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Prologue 

 
Long close-up of an old man’s face. He is old Ryabkov. On 

his wrinkled face we see every crease on the forehead and 

dark eyes. He is silent, but his eyes seem to want to say 

something to us. (Wise men say that the eyes are a mirror 

of the soul.) 
 

The frame is long; the viewer even has a slight feeling 

of discomfort. 
 

Then the old man closes his eyes and we plunge into a dark 

tunnel at the end of which we see a bright light. The old 

man walks through the tunnel and meets different people 

(the ones from his life). 
 

In the meantime, lights are flashing in the tunnel, 
illuminating the old man. In another flash of light we 

find ourselves in New York City, 1921. 
Ryabkov arrives in America. 

 

Ryabkov is waiting nervously in the long Customs line. 

When he hears “Next!”, he walks up to the officer and 

pulls out his passport and documents. The officer 

carefully looks at his photograph; there is tension in the 

air. The officer stamps his passport and exclaims, “Next!” 
 

 

Walking down New York streets Ryabkov sees a poster of          

the concert by Koshyts Choir. On the poster is a portrait           

of Koshyts himself, along with his choir. The poster text          

reads: 

 

U.S. premiere of the legendary Ukrainian choir,       

following its triumphant Europe tour. The program will be         

featuring the repertoire of Mykola Leontovych, Alexander       

Koshyts and Cyril Stecenko.  
 

1. INT. THE HALL OF KIEV UNIVERSITY. DAYTIME. BUSY 

SCENE. (RYABKOV, STUDENTS, FIRST-YEAR CHOIR STUDENTS). 

 
CAPTION: Kiev, December 25, 1916 

 

The halls of the university are busy with action. 

First-year music students are hurriedly running down the 

stairs, all dressed the same--ankle boots, black skirts and 

white blouses. Today, they’ve been allowed to sing in the 

first row of renowned composer and conductor Alexander 

Koshyts’ choir. 



 
Ivan Ryabkov, a math and physics students, is walking 

down the halls when he runs into a group of excited music 

students, nearly knocking him off his feet. 
 

STUDENT 1 
Hey! Aren’t you going to the 
concert? 

 
STUDENT 2 

 
(teasing in a joking manner) 

Ah, our esteemed mathematician’s 

got an aeroclub meeting. He’s busy 
solving the formula for 

‘Nesterov’s loop’ 
 

Everyone laughs. 
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RYABKOV 
(uninterested) 

What is it? 
 

STUDENT 3 
Haven’t you seen the posters? 
It’s Koshyts’ Ukrainian Republic 
capella! 
They’re premiering Leontovych’s 
Christmas 
Program--you know, the composer 
from Tulchyn? 
He’s here himself! 

 
RYABKOB 

(uninterested) 
 

Haven’t heard of him, and I’ve 

got things to do. 
 

STUDENT 1 
Are you sure? What if I said the 
front row is all girls from the 
Music & Drama Institute...? 

(winking, as to get Ryabkov to 
come, and ironically citing 
popular verse from Ivan 
Franko) 

“Your eyes are like the sea...” 
 

STUDENT 2 
We need to get our seats! It’s 
time! 

 

All the students run past Ryabkov, cheerfully throwing out 

lines from the Ivan Franko poem. “Your eyes are like a 

well, as clear as the bottom of the sea. And hope shines 

from them like a star...”. Ryabkov ponders for a second, 

turns around, and heads to the concert hall. 
 
 

2. INT. KIEV UNIVERSITY’S CONCERT HALL. DAYTIME. BUSY 

SCENE. (RYABKOV, ALEXANDER KOSHYTS, MYKOLA LEONTOVYCH, 

CYRIL STECENKO, FEMALE CHORISTERS) 



 

The concert hall is completely packed with people. Ryabkov         

is pressed against the wall, skeptically looking around.        

On stage we see a beautifully dressed choir. 
 

Mykola Leontovych and Cyril Stecenko sit in the first row 

of the audience. Applauses are heard all around as 

Alexander Koshyts comes out on stage and bows. 
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KOSHYTS 
Ladies and gentlemen, it is my 
honor to be able to debut a new 
piece, “Shchedryk”, by renowned 
composer and folklorist, Mr. 
Leontovych, who is here with us 
today. 

(Koshyts bows to Leontovych) 
 

Applauses are heard through the concert hall as 

Leontovych stands up and bows. Ryabkov is yawning as he 

attempts to make his way to the exit. 
 

KOSHYTS 
Please welcome our oldest 

students from the Mykola Lysenko 

Music & Drama Institute! 
 

Applauses are heard. The first row of young female 

choristers comes out, headed by Nadiya. As Ryabkov is 

making his way to the exit, he spots the beautiful Nadiya 

and falls in love with her at first sight. Koshyts raises 

his arms, and “Shchedryk” begins. 
 
 

3. INT. TYPOGRAPHY - NEWSPAPER PRINT ROOM. DAYLIGHT. 
 

Dynamic visual row: 
 

Newspapers are being printed one after the other. 

Headlines read: “Mykola Leontovych overwhelms Kyiv 

public”, “Leontovych’s musical triumph”, “Debut of Mykola 

Leontovych’s folk carol, a revolution in Ukrainian choral 

repertoire”, etc. 
 
 

4. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S HOTEL ROOM. EVENING. (LEONTOVYCH, 

KOSHYTS, STECENKO) 

 

Leontovych is grinning reading the headlines about himself. 

He goes to open the door after hearing a knock. His 

friends, Koshyts and Stecenko, enter holding champagne, 

wine and food, and enthusiastically greet Leontovych. 
 

KOSHYTS 
My friend, you’ve done it! 
The audience was blown away! 



 
STECENKO 

I even saw a woman faint! 
 

I swear--saw it with my own eyes! 

“Shchedryk” is a genius piece of 

work...it’s...it’s brilliant, my 

dear brother. It’s not of this 

world. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
(hugging them both and turning 
to Koshyts) 

It’s all you! Thank you, my dear 
friend. 
The polyphony... 

 

Koshyts pops open the champagne, Leontovych hands out 

the glasses, and all three friends cheers. 
 

KOSHYTS 
To success! To music! 

 
STECENKO 

(in a serious tone) 
“Shchedryk” WILL achieve 
international glory, I know it. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

(hesitantly smiling) 
 

Well, it’s merely a carol... that 

I took from folklore. I...I just 

wrote the music, that’s all.  

Four simple notes... 
 

STECENKO 
No, it’s an invaluable piece of 
work, and you gave it life! 

(hugging Mykola) 
You’re a pioneer of music, Nick, 
and each individual note is a 
single golden thread... 

 
KOSHYTS 

(smiling and hugging Mykola from the other 
side)  

You’re an artist, and what a palette of colors 

you have to work with! 
 

(serious) 
Nick, my friend, you absolutely 
must work here. 

 
The provincial life isn’t meant 

for you. 



 
STECENKO 

 
He’s right, my friend. You must 

move to Kiev. Enough teaching in 

the rural wastelands--geniuses 

live in the capital! 
 

Leontovych laughs. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
5. 

 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
I can’t, my family’s in 

 
Tulchyn...my wife, my daughters. 

And I’m fine there, I’m okay 

being around nature... 
(lifting his glass) 

To you both! To our friendship! 
 

A knock on the door. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Probably a journalist... 

 
Leontovych opens the door. 

 
 

5. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S HOTEL ROOM. EVENING. 

(LEONTOVYCH, KOSHYTS, STECENKO, CHORISTERS, NADIYA) 

 

In walks a group of students from the Music & Drama 

Institute. The group, adorned in a phantasmagoric 

appearance, is dressed in traditional costume, and a few 

are wearing masks of goats, devils and the biblical Herod. 

One of the boys holds a traditional Christmas star. Nadiya 

stands out from the crowd wearing an angel costume. In 

accordance with tradition, the group bows before the head 

of the household and his guests. Nadiya steps up, evidently 

nervous to be standing before three “maestros”, but 

continues speaking bravely. 
 

NADIYA 
 

Mr. Leontovych, we’re students 

from the Music & Drama Institute, 

and we’ve come to invite you and 

your guests to join us in our 

Christmas vertep! We’ll be 

caroling on the streets of 

Kiev--please come, maestro! 
 

Nadiya nods to the rest of the group and they begin to sing 

a traditional carol ( , !) Leontovych, Stecenko and Koshyts 

laugh, look at one another, and begin to sing along. Nadiya 

hands them a small bag and they throw in a few coins as 

well as sweets from the table. Leontovych takes off his bow 



tie, autographs it, and also throws it into the bag. Their 

eyes meet for a split second. Everyone laughs. 
 

STUDENT 1 
(nervously) 

Mr. Leontovych, your 
presence...your music... 
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STUDENT 2 
(bravely) 

 
Mykola Dmytrovych, we’ll remember 

this for the rest of our lives! 
 

All the students exclaim, “Please! Please come with us!” 
 

KOSHYTS 
(patting Leontovych on his 
shoulders) 

What do you say? Shall we join 
them? You won’t be needing your 
baton! 

 

All the students are enthusiastically 

shouting, “Yes--please! Join us!” 
 

Leontovych, looking at Nadiya, puts on his coat. The 

students are overwhelmed with excitement; they pick 

Leontovych up in their arms and carry him out of the 

hotel room. 
 
 

6. NAT. SNOWY CITY SQUARE IN FRONT OF ST. MICHAEL’S CHURCH. 

BUSY ACTION SCENE. EVENING. (LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA, STECENKO, 

KOSHYTS, IVAN RYABKOV, CHORISTERS/STUDENTS, PASSERSBY) 

 

The young group of vertep performers are acting out 

their scenes in high spirits. 
 

Leontovych is giving out autographs. 
 

Hiding behind people, Ryabkov stands as an onlooker 

observing the vertep and never takes his eyes off Nadiya. 

People in the crowd are yelling “Shchedryk!” “Shchedryk!”. 
 

Leontovych smiles, raises his arms, and the first sounds 

of the carol hover over the church and the entirety of the 

city. 
 

