt uniform coat as
he runs, the STATION MASTER.

1129 CLOSE SHOT. ALCXANDER, the others behind him, smiles |
wistfully. ‘

113C MEDIUM PANNING SHCT. STATION MASTER, a scmewhat
flustered and elderly person with a forked white bezra,
trots in through a wicket gate and stops in CLOSE SHOT
with ALEXaA NDER, staring 1ncreaulously

STATION MASTER
.«+ Alexander Maximicvich?

ALEXANDER, grubby, bearded scarecrow, smiles faintly,

ALEXANDER

Yes it's me, Petya. (STATICN MASTER wnips
off his hat and kisses his hand) Now, now,
now, That's all done with you know.

At which, ruch moved, they emwbrace. Then, coming.apart.
flow can we get to the house, Petya?

~ STATICN MASTER has a moment's uneasiness, his eyes
shifting uncertainly; then, determinedly:

STATION HASTER
As you always did, Your Honours!

DISSCLVE ’
SCENE NUMBERS 1131 TC 1132 CUT
EXTERIOR FOREST ROAD LOCATIOX  SPRING

1133 A pony and tran, occupied by the FAMILY, driven by
STATION MASTER, pulied by a mare hccompanled oy her
fozl, abproacﬁes up a sun-striped rountain read between
tall conifers. 5pring growths of grass and wild flowers
on either hand. The road levels, a sudden sense of
lightness, onenmness, sunshine, breeze on their faces,
all turned cne way. STATICW MASTER rteins in.
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Their PCV. Tie wall of trees has dropped away frem
one side of the rcad, disclosing a Forest panoram2
below and beyond ther. Plzne after plane of tree-
furred hillside recedes before therm, modulating from
green to blue, with the shadows of white clouds
cruizing lazily.

Their faces relaxed. EBEut ALEXANDER grunts:

-

ALEXANDER
Rhat's that, Petya? Forest Fire?

heir PCV. Above and beyond a distant hill, a column
of smoke rises to form a hanging canopy. ON SOUND:

STATION MASTER (SOUND)
Forest Fire, Ycur ifcnour? Tnat's Yuriatin.

CLC3E SHOT. YURI'S reaction.

Pcor souls. First the Reds, then the
Whites . and now the Reds 2gain. That
Strelnikov ... hkis heart oust be dead.

STATION MASTER whips up %=he horse and the trap moves.
SASEA locks from the grave face of his father to his
mother, . '

TONYA (Brightly) ,
%e'll soon te there now, Sasha.

STATION MASTER . ,
Another five miles (e is looking uneasy
.again) '

ALEXANDER :
Is it that far? One forgets ... (Looking
at STATICM MASTER, curiously:) How is the
vlace?

STATITN MASTER (Awkwzardly) '
Yell enough, Your donour ... It's all
locked ugz, you know ...

DISSCLVE

SCENE i{UsEICRS 1138 TO 1149 CUT
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EXTERIOR VARYKINO  LOCATION DAY SPRING

1150 EXTREME LONG SLQOT. Varyvykine hHouse, an old Hunting

" Lodge stands beside a distant grcup of silver povlars,
alone 2nd desevrted on 2 vast Russian stepre. The read,
which ends 2t the house, winds up throuzh uncultivated
grassland into foreground of picture where a2 weather-
beaten shrine sticks up from the unreclaimed landscape.

‘A covey of partridges whirs away as the horse and trap
enters picture anc trots off towards the house,

1151 CLOSE TRACKING.SHOT. YURI and TONYA excitedly raise
SASHA between them, the better to see the house., MUSIC
nounting. '

1152 LONG SHOT. TRACKING. Their POV of the house coming
nearer.

1153 CLOSE UP TRACKING. ALEXANDER, deeply moved by the
home=-coning

1154 LONG SHOT. CAMERA PANS with the trap a2s it rounds the
group of poplars, swings into the overgrown forecourt
and stops in front of the house. XNobody moves for a
moment or two. All sit locking around. The end of
their journey,

1155 Their POV. 1In the glocm of the verandzh something white
flaps on the front door. ALEXANDER glances frowningly
at the embarrassed. STATION MASTER, prepares to alight.

1156/ CLOSE SH0T. The front door, a weather-stained notice
1160 affixed to it with rusted nzils., The door secured by a
heavy hasp and padlock screwed onto it with brutal

disregard.

STATION MASTER (Foolishly, repeats)
«e. Al) locked up, you see ...

YURI and TONYA have descended from the trap and followed,
ALEXANDER comes down the verandah steps, He is quietly
enraged at being thus excluded, not from his property
but fro= his memeries. He says curtly:

ALEXANDER -
A body styling itself The Yuriatin Coemmittee
of Revoluticnary Justice has expropriated my

. heuse in the name of the Peonle -
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1156/ Continued

he stoops and with surprising energy wrenches a big
lump ¢f reock from the ground. Acdvances tewards the

. door saying:

ALEXANDER (Ceont)
- Very well; I'n one of the people.

STATION MASTER, hat off again, arrests him beseechingly:

STATION MASTER
Don't, Alexey Maximicvich - they'd
call 1t counter~-revclution.

ALEXANDER (Authoritative)
Petya, get out of my way.

YURI

Father, don't (ALEXANDER swings on him)
Petya brought us here. That makes him a
counter~-revolutionary too. They shoot
counter-révolutionaries.

STATION MASTER nods eagerly to YURI, makes 2 helpless
apologetic gesture to ALEXANDER, looking frail and
vulnerable. ALEXANDER casts the rock away from him,
stalks from them and steps, his back very stiff and
still., STATION MASTER ezperly to YURI:

STATION MASTER .
It's not the Reds in the Town, Your
rhonour, it's the Reds in the Forest.

his eye unconsciously wanders cver the horizon. OVER
(SOUND) Partisans,.

" YURI (Softly)
Here?

STATION MASTER

¥ho knows Your Honour? They go where
they want. (Saaly significant) And
they do what tley want ... :

YURI
All we want is a roof, Petya, and a bit
of gcrden. Is there nonh;re’

STATION MASTER likes. him for his understanding,
uncondemning,
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Centinued

STATION MASTER (Dubious)
They didn't lcck the cottage ...

YURI and TORYA turn, MUSIC.

LONG SECT. The ZRIVAGOS, corrying their few
possessions, YURI with STATION MASTER, TONYA following
with her zrm threugh ALEXANDZR'S, helding SASHA with
her other hand walk awzy from the house towards a2 two-
roored wocden outhouse off the drive. It is neglected,
and the ground abcut it overgrown., But it was pretty
once and the sun shines on it now, STATION MASTER
pushes open the unlocked dcor.

INTERICR QUTHCUSE LOCATION DAY  SPRING .

LONG SHOT. Dust falls as they enter. It is dirty,
dark, forlern. The windows zre opaque with grime.
A table with a2 missing leg and a2 stove are all the
furniture. Gun racks, antlered heads - -one hanging
crookedly - and a massive wolf-skin nailed to the
wall. (SASHA looks at this in silence) After a
pause:

YURI (Encouraginrly, but quiet)
Oh yes, we can manape here.

SETATICN MASTER
"This works (hec rattles the stove). 1I'll
fetch ycu sone sticks of furniture,

YURT (Tentative) '
..+ and some seed potatoes?

STATION MASTER nods gquickly, grateful fcr YURI'S
gratitude, avoiding ALEXAWDER'S eye. He goes and
threws open a rear door. A small wilderness.

STATIOK MASTER (SOUND)
The garden's dreadfully run back.

CLOSE S5&0T. YURI looks out.

YURI
Yes ... Thank you.

DISSOLVE
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LITERIOR VARYIIRO LOCAZIDK DAl - AUTULN

LCNG SEOT. The outhouse, smoks rising frem its
chimme;y into =2 heaﬂg_“utuun blue. Against one
wall a mouniain of logs. The gzrden transformed
into 2 well-culitivated piot. YURI, sbooplng Zrom
the waist is wealking backwards lifting potatoes
from the soil into a2 bucket. ZASHA in background
with dizminutive hairy vony. YU.I glsnces =2t him.

CLOSE SHOT. SASHA is fecding the pony with a
handful of fresh dandelion shoots {or some other
titbit). - They are 0ld friends, the pony grecdy
and the child not nervous nor particularly excitecd.

CLOST SHOT. YURi comés to the end of the row,

‘straightens himself. Though in shirt-slesves, ho

retzins his waistco2t and 211 in all, despite his
work-blackered nznds, looks. nothing l_za a country-
man, His face is calm but not relaxed; he hzs
imposed calm on himself. Ee looks sround, picks

up another already filled bucket, znd gves towards
the outhouse, .

-

INTERIOR OUTHOUSE IOCATIOR DAY AUTUMN

IORG SECT. Inside, the twn rooms have been trzng-
formed with loving industry ond are a2s nsarly =2
home as possible, but an air of izprovisation,
precariousness persists; & discoloration of -he
w.lls shows where the wolfskin hung.

ALZTANTER is seeted readinag a2 b $tered book while
TONYAs is brushing carti from a zillock of potasoes
and putting theam in storing rzcks. 4love her heasd
hang ropcs of omions. ALZIARDER looks up as YURT
enters. ' :
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ALEXANDER
Is that the lot?

YURI
Just about.

1171 CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER

ALEXANDER ‘
Well done my boy. I must say ... Scratch a Russian
and you'll find a peasant. I always said so.

1172 CLOSE SHOT. TONYA and. YURI, who is now helpingher. She speaks.
softly but is angered on her husband's behalf by her father’s
complacency:

TONYA

Well you're wrong. He's worked like a peasant but
he's not a peasant.

YURI a little startled. Looks up and says; sincere:

YURI .
I don't mind it, Tonya.

She Jooks at him dubiously, knowing that there is something that he
minds, wondering what it is if not this. .

Really. It's a good life.
ALEXANDER enters picture, much relieved.
ALEXANDER
Certainly it is. I shouldn't be surprised if you two
look back on this time as one of your best.

TONYA glances at YURI, troubled. ALEXANDER gently kJ.sses her,
Says to YURL

Awfully glad about the expected new arrival, Yuri..
Anna was born here you know.

YURI (softly)
Ohnol ‘didn't. Oh I'm very glad.

On SOUND 2 horse snorts. ALEXANDER turns:
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MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA shooting through the window where
MIKULITSIN approaches carrying a bag, leaving his horse in the
drive.

ALEXANDER (SOUND)
Ah, here's winged Mercury ...

CLOSE UP. ALEXANDER as he reaches the window and peers through.
Looks a bit down in the mouth.

LONG SHOT. MIKULITSIN enters, dumps the bag on the table,

takes from it packets and packages, some his, some theirs.

ALEXANDER
What news from Yuriatin, Dmitri?

MIKULITSIN (plate-faced) :
No lard, no sugar, oil next week perhaps, flour,
salt, coffee, nails. (He remains motionless)

CLOSE SHCT ALEXANDER AND MIKULITSIN

ALEXANDER (quietly, fearfully)
Bad news? (And as MIKULITSIN looks up at him}
Oh Lord, not another purge .

MIKULITSIN
No. Strelnikov's gone.

CLOSE UP  YURI, attentive.

ALEXANDER (SOUND)
Well that‘s not bad news.

MIKULITSIN (SOUND)
No. He's in Mancuria; they say.

MEDIUM SHOT MIKULITSIN pulls out a local paper, printed on
grey newsprint.

That's the news.

He puts it on the table and goes. As the door slams everyone looks
back at the paper. ALEXANDER picks it up and sits. YURI and
TONYA also sit, looking at him. After a moment he lowers the
paper, says quletly
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Continued

ALEXANDER .
They've shot the Tsar. Andall his family ... Oh
that's a savage deed ... {He looks down and up
again; bursts out, bewildered:) What's it for?.

YURI
It's to show there's no going back,

All three remain as they are, silent and still, while on SOUND the
wind begins to moan and:

'DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR VARYKINO OUTHOUSE LOCATION DAY
WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. The outhouse in winter, bleak under a dull grey sky.
A moaning wind blows little tendrils of ice particles over the ‘
frozen snow.

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE STU'DIO DAY WINTER

CLOSE SHOT From outside we see YURI look:.ng from a window
whose casing is bound in bars of ice.

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE  LOCATION ﬁAY_ WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. The garden obliterated as the graveyard was
obliterated; a bunch of tumbleweed is blown across it as the wreatn
was blown from his mother’s grave.

EXTERIOR OUTHOUSE STUDIO DAY WINTER
CLOSE UP YURI at the window as before.

LONG SHOT Inside the room ALEXANDER is gazing listlessly
at the stove. He raises his eyes as YURI turns from the window
and sits at the table near the window.

CLOSE SHOT YURI at the table. On it lie an unused notebook
and a pencil with which he toys absently.. On SOUND a familiar
thumping noise. He looks up at:

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. TONYA "assisted" by SASHA is
ironing, framed in the connecting door to the next room. Steam
rises round her, as it rose round LARA in the hospital, but no
sunlight falls on her, nor anywhere else in the little place. We
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feel now that their domestic improvisation, though heroic, is
inadequate.

1186 CLOSE SHOT YURI turns back; starts doodling with the pencil.
The iron thumps. The wind moans. On SOUND.

TONYA (SOUND)
Yuri, why don't you go into Yuriatin?

The pencil slips from his fingers. He doesn't know, for ohce, what
to say. And before he can think:

ALEXANDER (SOUND. With disinterested benevolence)
Why don't you my boy? 1t'd do you good.

YURI (unconsciously defensive)
Why, what's in Yuriatin?

1187 CLOSE SHOT ALEXANDER

ALEXANDER
'"T' isn't Petersburg; a very decent little library.
If it's still there.

1188 LONG SHOT

TONYA
I wish you would Yuri.

YURI (finaily) ‘ :
Oh no I don't think so. (Gets up) Anyway, the roads
are blocked ... _ _

He wanders back to the window. -

1189 CLOSE UP. He stands locking out of the window. On SOUND the

moaning wind. CAMERA TRACKS slowly in to his face. His eyes
have focused on:

1190 BIG CLOSE UP. The delicate patterns of frost on the glass.
MUSIC. The patterns become brighter. CAMERA TRACKS
closer. Sunlight begins to flash on the myriad tiny facets of the
ice ...

DISSOLVE
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,MICROSCOFE SHOT

Jndlénf{ CILLEE U2. A snowflzke as sezen through = mlc*oscope.

1192

1193
1194
1195
1196

1197
1188

11984

1199

12090

A perfection of symmetry. I+ weakens, melts, runs,
becomes liquid. The liguid bocomes yellow - nure
daffodil yellow filling the screen.

DISSCLV=E. MUSIC INCRZASING

EIG CLCSE UP. The inside of 2 daffodil.

BXEERIC? VATWEINO IOCATION DAY SPRING

A s:..ngle daffo d:.l

CICE U fP. A group of three or four daffodils.

- CLOSE 3HOT., 4 dozen.

WEDITM SHGT. Scores, waving in ths wind under the
silver poplars at Varykino, NUSIC full strengtih.

CLOSE SHOT. 7YURI against a carpet of waving yeilow.
He looks up: )

.ﬂ"“'

JCDIGY SEOT. Silver branches elready tipped with
green, bending against a blue spring sky.

TRACEING SEOT. The little pony, excited by the
Spring, tcsses his head as he trots Joyously throuzh
the new-grovwn, wind-blown grass, wanting to. Le off.

LONG SHOT. The house, the poplars and the carpet of
dafilodils in which YURI stands, waving in the wind.
A cloud shadow mowved by the same wind passes over
then, followed by light.

DISSOLVE. MUSIC corntinues. .

INTERIOR YURIATIN LIZQARY 3TUDIC DAY

CLUSE U2. 1AR4, 2 shaft of sunlight a2cress her face.
Shke is sittingin the library at Yuriztin, but she ic

not reading the bock before her. Che is. staring as
Ams whAaans m'r"lu ina bheen tilted at:
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MEZDIUM SHOT. Her POV. YURI is spproaching the
livrzriaon’s desk., Hz picks up o- application slip.

BIG CICSE UP. I.RA wotching him,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI filling in tke slip. Formalitieas
complete he is about {to turnm,

3IG CLOSE UF. ILARA looks down quickly, zgitated.
Taen looks up quickly, feceling: .

CONTINUE PAGE 201, SCERE 1205, A5 IS.
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MEDIUM SHOT. Her POV. YURI has stopped dead and is
staring at her in wonderment. He moves forward.

