
Meadowsweet

By Anne Toole

PAGE ONE

This page is divided diagonally in half, a la |\|  Each half is then divided into three (not necessarily evenly), so the whole page might resemble a geometric flower.  The top half, lighter and whiter, follows the story of the flower, the lower half, darker and grittier, the gun.  Although both halves should feel different, the art style shouldn’t be different since they both occur at the same time and place.

Panel 1;

The meadowsweet flower fills our view.  

STEFAN (O.P.): You know what it is?

Panel 2; 

Pull back to reveal that Jurij is holding the flower to his nose, thinking the speaker’s crazy.  We see only the back of Stefan’s head, and Jurij has not yet put on his jacket uniform.

JURIJ: It’s a flower.

STEFAN:  Meadowsweet.  With it, a brave knight named Kudryash --

JURIJ: Let me guess -- saved a kingdom.

Panel 3;

Low angle on scarred Stefan, who reaches out to catch, in the foreground, the flower which Jurij’s hand is tossing, the flower just leaving his hand.

STEFAN: Well, a village… 

JURIJ (O.P.): If he’s so brave, what does he need a flower for?

Panel 4;

A hand holds an old-fashioned pistol, the luger. 

PETRO (O.P.): He’s too young.

OFER (O.P.): We’re all too young.  

Panel 5;

Petro crouches, glances at the luger in one hand, while he picks up a black uniform jacket with the other.  We see the lower half of Ofer in the foreground. 

PETRO: He’s not ready.

OFER (O.P.):  Neither were we.

Panel 6;

A closeup on the black uniform jacket in Petro’s hand.  The collar boasts two letters: SS.

OFER (O.P.):  Looks like we don’t have a choice…
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Panel 1;

Similar view as page one, panel three, but instead of catching the flower, Stefan has caught the uniform jacket with the SS collar.

OFER (O.P.): and we need all the help we can get.

Panel 2; 

Standing in a wooded copse, several men finish dressing in Waffen-SS uniforms.  In the background, Stefan puts on the jacket he just caught and Jurij slings a rifle to his shoulder as they bend their heads toward each other and whisper.   Beside him, Ofer, with helmet and rifle slung over his shoulder, grins at Jurij.  In the foreground, Petro, the leader, is placing the luger he was holding into his holster with an ironic smile.  He also wears an officer's hat. 

PETRO: Let’s get to it.  

STEFAN (whisper): It’s a good tale.  Thieves threatened his family.

PETRO: We have until sunset, or we miss our opportunity.

STEFAN (whisper): But Kudryash was afraid.  He went down to the river to drown himself.

OFER: Jurij and I will guard the rear.

STEFAN (whisper): But instead a lady appeared, bearing the flower.

JURIJ: Oh, yeah, this is a wonderful tale.  

PETRO/STEFAN: Are you even listening?  

Panel 3;

Jurij, a young-face man with a slight grin stands at strict attention, his right arm extended in the Nazi salute.  He now wears a helmet.  

JURIJ: Jawohl, Herr Hauptmann!  Me and Ofer will attend to your rear!

Panel 4;

Ofer, now fully dressed, starts to push down Jurij’s outstretched arm with a smile.

OFER: Something like that.

Panel 5;

Mirroring the previous panel, Petro is putting his hand on Stefan’s shoulder.  Stefan now appears sad, but determined.

PETRO: We’ll get them.

STEFAN: I have no doubt.

Panel 5;

Petro looks off to the right, his face determined, his eyes focused on something we do not see.

PETRO: Save it for when we get inside…
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Panel 1;

Over Petro's shoulder, we see what he sees: at the center of this wooded area lies a complex of barracks, complete with motor pool.  Several soldiers are standing about in the preliminary stages of moving out.  The eye is drawn to the barracks' main entrance, guarded by a soldier at ease beside a telltale Nazi flag.

PETRO: Once we're in, there's no turning back.

STEFAN (O.P.): I will finish the story after.

PETRO: Let’s go.

CAPTION: The Ukraine, 1943

Panel 2;

In the foreground, the abandoned flower.  We see a set of boots begin to march away.  Possibly a hand is reaching into frame.

JURIJ (O.P.): You and your stories.

Panel 3;

The same scene, but the flower is now gone.  

(no dialog)

Panel 4;

A view of the guard at the entrance from a short distance.  

(No dialog)

Panel 5;

An even closer view of the guard at the entrance. We can tell that the guard is looking right at us.  He looks surprised, is raising his arm for his rifle.

(no dialog)
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Panel 1;

No, not reaching for his rifle.  The guard comes to attention as the four men walk past.  

GUARD: Heil Hitler!

Panel 2;

And they move into a room populated by two secretaries, who ignore them, and an officer, who doesn't.

PETRO:  Heil Hitler.  We are here for the prisoners.

OFFICER:  Prisoners?  

Panel 3;

Petro stands firm, but Ofer's rifle is already half off his shoulder.  The others look nervous.  

PETRO: Do you have prisoners from partisan group Kiev or not?

Panel 4;

As the officer speaks, behind him two armed soldiers march into the room.  

OFFICER: We have not notified the SS of any prisoners.

Panel 5;

As a bead of sweat appears on Petro's forehead as Stefan glances at him, concerned.

OFFICER (off-panel):  Who did you say you were?
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Panel 1;

Stefan turns red with rage.

STEFAN:  What is this Schweinerei? The Herr Hauptmann demands the prisoners and this is how you treat him?  

OFFICER (off-panel): But we have not --

Panel 2;

Stefan steps right into the officer's cowed face.

STEFAN: --reported your commissar prisoners to the SS!  Exactly!  Are you aware of the Fuhrer's commissar order?

OFFICER:  Yes, sir!  But these prisoners are not commissars.