Nadiya, overwhelmed with emotion, kisses Leontovych on the 

cheek; feeling embarrassed, she hides amongst her friends. 
 

Ryabkov makes a snowball and hurls it into a tree 

with anger. A white snow spot sticks to the trunk. 



 
 

7. NAT. AUTOMOBILE FACTORY. USA. DETROIT.1922 (RYABKOV, 

FACTORY OWNER) 

CAPTION: USA. DETROIT.1922 

 

Ryabkov is working outside in the factory. A group of young 

girls wearing short black skirts and white blouses walk 

near the fence of the factory. They remind Ryabkov of the 

choir girls from 1916. Ryabkov looks at them and begins to 

hallucinate that he’s seeing Nadiya among the girls. He 
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accidentally drops a large saw in a bucket of car oil and 

tries to pulls it out as quickly as he can. The factory 

owner, Mr. Ridley, comes up to him. Ryabkov, with a 

guilty look on his face, pulls out the saw and uses his 

dirty clothes to wipe the oil off of it. 
 

RYABKOV 
So sorry Mr. Ridley... 

 
MR. RIDLEY 

I don’t care, Michael. You’re 
fired! 

 
RYABKOV 

But..but, Mr. Ridley! I’m beg 
 

you... I work 12 hour today..is 

not fair?! 
 

MR. RIDLEY 
 

What’s not fair is that you’re taking 

someone else’s spot who can do the 

job better than you. We have enough 

unemployed Americans. I brought you 

on for a month; a month is over. Take 

this and you’re out. 
 

Mr. Ridley hands him $5. Ryabkov counts it over. 
 

RYABKOV 
But this...not-not..enough..? 

 
MR. RIDLEY 

 
(looks at the oil-covered 

saw) The fine you pay for ruining 

a perfectly good saw. 
 

Ryabkov looks at him with utter disgust. He throws the 

saw back in the oil and leaves. 
 
 

8. NAT. A GARBAGE CAN ON THE STREET, NEXT TO A PHARMACY. 

DETROIT. LATE EVENING. (A FEW DAYS LATER) (RYABKOV) 

 



Heavy rain is coming down. Ryabkov, disheveled and        

covered in filth, is standing next to a garbage can. He           

looks at a family of kittens digging in the trash. He           

walks into the pharmacy. 
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9. PHARMACY. DETROIT. LATE EVENING. (RYABKOV, PHARMACIST) 
 

A bell dings as Ryabkov walks through the door of the 

pharmacy. The pharmacist is weighing powdered drugs on a 

scale. He lifts his head and jumps at the sight of 

Ryabkov, who is shivering from the cold. He speaks up with 

a broken voice. 
 

RYABKOV 
Please...morphine? You 
have..mor-morph..morphine? Powder? 

 
PHARMACIST 

 
Go. Get out of here! I’ll call 

the police. 
 

RYABKOV 
Please...my father...he is 
dying...he suffer so much..please. 

 

Ryabkov, who is now barely able to stand, is digging in           

his grimy pockets for loose change. A few coins tumble          

onto the table; people in the pharmacy look around. 
 

RYABKOV 
(murmuring) 

Pl-please...one ampoule.. 
 

I no have money for doctor; 

please sir, I ask for your help. 
 

The pharmacist hesitates to count the coins on the table. 
 

PHARMACIST 
Forty cents isn’t enough. 

 

Ryabkov keeps digging in his pockets. He pulls out a dirty 

handkerchief, a chunk of old bread, and finally--a knife. The 

pharmacist stops everything he is doing. Ryabkov slyly shuffles 

the knife into his other pocket before taking off the cross 

chain given to him by Leontovych’s father. He puts all the 

items together on the table and raises his sorrowful eyes to 

meet the pharmacists’. The pharmacist sighs, and slides the 

cross back to Ryabkov. He takes the cents and proceeds to pull 

out his ampoules. Ryabkov’s eyes light up as he takes the 

morphine ampoule from the pharmacist. 



 
RYABKOV 

Thank you, thank you sir! 
 

Ryabkov snatches a syringe when the pharmacist isn’t 

looking before bolting out the door. 
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10. EXT. GARBAGE CAN. DETROIT. EVENING. (RYABKOV, THE 

AHASVER ( 
* ).MYTHICAL) 

 
Ryabkov settles down behind a grimy garbage can on the 

street. A rat runs across his feet. Ryabkov hurries to get 

the syringe filled with morphine. He rolls up his sleeve 

and injects himself; within moments, it’s as if he’s 

sinking into the ground. He enters a subconscious state. 
 

The Ahasver comes to him . Ryabkov tries to wave his hands 

at the figure to get rid of it, but only gets frustrated. 
 

RYABKOV 
I-I..I’m just sitting here...I’ll 
go,sir...I’ll-- 
Police?! I didn’t do anything 
wrong...I..I. 

 
AHASVER 

(looks at the knife in 
Ryabkov’s hand) 

 
It is not your time yet. You do not 

deserve to die yet. You will live 101 

years. You cannot go now. But when 

you go there, please put in a word 

for me on Judgment Day... 
 

Ryabkov pulls a crooked smile and throws the knife on 

the ground. 
There is a bright white flash in Ryabkov’s eye. 

 
 

11. EXT. LEONTOVYCH’S HOME BACKYARD WITH APPLE TREES. 

DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, HIS WIFE--CLAUDIA) 

 
CAPTION: Ukraine.Tulchyn, 1918. 

 
Apple garden blooms white flowers. 

 
Male hands are shown reaching towards the bottom of a water 

basin that is reflecting a golden sheen. They gather water 

and bring it to the face of a man; Leontovych is washing 
himself, unclothed from the waist up. Claudia stands next 

to him and they playfully spray water at one another. 

Leontovych pulls Claudia close to him. 



 
CLAUDIA 

(coy) 
Nick, you’re all wet! 

 
They both laugh. 
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12. LEONTOVYCH’S HOME. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, CLAUDIA, 

DAUGHTERS GALYNA, 11-12 YRS., AND EUGENIA, 15 YRS.) 

 

Galyna looks through the window at her parents and 

giggles observing them. Claudia begins to dry Mykola’s 

hair with a towel. A bicycle is heard outside. From the 

window she can see a man pull up. Claudia returns the 

towel, wipes her hands and fixes her hair. 
 

GALYNA 
It’s a telegram! 

 
CLAUDIA 

 
God forbid it’s bad news. You 

get dressed, 
Nick, I’ll see to it. 

 

Claudia goes outside. Leontovych and Galyna are watching 

Claudia speak to the man. She grabs the telegram from 

him, and walks back to the house while reading it. 

Eugenia follows her. 
 

GALYNA 
(nervously) 

Is..is it grandfather? 
 

Everybody is looking at Claudia. She sits on a chair 

and slowly hands Mykola the telegram. He reads it. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(skimming the text) 

The Ministry of Ukrainian 
Culture...for the position of 
....director of the first Ukrainian 
State Orchestra...please send 
telegram upon acceptance... 

 
Leontovych looks around at his family, and sits down slowly. 

 
EUGENIA 

Dad, what does that mean? 
 

CLAUDIA 
(dying of excitement) 

That means we’re moving to Kiev! 



 
GALYNA 

 
(dancing around the room) 

Yes! We’re going to live in Kiev! 
 

Leontovych snaps out of his thoughts. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
Director of the first State 
Orchestra.. 

 
I don’t know; I should think 

about this more,no? 
 

CLAUDIA 
What is there to think about?! 
Nick, here you’re just a music 

 
teacher in the rural province. 

They’re offering you something 

so big. 
(stroking his hair) 

You deserve this--you do. 
 

Leontovych looks out the window and observes the apple tree. 
 
 

13. NAT. KIEV. TRAIN STATION. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, 

CLAUDIA, THE DAUGHTERS, STECENKO, KOSHYTS, REPORTERS, 

THE PUBLIC). VERY BUSY SCENE. 

 
 

-Leontovych by his train car... 
-Leontovych extending a hand to his wife and daughters, who 
are exiting the train car... 
-Leontovych hugging Koshyts and Stecenko ... 
-Leontovych amidst a group of fans.. 

 

The black and white shots come alive as we see Koshyts and 

Stecenko leading the family from the train station to a car. 
 
 

14. INT. IN THE CAR. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, CLAUDIA, THE 

TWO DAUGHTERS, KOSHYTS, STECENKO) 

 

Everyone is riding in the car. Claudia, Eugenia and 

Galyna are gazing out the windows in excitement. Koshyts 

hugs Leontovych. 
 

KOSHYTS 
(with vigor) 

 



We need you here. There’s so much to 

be done. Our people...they need 

music! Our head of government having 

any say in the culture of our 

people...well, I don’t know about 
that... 

 
STECENKO 

 
With the Ministry of Education, 

we’re lucky enough to be 

creating new choir groups, and 

not just any-- church capellas. 
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(smiles) 
 

You see, our next door neighbor, 

well, their bells are being 

thrown off the churches, whereas 

we are lucky enough to have these 
beautiful, angelic liturgies. 

 

Leontovych gazes out the car window and sees an abundance 

of Ukrainian flags, churches and buildings. 
 
 

15. INT. ST. CYRIL’S MONASTERY. KIEV, 1918. (LEONTOVYCH, 

CHOIR) 

 

Vrubel’s fresco, “The Descent of the Holy Spirit on the 

Apostles” is depicted above the heads of the choir singers. 

Leontovych is conducting the student choir rehearsal in 

order for the students to better grasp the quality of sound 
in a 12th-century church. During the rehearsal, Leontovych 

transforms from a calm, understated man to an absolute 

maestro of choral music. There is an element of drama in 

every word and action of his. 
 

Leontovych raises his arms for the first time, and the 

words “Our...Father...” are sung. 
 

He abruptly cuts the singing short by one tap of the 

baton against the music stand. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(excited) 

 
Here’s your chord! And once 

more... (he sings the 
appropriate chord) 

“Our...Father...” 
 