CLOSE UP. LARA looks at him, smiling, frowning, shaking her
head a little as though to clear it. ,

CLOSE SHOT CAMERA PANNING with YURI as he comes up to her.

LARA -
Zhivago? !

YURI :
Yes. (Smiling helplessly) How are you?

LARA (as though it were disastrous)
What are you doing here?

YURI
We're at Varykino. oo

LARA (bewildered)
Varykino?

The readers about theni sh-sh for silence. They move.
EXTERIOR YURIATIN STREET LOCATION DAY EARLY SPRINC

CLOSE SHOT. A spinning circle of last autumn's leaves chase
‘across a2 pavement. They disperse in a flurry as YURI and LARA's
legs enter picture. .

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURIand LARA, close together, walking
quickly along a broken wall through which we see glimpses of rubble
and other destruction. Both of them are radiant, exnostulatmg at
their helplessness but not resisting.

LAR.A (laughing)
But why Varykino?

YURI '
Why not? We had to go somewhere,

Yes but here ... (rueful) I came to find my husband.
(wryly) The o one who was reported killed.

And YURI, seeing it is not a tragic matter to her:



1208

1210

1211

1212

202
Continued
YURI
Strelnikov. (She stares) I met him.

LARA
Met him ?

YURI
Yes ...

QUICK DISSOLVE

'EXTERIOR YURIATIN PARK LOCATION DAY SPRING

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA shooting down on a barren piece
of ground. Wind blowing a stream of old leaves and scraps in the
direction YURI and LARA are wa.lkmg slower now, away from
CAMERA.

CLOSE UP TRACKINC. YURIand LARA, the scampering leaves in
a constant stream behind them.

LARA
. Did you like him?

YURI
Strelnikov? (they walk) No. (they walk. Gently,
discreetly) Did you?

LARA
I never met him. He wouldn't see us.

YURI (concerned)

You've been on your own?

LARA

... 1don't mind. (but obviously she has minded very

much. He puts her arm protectively through his)
You would have liked Pasha.

He. nods, signifying comprehension and sympa.thy.

DISSOLVE

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Shooting down on YURI and LARA seated
back to CAMERA on the steps of a dilapidated bandstand overlooking

a grey ashphalt space. Leaves and rubbish chasing each other in
the cross-wind.
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CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA, laugh.mg aga.m now, their backs
to CAMERA against a whirling of lea.ves

YURI
- Do you remember how I operated on the tail-board
of a cart? -

LARA (Looking at him, remembering it all)
Yes.

YURI (Chuckling)
The Germans were in the next village!

LARA
Yes.

YURI
My word we were lucky.

. She nods her head in vigorous agreement. Then she looks at him,

1214

says gently and simply: -

LARA .
I've thought about you a let.

YURI (Looks at her) .
I've thought about you. (Looking away, remembering)
Oh such a lot. :

They look at one another. A gust of wind blows their hair. He takes
her hand. They get up. - .

CUT TO
EXTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT LOCATION. DAY SPRING

MEDIUM SHOT. The CAMERA zooms in towards a window on the
first floor of a dilapidated house. As it comes to rest in CLOSE SHOT:

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO LOT

1214A LONG SHOT. They are inside LARA's room. It is as we would

expect. Clean, tiny, cold sunlight coming through the window. Slowly
YURI takes his hat off, looks around. _

YURI (Gently) |
How long have you been living here?
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11215

1216

1217

1218

LARA (Quietly)
About a year,

YURI
Alone.

LARA
With Katya.

YURI
Where's Katya now?

LARA
At school.

YURI crosses to her, takes her and kisses her. It is done without
hesitation on either part They separate, looking into each others
eyes, then:

cuT

CLOSE UP. LARA. They kiss again, but now they are in bed.
On SOUND the twitter pf sparrows, the whistle of the wind.

CLOSE UP. Their two heads. He kissing her asshe rotates her
head, her eyes closed. . YURI draws away a little and looks at her,
his expression a little ruthless. She opens her eyes. His mouth
descends on hers. :

LONG SHOT. The empty sitting room. YURI's hat on the floor
where he first kissed her, his coat over a chair. On SOUND the
sparrows and the wind., The picture is flared by the slow-moving
reflection of the sun caught in one of the window panes. The shifting
beams of light move until the picture becomes clear.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA lies quiet. She is looking at YURI, her
face relaxed, but already her eyes shadowed with anxiety - anxiety
for him. He is utterly relaxed, like her, but staring upwards.

LARA
Is Tonya with you?

YURI
All of us.

A pause.
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Continued
LARA
Sasha ... ?
YURI
Of course.
A pause.
LARA

What are we going to do?

The calm leaves YURI's voice; we hear from it that he is for once
up against a wall which he can see no getting past.

YURI
I don't know.

He turns his head to her. His expression alters. ‘Her eyes have
filled. '

CLOSEUP. LARA. A tear rolls along her nose and drops. We
hear him throw himself towards her and as he appears on frame,
LARA with her free hand plucks the pillow from beneath her head and
wriggles down the bed a little, her eyes beneath the tears gone chaotic
and her mouth open as YURI's head comes down. A stream of yellow
appears as: ' ‘

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAWN  SFRING

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. CAMERA tracking over the surface of

the daffodils at Varykino. The track slows and stops as the CAMERA
PANS upwards into a LONG SHOT of the outhouse at dawn.

INTERIOR OUTHOUSE  LOCATION  DAWN

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI and TONYA lie in hed. She is asleep. He
awake, tormented by remorse. He rises, irresolute and restless.

MEDIUM SEOT. CAMERA PANS with him as he wanders over to the
window into CLOSE SHOT. He stares wretchedly at:

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The daffodils swaying in the wind.

CLOSE UF. YURI at the window. The daffodils have done nothing
for him - he looks hopeless now. On SOUND:
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1224 Continued

TOxYA (SOUHD)
Yuri 9..?

he turns.
1225 CLOS: SkOT. <She is half sitting up, sziling an
everycay snile of affectien at aiz!
It's awfully early isn't it?

YURI (SOURD)
Ealf past six.

TONYA |
{She is used to, and likes, his szall
-oddnesses) wWhat are you doing?

1226  CLOSE SHOT. YURI

YURI
Nothing. I couldn't sleep.

TOWYA ‘
(A little puzzled, but rore amused,
above all gently and tolerantly)
Shall I cret some tea?

SCENE 1227 CUT
SCENE 1228 STARTS O PAGE 207.
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DISSOLVE | . -,
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YURT (Turning and kissing her)
Yes do.

She goes. MUSIC begins., LARA music. He leans his
forehead gently on the glass, looking out at the
daffodils. The SUSIC grows more insistent.

DISSOLVE, NU3IC continuing.
EXTERIOR VARYEKINO LOCATION DAY EZARLY SURLCR

EXTTEME IONG SHOT. The shrine and the reoad to Varykinc
2as we first saw it when the family arrived, except tha-
now the grass is long and sprinkled with wilé flowers.
Daisics and buttercups grow around the foot of the
shrine and beside the rozd where YURI is troftting
towards CAMERA on the little pony, its harness of ths
roughest (ropé and canvas rather than leather) and he
no expert in the saddle.

EZTERIOR LARA’S HOUSE STUDIO DAY EARLY SUIGER

. MEDITZ SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting through a porch-

wey on to a rather bedraggled courtyard and cul-de-sac
The entrance to LARA‘s house. YURI crosses the court-
yard and enters the porch, a dark little place with an
iron staircase leading upwerds,

CLOST SEOT. YUnl. He s+tops at the foot of the stairs
takes a brick from the wall and 2 koy from the recess.
Having rcplaced the brick CALLRA PANS with him a2s he
mounts the stairs.

INTERIOR IARA’S I IlING STUDIO DAY
IZDIGE SHOT. YURI comes up the stairs on to a landin:

faintly 1lit by a grimy skylight. There are four door:
He opens one and enters.
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INTTRIOR LARA‘S APARTMENT STUDIC DAY

MEDIU SHOT. He shuts the door. Silence, He stands
for = moment, then wanders across the room, CAIERA
trecking back with hiz, disclosing 2 table laid for
threce, roses in a vase, everything neat and clean.

He sits on a2 plain couch. He doesn’t look happy.
Then he looks up, his face animated, hearing rapid
footsteps on the stzairs. 'He rises.

CLOSE SHOT. The door opens and an eight-year-old
‘girl comes in breathless. She has PASHA’s colouring
and an intelligent, -vital face. She is pleased to

see YURI, saying:

CONTINUE PAGE 208, SCZNZ 1234 AS IS
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1234 Continued

KATYA (laughing)
Hello. You are silly - we called and called.

1235/ MEDIUM SHOT. YURI's attention is on the open door.

1238
YURI
Did you? - I didn't hear.

KATYA
Well we did.

LARA enters the doorway looking stunning enough to justify the
image of the daffodils. -

YURI (Softly)
Hello, Lara,

They regard each other for a beat, radiant and lost.

LARA
Hello.

KATYA looks from one to the other. YURI senses this and looks
down. ' '

YURI (Taking her to the sofa)
How's Olya Petrovna?

KATYA (Darkly)
She gets worse and worse. fhe gave us C.I. and

Arithmetic all morning!

YURI
C,L?

LARA (Flatly, with a shade of warning)
"Civic instruction"”.

By way of illustration, and waiting his attention, KATYA sits by
him and shoves before his notice an exercise book, opened:

YURI (Looking at it with real admiration)
That's very good, Katya.

KATYA
It's the Tsar. ve
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1239 CLOSE UE. A spirited crayoning of an ogreish monarch with pointed

1240

1241

1242

teeth and a tall crown, adorned with a teacher’s big tick.

YURI (SOUND)
Oh.

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand KATYA. She flips the book shut, -

KATYA (With conscious virtue)
The Tsar was an enemy of the People.

YURI (Hesitant)
He, er, didn't know he was an enemy of the people
you know, '

KATYA (Considers it)
Well. He should have known, shouldn't he?

YURI (Considers it in turn)
Yes, he should.

KATYA {Amused)
Fancy not knowing C.1L. Doesn't your little boy go
to school ? A ‘ '

A. moment's awkwardness for YURI, LARA's voice on SOUND:

LARA (Gently)
Come on, you.

She bends into picture, picks KATYA up and CAMERA PANS with her
as she is swung into one of the seats at the table, both laughing.

CLOSE UP. YURI smiling painfully.

DISSOLVE '

EXTERIOR CORNFIELD. LOCATION. DAY SUMMER
LONG SEOT. CAMERA PANNING over a field of ripe corn = We
come to rest on-a CLOSE SHOT of YURI and LARA, side by side,
hands clasped, lying on their backs quietly, the sun pouring down on
them, surrounded by the golden stuff. YURI's eyes are closed.
LARA looks at him dreamily.

LARA
What are you thinking about?
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YURI (Drowsily)
I'm not thinking.

LARA (Contentedly)
Good ...

She squints up at:

LONG SHOT. The golden sun in a blue sky, {ringed by the gently
nodding heads of corn. On SOUND the singing of a lark,

CLOSE UP. YURI AND LARA. She turns her head, looking at
him with great tenderness. Then:

LARA
Now you're thinking.

He opens his eyes. We see his thoughts are painful. He turns to
her not answering.

(Very simply) ,
Thinkings no good for us, is it?

YUR! (Smiles a bit: shakes his head)
No...

Moved by the same impulse they turn and kiss ...
DISSOLVE '
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA craning upwards through the
branches and quivering leaves of a silver poplar, (enough to cover

a longish dissolve from the previous scene) finally disclosing a LONG
SHOT of the outhouse with the distant figure of TONYA working in the
garden,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, framed in a window, his eyes rivetted on her.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. His POV, TONYA is bending down pulling
herbs. As she straightens we see she is tremendously pregnant.

CLOSE UF. YURI at the window, His eyes heavy with guilt and
responsibility. He moves from the window,
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1249 ULCDITI SHOT. TONYA comes towards the house, 3Brown
and sturdy as a little pony, welking with her feet
apart, holdirz the bunched herbs to her nose, sziling
to herself. :

1250/ CLOSE PANNING SHOT. YURT has come out into the

1252 gerden to meet her. He comes to a standstill

‘ blocking zer way, his eyecs dark with admiration and
liking. 3She is amused by the intensity of his regard
raising her eycbrows and smiling engquiringly.

TORYA(Holding up the herbs to his

nose) Smell.
YURI éniffs.and nods obediently but still looks at
her. '

What - ? (But the umborm baby kicks)
Ooh! (Her eyes laugh excitedly. It
kicks again) Ow! This one‘s a prize-
fighter. (Yet again) Yuri = !

She telkes his hand and puts it on her belly. They
stand looking at each other, she proud, he dreadfully
‘sober, On 30UND a heartheat commences.,

Wait a ninute ...
Heartbeat continuing. He staring at her, she sceming
$0o listen. Then:

There!

She lets his hand drop and almost flaunts away from
him, CALCZHRA PANNING with her towards the house,

12524 ALZXANIER sits before the outhouse in overcoat
enjoying the last of the year’s zunshine, He looks
over to his daughter and husband, approvingly.
SASHA pleys by himself, indifferent.

1253 CLOSZ SHOT. YURI looking after her in an agony of
emotion. On 30USD the heartbeat continuing,
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CLCSTE SHOT. TONYA, now in the house, the open and
expty door to the garden in background. She picks
up a knife and happily begins to chop the herbs,
heartbeet continuing., YURI appears in the docor.’
She looks up 2 little startied. Heartbeat stops.

"YURI '
I’'n going in to Yuriztin, darling -

TONYA
What? Now?

- YORI '
Er, yes. I want to get some morphins,
disinfectant ... (Eis voice dries)

TORYA (Gentle, chiding)

I shan’t need morvhine ...
YURT ) :
Well - you never know,

'He comes in and starts collecting hat and coat,

MUSIC begins.

TONYA (Beginning to be puzzled)
Well I shan’t need it today?

YURI
No. 3But.- It pretty close. I
hadn’t realised ...

She smiles puzzled and touched by his inarticulate
distress. Hse hurries out through the door, IIUSIC

building.

PONYA (C21ling efter kim)
You’ll be back before it’s dark?

YURI (Calling back)
Long before.

ALETATDER looks up 2s YURI half-wulhs half-runs
from outhouse. IIUIIC rising.
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CLOSZ SHOT. With a clatter, YURI wrenches harness

from hook in dark lzzn-to stcoble at the end of
cuthouse. USIC rising.

CLOSE SEOT, AILZEXANTER in mild surprise. MUSIC
rising. : :

'CLOSE SHOT. SaSHA looks up from play, stares gravely

after his father. LUSIC rising.

Their PCV. YURI trailing harness, bhurries towards
the pony. LIUSIC rising.

CUT. LIUSIC full.

-

MEDIUM SEOT., The pony, ridden by YURI at 2 fast {trot
enters picture and gocs off up the road away from the
house. g

CLOSE SHOT. TONYA standing in the outhouse door
watching.. She is ready to raise her hand to wave
to him but:
»

LONG SEOT. He rides on up the slope without turning
round, . '

CLOSE UP. TONYA, ALEXANDER, SASHA, looking anxiously
after him. .

CUT. HMU3IC cuts suddenly
INTERIOR LARA’S APARTLEZNT . STUDIO DAY
CLOST UP. LARa lookxing up, streaming with tears.

LARA ;
Yes, yes, my darling, do what’s best!

The expression in her eyes pity for:

CLC3Z TUP. 7TURI clezrly ncar to tears hizself but
secming a2lzost to be raging a2t her.

YURI (Repezts)
I'm not coming back!



213A
(Revised 17.5.65)

1264 Continued

LARA (S0UTD)
I understand.

YURI .
But never, lerz!

1265 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA. At this she can only
nod a little, the tears pouring.

You understand? (It is himéelf
he is trying to make understand)

LARA cen only help him by modding more vigorously.
- YURT turns the screw of his suffering the final
notch: :

A

Do you belicve me?

She stares a moment, then shakes her head, now
utterly overcome. He whirls zway from her. On
SOULD we hear zis feet go to the door; and hear
it open and shut with a bang. .

CUT -
EXITRIOR FCREST ROAD IOCATION DAY SUMER.