Panel 3;

Stefan smirks at Petro, gestures to the Officer.

STEFAN:  Ach so.  The leutnant is now a high-placed security officer.  

OFFICER:  I did not mean to imply--

Panel 4;

Stefan glowers again at the officer.

STEFAN:  Enough!  Is it any wonder we must rely on our own information?

PETRO:  Release the prisoners to us immediately.  

Panel 5;

The officer gestures to the right as he begins to lead the four men out of the room.  Jurij grins and leans over to Ofer.

OFFICER:  Right this way, Herr Hauptmann.

JURIJ (whisper):  I thought we were gone there for a minute.

OFER (whisper):  Me too.

PAGE FIVE

Panel 1;

Two men, one younger woman, and two children, dressed in shabby clothing, huddle amongst themselves inside the room.  The officer stands at the door.

OFFICER:  Up.  You are to go with these men.

Panel 2;

Ofer and Jurij ready their weapons as the prisoners file past, who register slight smiles when seeing their new "captors."

(no dialog)

Panel 3;

The young woman carries a child, Sascha, who, having recognized Stefan, reaches out to him with a smile.  The young woman tries to cover the child's mouth in horror.

SASCHA: Stefan!

Panel 4;

The officer's expression does not change.

OFFICER:  This way.

Panel 5;

Jurij shares a smile with Ofer as they march away from the officer and his men.  Behind him, the officer is reaching for a gun.

OFFICER: Heil Hitler!

Panel 6;

Same scene, except this time a circle of blood appears on the uniform of Jurij, who smiles no more.  Ofer expresses a look of shock and horror.

(no dialog)

PAGE SIX
Panel 1;

From above, we see Petro push all of the scurrying hostages out of the way.  Ofer opens up with fire on the officer and his men, who are also moving to duck and cover.  One of the secretaries slumps forward, apparently hit.  The other crawls under her desk.  

OFFICER: Partisans!  Shoot them!

PETRO: Down!

Panel 2;

The Nazis return fire, and Petro and Stefan are stuck behind a desk with the younger woman.  She points toward the center of the room, her mouth forming a silent O.

STEFAN:  This…

PETRO: … is not good.

Panel 3;

Sascha stands in the no man's land between the Nazis and the partisans, crying, as bullets whiz over his head.

VOICE (off-panel):  SASCHA!

Panel 4;

Stefan starts to crouch forward toward Sascha as his comrades return fire.  But a slender white arm has captured Sascha's wrist and is yanking him out of harm's way.  Ofer gestures to hold Stefan back.

OFER:  Get back-- 

Panel 5;

Ofer lunges onto a table, bringing down a rain of fire on the Nazis.  An enemy bullet punctures his shoulder.

OFER: It's my turn!
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Panel 1;

The Nazi officer and his men agonize as bullets riddle them. Underneath a desk, a secretary wraps Sascha in her arms, protecting him.

OFER: Murderers! 

Panel 2;

By the dead bodies of the Nazis, two legs stand next to the secretary.  She pushes Sascha out from under the desk.  

SECRETARY:  Go out the back.  More will come through the main entrance.

JURIJ (O.P.): Stefan…

Panel 3; 

Ofer, Petro, and Stefan all stop, surprised, look behind them toward the door, where Jurij raises his hand feebly.

JURIJ:  Stefan… what… happened next?  

Panel 4;

Stefan moves to Jurij’s side, Sascha still in his arms.

STEFAN: It’s okay; we got them.

JURIJ: When… he saw the lady?

Panel 5;

Same scene as Stefan, realizes what Jurij wants.  He surreptitiously reaches into his pocket.  

STEFAN: She said the meadowsweet would save him from harm. 

Panel 6;

Same scene as Stefan places something in Jurij’s hand.

STEFAN: And he lead his village to victory over the thieves.

OFER (O.P.): I’ve got him. 

PAGE EIGHT

Panel 1; 

Close on Jurij’s hand as he clutches the meadowsweet.

JURIJ (O.P.): You… and your stories. 

Panel 2;

Petro loads a rifle, but Stefan lays his hand on it.

PETRO:  I’ll hold them off.

STEFAN: We can't let you do that.

Panel 3;

Petro focuses on the prisoners.  The woman once again holds Sascha, who reaches for Stefan's hat.  The rest of the prisoners stand behind them.

PETRO:  You have saved these people's lives.  It is time for me to return the favor.

Panel 4;

Petro looks at Ofer and Stefan.  Ofer's uniform is open as he favors his shoulder wound, his arm around Jurij.  Around his neck, a Star of David pendant hangs.  

OFER: We’re not losing anyone else.

Panel 5;
Petro fingers the Star of David.

PETRO: Like you said, we don’t have a choice.

Panel 6;

Petro holds his rifle at the ready as Ofer and Stefan look at him, resignation in their eyes.

PAGE NINE

Panel 1; 

Same as previous.

OFER:  You won't be forgotten.

Panel 2;

Ofer, with the aid of another prisoner, moves with the others toward the back.  Stefan lingers with Petro.

STEFAN: I don’t know what to say.

Panel 3;
A small panel as Petro for the first and only time cracks a smirk.

PETRO: Silent for once?  I don’t believe it.

Panel 4;

A small panel as Stefan and Petro react to the sounds coming from the front door.

STEFAN: Thank you –

VOICE (O.P.):  It’s jammed!

Panel 5;

A small panel as Petro pushes Stefan back toward the back exit.

STEFAN: You don’t have to –

PETRO: Go.  Now!

Panel 6;

A smaller panel as Petro, his back to us, faces the front door.

VOICE (O.P.):  Open it!

PETRO:  I’ve got it.

Panel 7;

A large panel, same scene, wider, as Petro, back to us, gun at the ready, waits in the empty room.

(no dialog)
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