Feel the heat on this side, and       

the cold on that side. The light       

here, the darkness there. 
 

He sings the words “Our...Father...” by himself. He raises 

his arms one more time, the choir sings the same phrase, 

and once again, he cuts it short. 
 



LEONTOVYCH 
Stop, stop, stop. We’re not 
together. One more time. 

(he gives the proper tune) 
O-o-o... 

 

He provides the first note. He raises his hands and the choir 

sings an almost perfect “Our...Father...”. Leontovych 

nervously fumbles with his hands; he is irritated, and cuts 

the phrase short once again. The choir singers all have guilty 

looks on their faces as they stare at Leontovych. He 
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walks back and forth a few times, not saying anything but           

showing signs of frustration. He stops and tells the         

choir to look up at the fresco. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Tell me, what do we see here? 

 
A YOUNG MALE CHORISTER 

(disordered) 
It’s the twelve apostles and the 
Virgin Mary. 

 

A YOUNG FEMALE CHORISTER  

 

Why, it’s Vrubel’s work... 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

What we see here is a compound 

time signature of 12... 
(talking as if he were 
teaching a class) 

The time subdivides into three- 
part rhythms creating a 
one-two-three pulse. 
Is that not a coincidence? The 
Twelve Apostles 
of music... 

 

The singers are surprised at what Leontovych has just         

told them. He continues speaking, but this time it’s as          

if he’s having a conversation with the fresco. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

Music is God’s language. It has 

no need for letters. 
 

And letters...well, there’s as 

many of those as there are 

languages--many. We only have 
seven notes, don’t we? 

(pauses) 
 

Do you know what they call notes 

in Latin? 



 
A YOUNG MALE CHORISTER 

(disordered) 
Do...re...mi? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Do: dominus, which is God. 
Re: rerum, which is mother. 

 
Mi: miraculum, this means wonder. 

Fa: familias planetarium, a 

family of planets. 
Sol: solis, or sun. 
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LEONTOVYCH (cont’d) 
La: lactea via: milky way. 
Ti: siderae: the heavens. 

 

Leontovych looks at the faces of the singers; they are 

in awe. 
 

LEONTOVYCH (cont’d) 
(in a daze; as if he’s 
speaking to himself) 

 
These seven words could very well 

encompass the meaning of life. 

But music is the only thing 

capable of that. 
(pauses) 

Words... yes, there are too many of 
them...words... 

 
A long pause follows. 

 
LEONTOVYCH(cont’d) 

(pointing at the fresco) 
 

What we see here is music--twelve      

individual hues of an octave. God      

speaks to us through music. 
 

The singers look up and gaze around the church. 
 

“Our Father” is sung in the background while the         

monastery lights flicker against the faces of those        

depicted on the fresco. 
 

LEONTOVYCH(cont’d) 
He speaks to us, and we provide 

him with a voice. It’s a harmony 

of pain, of death, treason, 

atonement.. of love. It’s a 

conversation that defies the 

nature of time. Listen to it, and 

let others hear. 
 

Leontovych stands in front of the choir and looks at 

the faces of the singers, at their facial expressions. 
 

LEONTOVYCH(cont’d) 



The pause...it’s so important to 

feel the pause. Once you 

understand it, you’ll be able to 

listen to yourselves, to your 

ancestors. You’ll hear the cosmos; 

you’ll feel the eternity. 
 

Leontovych shows them how sound begins in the chest 

and travels upward. 
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LEONTOVYCH(cont’d) 
 

Feel the vertical presence of 

your bodies. It begins in the 

chest and travels up to the 

mind--give birth to sound in the 

sanctuary of your bodies 
 

Silence. 
 

LEONTOVYCH(cont’d) 
...Thank you. That’s all for 
today... 

 

The singers disperse while Leontovych slowly sinks into 

a church bench. 
 

He’s tired, and he’s the only one in the church. The 

faces depicted on the fresco look at Leontovych. His 

voice looms in the background. 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S VOICE  

Our father, who art in heaven, 

hallowed be thy name. Thy 

kingdom come... 
 

He stands up, crosses himself, grabs his score off the 

music stand, puts on his hat, and leaves the church. 
 
 

16. NAT. KIEV. SAINT VLADIMIR HILL. BY THE SAINT VLADIMIR 

MONUMENT. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, KOSHYTS, PASSERSBY) 

 

Leontovych and Koshyts are strolling around the square 

before Koshyts departs for his choir’s tour abroad. A 

little kitten sits directly underneath the monument. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
You know, I never could drown the thing ... 

 
KOSHYTS 

No, I never could. It’s God’s...it belongs to 
Him. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

When do you leave for Europe? 
 



KOSHYTS 
This week. Paris will be first. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

You’re sure? The Bolsheviks are 
approaching... 

 
Koshyts rests his hand on Leontovych’s shoulder. 
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KOSHYTS 
 

I’m sure, my friend. Don’t worry, 

we’re under the direction of 

Simon Petliura. 
(he laughs) 

 
He said, “You have one task--to 

be successful. 
You fail, I shoot you all.” 

(serious) 
 

You know, he released about 

thirty of my singers from 

mobilization. Petliura is 

convinced that Europe can only 

know Ukraine through its culture. 
(pauses) 

 
And that’s why, my friend, I have 

a very important question for you. 

I need scores. “Carol”, to be 
specific. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
I’m working on the third edit 

right now and-- 
 

KOSHYTS 
(joyful) 

 
Yes, yes, I know you’re a 

perfectionist. But I won’t budge 

without your liturgical and choral 

scores. You’ll get it done! 
(laughing) 

Or else--they’ll shoot us all! 
 

They both laugh and sit on a bench. 
Koshyts looks around at the trees. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

And when are you back? 
 

KOSHYTS 
Well, the plan is two months. 



 
Look how beautiful it is 

here--it’s a shame to be leaving. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
I’ll take a wild guess and say 
Paris is not all that bad. 

 
KOSHYTS 

(somber) 
 

Ah, I’m a homebody. It’s the only 

place I really do feel comfortable. 
Well, and on stage. And there’s no 

 
(MORE) 
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KOSHYTS (cont’d) 
better audience than the one in 
your homeland. 

(pauses) 
 

But the responsibilities! Eighty 

people in this choir... eighty 

torn up sheets of music. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

What is this attitude, my friend? 

You’ll return! It’s two months, 

not two years. 
 

KOSHYTS 
I suppose... 

 
(looks at the monument) 

It’s all thanks to him, you 

know? He began the first choir 

performances in Ukraine... 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
1,500 years ago... 

 

I’ve gathered so many great folk 

pieces from the villages...if 

only I had the time. 
 

KOSHYTS 
 

Nick, you are a genius. You’ll 

get everything done. 
(looks at the kitten) 

What to do with the little 
thing..she won’t make it out here... 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Take it. The girls will adore it. 
 

KOSHYTS 
 

So this is where we say goodbye, 

my friend. Don’t forget about the 

scores. I’ll send someone after 

them. Take care. 
 



Koshyts and Leontovych hug. 
 
 

17. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. EVENING. (CLAUDIA, 

GALYNA, EUGENIA) 

 

Mozart, the cat Leontovych brought home, sits on the bench 

in front of a rustic piano. Claudia, pregnant, is 

searching for bread in the cupboard. She finds a small 

piece, and places two potatoes on the table, skins on. 
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GALYNA 
That’s it? No milk? 

(looks at the cat) 
For Mozart? 

 
Claudia sighs. 

 
CLAUDIA 

 
Your father promised he would 

bring something. 
 

EUGENIA 
(sad) 

 
Maybe she’ll find a mouse 

somewhere around here. 
 

Suddenly, all the girls jump as they hear gunfire and 

explosions. Claudia puts her arms over her daughters 

and shuts the blind immediately. 
 

GALYNA 
What is that?! 

 
CLAUDIA 

Bolsheviks...there have been gunshots all over 
the city. Get away from the window! 

 

Claudia paces angrily around the room. Galyna takes 

a potato. 
 

EUGENIA 
Put it back! Let Mama have it. 

 
Galyna puts the food back. 

 
CLAUDIA 

 
Girls, please eat. Your father 

will bring me something. 
(hysterical) 

 
MyGod, where is he?! Both of you, 

eat your food and go to sleep! 
 



The girls stare at their mother in fear. Mykola walks 

into the door. 
 
 

18. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. EVENING. (CLAUDIA, 

GALYNA, EUGENIA, LEONTOVYCH) 

 

Mykola barges into the room and throws his torn and dirty 

clothes onto the bed and kisses Claudia and the girls. 

He’s distressed. 
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CLAUDIA 
Thank God you’re home! 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Barely made it. You should see 
what’s going on out 
there...soldiers everywhere. 
Checked my papers three times. 

 
CLAUDIA 

Did you bring anything to eat? 
 

Leontovych is hysterically tapping a beat on the 

kitchen table with the palm of his hand. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
What? To eat. 
To-eat-to-eat-to-- 

 

He brings his ear closer to the kitchen table and listens 

to the rhythm he’s creating with more attention. He repeats 

the beat one more time and runs to the piano and bangs on 

the keys, singing something to himself. 
 

CLAUDIA 
Nick! Will you leave it?! 

 
Leontovych grabs his backpack and starts pulling out food. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

It’s all I could get. 
 

He’s rummaging through his backpack and pulls out old music 

archives and a pencil. He scribbles something into a piece of 

sheet music, worrying that he’ll forget the melody he just 

heard on the street. He murmurs to himself and and writes down 

the notes for ”On the Water Nymph’s Easter”. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(murmuring to himself) 

 
I’ll bring the mermaids..bring the 

mermaids...to the forest...to the 

forest...I’ll go home myself... 
 



He steps up to the piano again and presses the C key a few              

times, listening closely to it. He turns to his family          

with a remorseful look on his face. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

The Bolsheviks will be here. It’s 

a matter of a few days. 
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The girls sit on the edge of the bed and stare at their 

father in absolute horror. Leontovych is in two mental 

states: one is overwhelmed at the political situation, 

and the other ponders about writing the opera ”On the 

Water Nymph’s Easter”. 
 