1266  IORG SHOT. CAMERA rather high, looking down on
the forest road where YURI is returning to-
Varykino. The pony ‘s reins are loose, YURI utterly
de jected. The pony slows, stops. Ilan and beast
~inert. '

CONTINUE PAGE 214, SCZNE 1267 AS IS.



1267

1268
1269
1270

1211

1272
1273

1274

1275

1276

1277

1278

. 214
CLOSE UP. YURI, his head low, absorbed in thought. Silence.
Then, on SOUND, a rising drumming and scuffling rapidly becoming
louder. He raises his head, at first puzzled, quickly alarmed.
CLOSE PANNING SHOT, HORSEMEN {licker through the trees,
CLOSE UP. YURI turns his head to the other side of the road.
MEDIUM SHOT. More HORSEMEN, breaking out of the forest.

LONG SHOT. The HORSEMEN, expert, some seven in all, engulf
YURI. There is a moment's check and he and they are gone into

.the Forest. His hat lies on the empty road.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI's hat.

MEDIUM SEOT TRACKING. (Hand-held) We are hurled at the
gallop between trees. On SOUND the crash and thump of the riders.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) A glimpse of YURI between
the HORSEMEN. :

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. Shooting forward and up through the
racing tree-trunks. SOUND of the horsemen over. The sky appears
as we approach a clearing, CAMERA whip-pans downwards.

cuT
FOREST CLEARING EXTERIOR DAY SUMMER

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA whip-pans down on t» two mounted men
standing in a clearing. LIBERIUS and RAZIN, Behind them a colymn
of men and horses. LIBERIUS, the Military Chief, is about the same
age as YURI, well armed, physically tough and dressed in a shaggy
sheepskin. RAZIN, the political Commissar, is older, umarmed,
dressed in remnants of city clothes, a briefcase strapped to his pannier
and not much of an expert with his mouth. Both men have their eyes on:

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and his captors approaching. They
are not sinister or desperate, but good-humoured. Behind them are
more men and horses, those unmounted are getting back into their
saddles. YURI pulls up, hatless, breathing hard and desperately collect
stares hard at:

CLOSE UF. LIBERIUS grins.

LIBERIUS 1
Comrade Doctor, I need a Medical Officer.
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CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI (Curt and formal)
I'm sorry. Ihave a wife and child at Varykino.

CLOSEUP, RAZIN. His face bitter.

RAZIN (Contemptuous)
And a mistress, in Yuriatin.

CLOSE UP. TYURI{lashes him a look.
CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS and RAZIN.:
LIBERIUS
h Comrade Medical Officer, we are Red Partisans:
(And as one who has said it many times before) - and
we shoot deserters. Hup! (And turns)
CLOSE SHOT. YURI, his face shocked and set, MUSIC "RED
COSSACKS". The PARTISANS begin to move past, big men on big
horses. One of YURI's captors gives him a nod and leads his horse
forward. Looking ahead he sees:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. The backs of LIBERIUS and RAZIN
leading the way out of the clearing into the forest.

CLOSE TRACKING SEOT. YURI looks to his side, past camera.
MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV. More horses - and some
mules loaded with machine and Maxim guns - all now on the move
across the clearing.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI turns and looks ahead again:
MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV. The horses in front
already in the trees. As the CAMERA approaches the first trees it
starts to crane upwards through the trunks,

QUICK DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR FORESfI‘. SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY SUMMER

LONG SHOT. Shooting down from a height on to the Forest roof.

. The CAMERA PANS slowly upwards all the time, more and more

trees coming into picture as it rises to the distant horizon. We
understand for the first time that the Forest is limitless.

DISSOLVE
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EXTERIOR FOREST STUDIO OR LOCATION SUMMER NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. By a small fire, YURI, RAZIN. LIBERIUS, The
fire-light gleams onnearby tree-trunks. The blackness beyond
picked out by other small fires each showing its own group of

PARTISANS,

YURI (Steadily to RAZIN)
Where are you taking me?

RAZIN
To the Front.

YURI .
And where is the Front ?

LIBERIUS (Laughs)
Good question, Doctor.

CLOSE UP. RAZIN. A flicker of contempt crosses his face but
he keeps his eyes on YURI.

RAZIN

The Front is wherever there are enemies of the
Revolution. Where there is one gang of White Guards,
one batallion of foreign interventionists, that is the
Front.

CLOSE UP. YURI
(SOUND)
And wherever there is one resentful bourgeois, one
unreliable schoolmaster, one dubjous poet hugging
- his private life -
CLOSE SHOT RAZIN AND LIBERIUS
fha.t too, is the Front.

LIBERIUS silently makes the motion of winding a gramophone,
grinning.

CLOSE UP. YURI looks at LIBERIUS with surprise but turns back to

‘RAZIN.

YURI (His voice betraying his feelings)
How long are you going tokeep me?
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2;7
Continued |

RAZIN (SOUND)
For as‘'long as we need you.

cUT |
EXTERIOR FOREST SCANDINAVIAN UNIT DAY WINTER-SNOW

1285 EXTREME LONG SHOT. A vast winter panorama of distant forest

and frozen lakes. On SOUND the low moanings of wind. CAMERA
PANS slowly downwards revealing a forest immediately below.

~ MUSIC "RED COSSACKS" muted and tentative. The downward

1296

1297

- 1298

1299

movement continues -

QUICK DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR FROZEN RIVER LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. CAMERA craning downwards through trees,
their trunks bhlasted by snow on the windward side. As the descent
continues we become conscious that the shadows below are alive with
mounted PARTISANS, all motionless, looking ahead. CAMERA comes
to rest on a CLOSE SHOT of LIBERIUS. He too stares at: \

LONG SHOT. A frozen river with a black forest wall on the far side.
Nothing moving except ice crystals tumbling over it in the wind.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI and RAZIN, both unarmed, behind the
main group of PARTISANS with the baggage animals, YURI begin-
ning to look haggard, wearing a ragged sheepskin. Beside him a mule
carrying his medical supplies. :

CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS. His concentration building to a peak.
MUSIC stops. _

LIBERIUS
‘Now!!

1300/ (2 CAMERAS) MEDIUM SHOT. The trees suddenly alive with

1301
1302

1303

charging horses; on SOUND an eruption of muffled hooves and shouts.

(2 CAMERAS) MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The legs and hooves of
horses crashing out on to the ice, the SOUND suddenly metallic.

(3 CAMERAS) MEDIUM SHOT. Shooting down on the white surface
of the river, quickly obliterated by charging horsemen.
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(Z CAMERAYI) #eDIUS 50T, Suootine dovn on the
river's eage. More nerscuen crashing cut on tc the
ice.

CLOSE TRACKING 40T, LIOERIUS leading thic charge,

~ looking anead at:

MEDIUW TRACKING ZZ0T. (manc-held) «dis POV, The
forest wzll aworoacains acreces the ice. On SCUND
a sudden bLurst of rlflg 2nd machinee-cun flre, the
black wall fissured with flasaing pia~necints of
light, .

CLCSLE TRACKING SrCT., A group eof charsing partisans.
A horse crasaes to the ice.

CLOSE TRACKING 3HCT. LIEZIRIUS charging

HEDIUM TRACAING Si.CT, (iband-held) The forest wall
almost on top cf hin.

MEDIUi! SkuT. Frem 2 hign ang lc, the screen filled

by chargin; Zcrsemen. .rey varish in 2 sinzle wave
into the black trees. Sheouts anc firing, receding,

A bezt of this, tien CARERA ZOCkM3 back tc tre «
glittering surface of the river, littered with notion-
less casuzlties. YURI and RAZIN come cut on to the
ice.

DISSCLVE
NUlL.oERS 13C8 TO 1319 CUT _
Ur”BEy. 132C AT TC2 OF PAGEZ 22C ALSO CUuT.
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MEDIUM SHOT. And they are off again, CAMERA PANNING

upwards on their backs as they move towards the trees.
DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR CORNFIELD LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA PANNING upwards across the surface
of a sea of red-gold corn. As CAMERA comes to rest on EXTREME
LONG SHQT we see that tiny figures are advancing towards us in
some sort of formation. On SOUND a sudden burst of firing.

MEDIUM SHOT., On the edge of the Farest, behind an earth wall,
the PARTISANS are firing across the corn. They are-sunburned
now, bearded. tough and ragged, expert with their rifles,. CAMERA
PANS along them into a CLOSE SHOT of LIBERIUS standing next

the heavy Maxim gun which pounds and rattles, jerking. Behind him
stands YURIL .

LONG SHOT. Through the corn, the tiny figures waver, go down
like targets at a fair. .

CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS AND YURI. LIBERIUS frowns, examines
them through his field glasses. : .

LONG SHOT. (Long-focus lens) The distant figures runn.ing in

panic, some huddling together in groups, a perfect target.
CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS watching. The firing intensifies.

LONG SHOT (Long-focus lens) The little figures running in pamc,
falling out of sight into the corn.

CLOSE SHOT. RAZIN watching.

CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS and YURL The firing peters out.
LIBERIUS lowers his glasses. Grunts.

LIBERIUS
Hmp. Well that was easy! .... Come on Doctor,
let's see what we've done.

CcuT

MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. RAZIN, LIBERIUS wade
in the middle of the limitless waving expanse. A dozen or so
PARTISANS spread out in a rough line behind them. LIBERIUS

gains on the others; comes into CLOSE UP, looking ahead:
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His POV. A beaten-down track through

‘the corn. CAMERA follows it disclosing a flattened place where

a boy in his early teens, dressed in an fanciful uniform, lies on his
back there, dead among some poppies. s

CLOSE SHOT. LIBERIUS, YURI and RAZIN come to a standstill,
looking down. ILIBERIUS raises his eyebrows, frowns, moves on.

LONG SHOT. PARTISANS advancing through the corn. - Other places
have been similarly flattened like nests, FARTISANS standing around
them, moving on. LIBERIUS approaches followed by RAZIN and
YURI. CAMERA PANS down with them to disclose a place where
half a dozen boys in variegated umiorms lie on their faces. One
moves; YURI hurries forward.

CLOSE SHOT. The BOY is lying on his face, his back bloody. YURI
bends over him, LIBERIUS helps to turn the child over. We see the
lettered shoulder flash.

LIBERIUS (With bitter disgust, to YUR.I)
"St. Michael's Military Academy .

CAMERA PANS up with LIBERIUS as he straightens up, looks
around.

CLOSE SHOT. An OLD MAN with a saintly face and a ﬂowmg bea:d
two medals on his chest, a ridiculous sword in his hand. He looks

magnificent. _
CLOSE UP. LIBERIUS, looking at him venomously.

LIBEP..IUS
You old ... bastard,

CLOSE UP. TYURI bending over the BOY who slumps back lifeless.
Too full of pity and anger to react, YURI replaces kit in his box.
ON SOUND:

RAZIN (SOUND; his voice harsh)
It doesn't matter.

YURI looks up.

CLOSE UP. RAZIN stands over him like a black-coated, implacable
idol. : : .

CLOSE UP. YURI. with deep curiosity:

YURI
Did you ever love a woman, Razin ?
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CLOSE UP. RAZIN, a tremor of sorrow, rage - something human
in his voice:

RAZIN ,
... 1once had a wife and four children.

CLOSE UP. ' YURI. Looks down, looks up again.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. TYURI'SPOV, RAZIN wading away
through the corn.

DISSOLVE
EXTREME RAILWAY CROSSING LOCATION DAY WINTER -

LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS. now depleted in numbers, half of
them on foot, trudging away from CAMERA along a country road
leading to a ruined level crossing where the head of the column has
stopped around a cart coming from the opposite direction. A few
flakes of snow drift in the air.

1344/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The group around the cart. The cart,

1346

*

loaded with household goods, a horse in the shafts. a cow tethered
at the rear, is driven by a PEASANT WOMAN. RAZIN is on one side
of the cart. YURI and LIBERIUS together on the other. WOMAN

says indignantiy:

WOMAN
You say you're Reds, but how do I know?

. And from her point of view the PARTISANS surrounding her by now

look more like half-starved bandits than any kind of troops. But
RAZIN leans down from his saddle:

RAZIN
Comrade, do 1 look like a White?

She flinches. Grumblingly, reluctant:

WOMAN
They were in Bulkarin on Monday?

RAZIN
Sure?

WOMAN (With sudden passwn)
I should be.
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1344/ Continued
1346

RAZIN (Nods, satisfied. Raises his voice, publicly:)
What did the White Guards do in Bulkarin, Comrade? '_

But the WOMAN is not willing for this to be made political fodder.
She glances at RAZIN and away; in a low voice:

WOMAN
Go and look.

RAZIN (Haranguing)
Marx says: defeated capitalism fights like a cornered
beast. (Looks about for effect. There is none.)

LIBERIUS (To WOMAN)
Where are they?

And even his sneer is muted and he does not address the WOMAN
directly, leaving her to tell RAZIN,

WOMAN (Shrugs)
North.

She points in the direction from where she has come. RAZIN moves
off, OTHERS {following. ’

YURI :
D'you know what's happened in Yuriatin?

WOMAN
Yuriatin?

She looks unconsciously at:

1347 LONG SHOT. HER POV. The line where the Arctic sun a silver
disc sits on the horizon. PARTISANS moving past in foreground.
On SOUND:

WOMAN (SOUND) |
You're a long way from home, Comrade. There's
been fighting at Yuriatin,

1348 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. WOMAN., YURI, LIBERIUS

(looks at YURI with sympathy)
Like everywhere else, eh?
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1348 Continued

YURI looks longingly up the line,  LIBERIUS, watching his look,
says apologetically, even ashamed:

LIBERIUS :
Hard times, Comrade ... hard times ...

YURI moves off.

1349 LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS streaming away following the
direction indicated by the WOMAN. She starts her cart. Snow
falling faster now.

DISSOLVE

EX’I'ERIOR DERELICT BUILDINGS LOCATION DUSK WINTER-
SNOWING

1350 LONG SHOT. Dusk. A group of derelict buildings, probably cattle
shelters, on a snow-swept plain., One or two PARTISANS taking the
last of the animals into the buildings.

1351/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Inside, the PARTISAN LEADERS are holding
1354 2 COMMITTEE meeting, presided over by RAZIN. The extreme
discomfort of their surroundings contrasts weirdly with the formality
which RAZIN imposes. His brief-case, now a rag of rotten leather,
is at his side, papers typed. printed and handwritten lie before him.
YURI sits a little apart - present at the meeting ex officio.

LIBERIUS
He's been a good comrade.

RAZIN
He's been a good Medical Ot'flcer.

LIBERIUS
. We took him from his wife; we took him from h;s child.

RAZIN
None of this matters.

LIBERIUS ,
What does matter, Comrade Commissar? Tell me, .
I've forgotten.

RAZIN (genuine disgust)
This is contemptible. The Doctor stays. (He begins
to pack away his papers)
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1351/ Continued

1354

1355

1356
1357
1358

1359

LIBERIUS (Flaring)
I command this unit ]

RAZIN
We command jointly., The Party Bulletin -

LIBERIUS sweeps the briefcase onto the floor. Dead silence.

LIBERIUS
I could have you taken out and shot!

RAZIN

And could you have the Party taken out and shot ?

++. Try to understand. As the military struggle nears
its close, the political struggle intensifies. In the hour
of victory the military will have served its purpose.

All men will then be judged politically - regardless of

their military record.

No-one dares look at LIBERIUS. on whom virtual-sentence has been
pronounced. Satisfied that hisascendancy is complete, RAZIN
retrieves his briefcase. Packing papers into it: e

Meanwhile, there are still White Units in this area.
. -The Doctor stays.  That concludes the meeting,

DISSOLVE. MUSIC distorted and spooky.

EXTERIOR PLAIN LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW-MIST
LONG SHOT. The PARTISANS plod through snow and mist, away
from CAMERA, across an .icy wasteland with no horizon. The
irregular, apathetic and depleted cavalcade are now mostly on foot.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI, mounted near the rear, surrounded
by straggling men and baggage z_nules.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LIBERIUS up near the front but no longer
in the lead. He is looking ahead at:_ ,

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. His POV, over the backs of walking
men; RAZIN leading.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. RAZIN, bolt upright, looking ahead,
Something catches his eye:
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1360 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. POV RAZIN. Approaching through the
mist a little crowd of refugees. They drift aimlessly across the frozen

snow like spirits.
1361 CLOSE UP TRACKING. RAZIN peering ahead.

1362 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The refugees are all women and children.
They have no belungings, inadequale clothes and are at Death's door.

1363- CLOSE SHOT. RAZIN., He stops his horse and dismounts.

1365 CAMERA PANS with him into A CLOSE SHOT with one of the WOMEN,
a tiny thing with an emaciated face who may be quite young. He
grasps her.

RAZIN (Gently but firmly)
Comrade; where are you going? (She makes no
answer) Are you running away, Comrade?

EMACIATED WOMAN (thspers)
Soldiers .

RAZIN
Red soldiers or White Saldiers?

EMACIATED WOMAN
Soldiers ...

She points, like 2 child telling ta.les. RAZIN lets go of her. She
is mad.

1366 MEDIUM SHOT. The group around RAZIN and the WOMAN The
PARTISANS look pityingly at the-WOMEN and CHILDREN. The womer
and children stand among the horses without either hope or fear,
having made their peace beforehand with anything that can happen.
RAZIN mounts his horse, moves it forward.

1367 CLOSE SHOT. YURI. He turns his head to look at:

1368 LONG SHOT. The arctic SUN, a silver disc low in the smoking mist.
" MUSIC, LARA theme. hesitant.

1368 CLOSE SHOT. YURI. The men and baggage mules begin to move
forward around him; he looks ahead at:

1370 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. RAZIN and the head of the column
disappeared from view already.
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CLOSE SHOT YURL  The last few PARTISANS drift past him,
each absorbed in his own misery.  The WOMEN and CHILDREN
shuffle by in the oppcsite direction. He looks ahead, waiting.

MEDIUM SHOT. His POV, The end of the column floats off into -
the mist. '

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI. The WOMEN and CHILDREN fade
from view behind him. He turns his horse.

CUT. MUSIC. LARA THEME building.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION WINTER-SNOW
LONG SHOT. A stretch of desolate railway line points to the SUN,
low on the horizon. YURI rides into picture, his horse going slowly
and away from us, following the track.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI raises his head, looking at the pale
sun. The LARA MUSIC "calls" to him. He smiles faintly.

CcuT
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION = WINTER-SNOW

1375A EXTREME HIGH -ANGLE LONG SHOT. The line and the telegraph |

posts tiny, stretching from side to side of the screen across a limit-
less snow-white plain, YURI going slower now, the horse's head
hanging lower. :

. CUT

1376

1377

1378

1378

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. A deserted and snow-bound Halt., Prominent
in foreground a goods truck -against buffers. YURI pulls up his
horse beside it and dismounts. _

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI goes to the waggon where he pulls at some strav
trapped beneath the door. Obtaining only a handful he uses all his
strength to slide back the door a foot or so.

CLOSE UP.  YURI from inside the van. He reaches into the dark
interior, scraping together an armful of the stuff. He stiffens, slow]
raising his head: ™

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI'S POV, Huddled in the darkness a
family group of scarcely human creatures, pressed back against the
wall. glaring at him with desperate fear.

1380 CLOSE SHOT. <YURL He takes the straw and leaves them.
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¢
MEDIUM CLOSE SEOT. As Y'U'RI goes over to the horse, the waggon
door in ioreground of picture, is slammed to from inside w1th a crash.

cuT

EXTERIOR TELEGRAPH POLES LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT SNOW
LONG SEOT. A long line of telegraph posts stretching to the horizon.
YURI riding very slowly away from CAMERA. The horse stumbles
and ktops YURI dismounts and begins leading it onwards.’ =

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY = SNOW-MIST

LONG SHOT. . Thin early morning mist shrouds a desolate sectmn
of line where a passenger train, complete with engine, lies abandoned.
YURI drags his horse towards the train but after a few paces it stops.
He drops the reins, goes over to the exhausted animal, unhitches his

- pannier and walks on a few paces.

1384

1385

1386
1387

1388

1389
1390

1391

CLOSE SBOT. YURI. He stops, turns back toward the animal,
uncertain what to do. Then, with a glance as if for help towards the
silent empty carriages, he takes out his revolver and walks out of
picture towards the horse leaving a LONG SHOT of the train. A pause.
On SOUND_ a shot.

CLOSE SHOT. A carriage window is silently low_ered. " Children's
faces, wild and dishevelled. appear. :

CLOSE SHOT. Another window, more children's faces.
CLOSE SHOT. And ancther. All eyes peering suspiciously at:

MEDIUM SEOT. YURI humpmg his pannier towards the tram, the
horse lying in the snow behind him.

MEDIUM SHOT. The carriage windows fi.lled with children's faces.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI walking towards the train. On SOUND a babble
of childish voices, He stops in CLOSE UP looking at:

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The children pour from the carriages towards
YURI in foreground of picture. They are of all ages from five to about
twelve; they are as wild as birds and ferocious as tigers. Some of the
older ones carry a club, a knife, a hatchet. When they reach YURI
they stop, hesitant.
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1392 CLOSE UP., TYURI stares in horror at them. Then:

YURI
1-

1393 CLOSE SHOT. Over YURIon to the children. At once half a dozen
of the bigger boys, with clubs or lumps of iron, rush at him. He
goes down.

1394 CLOSE UP. YURI lying in the snow, his hands protecting his head
against the stampede of flying feet. He glances upwards:

1395 CLOSE SHOT. The nightmare vision streams past him looking g1gant1c
apocalyptic.

1396 CLOSE UP. YURI. The screaming horde passes by leaving him
alone. He looks up after them:

1397 MEDIUM SHOT. His POV. The childrenswarming round the horse.
The noise detestably like the noise of a playground.

1398 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI stumbles to his feet, his face less
frightened than totally shocked. For the first time we see him at the
limits of his self~-control. He moves off down the line.

DISSOLVE

1399 EXTREME LONG SHEOT The mist gone. The tiny figure of YURI
toiling along the line. He stops.

1400 CLOSE UP. YURI stands resting for a moment, his breath steaming
- in the cold air., His condition has deteriorated. Around his mouth .

and nostrils fangs of ice have grown into his beard. After a few moment
he looks ahead at:.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION SNOW

1401 LONG SHOT. The SUN above the track. MUSIC LARA theme.
EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY SNOW

1402 CLOSE UP. YURL He looks at the sun as if at some distant vision
of hope and comiort. The MUSIC becomes poignantly more glorious
until he walks out of picture and:

CUT. MUSIC cuts.
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EXTERIOR RATTL.WAY CUTTING LOCATION  DAWN SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. THREE VILLAINOUS ARMED MEN stand round a
little brazier beside a railside hut. They are looking stolidly at:

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI approaching. We now see that they are in
a narrow snow-bound cutting which forces YURI to skirt round them,

fearful of attack, in no condition to defend himself. He flinches when

one of the men makes a sudden movement but:

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI. The man has thrown him a black roasted
potato which YURI catches. He nods, breaks off the blackened -
smoking skin, more grateful for the human gesture than the food.

YURI :
'm - (Coughs brokenly) I'm going to Yuriatin.

1406/ MEDIUM SHOT. They look at him crztzca.lly, doubting he will get

1409

there.

FIRST MAN
Long way.
YURI

* Long way, yes.

They turn their backs wanting to be rid of him.

YURI o
Actually I - (Voice fails again; coughs carefully)
Excuse me. .I'm going to Varykino.

They don't turn.

FIRST MAN
Don't know it.

YURI
It's a little place.

No response.
Good potato.
No response.
Any news?
FIRST MAN turns his head, warily, asks flatly:
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1406/ Continued
1408 .
FIRST MAN

*What about?

YURI (Waving the potato)

Yuriatin. There's been more fighting there, eh?
(FIRST MAN shrugs) ... Where's Strelnikov?

And suddenly FIRST MAN is leaning against the hut, barring his way,
SECOND MAN with him, THIRD MAN looking up and down the line.
YURI's half-dead responses don't quite take it in. But he sees he is
-in trouble. He is fed-up with trouble. Feebly and unsuccessfully tries

to push past.

FIRST MAN
You talk a lot, for a tired man.

YURI (With infinite weariness)
I haven't spoken for a fortnight ... You gave me a
potato ... (He tosses it away)

FIRST MAN, not a ready killer, inclined to take himfor what he is,
but suspicious. ,

FIRST MAN .
Strelnikov is on the run.

YURI(blinking, irritable)
Run...? )
FIRST MAN -
Mm. Strelinkov is an enemy of the Revolution.
Seems he always has been.

YURI looks at them with weary disgust. He takes them for G.P.U.
men.

YURI
That's ridiculous ...

FIRST MAN -
Iknow it is. I was Strelnikov's lieutenant.

His keen eyes bore into YURI's; he is ready to kill if need be,

YURI
Oh.
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1408/ Continued

1409

1410

1411

1412

1413

1414

1415

FIRST MAN nods. Then quietly:

FIRST MAN .
Are you alone, friend?

YURI
No. There are two battalions of Secret Policemen
coming up behind with food and Christmas presents.

He steps round FIRST MAN, who makes way for him, and shambles
off out of picture. THIRD MAN unslings his rifle,

MEDIUM SHOT. TYURI is clambering up a small ridge of snow across
the line. He stops but does not turn round.

YURI
Don't shoot me. 1 won't tell anybody, anything.

And shambles on up the ridge.

Ci.OSE SHOT. THIRD MAN watches for a second or two, then re-
slings his rifle.

CUT |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY =~ LOCATION DAY  SNOW-MIST

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. 7YURI wanders through thin mist towards a
place where the lines divide on either side of CAMERA. He halts and

sinks down.

CLOSE SHOT. He considers whether it would not be best just to
stay there. But: B _

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY SNOW-MIST
LONG SHOT. His POV. The SUN above the line.

EXTERIOR RAILWAY LOCATION DAY SNOW-MIST
CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises slowly out of picture, CAMERA stays

on his feet, his torn boots now bandaged with rags, plod on through the

Snow.

cuT
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY STATION LOCATION DAY SNOW

1416 LONG SHOT. An iéed-up country station, once elegant, withflower
beds, platform seats and trellis work, A frozen passenger train
stands on the far platform along which YURI is walking.

1417 MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. TYURIapproaching along a rather grand
carriage with frosted windows. As he comes into CLOSE UP he
half raises a friendly hand, delighted and surprised.

1418 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. Seated opposite

a LADY in a feathered hat, her back to CAMERA, a GENTLEMAN
. Smiles out through the frosted glass of a compartment. The CAMERA
halts in BIG CLOSE UP. The GENTLEMAN is stone dead, :

1419 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI turns from the window, his gesture
of greeting changed to a gesture of fear as he passes his hand over
his bearded face. He walks on several paces not looking at the
carriages, then turns his head:

1420 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT (Hand-held) YURI'S POV,
The carriage windows passing by; here and there a suggestion of
dead occupants. CAMERA PANS to the platform ahead; s*arvmg
DOGS sniff and whine a.t closed doors.

1421 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI, his horror mounting. He suddenly
raises his arm.,

1422 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. The dogs
drop down on all fours, half cringing, half ferocious.

1423 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT.  His attention is caught by a strange sound,
He looks ahead at:

1424 MEDIUM CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) Big birds, kites
or ravens, fly wildly out of the open window of a compartment,
~Ssearching. _

1425 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI walks on looking up at the birds as
they flap away. He avoids the open window as it passes by, keepmg
his eyes ahead:

'1426 MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. The last

few doors of the last carriage are wide open. As we approach the
first open door CAMERA PANS to the interior. It is empty.

1427 CLOSEUP TRACKING. YURL He turns his head from the open
door; looks down at the platform ahead.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) A ripped-open suitcase lies
there in the trampled snow, a single high~heeled shoe and, further
on, a silk hat., On SOUND childish voices float to us.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. TYURI fearfully raises his eyes from the
platform to where the voices come from, somewhere ahead and to
his left.

LONG SHOT TRACKING. (Hand-held) YURI'S POV. Across the
lines on the far platform a station building; open-frpnted on the side
nearest camera. As the track proceeds a group of wild children come
into view inside the building. They are grouped around a fire, roastin
something.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI gives a sob of horror; he is near
breaking point.

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI hobbles away from CAMERA half running. -
He scrambles down the end of the platform on to the track, fleeing .

DISSOLVE . |
EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET  LOCATION DAY  SNOWING

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI. It issnowing. -Ahead of h1m he
sees:

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. YURI'S POV. The backs of an OLD
MAN. a SMALL BOY and a WOMAN clutching a BABY strugghng
through the snowfield ahead of him be51de the line.

CLOSE SHOT. YU'R.I stops, staring at-

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. The backs of the receding figures ahead.
BIG CLOSE UP. TYURI. A terribie thought strikes him.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. TONYA clutching the baby.

YURI, an agonised shout: |

YURI
Tonya!!

" He runs.

1440

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. They turn, and seeing the scarecrow

- figure of YURI lumbering towards them they flee towards a tiny

plate-layers hut beside the line.
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1441 CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI, stumbling and
shouting,

1442 MEDIUM SHCT The FAMILY disappear into the hut on the far side.

1443 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT (Hand-held) YURI running towards the
hut, hysterical, triumphant

1444 MEDIUM TRACKING SHCT (Hand-held) His POV the hut
approaching. ' As we round the corner we stop in CLOSE SHOT.
The MAN, terrified and savage, stands in the doorway holding a
kitchen knife. The FAMILY bears no resemblance to YURI's,

1445 CLOSE UP. YURI. He groans. The snow falls.

1446 CLOSE SHOT. The FAMILY. The MAN lowers the knife.
Their eyes follow as:

1447 CLOSE SHOT. YURI is walking away up the line.
DISSOLVE |

1448 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. YURI plodding along the line through
falling snow; his hat, beard and shoulders white. He rubs his
eyes and looks ahead.. ,

1449 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT (Hand-held) His POV..- The blurred
image of the snowbound track.

DISSOLVE

 EXTERIOR YURIATIN STATION - LOCATION DAY SNOWING

1450 CLOSE UP TRACKING. YURI in lightly falling snow, against a
darker background now. : )

1451 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. (Hand-held) The blurred image of the
track again, but now the lines are defined, the steel showing
through the snow. On SOUND a sudden roar. Something black
hurtles towards us. CAMERA jerks upwards:

1452 CLOSE SHOT. YURI sidesteps just in time to avoid being run
down by a screaming engine which passes him.

1453 HIGH-ANGLE SHOT  YURI is standing in the middle of the tracks
between the piatforms at YURIATIN STATION. The engine passes
on down the line towing a repair train with a travelling crane.
From the platform a little group of hall 2 dozen people, including
2 RAILWAY OFFICIAL and a MILITIAMAN, look down at him
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Continued

curiously. He walks jerkily towards them. They draw back a
little as if from some phenomenon.

CLOSE SHOT Framed on either side by the legs of the group
YDURI reaches the platform. He stands looking up at them.

YURI '
Isth-? Isth-?

" MILITTIAMAN {(SOUND)
Yuriatin.

YURI nods. He examines the small height of the platform
carefully. He managesto get one knee on it, and then the other.

YURI
What's happened at Varykino?

There is no reply. He scrambles to his feet.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT He stands looking at the group who form
2 semi-circle around him; each keeping their distance, a little
afraid of the strange-looking figure before them.

YURI (agonised)
Varykino.

A COUNTRYMAN
There's nobody at Varykino.

YU‘RI. totters to him.

YURI ,
Yes, At Varykino.

COUNTRYMAN
The Moscow folk.

CLOSE UP YURI nods, his face breé.ldng into a smile.

(SOUND)
They've gone away. Went away. There's nobody at

Varykino.

YURI's face is corpselike; his burning eyes wander and come
back to the man. He wanders a few steps as if looking for
guidance and. finding none, goes, leaves the group looking after him.

CuUT
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EXTERIOR YURIATIN STREET LOCATION DAY SNOW

HIGH-ANGLE LONG SHOT. It is no longer snowing. YURI
walks through a snow-covered street in Yuriatin. He approactes
and turns a corner.

CLOSE SHOT. He comes to a standstill looking eagerly upwarads:

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. His POV. The windows of LARA s
apartment, snowed-up and no smoke coming from the chimneys.
MUSIC LARA theme, hesitant.

CLOSE UP. YURI stands looking up at the windows, his hope
dwindling. He ambles on out of picture.

EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO DAY SNOW

MEDIUM SHEOT. CAMERA shooting out through the darkened
archway. The yard in a bad state of disrepair, the snow
untrodden. YURI appears from the cul-de-sac. Resigned 1o
defeat, he wanders to the doorway and enters the hallway .