CLAUDIA 
What do we do?! Nick? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

What? Oh, yes...yes... 
The Treaty of Brest-Litovsk is 
cancelled... 
Germany is now with Russia... 

(In deep thought) 
Easter is upon us... 

 

The girls continue to stare in horror at their father. 

The cat stretches its back and hisses at Mykola. 
 

CLAUDIA 
 

Stop scaring them. Girls, please 

go to bed. 
 

Claudia hugs them and walks them to their rooms, 

despite them resisting. 
 
 

19. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. EVENING. (CLAUDIA, 

LEONTOVYCH) 

 

Claudia paces around the room in hysterics. Leontovych 

stands next to the piano, and occassionally presses one key 
in a robot-like manner. Every sound that comes out is 

mono-tone and somber. 
 

CLAUDIA 
 

Nick, I’ve had enough. I’m asking 

you, PLEASE, snap out of it. 

There’s no time for music today. 

Look around! Do you not see 

what’s going on?! 
 



LEONTOVYCH 
(listening to the piano) 

What’s going on...what’s going 
on... 

 
Big things are happening and we’re 

in the middle of it. I don’t know 

what to do, but we have no say in 

these situations, Claudia. Things 
have changed, can’t you see that?  
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CLAUDIA 
 

No, Nick, I want to go back to 

my parents. Please. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(riled up) 

 
Leave?! They’ll go straight there! 

And then what?! Flee again? And 

again, and again? 
 

No. We’re staying, and..and..we 
need to face the situation. I 

know it’s hard, but... 
 

(Plays a melody on the piano)      

Some things are eternal...and some     

things ephemeral. 
I’d like to do the eternal. 

 
Long pause. 

 
CLAUDIA 

...and I want to live. I’m 
pregnant, Nick. 

 
Leontovych hugs her. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
Please don’t worry, my love. The 
doctor said you’re incredibly 

brave. He said he rarely sees 

women give birth after 40. You 

shouldn’t be traveling far...you 

can’t.  
 

He kisses Claudia and comes up to the piano once more. 
Claudia loses it. 

 
CLAUDIA 

 
You--you don’t need ANYTHING else 

in this life other than that 

stupid piano. 
 



We have no future here. If you 

don’t come with me, I’m leaving 

on my own. 
 

Silence. 
 

CLAUDIA 
 

At least for some time. We-we-need to 

be apart...I can’t do this anymore, 

Nick. The girls are terrified, we’re 

hungry...I know it will be better if 

we return home. 
 

Leontovych stands up from the piano and hugs Claudia again. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
Please calm down, you’re just 
tired. 
I understand--but, but... 

 

Leontovych tries to change the conversation, but he can’t 

find the words to say what he wants to say. He throws 

himself at the piano once more and plays something, 

looking at Claudia. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Listen... 

 

Leontovych plays a very calm, quiet melody that turns into 

a choral work... 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

On the seventh Thursday of Easter,      

the mermaids come out of the water       

and they sing, dance and each      

tells their story... 
 

He raises his arms as if he were conducting with 

an imaginary baton in his hand. 
 

Claudia can only stare at him, absolutely speechless from 

the horror she is living in. She holds on to her belly. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

It’s a magical night, full of music, 

cossacks... A young cossack falls in 

love with a mermaid--she has green 

hair...green! 
 

Claudia still has her hands on her belly as she nervously 

paces around the room. Leontovych realizes what he’s 

doing; he continues nevertheless. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

The other mermaids pull him into the 

bottom of the sea as the one mermaid 

rescues him from dying, but she 

cannot follow him...she can’t. But 

she died a long time ago...and only 



on this day, only on this night can 

they be together.. 
 

Gunfire is heard outside. Claudia screams. 
 

CLAUDIA 
A-A-AH! Doctor! I need a doctor, 
I-I-I think..Nick, it’s happening! 
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The daughters run into the room. Claudia is going 

into premature labor. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(to Eugenia) 

Run to the second floor and get Dr. 
Boychuk. 
Tell her Mama is in labor! 

(to Claudia) 
 

Hold on, my love. Everything 

will be just fine. 
 

Eugenia runs out of the apartment. 
 
 

20. NAT. CEMETARY. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, CLAUDIA) 

 

The cemetery attendants, having received some bread from 

Leontovych, leave from the small gravesite. Claudia stands 

completely stoic in front of the grave. Mykola tries to 

hug her but she angrily pushes away from him. 
 

CLAUDIA 
(monotone) 

We’re going home. To Tulchyn. 
 

Leontovych pulls Claudia to him and tries to hold her. 

She tries to leave, disgusted by him. 
 

CLAUDIA 
Don’t FOLLOW ME! 

 
Leontovych watches her leave. 

 
 

21. EХT. DETROIT 1930.THE BRIDGE OVER THE RAILROAD. 

 

Ryabkov stands on the bridge and looks down. Apparently, 

he is going to jump. 
Behind his back he hears a policeman’s voice. 

 
POLICE OFFICER 

 
Guy, if you want to do it, then 

not in my area. There are lots of 



places in Detroit where you can 

end your life. 
 

Ryabkov is silent. 
 

POLICE OFFICER 
Hey. Do you hear me? 
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RYABKOV 
Fuck you... 

 
The policeman sharply pulls Ryabkov back. A brawl begins. 

 
THE FOLLOWING IS A LIST OF FRAMES: 

 
-Ryabkov is photographed by the police. 
-Ryabkov sits in a cell. 
-Ahasver gives money - the bail for Ryabkov. 
-Ryabkov exits the police station. 

 
RYABKOV(cont’d) 

  
Get out of here. You got bailed 
out. 
Stay away from my area. 

 
Ryabkov walks down a street. 

 
 

22. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH) 

 

Leontovych is standing in the middle of his empty-looking 

apartment. The closet doors are wide open with nothing on 

the shelves. None of Claudia’s or the girls’ clothes or 

items are to be seen. The girls’ room doesn’t have any of 

their drawings or posters on the walls. Leontovych comes up 

to the piano and begins to play a simple melody. He hears a 

knock on the door and goes to open it. 

 
 

23. INT. HALLWAY OF LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. DAYLIGHT. 

(LEONTOVYCH, RYABKOV, TWO MEN FROM THE RED ARMY) 

 

Three men enter Leontovych’s apartment. Ryabkov in military 

uniform, leather jacket with a belt, a revolver, and a cap on 

his head with a red star. It is evident that he is the 

commander over the other two military men with him. 
 

RYABKOV 
Leontovych? Mykola Leontovych? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

That’s me. How can I help you? 
 

RYABKOV 



Papers, please. 
 

Leontovych walks into the room and pulls out his 

documents to hand to Ryabkov. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
25. 

 

RYABKOV 
(to the two men) 

Stay here. 
 

Ryabkov and Leontovych walk into one of the rooms. 
 
 

24. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S ROOM. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH AND 

RYABKOV) 

 

Ryabkov looks over Leontovych’s papers and throws them 

on the table. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Am I being arrested? 

 
RYABKOV 

Now why would we do that? 
 

Ryabkov smiles and hands the papers back to Leontovych. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

By the People’s Commissariat of 

Education, you are being invited 

to come back to the Music & Drama 

Institute. 
(pauses) 

Simply put, the government needs its music... 
 

Leontovych glances at the order. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
But-but...I was planning on going 
home to my family in Tulchyn. 

 
RYABKOV 

I wouldn’t recommend it, Mr. 
Leontovych. 

 
We might not see eye-to-eye on 

some things, but rest assured the 

government believes in music 

belonging to the people. 
 

Ryabkov looks around the old and decrepit room. He 

smiles and hits a hard chunk of bread against a plate. 



 
RYABKOV 

 
I should add you’ll also be in 

the rationing system.. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

A ration...forgive me, what is 

your name? 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
26. 

 
 

RYABKOV 
Ivan, Ivan Ryabkov. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
Music doesn’t need to be enforced 

by the Soviets to belong to the 

people, Mr.Ryabkov. 
 

Ryabkov pulls out a chair from under the table and wipes 

off the dust with his hand. 
 

RYABKOV 
May I? 

 

Leontovych nods. Ryabkov sits at the table and takes a 

good look at Leontovych. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

I suggest you cooperate; it’s 

really in your best interest. A 

revolution is approaching faster 

than we think. The government you 

used to serve is no longer here. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

The only thing I serve is music 

and my country. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

So then, what’s the issue? 

Ukraine’s free from capitalist 

oppression, and all the state is 

asking you to do is teach some 

music. I fail to see see the logic 
in saying ‘No’. 

(mumbles) 
 

Although if you ask me, now’s 

really not the time for music, 

for singing, for all that 

bourgeois expressiveness. 
But you’ll be able to work, and 
that’s that. 



 

Leontovych looks at Ryabkov and thinks over the offer in 

his head. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

(smirks in an ironic manner) 

See, this is it. The issue we 

have with the intelligentsia, 

with people like you. It’s the 
constant doubt... 

(stern) 
 

(MORE) 
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RYABKOV (cont’d) 
The government is offering you a 
solid, and very prestigious 
position. You can write 
your...music all you want. I 
doubt you’d get any of that in 
Tulchyn. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

I need time. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Good. You have until tomorrow 

morning, which is when you start 

at the Institute. Your students 

will be waiting. 
(excited) 

What do you say, some cognac? 
 

Leontovych pulls out a quarter of a bottle of cognac 

and pours Ryabkov a shot. 
 

RYABKOV(cont’d) 
Eh, and none for yourself? 

 
Leontovych pours another. Ryabkov downs his in a second. 

 
RYABKOV(cont’d) 

 
You know I listened to your work 

in second-year...in university.  

 

Ryabkov stands up and walks around the room. He 

comes up to the piano and plays three notes from 

“Carol of the Bells” and murmurs something to 

himself. 
 

       RYABKOV(cont’d) 
Four notes...repeated eight 
times... 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

You know music? 
 

RYABKOV 
 



I know math. We need math to 

figure out music. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

I’m not familiar with that theory. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  



 
28. 