.MUSIC stops.
'CLOSE SHOT. Two or three rats scuttle down the stairs and

disappear into the dark.

CLOSE SHOT. .YURI comes to a standstill; looks around the
dilapidated place hopelessly. The LARA MUSIC starts again,
tentatively, seeming to draw his attention to:

CLOSE UP. The brick in the wall which used to conceal the key

CLOSE SEOT. YURI stands looking at it as at a souvenir of
something long ago. The MUSIC becomes more insistent
CAMERA PANS as he goes over to the brick and takes it out.
It falls with a crash from his weak fingers. He puts in his
hand and his face changes. He pulls out a note, unfolds it
cautiously, CAMERA tracks in to BIG CLOSE UP. On SOUND
LARA's voice, breathless with delight and anxiety:

LARA (SOUND)

Lord what happiness! They say you are alive.
Someone saw you near the Town. [ take it you have
gone to Varykino, so I'm going there myself with
Katya. But just in case, I've left a little food. boiled
potatoes mostly. Put the lid back on the pan or the
rats will get it. I'm mad with joy.

He looks up from the note to the dark stairway. MUSIC bu:lding.
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IN'TERIOR LARA'S APAﬂTMENT STUDIO DAY WINTER ~
SNOW

1466 LONG SHOT LARA's room has a baarded window and less
furniture but otherwise is as befiore. Everything is clean;
everything that should shine, shines. The door opens and
YURI enters shutting it behind him. He unconscicusly takes
his hat off and stands looking around the room taking it all in,
his face quite stiff. He moves forward:

1467 CLOSE UP. The oil stove with the pan on it. A white plate
and a shining spoon. A box of matches with one stick pro-
truding from it. YURI's shaking hand enters picture and
carefully takes off the lid. Potatoes.

1468 CLOSE SHOT. YURI replaces the Bid and with meticulous
care, strikes 2 match and lights the stove. A thought strikes
him and he totters over to: ]

1465 MEDIUM SHOT. LARA's bedroom. He stands in the door,
leaning against it for support, looking around the room. His
. eyes alight on something near to CAMERA and he moves
 forward. CAMERA PANS down to 2 CLOSE SHOT of LARA's
simple dressing table. In front of the mirror neatly arranged
brush and comb, pincushion, ribbon, hairpins’ a.nd a pair of
scissors.

1470 CLOSE UP. YURI looking down at them. He is showing
emotion now; a feeble and half hea.rt-hroken delight He
looks up seeing:

1471 CLOSE SHOT. Himself in the mirror, red-eyed, filthy,
with a ragged beard streaked with grey. He looks at himself
with horror. His hand comes up in a futile attempt to adjust
his collar. .

1472 CLOSE SHOT. He takes off his coat, looking back over his
shoulder at the door, not wanting to be discovered in this
condition. He runs a hand through his bhair, picks up the
scissors, inexpertly begins to trim his beard. He sways a
little, has to steady himself one hand on the table. MUSIC
begins to distort. Finds himself looking at:

1473 BIG CLOSE UP. The ruin of himseH in the mirror._

1474 BIG CLOSE UP. He stares at his reflection, his breath
coming faster. The screen begins to diffuse and lighten.
He lowers his eyes, breathing harder. MUSIC takes on 2 night-
mare effect. He looks up again; a look of extreme horror
crosses his Iace
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EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY  SNOW

1475 LONG SHOT. A diffused image of the distant figures of TONYA,
ALEXANDER and SASHA running away from him across a white
snowiield. o

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT  STUDIO DAY

1476 BIG CLOSE UP. YURI!, now surrounded by whiteness. He
shouts: _

YURI
Tonya ...!

EXTERIOR RAILWAY SET LOCATION DAY SNOW
1477 MEDIUM SHOT. TONYA and ALEXANDER turn.

YURI (SOUND)
To-o-ony-a-a-a!!

They turn away and run,

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

1478/ BIG CLOSE UP, YURI lying on a white pillow, washed and in
1480 a clean shirt, in a freshly made bed. His lips do not move but

we hear:

YURI (SOUND) -
Tonya! Tonya. Tonya.

LARA (SOUND)
Yuri. VYuri, Yuri, darling.

His eyes resume a normal focus. CAMERA starts pulling back

to reveal LARA bending over him. He looks up at her, unbelieving
He touches her arm, feels up it to her shoulder. She is there,

and he is looking at her.

LARA .
It's all right. They're safe. They're in Moscow.

YURI -
In Moscow?
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LARA
Yes.

YURI
Tonya ?

LARA p
All of them. They're sale.

He turns his héa.d to say:

YURI
Safe ...

She looks down at him, speechless with happiness and pity. He

- 18 looking around the room seeing:

1481

1482

1483

1483A

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. HIS POV.  The dressing table and
the window, Night has fallen. E . .

CLOSE SHOT.  YURIand LARA. He looks back at her, quiet
at last. On SOUND a sudden sharp burst of rifle fire, distant.
His eyes widen with fear. She bends over him.

LARA
sh... sh..- Sh.oo

On SOUND, two more shots, Then another. LARA puts his
arm under the sheets, and goes over towards the window; he
watching her.

EXTERIOR LARA'S BEDROOM WINDOW ~  STUDIO NIGHT
SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. From outside, looking up at the window from a

low angle, we see LARA's silhouette pull the two curtains across
the window,

EXTERIOR CUL-DE-SAC STUDIO NIGHT SNOW

MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down on the cul-de-sac. A MAN stand
there looking up at the window. He is not.obviously a policeman, b
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1483A Continued

has rather the air of a dogged shop-steward.  After watching
the window for a few seconds he strikes a match and lights a
cigarette which is already in his mouth,

DISSOLVE

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO DAY  WINTER

1484 LONG SHOT. LARA's sitting room, shafts of sunlight streaking
across it. She is sitting on the couch watching YURI who is
pacing rather gingerly up and down trying out his legs. Heis
much recovered, shaved and wears an overcoat against the cold.

YURI (Making for the sofa)
Hoo! ... Ho!

He gratefully collapses beside her withia laugh.

1485° CLOSE SEOT. TYURI and LARA

YURI -
Hal ... Getting better.

LARA
You're still awfully thin,

His grin fades to a look of tenderness and gratitude; in a moment
he will embrace her. .

LARA (almost hastily) .
Yuri. There's a letter for you. I've had it three
months.

She rises and goes off,

(SOUND)
... and it was three months getting here.

1486 CLOSE SHOT. LARA opens the back of a defunct clock where
she has been keeping it.

It's from Moscow ... I think it's from Tonya.

1487 CLOSE SHOT. YURL We hear LARA crossing the room, then .
she puts the letter in his hand saying quietly:

LARA
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(Revised 19.2.65)

Continued
He lecks up at her frowniné5

LARA (Cont) (Qu1cnly)
She care inte Yuriztin te fincd vou when
you vanished. Sonecne sent her, here.

YURI
You net?
CLCEE Su0T., LARA. CEhe nods.

LARA
She's very fine,

MED U Sn0T. As YURI exazines the letter 2nd opens
1t, LARA ¢oes slecwly over teo one cf the windows and
stands in the sunllgnt, Ler back to hin,

CLCEE SEOT. YURI. As he rezds we hear, on SOUKD,
the voice of TCWYA, quiet ana difnified.

TOWYA (SCUND)
My dearest dear,
I ar sending this to Larissz
Antirova's because if you are alive, which
_ God grant, I think that is where you will
- g0, e have a little dourghter Yuri, did
you kncw? Her name is Anna., Father sends
sreetings, Sasha has grown quite a lot;
he is quite big now; whenever we speak of ycu
he weens znd won't be comforted,

A trenor in ker voice here, a ccrrespongaing tremcr
on YURI's face, then:

This is what I lhave to tell ycu. We are
be;ng ceportea frem Russia, e can't make
out if ycL would be allowed tec jein us. An
organisation in Paris whichk I rustn't nace
will know wnere we are, but ncthing is
‘certain ancd there is very little time. I am
writing tiis in lLaste. They are coming for
us now. Gos Eless vou.

fe turns the letter to the second pare.

I must honestly admit thiat Antipova is a
Zood perscn, ' '

1491/ CLOSi: S:#0T. YURI, stupified with pain, begins to fold

the letter.



243 and 244
(Revised 19.2.65)

1443 LCNG 5:0T. LARA 2t the window hears the rustle,
turrns &nd looks at him. ke loviz a2t her with
burning eyes, Lue longs to help him, Jleels she
shoulgn't even if ske coula. A beat, then alncst
whisvering, tc et it all Jdome with.

LARA
Yuri ... :on they cot away to Heoscow
she left something Lere,

YURl looks at her.

LARA goes znu ovens a t2ll cunboard, reclining
at tne bottow of it are:

A suitcase which we reccgnise; and tiae balalaika.
YURI flincaes, then stares at the instrument.
DISSOLVE. |

SCENE HUMNSERS 1494 to 1498 CUT,
INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGhT VINTER

1499 CLOSE 3nCT. Night. From outside LARA'S sitting
roon window. YURI looks out into the darkness
throurk the frosty windcw vame, his expression still
blank with grief. In the packground LARA looks up
at liir from some sewing. Cn SOUND a burst of rifle
firc. LARA stands up, alnest crying. out. YURI too
looks across the town, his cyes widening. A child's
voice calls from the bearoor, nervously:
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Continued

KATYA (SOUND)

Mummy - ? s
LARA
Coming Katya!

She goes. YURI turns his sightless gaze to:
EXTERIOR CUL-DE-SAC STUDIO NIGHT SNOW

'MEDIUM SHOT. YURI'S POV. The WATCHER's cigarette

glows in the darkness.
INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT WINTER

CLOSE UP. YURI, framed in the window. His thoughts begm
to return to the present situation.

cuT

‘ EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE - STUDIO DAY WINTER-SNOW

CLOSE UP. A still-smoking cigarette butt lies in the porchway.

1t is daylight. CAMERA PANS up to disclose LARA approaching
across the yard. She carries a small bag of shopping and some
wood. She looks round nervously; nobody. She enters the archway
not noticing the cigarette, CAMERA PANS with her as she starts
the stairs. .

CLOSE SHOT. Siae stops suddenly and listens. Stealthy footsteps
chime softly on the metal stairs, then feet on boards and silence.

LARA (Nervously)
Yes...? Hello...?

She moves on up out of picture.
INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO DAY

MEDIUM GHOT The landing, LARA appears. She is now more
puzzled than frightened, doubting the testimony of her ears. The:«
is nowhere for anyone to have hidden. CAMERA PANS with her
into CLOSE SHOT as she goes to her door. In the act of opening it
she freezes:
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CLOSE SHOT. One of the other doors is slightly ajar, and the
narrow aperture is darkened: it could be a man looking at her.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA bursts into the sitting room and whips
the door to behind her, panicky: '

LARA (Whispering, stridently)
Yuri -

CAMERA PANS her across the room where YUR] emerges from
the kitchen.

- there's someone in one of the rooms.

YURI
What? Are you sure?

His question is answered by the sound of rapid footsteps across
the landing and clattering down the stairs. CAMERA PANS w:.th
them as they rush to the door and open it.

CLOSE SHOT They come out on the landing and stand looking
down the stairs.

MEDIUM SHOT. Their POV the stairs. Whoever it was has gone
from sight but we can still hear them.

CLOSE UP. YURI and LARA. She calls down pleading then
almost hysterically:

LARA

What do you want please? Why are you watching us?
... Please? .., We're not doing anything wrong! .
Then why don't you leave us alone?

The footsteps have ceased. YURI puts his arm round her
shoulder, but he too is jittery.

DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT SNOWING

LONG SHOT. Night. Whirling snow chases through the cul-de-sac.
No-one there. . A light in LARA's window. A massive, unidentifi-
able figure labours into foreground of picture and goes towards

the porch. In its shaggy fur coat, reaching to the ankles, it looks
unpleasantly like some monstrous animal.
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INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO  NIGHT SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT. LARA appears in the frosted window and peers
through looking for the WATCHER, as she has done many times
before. Her eye is caught by the figure now almost below her. She
quickly raises both hands to the glass to see better, staring downwards
Yhat she sees brings a look of horrified incredulity to her face.

She stands for 2 moment, then turns.

MEDIUM SHOT Inside the sitting room YURI is stoking the stove,
LARA comes from the window saying:

LARA

Yuri -
He stands upright and faces her. She hesitates. In the silence the

sound of feet on the iron stairway. They both turn looking at the
door.

Yuri - (He turns to her) It's -

MEDIUM SHOT. CAMERA SHOOTING down the stairs. KOMAROVSK'
appears round the corner of the first landing. He is covered with
snow. His moustache and beard plastered with it makes him look like
a clown. (He was clean-shaven in the old days) As he comes up the
second flight of stairs into CLOSE SHOT a light strikes across his face

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the sitting room' LARA has opened the door;
we hear KOMAROVSKY's ascent. She backs nervously, glancing at
YURI who looks back at her, serious and alert. KOMAROVSKY appea:
in the doorway. Slices of sleet slide from his coat as he regards them
both, rather pleased by the effect he has created. - The suspicion
crosses our minds that he is not perfectly steady on his feet. But his
firm, insolently commanding voice, quite quiet, reassures us.

EOMARQVSKY

Yuri Andreyevich, you've changed I think. Oh yes,
decidedly. Larissa Antipova ... (A fatherly smile) ...
remarkably the same. (Mildly, as recalling their manner:
May I come in?

LARA goes right to YURI, standing by him so that they are touching.
YURI smiles at her quickly.

KOMAROVSKY enters, shuts the door, sheds his coat onto the back of
the chair at the head of the table, goes to a2 small mirror and begins
to dry his hair with a handkerchief, saying:



245

1514/ Continued

1519
KOMAROVSKY
You wonder where I have come from ... I have come from
Moscow. Iam on my way to Vla -(A suspicion of a belch)
Vladivostock. Iam here(He turms) to offer you my help.

YURI v
We don't want it.

KOMAROVSKY (sternly)
Speak for yourself, young man.

LARA o
We don't want it.

He gives her an indulgent smile. Then, to YURL

KOMAROVSKY

Yuri Andreyevich - (Breaks off) May I sit? (He does so)
You served two years with the Partisans. Fifth Division,
Commander Gregory Liberius; Political Commmissar
K.V. Razin. You have no discharge and so are a
deserter. Your family in Paris, is involved with a
dangerous emigreé organisation. These are - (he
belches, waves his hand) technicalities. Your style of
life, everything you think and say, your published
writings, are flagrantly subversive. Your days are
numbered. Unless I help you. Do you want my help?

He takes out a cigar, a poor thing, butstill, a cigar. YURIis
considerably shaken, LARA appalled; but the set distaste on
YURI's face remains.

YURI
No.

KOMAROVSKY has a moment of surprise, incipient a.ng;'er, even
alarm but is reassured by LARA's laying her hand on YURI

and saying, quickly:

LARA
Wait Yuri.

KOMAROVSKY smiles, rummages in his greatcoat, dumps on the
table a squat green bottle.

KOMAROVSKY
Larissa, three glasses.
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1519

YURI reacts to his proprietory tone. To LARA:

YURI
No.

LARA hesitates between them, then:.

LARA =
Yuri you must see how serious this is,

YURI looks after her as she goes into the kitchen. He is recalled by:

KOMAROVSKY
Please don't underestimate me. Either practically - or

morally. Iam not the man you take me for.

LARA returns, puts three glasses before KOMAROVSKY, sits at the
far end of the table - but still quite close to KOMAROVSKY asks,

quickly and qmetly

How d'you know all this about Yuri? How can you help?

KOMAROVSKY (pouring from the bottle into the gla.sses ]
I doand I can. Isn't that sufficient?

LARA
No.

KOMAROVSKY makes no response. He holds out a glass to her and
she takes it. S_I:ldes’ another to YURI.

KOMAROVSKY
‘Skol, Larissa'

LARA raises her glass, finds KOMAROVSKY smiling at her. He
tosses off his drink, she lowers hers without drinking, her face
clouded. YURI has seen this, understanding some reference has
been made from which he is excluded.

Our Eastern Seaboard is an undeveloped area.
(replenishes his glass, sits back) Our Commissariat
for Foreign Affairs is setting up an independent state
there. In short a puppet government. (tosses back
the second glass, refilling it while:) It will afford

a temporary channel of communications with the
outside world. (sits back holding his third full glass)
I have good commercial contacts in the Far East. I
have been appointed Minister of Trade.
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Continued_

YURI . .
The Bolsheviks, trust you? ,

KOMAROVSKY |
They trust nobody. They have found me useful. (he

throws back the third glass) Here's how I ¢an help you:
Come wilh me to the Pacilic Coast. From there you can
g0 ... Wherever you like ... to Paris ... or {delicately)

not ...

He has trodden with his unctuous delicacy slap into YURI's Holy of
Holies - an already inflamed area. YURI looks at him with tormented

eyes.

YURI
I think you'd better go.

KOMAROVSKY glares at him. He tosses back his fourth glass. He
says quite quietly but with g'rea.t intensity, shakily putting down his
glass:

KOMAROVSKY
Your rarified selfishness,. is (he belches), intolerable.

larissa Antipova is in danger too.

The disgust on YURI's face is wiped away by natural alarm. His
attention thoroughly caught: ,

YURI
- By association with me?

KOMAROVSKY (conteinptnous in his turn)
You? You're small fry. By her assocxation with

Strelnikov.

LARA (looking at him with distaste)
-I've never met Strelnikov.

KOMAROVSKY
You're married to Strelnikov; they know that.

LARA
Iwas married to Pasha Antipov.

KOMAROVSKY
I understand you. (he pats her hand which she withdraws)

But they don't! You're being watched. Don't you know
why? ... A husband's a sticky commodity my dear.
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1520

1521

LARA
Go away.
KOMAROVSKY (bellowing now)

More of this ~ (he struggles for words) high-minded-
lunacy! You have a child to think of! Look -

He rummages in his coat again, dumps on the tabie a damp bag, and
says with maudlin resentment:

Sugar for the child.
LARA looks at him white faced, frozen with hatred and contempt.

LARA
I don't want it,

KOMAROVSKY -
Who are you to refuse my sugar? (suddenly low and

threatening) Don't look at me like that. (storming again;
Who are you to refuse anything from me?

LARA bites her lip. YURI crosses quietly to KOMAROVSKY.

YURI
Now, youw go.

It is a voice we have never heard before. "Beware the anger of a
patient man". KOMAROVSKY slowly levitates. Having risen and
got a little confidence he opens his mauth.to protest but:

Go e 8O ...

YURI thrusts the greatcoat into his arms, opens the door.
KOMAROVSKY gets through rather quickly.

MEDIUM SHOT KOMAROVSKY struggles into his coat on the
landing. YURI stands watching him.

KOMAROVSKY
Very well. I came here -

YURI pushes him violently. He reels down the first flight of stairs
to land with a crash against the wall there.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI looking down at him.
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CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY stares up at him; loses his temper:

b

KOMAROVSKY
Stay here then and get your desserts! Your desserts,
do you hear me? :

The light goes off him. The sitting room door slams.
You think you are - immaculate!

He has made a violent gesture which sets him off balance and he goes
flying, clattering down the stairs.

EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT SNOWING

MEDIUM SHCT At the foot of the stairs a few rats scuttle across
the porchway, KOMAROVSKY lurches into picture and collapses
on the floor, momentarily stunned. A rat darts over his hand and
runs out into the falling snow. He heaves himself up.

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT YURI stands motionless inside the sitting room,
turned away from LARA who is still seated at the table where the
bottle stands. Hesitantly she lifts a shameful face and looks at h:.m
KOMAROVSKY's voice comes up the stairs: :

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
_ Youare not immaculate! -

They turn to the door, listening.
Iknow you! ... Do you hear me? ... I know you!
EXTERIOR LARA'S HOUSE STUDIO NIGHT .SNOWING

CLOSE SHOT KOMAROVSKY has mounted the first two stairs, his
face is flushed and hateful, but oddly, also tear-stained. He bawls

passionately:

KOMAROVSKY |
We're all made of the same clay you know!... CLAY!'®

INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT LARA, in foreground at the table, looking
at YURI, his back to her at the door. He lowers his head. She
turns to the table as if having had sentence justly pronounced against

her.
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- EXTERIOR LARA'S LUUSE STUDIC NiGHT SNOWING

1527

. 1528/
1529

MEDIUM SHCT. KONAROVSKY stumbles out through the
porch into the flying snow, whimpering and rubbing
hicself as he wzlks away acress tue yzard.

DISSCLVE

"INTERIOR LARA'S APARTMENT STUDIC  NIGHT

MEDIUNMN CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA lying in bed. The
room dark, the wind gusty cutside. He is staring at
the ceilinz, she is curled up away from him. He
turns his heag slightly tc look 2t her; looks back at
the ceiling, The tension gsoes from his face and he
turns looking at ier tenderly,

YURI (A whisper)
Lara ...

LARA
.o Mp?

YURI
Fe's rubbish, Lara.

A pause; she turns on her back, lookinz upwards.

LARA | |

Yes rubbish ... (Now she turns her head. to
YURI, scftene at his look of tenderness.)
¥Yhat are we gecing to do?

YURI

(As having thought about it) If we try
to g6t on a train, taey'll arrest us on
the spot. |

LARA
I don't want to stay here end wait, Yuri.
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1528/ Continued
1529

YURI
No. listen.

. He raises himself cn one elbow, looking down at her.
We could go to ...

LARA
Varykino.

YURI
They'd find out sooner or later.

-

LARA -
Yes but Jlater. If our days are really
numbered, Yuri - -

YURI
Yes., We'd better live then.

LARA
Yes.

Both of them zre now smiling, but now with total
Fravity. .

YURI
Befere we're parted.
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Continued

For a moment he fears LARA will be unable to accept this summing up.
but then, q..ue:l,

LARA
Yes. ’

They lock at one another, their faces calm but their eyes troubled.

YURI (Softly)
Alright then; Varykino.

They kiss,

CUT. MUSIC {full _
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION WINTER  SNOW

EXTREME LONG £HOT. Theirsleigh sweeps by down the road to
Varykino, distant across a brilliant white sunlit landscape, the
MUEIC triumphant and splendid.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. MUSIC continuous. YURI, LARA, KATYA
in the £leigh which is piled high with supplies, hay for the horse and
equipment. Thiey are laughing. YURI driving and brandishing the

whip for the benefit of KATYA. The sleigh swerves as YURI purposely
runs it into the banked-up snow beside the road.

CLOSE UP. XKATYA clutching LARA, a lttle frightened, then roar-
ing with laughter.

LONG SEBOT. The sleigh swings round the clump of poplars. CAMERA
PANS with it to disclose the HOUSE. MUESIC modulates. It has been
transformed by Nature beyond the imagination of Man. Each twist of

its architecture the occasion for a tottering fantasy of snow, a sweep-
ing curtain of ice. Its beauty is so intense as to be sinister; the ice
Falace of a Siberian spirit perhaps, no fit home for organic creatures.

CLOSE SHOT. The cleigh comes to a standstill against the background
of the frozen pond. No-one moves, They sit there, looking upwards,
their laughter fading to awe. '

LONG SHOT. Their POV. The snow-covered roof and domes,
weirdly beautiful against the sky.

CLOSE UF. L4aRA, looking up towards:
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LONG SHOT The ice-hung tower at the end of the house.
CLOSE UP., YURI He turns round in his seat to look at:

LONG SEOT The OUTHOUSE. Only the half-buried windows
reveal that it is a dwelling at all.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT KATYA scrambles out of the sleigh.
LARA turns to see what YURI is looking at; locks back at him uncer-
tainly; he smiles faintly and climbs out of the sleigh.

CLOSE SHOT. KATYA yanks away a yard-long icicle from the

.verandah porch and staggers back laughing under the subsequent

cascade of snow. Her cheery din provides the adults with courage
or cover as they come up the steps.

CLOSE SHOT. The front door of the house, half open, a broken pad-
lock hanging. YURI and LARA enter.

- INTERIOR VARYKINO EOUSE STUDIO DAY WINTER

LONG SHOT. The hall. A drift of frozen snow extends a long white
tongue across the floor from the door. YURI and LARA enter and
stand looking around. Walls and floor are naked and clean except for -
a litter of dead leaves along the skirtings, The place is utterly silent.
emphasised by the now fading cries of KATYA. Tall windows frosted
over and shadowed by the plunging icicles outside let in the subacqueous
light. The walls of the hallway soar up to a high roof where glazed
domes glimmer. The staircase would accommodate a coach and pair.
The only pieces of furniture which have not beer taken away are those
too heavy to shift. Thus in the centre of the hallway stands a marble
table of colossal size ornate, weighing tons. On the landing an
enormous tallboy, also marble-topped. An antique goddess, bland
and sightless more than lifesize (as though the furniture had been
designed for her) stands cn a ponderous marble plinth. All these objects
are familiar to YURI but looking at LARA finds her downright scared.
He gives her his hand and they walk along the corridor their footfall
echoing. YURI opens a door.

MEDIUM SHOT. The living room. Completely empty except for,
senselessly. a single leather fishing boot, thigh length. which stands

in the middle of the floor, its top over. LARA doesn't like it. Ehe
and YURI move to the middle of the room. look at one another, horrifiec
by the predicament they have created for themselves and helpless.
YURI draws her to him for comfort. They kiss each holding the other
desperately hard. She senses something in his posture and locks up.
He is staring over his shoulder at:
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MEDIUM SHOT. An open door leads into the library. A desk stands
beneath a huge frosted window,

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand LARA. ' He frowns and blinks assailed
by a host of memories but unable to account for the attraction which
the piece exerts, CAMERA PANE with him as he goes briskly to
the door as one who will clear up a mystery

LONG SEOT., YURI enters the library, the ultimate room of the
house, its walls covered by empty bookshelves. In the foreground

of picture is the desk. YURI crosses to it and lays his fingers on it,
and stands for a moment as though recelvmg a message. He turns -
and smiles uncertainly as LARA joins him, looking at him curiously.
With deft familiarity he opens and shuts the drawers.

CLOSE UF. The last drawer contains a sheaf of dusty yellow paper.
with pen and ink,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA He looks at her, an expression
of puzzled pleasure on his face and then in answer to her questioning
frown:

YURI
Anna taught me to write at this desk.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY  WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT.  Out in the garden KATYA comes towards CAMERA
stamping regular blue footholes in the immaculate snow. taking sensuous
pleasure in it, her expression stern. At every step she gasps:

KATYA
Ho-1 Ho-! Ho-1!

' She tramps off screen leaving an irregular row of foot-holes.

cuT

INTERIOR VARYKINO BHOUSE STUDIO NIGHT WINTER
CLOSE SHOT Through frosted glass, the white half moon at night
MEDIUM SHOT. The moon is shining inio the living room. A little
glow comes from the stove. Above the stove is stacked a clutter of
utensils and provisions. On mattresses. smothered with rugs furs
even strips of carpet we find LARA and KATYA both asleep. YURI
beside them, motionless.

CLOSE UP YURI., Heis awake, Heis looking back at:
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CLOSE SHOT  His POV. The biurred bright moon.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI turns his head questioningly, as though in
answer to some message in the moonlight. Ee rises on one elbow,
looks across the room to:

MEDIUM SHOT  His POV; through the open door. The desk in
the library. the moonlight falling on it.

CLOSE UP. YURI turns his head again, his gaze softening as it
lights on:

CLOSE UP. LARA asleep, the travelling moonhght just beginning
to fall on her,

CLOSE UP  YURI looks from LARA to:
CUT  MUSIC. LARA theme.

CLOSE SHOT. The moonlit surface of the desk. A warm glow
begins to appear. It is caused by the light of 2 candle which YURI's
hand places on the desk.

CLOSE SHOT. YURL  He sits at the desk, pauses. Then briskly
takes out paper, pen and ink, He pauses again, breathing deeply,

kis hands laid flat. the paper between them., He dips the pen. He
writes:

EXTREME CLOSE SHOT A single word of five Russian capitals
at the head of the paper.

CLOSE UP. LARA, the moonlight now full on her face. She turns in
her sleep.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI He goes for more ink. MUSIC stops. On
SOUND, the distant. primeval, utterly desolate howl of a wolf. He
turns sharply, listening. intent. The howl comes again and suddenly
leaps in volume as we CUT:

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHET WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. Outside YURI emerges from the library through the
French door. He peers about over:

LONG SHOT. His POV the endless plain, flashing white in the moon-
light. The wolf howl ceases, _
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PROCESS .SHOT

LONG SHOT. The half moon. incandescent, rides in the darkness
On SOUND the wolf howl again. '

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT  YURI walks round the end of the house past
an arrested cascade of ice and snow, each bright granule darting
points of light. He stops in CLOSE UP looking alertly about again,
seeing:

"LONG SHOT. His FOV, A clump of conifers laden with snow.

Beyond the silent white plain under the fathomless black sky.

CLOSE UF. YURI townsman, intellectual. not knowing what to
expect, hardly what to look for. but looking. His expression changes
and he instinctively stiffens. He has seen:

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The WOLVES, They are at a good distance,
not more than eight of them, aware of him, uneasy, their shadows more
palpable than themselves.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI ta.kes 2 step towards them, gesturing with an

upraised arm.
MEDIUM LONG SEOT.  The WOLVES turn springingly and vanish.
CLOSE UP. YURI locks shocked and thoughtful; they have troubled

‘rather than frightened him. He looks about uncertainly; his gaze

falls on: _
INTERIOR VARYKINO  STUDIO NIGHT  WINTER

CLOSE SHOT The library window behind him. the candle a small
shifting glow behind the frost. LARA theme again.

CLOSE UP.  The paper with its heading lies on the desk.

MEDIUM SHOT. The paper and desk in foreground. In background
YURI enters. He kicks a roll of cloth against the door's foot

. Standing by the door he looks at the paper. Then he crosses. sits,

and without 2 moment’s hesitat:}on, writes his face fierce with energy.
CUT. ‘MUSIC CUTS.

INTERIOR VARYKINC  STUDIO DAY WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. The SUN through frosted glass.
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CLOSE UP., LARA lies awake, She turns her head and her gaze
softens as she sees: -

CLOSE UP. YURI lies asleep.

CLOSE UP. LARA shifts her gaze and her expression changes as
she sees:

MEDIUM SHOT. Through the open door, the desk, with burned-down
candle, pen and ink.

CLOSE SHOT. On the desk a sheet of paper (surrounded by many
other sheets scrumpled into balls and pushed to one side.) CAMERA
tracks into CLOSE UP. On the paper a poem of four-line stanzas
neatly written with the single four letter word at the top. A hand
takes the paper.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA reading the poem in her hand. MUSIC
commences softly and strengthens as her eyes walk, carefully over
the lines. She blinks, frowns, incredulous; unconsciously she sinks
into the chair never taking her eyes from the paper. She shakes her
head a little in bewildered protest as she nears the end, but her face is
radiant. Coming to the last stanza, she is startled to find that YURI
has come on frame and stands beside her. She holds out 2 gentle hali-
arresting. half-caressing hand and finishes the poem, the MUSIC
resolving to a finish both tranquil and strong. When she looks up her
eyes are filled and her voice chokes as she says: :

LARA :
This isn't me Yuri. (She is almost horrified that he
should so madly over-value her)

YURI
Yes it is.,

LARA
No ... It's you,

YURI
Read the title.

LARA (Whispers)
"Lara ..."

CUT. MUSIC, LARA theme.
PROCESS SHOT
MEDIUM SHOT. The MOON. now full rides in the black sky.
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INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT WINTER

1593/ CLOSE SHOT. At the desk YURI is writing. There is now a small
1597 pile of finished poems to one side, and a litter of boshed shots before
’ him. He works with terrific concentration, his eye severeandcritical.
As we watch he carefully crosses out one word. carefully substitutes
two others and again considers., He looks more like an engineer than
the conventional poet. On SOUND:
!
LARA (SOUND, sharply) '
Yuri...!

He turns and sees her, draped in blankets, standing motionless by the
stove, her face alarmed, the door to their "bedroom" open behind her.
YURI is startled. She says, almost impatiently:

LARA

Yuri. there's a wolf howling.
YURI (Rising)

Oh yes, I -

His words are cut off by the mournful note of the wolf, very distant,
not a physical threat butthe very voice of desolation. LARA looks at
him wide-eyed. He is surprised by the degree of her fear and going
to her says almost chidingly:

)

I .
i:ve seen them. They're frightened. They won't harm us,

LARA ‘
Iknow, I'msorry. It's-
She claps her hands over her ears as the sound comes again, and
_seeing her extremity YURI takes her by the shoulders, but before he
can speak she gasps quietly, but with enormous feeling, trembling,
staring at him:

" LARA .