 

RYABKOV 
It’s revolutionary! You can pull 
apart any piece of music and 
structure it as a mathematical 
model with a time signature. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

(evidently curious) 
Interesting, can you tell me more? 

 

Ryabkov is ecstatic to be explaining this theory. He 

feels satisfaction in knowing he can “teach” the composer 

something. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Sound frequencies are essentially 

a geometric progression with a 

coefficient. 1,059! The root of 

the 12th degree. Sounds and pauses 

occur in multiple ratios. And so, 

the structure of a piece of a 

music is the alternation of these 

“block-modules” of a certain 

length and-- 
 

Leontovych walks up to the piano and plays a few chords from            

one of Bach’s minuets. Ryabkov and Leontovych’s conversation is         

a rivalry between musician and mathematician, both trying to         

preach their individual truths. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
That’s Bach...can you count that? 

 
Ryabkov listens carefully. 

 
RYABKOV 

Ah, Bach, the ultimate 
structuralist. I studied him.. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

And? 
 

RYABKOV 
(excited) 

 



This minuet has 107 notes and 38 

symbols. So, let’s count. If we 

count the piece lasts 2 and a 

half minutes, we get-- 
 

Ryabkov fumbles to find a piece of paper and grabs an 

old newspaper and pencil. He quickly draws a graphic 

representation, and Leontovych bends over to watch 

carefully. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
(in a skeptical tone) 

This...is Bach? 
 

RYABKOV 
(sighing) 

 
Music is nothing but math. 

Gottfried Leibniz said so, and 

even before him, Pythagoras 

alluded to the same thing: a 

harmony of numbers is equal to a 

harmony of sounds. Not a 

commonplace thought, I admit.. 
 

Leontovych walks up to the piano and plays a Mozart melody. 
 
 

25. INT. CORRIDOR OF LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. DAYLIGHT. 

(TWO RED ARMY SOLDIERS) 

 

The soldiers are listening to the sounds coming from 

Leontovych’s room. One of them puts out a cigarette, but 

doesn’t know where to throw it. He finds one of Leontovych’s 

boots and tosses the cigarette into it. They both laugh. 
 
 

26. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S ROOM. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, 

RYABKOV) 

 
Leontovych takes his hands off the piano. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
I don’t know how you think music       

can be interpreted by math.     

Music is... 
 

Music is a conversation the soul 
has with God. 

 
Ryabkov’s face abruptly changes. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
Ah, the soul. The God. Never did 

believe such things.  



 
Music needs to have a purpose, and 

if you root it in a mathematical 

formula, it can accomplish that. 
(stern) 

That’s your task, otherwise-- 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Otherwise...? 
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RYABKOV 
 

Look, I don’t want to step on your 

toes, Mr. Leontovych. I only 

suggest you make a decision. What 

I hear is that you’re a big name, 

and our government...well, they 

put the big names first... 
 

They both shake hands. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

You have until tomorrow morning. 

I expect you’ll make the right 

decision. 
 

Ryabkov leaves. Leontovych stands in the middle of the         

room and begin to scratch his arm repeatedly out of          

uncertainty and frustration. 
 
 

27. INT. LECTURE HALL OF THE MUSIC & DRAMA INSTITUTE. 

1920. WINTER. (LEONTOVYCH, STUDENTS, NADIYA) 
 
On the wall is a portrait of Lenin. Bolshevik propaganda posters read:  

Death to the capitalists! Communism is the eternal light. Through the Red 

Terror we will eliminate the bourgeouise class!  

 

The students in the lecture hall are all dressed in thick 

winter clothes. Leontovych finishes his lesson and stares 

at the open door of the auditorium. Nadiya, who is sitting 

in the front row, never takes her eyes off Leontovych, who 

is aware she is looking at him. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

...the Holy Liturgy plays a 

central role in the Christian 

church. The main sacrament is that 

of the Eucharist. Jesus Christ 

gave life to the sacrament.. 
 

Leontovych stops talking as soon as he notices his 

students staring at him suspiciously. 



 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
Our next lesson will be on the 
rhythmic structure in military 
marches. You’re free to go. 

 
The students begin to exit the lecture hall and say goodbye 
to Mykola on their way out. 
Nadiya remains in her seat. 
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28. INT. LECTURE HALL. 1920. WINTER. (LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA) 

 

Leontovych doesn’t know how to act in front of the 

beautiful Nadiya. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Can I help you with something? 

 

Nadiya comes up to his table and pulls out a bow-tie out 

of her bag. This is the same autographed bow-tie he threw 

in her bag when they went caroling three years ago. 
 

NADIYA 
 

I’ve held on to this for three years. 

Do you remember? You caroled with us 

by the church, and I was-- 
 

Leontovych takes the bow-tie out of her hands and smiles. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
You were the angel, weren’t you? 

 
NADIYA 

“We’re”...and now...? 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(awkward) 

Ha, and now, well--now we’re 
learning about military marches. 

(pauses) 
You’re radiant, you know that? 

(pause) 
 

Even more beautiful than before,     

only this time you’re missing     

the wings. 
And we’re missing the 
caroling...Everything’s in the 
past. 

 
NADIYA 

Mr. Leontovych, could I say 
something if you don’t mind? 

 
Leontovych looks at her carefully. 



 
NADIYA 

 
The past doesn’t exist anymore, 

does it? Everything that happens 
is from now on. All we have is 
today. 

(pause) 
 

But military marches...I don’t 

know about that... 
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LEONTOVYCH 
Today...and what happens today, 
then? 

 
NADIYA 

 
Well, today you have a sad look on 
your face and it’s quite 
bothersome. 

 
But on a more serious note, 

Professor Bohoslavsky will be 

hosting a little party in honor 

of Malevich’s exhibition tonight. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Malevich? Kazimir Malevich is here? 

 
NADIYA 

(smiling) 
Professor....you don’t know?! 

 
You’ve been missing out on quite 

a bit. 
 

The exhibition will be in the Arts 

school tonight. I think it’s his 

“Peasant Series” for the 

proletariat...Women, Girls in the 

Field, but he promised to bring 

something new to the table as well. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(teasing) 

Another Black Square? 
 

NADIYA 
(adamant) 

 
No! No, not at all. It’s the 
Suprematist art movement, the search 

for new forms. 
(pause, collects herself) 

 
...I..I’m sorry, only if you’re 

not too busy. 



 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
I think I’d like to come. But only 

if this is a formal invitation. 
 

NADIYA 
Yes, of course it’s an invitation... 
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29. INT. PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY’S APARTMENT. EVENING. 

(LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA, KAZIMIR MALEVICH, KIEV’S 

INTELLECTUALS AND STUDENTS) 

 

A few of Malevich’s paintings are perched up against the 

wall. A few appetizers are on the table, as well as wine 

and frozen apples. People are walking around and looking at 

the paintings. Malevich is amongst the crowd. Nadiya hands 

Leontovych a glass of wine and a frozen apple. They cheers, 

and join in on peoples’ conversations. 
 

MALEVICH 
 

Nature does not have stagnant 

forms, it’s constantly evolving, 

constantly changing. Not even a 

genius can stop nature, but to be 

able to channel an experience or 

a feeling through these rapidly 

changing forms--that is evidently 

possible. 
 

STUDENT 4 
Mr. Malevich, do you not think a 
classical education goes against 
what you’re trying to do here? 

 
MALEVICH 

 
The classical school does not 

reflect feelings, or at least 

the forms they take upon 

themselves. But everything has a 

form--scent, touch, sound... 
 

Leontovych and Malevich break off from the conversation but 

Malevich’s words continue to be heard in the background. 

“Contemporary art needs to move in new directions...it must 

continuously create new forms, because to create new forms is 

to create new beauty. That’s the job of an artist, is it not? 

To create art that appreciates traditional technique and 

delivery while adapting to a constantly evolving world of new 

discoveries. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 



(deep in his thoughts) 

Somebody once tried to convince 

me of something along those 

lines: that music can be fit into 

an algebraic formula... 
 

NADIYA 
 

I might know who you speak of. Three 
years ago,this...mathematician I 

think he 
 

(MORE) 
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NADIYA (cont’d) 
was...yes, a mathematician...he 
fell in love with me. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

(trying not to show his 
jealousy) 

And...? 
 

NADIYA 
(laughing) 

 
And...well, nothing really.  
You know, it was all because of 
your “Carol of the Bells”, 
too. He said, “It’s only four 
notes...” 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

(smiles) 
It is, it’s merely four notes. 

 

In a nod to the “four” theme in their conversation, they 

cheers four times. They giggle as they look at one another. 
 

PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY  

If I could please have everyone’s 

attention, thank you. It’s my 

honor to be able to welcome the 

brilliant Kazimir Malevich into my 

home tonight. We also have with 

us, this evening, a very talented 

composer, Mykola Leontovych. 
(applauses) 

 
So what do you say, a little 

proposition...Mr. Leontovych will 

play a melody, and Mr. Malevich 

will draw whatever comes to mind 

on paper. 
 

Everyone in the apartment is applauding in support of the          

little “experiment.” Malevich is handed a blank canvas and         

some pencils, while Leontovych heads to the grand piano. 
 



Leontovych begins to play “Dudarik” and Malevich starts 

scribbling something on the canvas. Leontovych finishes 

playing and Malevich turns to the crowd and shows everyone 

what he’s drawn. Everyone applauds. Professor Bohoslavsky 

takes the drawing and places it against the wall. 
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30. EXT. CITY. EVENING 

LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA 

 

Mykola Leontovych and Nadiya return from a party. They feel 

good together and for a moment forget that they are teacher 
and student. Leontovych stops. There is a long awkward pause. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

(shyly) 
Thank you for the wonderful 
evening, 
for the invitation. 

 
I guess you have to go, don’t 

you? May I see you to your home? 

Where is it? 
Your parents must be anxious... 

 
Nadiya is embarassed. 

 
NADIYA 

I don’t have parents. 
(pause) 

It’s... not far... 
Thank you. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

I’m sorry. I didn’t know. 
 

NADIYA 
It’s OK. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Let me see you home. 
It’s dangerous outside these days. 

 
Leontovych and Nadiya walk up to a small boarding house. 

 
NADIYA 

Well, it’s here. 
 

They stand apparently unwilling to part. Neither speaks. 
 

NADIYA 
Thank you. Good night, Mykola 
Dmytrovych. 

 



LEONTOVYCH 
Good night. 

 
Nadiya runs to the porch. 
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31. EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF NADIYA’S HOUSE. NIGHTTIME. 

LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA, LANDLADY 

 

Leontovych stands pensively opposite the moonlit yard 

of Nadiya’s house. He smiles to himself. 
 

Leontovych turns and walks down the street. Suddenly, 

shouts from the porch make him stop. 
 

LANDLADY’S VOICE 
You’re back at last, whore! 
Earned a pretty penny tonight?! 
Great guns! Look at her! 
Loads of money to hang out 
and not a penny to pay her rent! 

 
Leontovych quickly walks back. 
He sees the landlady on the porch turning Nadiya out. 

 
NADIYA 

(plaintively) 
I’ll pay! Oh please madam... 
Let me stay... at least for this 
night... 
Where can I go now? 

 
The landlady throws Nadiya’s coffer bag out of the house. 
Some of girl’s belongings fall out of the bag. 

 
LANDLADY 

Go to! Get out of here you stray 
bitch! 
Take your bits and 
pieces! 

 

Nadiya hurriedly picks up her belongings and puts them 

into her coffer bag. 
 

LANDLADY 
Look at this church mouse 
in Persian-thread stockings! 
Go fly your kite! Get out! Or 
pay! 

 



Leontovych rushes to Nadiya and helps her gather 

her belongings. 
 

The landlady watches the scene laughing loudly, then 

spits in their direction. 
 

LANDLADY 
And here pops up the steady! Old 
fart! 
Hey, steady, cash on the 
barrelhead! 
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Nadiya feels humiliated. She is outraged at the woman’s         

behavior. She stands up with pride and pierces the         

woman with a mermaid’s eye. 
 

NADIYA 
(expressively, in folk manner) 

Shut up and lick your own ass! 
Have fun in hell 

 

The landlady gapes and quickly retreats to her 

house, slamming the door. 
Leontovych and Nadiya look at each other panting. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

What a witch... 
Nadiya, I’m not rich, but... 
How much do you owe her? I could... 

 
NADIYA 

Never mind, Mykola Dmytrovych! 
I’m going to work as a charwoman 
after classes, and I can find a 
place to sleep at the railway 
station. 

 
Leontovych stares at the girl in confusion. 

 
NADIYA 

(waves her hand) 
 

Ah, it’ll pan out somehow... 

Don’t worry. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(resolutely) 

Hold on. Look here... 
Let’s go to my place - 
there’s enough room... 

 
NADIYA 

(embarrassed) 
What about your family? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

My folks are in Tulchyn. 
I have a spare room. 



You’ll stay there. I won’t be in 
the way. 

 
Nadiya looks into Leontovych’s eyes. 

 
NADIYA 

It’s... not right... 
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Nadiya’s eyes make Leontovych feel uneasy, but he tries 

to be manly. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
I don’t think so. 

 
Leontovych decidedly but courteously offers Nadiya his hand. 
Nadiya hesitates, then takes Leontovych by his arm. 

 
Nadiya and Leontovych walk toward 

his house. 
 
 

32. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. EVENING 

LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA 

 

(SEVERAL DAYS LATER) 

 

The apartment looks clean and tidy. Evidently, Nadiya 

tends the single composer’s dwelling quite well. 
 

Leontovych sits at the piano. Nadiya paces the room reading 

out the first lines of a libretto from a sheet. Leontovych 

plays quietly choosing the right key. Gradually, the music 

and the lyrics merge in harmony... 
 

NADIYA 
It’s night. A Cossack that fell 
behind his army and lost his way 
roams through meadows on the 
Dnieper bank. 

 
The Moon rises. Mermaid appears. 

She beckons other mermaids 

inviting them to night amusements. 

Mermaids turn up and begin their 
round dance. 

 
The Cossack watches them 

succumbing to their charms... 
 

Nadiya looks at Mykola. The harmony of words and sounds 
carries them away and urges them to express their feelings. 
The professor and his student are eloquently silent. They 
are embarrassed and excited. 
There is a knock on the door. 



 
NADIYA 

I’ll get it. 
 

Nadiya walks out of the room. 
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33. INT. HALLWAY. EVENING. (NADIYA, RYABKOV) 

 

Nadiya opens the door and sees Ryabkov, who seems 

completely surprised and taken aback. 
 

RYABKOV 
Um.. 

 

Nadiya looks at him and smiles when she sees his expensive           

leather coat and boots. She recognizes him immediately,        

but doesn’t let it show. 
 

NADIYA 
Have we met? 

 
Ryabkov stands up for himself. 

 
RYABKOV 

I-I...think so.. but only briefly. 
May I? I’m here for Mykola 
Leontovych. 

 
Nadiya lets him in. 

 
 

34. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT. EVENING. (LEONTOVYCH, 

NADIYA, RYABKOV) 

 

Leontovych stands up from the piano bench and goes to 

shake Ryabkov’s hand. Nadiya looks at both of them and 

takes Mozart into her hands. Ryabkov paces around the 

room, not really knowing where to start the conversation. 

He’s in shock to see Nadiya. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Is something the matter? 

 
RYABKOV 

 
Mykola Leontovych, forgive me for 

the late visit. I couldn’t help 

but stop by to see an old friend, 

so to speak.. 
 

NADIYA 
(smiling) 



...an old friend? 
 

Ryabkov looks at Nadiya. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
This is my...this is-- 
We’re writing an opera together. 
“On the Water Nymph’s Easter” . 

 
(MORE) 
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LEONTOVYCH (cont’d) 
This is Nadiya, my student and 
librettist... 

 
RYABKOV 

(murmuring) 
An opera… 

I see... 

 
“Writing an opera”...I do hope     

you’re aware the government has     

full trust in you, Leontovych. 
 

Ryabkov places his backpack on the kitchen table and 

begins to pull out bread and other food. Nadiya and 

Leontovych stare at him, not knowing what to say. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Hm. He’s under the Soviets now, 

you know? A 
Soviet composer. 

 
NADIYA 

He’s just a composer. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

You’re given a rationing. After 

the 1st of the month you’ll 

receive your coupons. I hope you 

won’t be running away like your 

dear friend Koshyts. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Have you heard anything about 
Alexander? Where is he? Is he 
alive? 

 
RYABKOV 

(with a sly smile) 
Stayed abroad, with the whole 
group. Straggler 
counter-revolutionary. Making up 
for those thirty pieces of 
silver... 



 
LEONTOVYCH 

Watch what you say. 
 

RYABKOV 
Ah, I’m afraid I’m out of time 
here. You can return to your opera..  
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LEONTOVYCH 
Thank you... 
Could I offer you some tea? 
Nadiya-- 

 
NADIYA 

No tea. I’ll show him out. 
 

Nadiya closes the door after him. 
 
 

35. INT. UKRAINIAN CHURCH IN DETROIT. EVENING. (RYABKOV, 

PRIEST) 

 

Doors close behind Ryabkov. Starving and barely dressed, 

he walks into an empty church and sits on a bench. With 

his head drooping and his eyes shut, he begins to pray. He 

senses someone’s stare, opens his eyes, and sees a figure 

standing in front of him. 
 

PRIEST 
 

Who are you, my son? Can I help 

you with something? 
 

RYABKOV 
I’m from Ukraine ... Recently 
arrived in America ... 

 
PRIEST 

What is your name, my son? 
 

RYABKOV (lying)  
 

My name is Mykola Leontovych (he      

takes the documents and hands     

them to the priest) 
 

The priest looks at Ryabkov, then gazes at the documents. 
 

PRIEST 
Are you by any chance related to 
Mykola Leontovych, you know, the composer? 

 
RYABKOV 

 



Yes...he was my uncle. Please sir, 

if you have some food...anything.. 
 

The priest helps Ryabkov stand up from the bench. He 

walks him over to the refectory. 
 

PRIEST 
 

Of course, of course my son. Let us 

go. You’ve come to the right place. 
 

(MORE) 
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PRIEST (cont’d) 
Your relative is a big name  
here in the Ukrainian diaspora. God 
has led you here. 
Watch out...that’s a 
step...yes...good. We’ll get you 
some food. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
Do you have any jobs here? Just       

a few dollars a week, that’s all       

I need... 
 

PRIEST 
 

Yes, there’s some things we can 

have you do here. It would be 

temporary, but we can find you 

something in due time. You seem 
fairly intelligent.. 

 
RYABKOV 

I’m an engineer--well, I once was. 
 

The priest brings Ryabkov to the refectory and calls out 

to the workers. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Everyone, this is the cousin of 
Mykola Leontovych! Bring him 

something to eat. 
The ways of the Lord are 
wondrous...they really are. 

 

Ryabkov sits at the table and begins to eat a warm bowl 

of borscht (beet soup) with a spoonful of sour scream in 

the middle. He can’t believe how things have worked out; 

he closes his eyes and a tear slides down his face. 
 
 

36. A SERIES OF QUICK SCENES: 

 
Ryabkov is sweeping near the church. 

 



Ryabkov is participating in mass and singing in the         

choir.  

Ryabkov weeps in church, prays, and kisses the cross         

given to him by Leontovych’s father. 
 

Ryabkov is at an interview for a position at the factory in 

Detroit. 

Ryabkov is in the design office, standing behind the 

drafting machine and sketching. 
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37. INT. FACTORY DESIGN OFFICE. DETROIT. 1936. (RYABKOV, 

FACTORY WORKERS) 

 

One of the workers turns on the radio while working on some 

sketches and hears a live recording being broadcast from 

Madison Square Garden. This is the opening ceremony of the 

National Association of Music Educators. The first sounds 

of “Carol of the Bells” are played in the translated, 

English language. Ryabkov stops sketching and snaps his 

pencil out of frustration. All he can hear is the sound of 

the carol; he freezes. 
 