Oh Lord. this is an awful time to be alive.

YURI (Gently)
¥ NO.

LARA
ltis. It is.

YURI (Gently)
No no.

She stares at him comfortless, hopeiess. He takes her face in his
hands, kisses her with great tenderness. She looks up at him again.
a warmth returning to her eyes. He kisses her again. She responds.
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CLOSE SHOT. The poems on the desk.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA lie together in her blanket in the
little glow from the stove, Tenderness is still the mood. He is
gently kissing her face; her eyes are closed.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

CLOSE SHOT. An ice-encrusted tree with the incandescent moon

_ caught in its branches,

1601

1602

- 1603

1604

1605/
1608

INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. LARA is silently weeping now, despite YURI's frantic
desire to comfort her. Her eyes are open and fixed on him as he
strokes her cheeks. her hair and repeatedly kisses her.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGAT = WINTER

MEDIUM SHOT. One of the conifers outside the house releases its
burden of snow with a "whump”. On SOUND a wolf howls distantly.

INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO NIGHT

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and YURI exactly as before. Now a tear appears
in the corner of YURI's eye too. The effect on LARA is galvanic,

The comforted becomes the comforter. She takes his head in her
hands and kisses his eyes again and again, Now tenderness becomes
passion, passion becomes desperate. He pulls her towards him

and instantly the full length of her body is jammed against his and they
are kissing mouth to mouth.

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY FOR NIGHT WINTER

EXTREME LONG SHOT. The house and its surroundings, the far
horizon, the moon spinning in its own brightness. Faint, forlorn,
the howl comes for the last time. .

DISSOLVE
INTERIOR VARYKINO STUDIO DAY WINTER

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. Paytime. YURI and LARA at the desk, both
fully dressed. They sit silently, unmoving, the remnants of a meal
pushed aside. Their faces are empty. They have sat like this for
some time evidently, and they continue so for several beats before:

YURI
How long have we been here?



1605/ Continued

1608

1609
1610

LARA
Thirteen days.

He makes no answer. Another silence. Then:
Wouldn't it have been lovely ¥ we'd met before...

She cannot listen: " ... before Komarovsky, before Fasha, before
Tonya, before the birth of our children' and breaks off.

YURI
Before we did ... yes.

Another silence ensues, but now theyl look at each other.

LARA - .
We'd have got married and had a house and children..
(She says it wonderingly) If we'd had children, Yuri,
would you have liked a boy, or a girl?

She is still stlmg and YURI smiling with her, He is inclined to JOm'
in the elaboration of the wish dream. Put he receives an apprehensmn
of what they are at. His s:mle goes:

YURI
I think we may go mad, if we think about - a1l that.

LARA (Her smile persiéts)
I shall a.lwa.ys think about it. {He looks at her; she looks
at the poems) ... Will you write today ? :

YURI
No, not to-day.

Silence. Neither moves. Hiatus. But after a little, on SOUND, they
hear a distant shout (a driver to his horses), then the screech of sledge
runner, approaching and near. They lock wp, look at one another,
frightened. Another shout much nearer (as the driver stops his vehicle)
Then the front door opening. Heavy footsteps. One of the inside
doors is opened, shut. The foosteps again, and:

CLOSE SHOT. The door opens.: A RED ARMY MAN stands there.
CLCSE SHOT. YURI and LARA, frightened and forlorn.

LARA (softly)
- Katya! Come to me darling ...
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1610 Continued

' RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
They're here!

1611 MEDIUM SHOT. Looking down the passage we see another RED ARMY
' MAN standing in the hall. He turns and goes out of the front door.,

1612 CLOSE SHOT. YURI and LARA are joined by KATYA, LARA puts
her arm around her., CAMERA tracks slowly in as on SOUND the
SECOND RED ARMY MAN passes on the message, "They're here”,
Footsteps coming up on to the verandah, into the hall and along the
passage - by which time we are in CLOSE UP of YURI and LARA.

‘1613 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY appears in the doorway where he
stands looking at them.

1614 CLOSE SHOT. TYURI and LARA, She says, in pure relief:

.LARA '
Victor - ! (Confused) We thought ...

1615 CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY and RED ARMY MAN

KOMAROVSKY
Quite. (Turns to RED ARMY MAN) I wonder if you'd
mind, Comrade ...

RED ARMY MAN shows scant respect for him but turns and goes.
1616 CLOSE SHOT. YURIand LARA. BEe is watching her.

1617/ MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. KOMAROVSKY shuts the door and CAMERA
1620 PANS with him as he crosses the room pulling off his gloves and
looking around the place. His manner is curt and dry.

EOMAROVEKY

There is a train, belonging to my Government, standing
in Yuriatin. It has a carriage for myseli and my assist-
ants; a sleeping-car; you would travel in comfort. And
safety.

Seeing written paper on the desk he has picked it up with insolent idle
curiosity. Finding it to be a poem he tosses it back with genuine off-
hand contempt and it falls accidently to the floor. LARA retrieves it
and puts it back on the desk as KOMAROVSKY sits in YURI's chair,

The train leaves tonight, with or without you. I should
add that I am here for the last time.
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1617/ Continued

1620

1621
1622

1623
16%4

YURI (Slowly) ,
There is no question of my coming with you.

LARA (Quickly) :
I'm not going without you. (To KOMAROVSKY, a bit
breathless) So there's an end to it.

-YURI -
Lara -

LARA (Nct meeting his eyes)
I can't go without you.

KOMAROVSKY rises with an odd groaning sigh, as one patient though
tried beyond patience’s limit.

KOMAROVSKY
Then I must have a word with Yuri Andreyevich in
private. (Looking about} Where ... ?

He is looking at:
MEDIUM £HOT. The'open door to the bedroom.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. YURI catches his look and leads the way
over to the passage door. ;

CLOSE UF. LARA, startled and wary. On SOUND the door shuts.

CLOSE SHOT. YURI and KOMAROVSKY come to a halt half way down
the passage. In the background the RED ARMY MEN watch them’
curiously. | '

KOMAROVSKY (Quietly)
Strelnikov is dead.

YURI
What - ?

KOMAROVSEKY

Spare me your expressions of regret. He was a murder-
ous neurotic and no loss to anyone. D’'you see how this
affects Larissa? Youdon't. You're afool.

He glances towards the RED ARMY MEN and, the initiative his,
takes YURI to a door which he opens.
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1625 MEDIUM SHOT. A small butler's pantry. YURI and KOMAROVSKY
enter. KOMAROVSKY shuts the door and faces YURI

KOMAROVSKY

She's Strelnikov's wife., Why d'you think they haven't
arrested her - that's the usual practice? Why d'you think
they watched her in Yuriatin? They were waiting for
Strelnikov.

. YURI (Looking at him, wary. but beginning to breathe
hard) K they thought that Streinikov would run to his
wife - they didn't know him.

KOMAROVSKY

They knew him very well, He was five miles from here
when they caught him. (YURI stares, appalled.
KOMAROVSKY calmly presses his advantage:) I'l tell
you the manner of it. He was arrested on the open road,
He didn't conceal who he was. Indeed throughout the
interview he insisted that they call him ""Pavel Antipov" -
which is his right name ~ and refused to answer to the
name of Strelnikov. On his way to execution he took a
pistol from one of the guards and blew his own brains out.

YURI ‘ _
Oh my God ... (His gaze wonders, suddenly flashes in
alarm:) Don't tell Lara this.

KOMAROVSKY

I know Lara at least as well as youdo ... This neurotic
gesture at the eleventh hour is just the sort of thing that
would unbalance her, But you see her position. She's
served her purpose. Those men who came with me to-day
as an escort, will come for her and the child to-morrow,
as a firing squad.

KOMAROVSKY drinks in YURI's helplessness. The venemous resent-
ment of what follows is the more frightening because it must be kept los

(Smiling)
Now. I know exactly what you think of me. And why...
But if you're not coming with me, she's not coming with me
So are you coming with me? Do youaccept the protection
of this - ignoble Caliban -? (Softly) On any terms that

. Caliban cares to make? (He lets this sink in) Or is your
delicacy so exhorbitant that you will sacrifice a2 woman
and a child to it?
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MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. LARA seated in YURI's chair, KATYA on
her lap. Both looking at: .

-

MEDIUM SHOT. The closed door to the passage.

CLOSE SHOT. LARA and KATYA. . O. SOUND footsteps in the hall.
LARA rises.

CLOSE SHOT. The door opens and KOMAROVSKY sweeps in followed
by YURI who goes off in the direction of the bedroom. .

KOMAROVSKY (Taking out a cigar) ‘
Yuri Andreyevich has been visited with a flash of
common Sense,

CLOSE SHOT. LARA looks at him for a moment or two, then walks
off towards the bedroom.

CLOSE UP. KOMAROVSKY watches her cross the room, lighting
his cigar at the same time.

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the bedroom LARA finds YURI throwing
things into a bag. In a low, shamed voice she asks:

Are we going with him?

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI and LARA. He rises from the packing, looking
straight at her.

YURI
There's no choice.

They hold each other's eyes, paralysed. -
cuT
EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. KOMAROVSKY's sledge drawn up outside the
iront door. A RED ARMY DRIVER seated, second RED ARMY MAN
standing around at the side and FIRST RED ARMY MAN on the verandzh
KOMAROVEKY comes out of the front door with KATYA. He leads her
by the hand to the top of the steps and says ingratiatingly to RED ARMY
MEN:

KOMAROVSKY
There are some bags to carry, Comrades ...
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Continued

They look at him contemptuously; one turns his back. YURI and LARA
appear in the door.

CLOSE SHOT. YURIand LARA. Both dressed in greatcoats and
carrying bags. They ¢cross the verandah and descend the steps not
looking at anyone. LARA comes to a standstill in front of the sledge
where KATYA is already seated. YURI puts down his own bags,
takes LARA's from her, CAMERA FANS with him as he stows them
in the back.

'CLOSE UP. LARA standing sightlessly in front of the sigdge. We

hear:

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Get in.

She does not seem to register the request but YURI comes into picture
and, CAMERA PANNING with her eases her up into the seat beside
KATYA. As this takes place we hear:

RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
How many ?.

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
All of us.

RED ARMY MAN (SOUND)
"Not room.

KOMAROVSKY SOUND. Blustering')
Comrade, there's got to be room -

CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI :
It's alright. I have to bring our sledge.

He starts tucking up LARA with 2 rug, not looking at her.

1640 CLOSEUP. LARA looking down at him.,

KOMAROVSKY (SOUND)
Well hurry; this train can't wa.lt there are important
people on it.
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1641 CLCSE SadT. YURI

YURI
You start; I'll catch you up.

KOMARLCVSLY (SCU:HD)
Ch. Yes.

Ee continues the tucking un as if their lives depended
en his excluding any chink of air, but still he cannot
look at her,

1642 CLCSL UP. YURI hands the balalaika to LARA, not looking
' at her. 3he flashes a glance of almost oure fear at
him; for a seconc they stare liorrified into one another's
eyes, then ke resures :1is tucking up of her. The moment
has come and gone tco quickly for us pronerly to
apnrrehend it,

KCMAROVSKY .
1'11 dc that. Get your sledge.

1653 CLOSE SEOT. YURI steps back; looks up at LARA.

1644 sIG CLOSE UF. LARA looking back at him. KOMAROVSKY
says to DRIVZR: :

KCHAROVEKY (SOUND)
Ripnt, Comrade!

LARA hurriedly, urgently, blurts:

LARA
V'e'll see you -

1645 2IG CLOSE UP. YURI

YURI
Yes of course,

1646 CLOSE UP LARA. The sledze starts. CAMERA PANS with
her. She twists around in her seat looking back.
KCiAROVSKY turns too; shouts:

KOMAROVSKY
furry!l!l

1647 :EDIUM CLCSE :r0T. YURI standing at the bottom of the
verandah steps, a bag 2t his feet, looking after them.

1648 MEDIUM LONG SrOT. Ris PCV. The sledge rounding the
bend irn the road nast thec outhouse.

1649 CLCSE UP. YURI raises his hand.
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LONG SHOT., We see LARA raises her hand just before the sledge
is partially hidden by the clump of poplars. -

CLOSE UF. YURI slowly lowers his hand. Stands watchmg the pro-
gress of the sledge.

- LONG SHOT. The sledge recedes rapidly up the straight behind the

trees,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI, his face emptied of feeling. He half turns
towards the house. looks back towards the sledge, has a wonderful
idea, looks up towards the roof. MUSIC. He dashes up on to the
verandah and into the front door.

INTERIOR VARYKINO  STUDIO DAY

MEDIUM SHOT. YURI runs through the hall to the stairs.
MEDIUM SBOT. He pelts up the stairs and disappears from view.
INTERIOR VARYKINO BEDROOM  STUDIO DAY

MEDIUM SHOT. He throws open 2 door into a long-disused bedroom
containing a dila.pida.ted_- brass bedstead. He rushes to the window.

CLOSE SHOT. TYURI tries to unlatch the frame but it is stuck fast

in the ice. He scrabbles frantically at the Irosted glass with his

finger nails but without effect. He looks about, sees the bed,
CAMERA PANS with him as he goes to it and unscrews one of the knobs,
his fingers spinning; .he returns to the window, raises his hand.

CLOSE UP. From outside the window we see the glass splinter,
leaving a star shaped opening in the centre of the opague surface.
YURI looks through at:

EXTERIOR VARYKINO LOCATION DAY  WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT. The sledge, tiny now, outlined against the sky where the
road crosses a ridge.

INTERIOR VARYKINO BEDROOM  STUDIO DAY
CLOSE UP. YURI looking through the star shaped opening.
EX’I‘ERIOR VARYXKING LOCATION DAY WINTER-SNOW

LONG SHOT The sledge glides out of sight over the ridge. MUSIC
dies.
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CLOSE UP. YURI He takes a sharp inbreath and makes an invol- ~
untary gesture as though to arrest it, unable to accept what he has done.
Witha.barely perceptible sound the broken glass collapses, still further,
leaving him framed within its jagged edges.

cuT

EXTERIOR YURIATIN STATION = LOCATION NIGET WINTER-
SNOW

CLOSE SHOT. A railway signal clonks into the "Go' position.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT. Yuriatin station. An unusual number of
soldiers and officials stand beside the special train. The locomotive
sighing rhythmically. A whistle blows; last minute handshakes ior
departing dignitaries. A window is lowered in foreground of picture.

CLOSE UF. KOMAROVEKY peers out, looking along the platform.
Satisfied, he pulls up the frosted window again.

INTERIOR SPECIAL TRAIN STUDIO NIGHT

MEDIUM SHOT. Inside the carriage KOMAROVSKY plumps down
opposite LARA, who frowns him to silence, indicating KATYA asleep.
He cannot hold his triumph, nor conceal an undertone of uneasiness:

KOMAROVSKY , _
Well I'm afraid that's it my dear. Your young man isn't
coming. '

LARA looks at him almost in wonderment.

LARA
You fool. (Proudly) Did you really think that he, would
come with you ... ?

His face darkens as he registers the full force of the insult. With
a bang and a jolt the train moves. Instinctively LARA turns to the
window with precisely the same inbreath and half gesture of protest
that YURI made. But at once she sinks away. The train gathers
speed.

KOMAROYVSKY (Sullenly resentful, unable to let it alone)
The man's an idiot! From Mongolia he could have gone
to China  From China he --

A little warmth, the product of pride, creeps into LARA's ashen face,
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LARA (To herself rather than him) -
He'll never leave Russia,

KOMAROVSKY
Let him stay then.

- He flings himself back in his seat, furious. He turns to look at her.

Viciously:-
You've come with me, haven't you?

LARA (Whispers)
Yes ...

Her glance {falls on the child. He follows it.

KOMAROVSKY .
Ah to be sure., It was your duty as a mother.

She looks 2t him, very grave. Almost compassionately, and again

 proudly:

LARA y
That's right, Victor ... I'm carrying Yuri's child.

KOMAROVSKY stares, and this time his anger is deep; he is almost
scared; this is true defeat; he has merely been made use of. And
she looks back almost scared in turn, wondering what this is going to
mean to her, to Katya and the unborn child in the time to come.