 

38. INT. MADISON-SQUARE GARDEN. 1936. 

 

...A choir of nearly 1,500 singers are singing “Carol of 

the Bells”. The audience is in awe. The conductor of the 

choir is Peter Wilhousky--the NBC journalist. We hear the 

announcement on the radio - the premiere of the "Carol of 

the Bells", lyrics by Peter Vylhowsky, music by Mykola 

Leontovych. 
 
 

39. INT. DESIGN OFFICE. DETROIT. 1936. (RYABKOV, FACTORY 

WORKERS) 

 

Ryabkov snaps out of his daydream. He throws the radio 

against the wall, runs out of the building and slams the 

door on his way out. His co-workers stare without saying 

a word. 
 

Ryabkov, who has almost gone mad at this point, 

trudges through the streets of Detroit, constantly 

hearing renditions of “Carol of the Bells”. 
 
 

40. INT. OFFICE OF THE NKVD GENERAL. 1921. (RYABKOV, NKVD 

GENERAL) 

 

Ryabkov straightens himself up before walking into 

the office. 
 

GENERAL 
 



How long have you been working 

for us? 
 

RYABKOV 
 

I’ve been serving the Party 

since 1917. 
 

GENERAL 
Sit. 
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Ryabkov sits across from him and the general hands him          

a folder. It contains letters with international stamps        

on them. 
 

GENERAL 
As far as I know, you’re on the 
Leontovych case... 

 

He opens the folder and reveals photographs of Leontovych. 

They’re snapshots from old newspapers and a printed biography 

of the composer. The general slides the folder across the table 

to Ryabkov, who begins to peruse the files. 
 

GENERAL 
 

These are letters from Alexander 

Koshyts addressed to Leontovych. 

Paris, Brussels, Berlin, Veracruz. A 

geographic epistolary... Read it, go 

ahead. In nearly every single letter, 

this Koshyts is asking his friend to 

leave Soviet Ukraine. 
(pauses) 

 
Your job, is to make sure that 

doesn’t happen. Leontovych does not 

leave the country--alive or dead. 
(smiles) 

Let’s hope for the latter. 
 

RYABKOV 
I-I..as far as I know, he’s 
harmless... 
Writes his music and-- 

 
GENERAL 

(angry) 
 

You listen here. Leontovych was 

part of the All-Ukrainian 

autocephalous church since 1918. 

He has a religious studies 

background; the son of a pope, not 

to mention. Does that mean 

anything to you? They, with their 

“peaceful” stupidity will collapse 

the system before we know it. 



(squeezing his fists, 
hysterical) 

We stomp on them, do you 
understand? 
These are enemies of the state. 

 
RYABKOV 

(straightens himself up) 
Yes, General. 
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GENERAL 
 

I’m giving you all the authority 

here. Act at your discretion. 

And if you come across 

opportunities--recruit. Promise 

them position, money. 
By the way, did you deliver that 
package of food to Leontovych? 

 
RYABKOV 

Yes. 
 

GENERAL 
 

If we can’t recruit, we don’t 

need traitors. Only heroes. 
(smiles) 

Preferably silent ones. 
 

Is this all clear to you, 

comrade Ryabkov? 
 

RYABKOV 
Indefinitely. Am I free to go? 

 

He nods. Ryabkov grabs the folder and the letters 

and leaves. 
 
 

41. NAT. STREET IN FRONT OF LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT 

BUILDING. EVENING. (RYABKOV, NADIYA) 

 

Ryabkov hides in the foyer of the building and sees Nadiya           

enter. Ryabkov comes up to her and Nadiya jumps back from           

surprise. Nadiya is hesitant to be speaking to Ryabkov. 
 

RYABKOV 
(awkwardly) 

Nadiya Oleksandrivna, don’t be 
scared. 
It’s-it’s me...do you remember? 

 
NADIYA 

Yes...I remember you, I remember 
you wouldn’t let me pass in the 
hallways. 



(smiles) 
 

Back then you were just a student, a 

student with some chamomile flowers. 

And now...well, now you’re comrade 

commissar, or what is it..? 
 

RYABKOV 
(lowers his head) 

 
I’m not a commissar. It’s a shame 

you tease me; I brought you those 
(MORE) 
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RYABKOV (cont’d) 
flowers because I was in love, but 
you never valued any of that. 

 
NADIYA 

What was I to value? 
 

You’re strange, Ivan. First it’s 

flowers, now it’s, 

what--rations? You expect me to 

value your rations? 
 

Ryabkov loses his temper and pushes Nadiya against the 

wall, gripping her by the shoulders. 
 

RYABKOV 
Nad-Nadiya...what rations?! You 
don’t understand. 

 
You and your...composer...you’re 

both playing a risky game with 

death. I could change everything 

in your lives. I have all the 

power--all of it. 
 

Nadiya pushes Ryabkov off of her and fixes her hair. She 

tries to seem brave, but it’s evident she is terrified. 
 

NADIYA 
You’re not almighty God, Ryabkov. 

 
RYABKOV 

For you, yes I am. Leontovych is a dead 
 

man. He’s a traitor, and he’s had       

a case open for a while now. It’s        

in my hands. 
(pause) 

 
What do you see in him, Nadiya? 

He’s old enough to be your 

father. Just say the word, say 

the word and-- 
 

Ryabkov comes on to Nadiya once again and tries to grab 

a hold of her. Nadiya, wide-eyed, stares at him. 



 
RYABKOV 

 
We can leave. Let him stay here.       

Nadiya, my love, when I first      

saw you... 
 

Nadiya looks at Ryabkov and realizes how much power she 

has over him. 
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NADIYA 
 

What sort of romance have you 

been reading, comrade?! You once 

spoke to me about how four notes 

are not music... but now this 

music has CONSUMED you! 
(hysterical laugh) 

Where’s that logic you preach so 
much about? 

 
RYABKOV 

 
You’ll regret this. Write your damn 

opera, but know this: your life... 
(squeezes his fist) 

 
Is in my hands. I suggest you 

think about that. 
I’m patient, and I don’t give up. 

 

Nadiya turns out and walks away with confidence, 

singing something to herself. 
 

NADIYA 
(singing Shchedryk (Carol of 
the bells)) 

Shchedryk, Shchedryk 
Shchedrivochka... 

 

Ryabkov watches her as she leaves. She turns the corner and 

explodes into tears, holding on to the wall and struggling 

to catch her breath. Ryabkov quickly leaves. We see a 

person sitting on a bench, observing the situation. He 

looks at his watch and then writes something in a notebook. 
 
 

42 INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT . MORNING LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA 
 

Leontovych sitting by the window, reading a letter. On 

the first page we can see the text "Dear Mykola ...". 

Nadiya enters the room. 
 

NADIYA 
Good morning, Mykola Dmytrovych 

(Looking on the letter) 



Bad news? 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
This is from Tulchin. From my wife, 
Claudia. 

 
Nadiya pretends to be indifferent. 
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NADIYA 
Will she arrive soon..? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

No. Conversely 
 

NADIYA 
That is..? Will not arrive? Why? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
Claudia was always a friend to 

me; we’re known each other since 

we were kids, growing up in the 

same village. I had to tell her 

about us... 
 

NADIYA 
Friend? And what about love?.. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Well, maybe the love ended.  

(he opens the letter) 
She has a good heart. Listen: 

(he begins to read) 
 

“I wish you so much happiness, 

Nick. Me and you struggled because 

of the awful circumstances, but 

time does heal. I am calm, but 

most importantly, happy for you. I 

pray for you. God bless.”  
 

Nadiya comes closer to Mykola. It is evident that they 

have long loved each other and Claudia’s letter is the 

last drop in their hesitation and doubts. Unexpectedly, 

Nadiya hugs his neck. He flinches, not believing in his 

happiness .Nadiya hugs him harder, Mykola also begins to 

passionately embrace Nadiya . Nadiya whispers to Mykola, 
uttering the words from the opera they have written. 

 
NADIYA 

 
What is better for you - 

wormwood or mint? 
 



LEONTOVYCH 
Wormwood. 

 
NADIYA 

It puts me in a better mood. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
Mint. 

 
NADIYA 

Give me a hint... 
 

Kiss. 
 
 

43. INT. KOSHYTS’ HOTEL ROOM IN PARIS. JANUARY. 1921. 

(KOSHYTS, MARK RABINOV) 

 

Koshyt’s hotel room is full of flowers. He’s getting 

ready to leave for the next show as he fixes his tie in 

front of the mirror. He hears a knock on the door. 

American impresario Mark Rabinov enters. 
 

RABINOV 
 

Mr. Koshyts! Please allow me to 

introduce myself: Mark Rabinov, 

a producer from America. 
 

They shake hands. 
 

KOSHYTS 
How can I- 

 
RABINOV 

(animated) 
 

Mr. Koshyts, I was at your concert       

and it-it...it was incredible!    

Your choir...that sound... 
 

I have an offer for you, but 

first I’d like to ask what your 

next plans are. 
 

KOSHYTS 
Well, I think our next step was 
returning home, actually. 

 
RABINOV 

 
Home?! Surely that can’t be. 

What’s the sense in returning home 

to those Bolsheviks? Every 



headline in our newspapers in 

about the Red Terror, and those 

who have been lucky to escape only 

go on about the mass shootings of 

dissidents and intellectuals... 
 

KOSHYTS 
(somber) 

I know. But we can’t just keep 
hopping around the globe. 
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RABINOV 
Sure you can! Your concerts have 
blown Europe away. 

 
KOSHYTS 

What are you proposing? 
 

RABINOV 
 

(with a cunning smile) I’m 

proposing...why not blow America 

away, as well? I’m here to offer 

you a contract. I’ll handle all 

the details and logistics of your 

America tour. It’s a big 

country--people there know to 

appreciate music. 
 