EXTERIOR R..A]LWAY LOCATION DAY FOR NIGﬁT WINTER-SNOW

MEDIUM SEHOT. The wheels of the train sweep past. CAMERA lifts
slightly to show an EXTREME LONG SHOT of the train as it recedes
into the white cistance. On SOUND we hear the voice of the GIRL at
the beginning of the picture.

THE GIRL (SOUND)
1 was born out there, in the Far East somewhere ...

cuT
INTERIOR HUT  STUDIO DAY

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and the GIRL in the hut at the dam.
Bright sunlight now. ' .
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THE GIRL
T think it was Mongolia, I don't remember .

YEVGRAF
You were born in Mongolia. And you were born that
very year.

He has claimed her though gently; the brightness fades from her face
and she withdraws. _

THE GIRL
So were 2 lot of other ch.ﬂd.ren, Comrade General.

YEVGRAF
Not many called Tonya, bearing the name Komarov, or
Komarovsky -

" She looks harassed.

THE GIRL
- Komarov's a common name, so0's Tonya.

YEVGRAF

--= with fair hair and grey eyes, lost at the age of eight
when the Civil War broke out in the Far East ... There's
something that you haven't told me, Tonya. (Very gently)
How did you come to be lost? :

THE GIRL ( Quickly)
I can't remember.

YEVGRAF
Idon't believe tha.t You must remember something.

-THE GIRL

No.

But her voice is almost shrill and YEVGRAF sees that she either does
remember or that the memory, repressed, is very near the surface.
" He considers:

YEVGRAF
~Shall I tell you how I met your mother ?

She looks up, eager for more story, but remembers to say:
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1675

1676

1677
1678

1679

THE GIRL
If she was my mother, Comrade General.

YEVGRAF

Listen and decide. I picked my brother up - literally
picked him up - on a Moscow street. He had a fourth-
class ration book and he was undernourished. . He didn't
Seem to mind that or anything. I thought he'was a
happier man than me. (He smiles wryly, the Girl for
the moment forgotten) He suffered me to buy him a new
suit. And get him a job at his old hospital ...

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET DAY LOCATION SPRING

MEDIUM SHOT. YEVGRAF is steering YURI, looking doubly frail
in his thick new suit, towards a tram. YEVGRAT talking earnestly,

- YURI gravely nodding.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
I saw him off for his {irst day's work., This was elght
years after he and - Lara, parted.

THE GIRL (SOUND. Disappointed. tender:)
* So he never saw her again? S

They reach the tram in CLOSE SHOT; passengers getting on and off.
YURI embraces YEVGRAF,

. YURI
Thank you. You've been very kind to me.

He mounts the tram with assistance. The CONDUCTOR rings the
bell and the tram jerks away. YURI calls back to YEVGRAF, eyes
twinkling, but face straight: ,

You're right. It's a matter of self-respect.
CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF smiles, raises his hand.

MEDIUM SEOT. From the back of the receding tram YURI waves
back and turns inside. _

CLOSE UP. YEVGRATF looking after the tram.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)

He must have known how ill he was The walls of his
heart were like paper. But he kept it to himself. He
kept a lot to himself. (He turns away abruptly) No,
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INTERIOR TRAM  LOCATION DAY

CLOSE SHOT. YURI sitting in a single seai by the window. He looks
out of the window dreamily.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. FOV YURL The busy pavements of
the street ahead. A female figure appears and disappears among the
passersby walking in the same direction as the tram. We recognise,
or we think we recognise - LARA.

CLOSE UE. YURI idly gazing, hasn't seen her.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT - (Perhaps zooming in a little} The
female figure again. As the tram gains on her she comes into profile. -
MUSIC begins. It is LARA. She too has aged eight years, is poorly
dressed, but not in such terrible shape as YURI.

CLOSE UP. YURI recognises her a moment after we do. The tram
stops with a jolt. For a moment he just sits looking at her in
amazement. '

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with LARA as she walks

along the pavement, now gaining on us,

CLOSE SHOT. YURI rises from his seat. The gangway is packed

with solid looking people. Ee makes an effort to push through but

new passengers are pushing forward from the entrance. The bell
rings, the tram starts off again. YURI desperately returns to his seat.

CLOSE UP. He presses his head against the glass, looking ahead.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. POV YURL The tram is catching LARA
up again. She is now very near as the tramway has closed in towards
her pavement, .

CLOSE SHOT. YURI half rises; scrabbles desperately to open the
window. It is jammed. HEe sits again.

MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT. LARA is again almost level with the tram
and only a few yards away. CAMERA PANS with her and leads us

to a big CLOSE UP of YURI. He beats at the window as if in some
claustrophobic nightmare, beads of perspiration on his forehead.
Turns, fighting for breath, gathers himself for one final effort, rises.

CLOSE SHOT. CAMERA PANS with YURI, now terribly white, as he
fights and pushes his way through a sea of faces staring at him in the

gangway. The bell rings. un-naturally loud. The tram stops aga.m

everyone swaying. He pushes on.
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CLOSE SHOT. He reels onto the platform, looks wildly down at:

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA walks by, almost underneath. Disappears
behind the body of the tram. '

CLOSE UP. TYURI tries to call her name -~ but can’t. Lurches forward.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT. BHe almost falls off the tram into the road.
Staggers a couple of steps. collects himself, loqks ahead at:

. MEDIUM SHOT. LARA drawing away along the pavement.

CLOSE UP. YURI Looks desperately after her, moves forward.

LONG SHOT. The tram in foreground of picture. The passengers
all looking at YURI. He staggers a few steps after the receding figure
of LARA, then {alls to tke sTound. MUSIC stops. Passengers and

- other passersby run to him forming a little circle, so we see him no

more. Inthe background LARA walks on unaware, and is lost in the
crowd. ,

DISSOLVE

EXTERIOR CEMETARY  LOCATION DAY SPRING

CLOSE SHEOT. Feet are passing along a well-kept path, varied feet
in boots, shoes and pumps, or simply wrapped in rags.

MEDIUM SHOT  In foreground, the people to whom the feet belong.
Old folk mostly. the remnants of the old intelligentsia. but there is a
sprinkling of earnest looking modern youngsters. They make their
way quietly between the headstones of 2 sunlight cemetary, on their
way from a new grave, well laden in flowers, in the background.

YEVGRAF (SOUND) _

I was astonished to find the extent of his reputation.
His work was unobtainable at that time. It was dis-
approved of by the Party. But if people love poetry -

CLOSE SHOT. The flowers on the grave. ' Spring flowers, daffodils.
- they love poets. And nobody loves poetry like a Russian.

CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF ioqlcing down at the grave. Behind him a voice
says:

LARA (SOUND)
Excuse me Comrade ~---
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He turns. CAMERA PANS slightly to include LARA. She says:

LARA
Are you .. Yevgraf? My name is Lara.

1703 CLOSEUP. YEVGRAFT reacts with great interest while she, agitated,
collects herself,

'YEVGRAF (SOUND)
I knew her name from the "Lara'" poems which I had
found among my brother's manuscripts.

1704 CLOSE UP. LARA

LARA '
I knew your brother. I need-your help,

CUT |
INTERIOR HUT  STUDIO DAY
1705 CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and THE GIRL in the hut.

YEVGRAF
That was how I met her, Tonya. She had come to
Moscow to look for -

1706 CLOSE UP. THE GIRL. YEVGRAF continues on SOUND:
- her child. I helped her, as far as anyone could.
cuT
INTERIOE ORPHANAGE STUDIO OR LOCATION DAY SUMMER

1707 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. Children's faces, all of them girls, look
. up past CAMERA which is travelling along them.at adult eye-line.

1708 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LARA, followed at a respectful distance
by YEVGRAF and MATRON, is inspecting the little girls who.have been
lined up for her in a rather bleak orphanage. She.is terribly moved
by the unguessable predicaments of all these small people.

1709 CLOSE UP TRACKING. More faces of young girls passing by. Dark,
‘blonde, tough, shy. All looking up at the beautiful sad lady. with the
intent, loving eyes.
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CLOSE UP TRACKING. LARA from the children’s eyeline. A faint

play of emotion, or a soft reassuring smile, a sudden gravity, a dawnin;
hopelessness. '

LONG SHOT. LARA has come to the end of the line, She stops, turns
to YEVGRATF and MATRON, shakes her head. MATRON claps her
hands and the children run off.

CUT
INTERIOR EUT  STUDIO DAY
CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAF and THE GIRL.

YEVGRAF A
But I knew it was hopeless ... In fact, you were still
running wild at that time, weren't you?

THE GIRL (Subdued)
Yes, Comrade General.

CLOSEUP YEVGRAF

YEVGRAF :
I think . . I was a little in Jove with her .

EXTERIOR MOSCOW STREET LOCATION DAY SUMMER

MEDIUM SHOT. LARA is crossing a street, walking away from
CAMERA. After afew paces she turns, still walking, .looks upwards
behind her and waves.

CLOSE SHOT. YEVGRAFT in the wmdow of a house looking. down at
her. He waves back.

LONG SHOT. YEVGRAF'S FOV. LARA reaches the far side of the
street and passes beneath a colossal poster of STALIN. holding on
his arm a little boy, with the heads of children looking up.at him trust-
fully.

YEVGRAF (SOUND)
One day she went away and didn’t come back,

LARA begins to mingle with the passersby. By the time YEVGRAF ha
finished speaking she is lost to view,

I tried to trace her; but I couldn't, She must have been
arrested in the street, as so daften happened in those days,
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Continued

YEVGRAF (Cont)

and she died or vanished somewhere, forgotten as a
nameless number on a list which was afterwards mislaid,
in one of the innumerable mixed or women's concentration
camps in the north.

cUT

" INTERIOR EUT STUDIO DAY

1717

1718

1719/
1722

"CLOSE UP. THE GIRL. She is moved tothe verge.of tears, her

face puckered. She looks away, swallowing,
CLOSE UP. YEVGRAF leans forward towards her.

YEVGRAF (Compelling) .
Tonya, how did you come to be lost?

MEDIUM SEOT. A pause. She fights for control, can't achieve it.

THE GIRL
We were running, in a street -

. YEVGRAFTF (Quickly)
-we? :

THE GIRL
My father ...

YEVGRAF . :
Not your father - Kamarovsky.

THE GIRL (Wildly)

Idon't know - ! (Now it must come; total recall;

her distress uncontrollable) ' The street was on.fire ...
And there were explosions ... The houses were falling
down. We were running and he ~ he - he let. go. of my hand.

This was the worst moment of her life. She is shaking:

He let go of rmj hand - (She.suuggles desperately with
- herself; looks away and squeaks:) And - Shrugs) I was
lost. '

YEVGRAF (Moved, gently:)
Would a father, have done that,
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She looks at himand informs him, factually.

THE GIRL
Oh yes. People will do anything.

He knows it too well. He is moved. Takes refuge in harshness:

YEVGRATF
Where was your mother"

THE GIRL (A desolate whisper)

I don't know.

YEVGRAF

She was in hospital; she had typhus. It was Komarovsky.
This man was your father!

- She looks down at the photographs. She considers wistfully wha.t she
obviously takes to be an attractive propasition.

Why won't you believe it? (Gently, puzzled) Don't
you want to believe it? _ '

THE GIRL
Not if it isn't true.

YEVGRAT (Looks at her,. suddenly pea.ceful)
Ah ... That's inherited. ..

THE GIRL

Comrade General, when I was a child I wanted parents -
... Well, you can imagine how I wanted parents., I
wanted to die when I was a child. You know? (YEVGRAF
nods, attending carefully) But now. -

Her gaze wanders to the window and back to YEVGRAF. She concludes.
quite lightly: .

Idon't know ... (A little appeal) And I can't be of any
use to them now, can I?

YEVGRAF
I was hoping I might be of some use, to you. Will you
- think about it? .

THE GIRL (We sense she is in a hurry to be gone)
Yes.
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Continued

YoVGERAR
And will you take this? (The book)

THE GIRL v
Yes. (Taking it)

YEVGRAF

And mzy I seo you again? (She
looks at him, scered agaln) Tell
think about it

YEVGRAT rises.
EXTERIOR DA IOCATION DAY SWMEER

CIOSE SHOT. Outside the hut, the YOUNG WORKER, ADC:
and POLICE arc drowsy with waiting. The other
loiterers have gone. Dackground nondescript mountai:
gide. On SOWD a door opening; all look up at:

UEDTUM, SHOT, Skooting from behind them down onto
area of white concrete; YEVGRAT and GI?L descend
Srom hut. YOURG WOHKEP walks forward, down into
frame. They meet at the bottom of the steps.

METITH CLOSE ZEOT. .YEVGRAF looks at YOUNG WOREIR
very military. Tke boy swallows but sustains the
lock. YEVGRAT looks to the girl for explanation

‘but she szys to YOUNG WORIER:

THE GIRL
It’s 211 right, David.

She takes the bundle froxm him, holds it in her hand,
YEVGRAT looks a2t the boy, & bit hostile, a2 bit
Jealous. This wasn’t pert of his plan. They look
very defenceless, very proud, move close together.
But the GIRL looks s;mpathetically at YEVGRAF
YEVGRAP likes them. He relaxes.’

YEVGRALAT
You work here?
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1725/ Continued

1727

1723

1729

1730

1731

YOUNG WOrt=R
Yes Comrade Generzl. I’'m an operator.

TZVERAR
What do you onerzte?

TES GIRL (proudly, pointing:)
Ihat!

EDITN Si0T. Their FOV. A giant excavator, well
used but in perfect condition. Behird it now, =
glimpse of the workings - a lsrxy park say, with
neat lines of ten-wheclers,

MEDITL SHOT. As before. YEVGRAF grunts. 4
momant of awkwardness. The Great lan facing tre
Young Troings across a chasm.

IZVGRAF
David operates Goliath.

The officizl quip mects with obedient laubhter.

But they are liking him, though it doesn’t cross
the boy s mind to sc2 him, as THZ GIRL is beginning
to, as 2 fellow humen belng. He is Authority. To
rclease them YEVGRAT steps back a step or two, his
hends bekind his back.

YOVGRAF
You’ve promised to think about it, Tonya.

The %0y looks at her not altogether happiiy, sensin
a2 reélatiornship from which he is excluded,

CILO3Z SHOT. YLVGRAF, He raises his Land in e
half-civilian szlute, hesitetes for one moment and
walks away towards his ADC. After a Jfew paces we
hear, on 3CUID, -a little discord of musical notes.
YEVGhAY stops, turns:

CLOSZ 3EOT. THD GINT and TED BOY. He is helping
her hitch up her bundle. i rough peasant’s
3aLAL:IT8 1s strung to its back. They move off.
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CLOSE SHOT. YZVGRAT calls after them:’

YEVGRAF
Tonrai

CLOSZ CHOT. The GIRLD and the BOY stop and turn.
METITW. SECZ. YZVGRAF is coming towards them.
CAMZIA PANS with kim into = CLOSE SHOT with the
two of them.

ITVGRAT (Innocently)
Can you play the balalaika?

© She stares back at him, his meéning begicning to

davn. 3But the boy takes it at face value:

YOURG WORKER
Can she play ...!

YEVGRAT (Still looking at the GIRL,
and smiling now) She plays well?

YOURG WORXZR
Tell the Comrade Gencral.

Ho gives her e little shove, but she simply moves
away Irom hin g little not teking her almost

frightencd eyes from TEVGRAT,

She’s en artist!

TEVGERAR ,
An artist ... Tho taught you?

YOURG J0REZZ2

No-one tszusht her,
YEVGRAF

Ah, then it’s a Gifti

Or which word, HMUSIC, Balalaiks, lyrical, dazzling,
gn irrspressible fountain of notes. TLVGRAF steps
bBCR. '
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we see BOT and GIRL his POY. Their movéﬁent ROW

brings cato frame tke dam itself, a glorious curve
oL comerete socsring up to the floeting clouds.

CIOSE UP. YEIVGRAF watching them go. HUSIC playing
louder, faster. ’ .o

ICHG SHOT his POV. The BOY and GIRL recede, passing
from frame diagonally. A4s they go the dam gates
open. The roar of the water and the music coxpete.
W“hen BOY and GIRL.have gone the plunging water, its .
arc of rebound and tillowing spray vscupy the screern
alone, over which: . .

FINAL CREDITE.

THEHZ EXND