KOSHYTS 
 

I see. Well, I’ll have to speak 

it over with the choir. 
 

RABINOV 
I’m taking that as a ‘yes’. 

 
Koshyts takes out two glasses and a bottle. 

 
KOSHYTS 

(smiling) 
I don’t know if I have much of a 
choice. To America! 

 

Mark, ecstatic, pats Rabinov on the shoulder. Koshyts 

begins to pour the wine. 
 

RABINOV 
This is great news! Believe me, you 
won’t regret this. You can 
guarantee audiences will be 
packed--Carnegie Hall, Metropolitan 
Opera house! I’ve been so captured 
by your choir; that bass generator 
you have creates a world of a 
difference, doesn’t it? It’s 
innovation not only in music, but 
in technique. Tell me: where do you 



hide it? 
 

KOSHYTS 
Who? 

 
RABINOV 

The generator! Backstage or 
onstage? 
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KOSHYTS 
I’m sorry, hide what? I’m not following.. 

 
RABINOV 

 
Ah, the bass sound generator! 

Newspapers have been going on and 

on about it; you can’t achieve 
that kind of bass with a human 

voice, can you? I bet they’ll pay 

a pretty penny for it, too.. 
 

Koshyts bursts out into laughter, nearly crying. Rabinov 

stares at him blank-eyed and confused. Koshyts walks up 

to the wall and knocks on it with his fist. 
 

KOSHYTS 
Ivan! Ivan! Come in here! 

 
 

44. INT. KOSHYTS’ HOTEL ROOM IN PARIS. JANUARY. 1921.        

(KOSHYTS, MARK RABINOV, A CHOIR SINGER NAMED IVAN,        

OTHER SINGERS) 

 
Ivan comes in. 

 
IVAN 

What is it, Alexander? 
 

Koshyts slyly nods to Rabinov. 
 

KOSHYTS 
 

What do you say, Ivan, you show him 

where you hide that “generator”? 
 

IVAN 
(confused) 

What generator? 
 

KOSHYTS 
Show him how you do it. 

 

Ivan immediately understands what Koshyts is talking about. 

He lowers his shoulders and sings a perfectly clear, low 

bass note. The sound is so clear and powerful that the 



silverware rattles on the platter. Rabinov opens his mouth 

in amazement and begins to applaud the young singer. 
 

KOSHYTS 
(turning to the choristers) 

We’re going to America. 
 

Koshyts and Rabinov shake hands. 
 
  



 
52. 

 

45. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT.  (LEONTOVYCH, NADIYA) 

 
Leontovych is writing music on the piano. 

 
Nadiya gets up from the bed, takes Mozart off 

Leontovych’s lap, and hugs Mykola. 
 

NADIYA 
I want to speak with you 
seriously... 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

About what? 
 

NADIYA 
You don’t expect to die here, do 
you, Nick? 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

What? 
 

NADIYA 
Nick, we need to leave this 

 
place--we need to leave the horror 

of it all. Where are your friends? 

Some of them arrested, some of 

them dead--the circle gets smaller 

and smaller, can’t you see? I 

can’t breathe anymore. You can’t 

work under these conditions. 
The opera hasn’t moved past the 
first act. I’m scared. Not for 
myself, Nick, but for you. 

 
She places her head on his lap. 

 
NADIYA 

 
Nick, my dearest, my love, PLEASE. 

Koshyts left and never came back. 

I know they’ve heard your music 

abroad. I know it. We’ll start 

there. We’ll start a new life. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
How would we do this...we don’t 
have papers. 



 
NADIYA 

 
I know people who can handle 

that for us.. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
I can try. 

 
Nadiya is happy. She kisses him. 
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NADIYA 
(smiling) 

 
We’ll be able to breathe, we’ll be 

able to live. You can write your 

music, and I can be your mermaid. 
 

She laughs and playfully teases mykola. They go back and 

forth reciting lines from “On the Water Nymph’s Easter”. 
 
 

46. NAT. SQUARE. DAYLIGHT. (LEONTOVYCH, RYABKOV) 

 

Ryabkov is meeting with Leontovych, who is waiting for 

him by the Saint Vladimir monument. 
 

RYABKOV 
Thanks for agreeing to meet. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

You wanted to discuss something... 
(shivering) 
It’s so cold today. 

 
RYABKOV 

 

It is. That coat doesn’t look 

warm. Look, I won’t keep you long. 

Ryabkov pulls out a letter from 

his pocket. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
What is that? 

 
RYABKOV 

This is from Koshyts. It’s for you. 
 

LEONTOVYCH (ECSTATIC) 
What--how?! How do you have this? 

 

Leontovych tries to take the letter from him, but 

Ryabkov holds on to it. 
 

RYABKOV 
You really live in a different 
world, don’t you, Leontovych? 



There’s hundreds of these, still 
from the last year. 

 
(cont’d) 

What do you mean? 
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RYABKOV 
(smiling) 

 
And they’re all in the office of 

counterintelligence. Letters from 

dissidents don’t make it to the 

addressee, not to mention to the 

esteemed Mykola Leontovych. Clear? 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(dry) 

I understand, thank you. Can I 
leave? 

 
RYABKOV 

No! You think I came here just to 
tell you that? 
(pause) 

 
Koshyts is asking you to leave 

Ukraine, to use your music to 

your advantage. 
 

Leontovych tries to snatch the letter from his hand, 

but Ryabkov doesn’t budge. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

Reading other peoples’ 

letters...I wouldn’t expect that 

from someone with an education. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Ha, my ‘education’ has been two 

years of wars and a revolution. 

Look, I’m not giving you the 

letter. I just want you to be 

warned that you’re fighting a 

lost battle here. Your father is 

a priest; you’re married but 
having an affair with a student. 

Don’t forget you’re the one 

overseeing the Soviet system of 

music. 
 

Leontovych looks at him with a smile on his face. 



 
LEONTOVYCH 

(clever) 
 

If everything’s as you say it is, 

should I not take Koshyts’ advice? 
 

RYABKOV 
(shocked) 

What? 
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(cont’d) 
 

Well, if I’m such a traitor to 

the authorities, what do you need 

me for? 
 

Ryabkov wasn’t expecting the conversation to take this 

turn; he doesn’t show his surprisement. 
 

RYABKOV 
(riled up) 

You’re kidding.. 
 

Tomorrow! They’ll be after you 

tomorrow! The letters, this is all 

they need. I don’t have any agency 

in this situation. You need to think 

about your own life, about your 

wife, about your children. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(with despair) 

 
Comrade, I care more about my 

family than I care about 

anything else in this world, but 

what am I to do to keep them 

safe? Stop writing music? 
 

RYABKOV 
(sly smile) 

 
Don’t be so radical. All you      

have to do is show your loyalty       

to the system. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
And how do I go about that? 

 
RYABKOV 

 
You organize a concert for the 

army. Some time passes, you 

organize another on New Year’s, 

in Tulchyn. That’s how you get 

them. The newspapers will write 

about it--I can make that happen. 



 
LEONTOVYCH 

Tulchyn? It’s been ages. And 
Nadiya? 

 
RYABKOV 

She remains in Kiev, waiting for 
you to return. 
All of this stays between us, 
Leontovych. 
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LEONTOVYCH 
Yes, of course..I understand.. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
By the way, I’m going to see your 

friend, Professor Boguslavsky. 

Shall I mention you to him? 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Yes, of course. Give him my best 
regards. 

 

Ryabkov leaves quickly and walks around the corner where 

two more soldiers wait for him in a car. 
 
 

47. INT PROFESSOR BOGОSLAVSKY’S APARTMENT 

 

The professor sees through his window a car with 

Red Army soldiers. 
He calls his little son Sasha. 
Ryabkov and the soldiers walk inside the house. 

 
The professor takes a book from the shelf. In the book 

we see a note page. 
 

PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY 

Sasha, come over here... Take 

this book to Professor Kulish, 

right now. 
 

SASHA 
Dad, it’s too late. I’ll do it 
tomorrow. 

 
PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY 

Right now, I told 
you.  He’s waiting ... 

 
Ryabkov and the soldiers go upstairs. 

 

Sasha walks out of Professor Boguslavsky’s apartment with a 

book in his hands. He goes two floors upstairs and rings 

the doorbell of Professor Kulish’s apartment. 
 



At this moment, the soldiers and Ryabkov ring the 

doorbell of Professor Boguslavsky’s apartment. 
 

Professor Kulish’s wife opens the door and sees Sasha with          

a book. Without saying a word, she quickly takes Sasha’s          

hand, leads him inside, looks around, and shuts the door. 
 

Professor Boguslavsky opens the door. Ryabkov and 

soldiers step inside. 
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RYABKOV 
Professor Boguslavsky Ivan 
Kharitonovich? 

 
PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY 

Yes, can I help you? It’s so late. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

You are under arrest as an enemy 

of the Soviet people. You and your 

family will follow me to the car. 
 

PROFESSOR BOHOSLAVSKY 
Can we pick up some things? 

 
RYABKOV 

You will not be needing them. 
 

The soldiers lead the arrested out. Ryabkov stays in 

the apartment. 
 

Ryabkov removes a picture by Malevich from the wall and 

rolls it up. Then he puts one end of the rolled canvas into 

the fireplace and lights a cigar with it. He sniffs 

cocaine, fishes jewelry out of a safe, drinks wine, wears 

the professor’s gown, and sits in front of the fireplace 

smoking a cigar. 
 
 

48. INT. POTOCKI PALACE IN TULCHYN. JANUARY, 1921. 

(LEONTOVYCH, STECENKO, THE CHOIR, RED ARMY COMMANDERS) 

 

Leontovych is conducting a choir on the stage. The 

commanders are sitting in the old, run-down palace and 

smoking, eating. Cyril Stecenko sits in the front row of 

the audience. “Carol of the Bells” is being sung. As the 

music grows more powerful, the commanders quiet down and 

begin to listen attentively. One of them is seen shedding a 

tear, a few sit with their mouths wide open. One of them 

even drops their cigarette onto the floor. 
 
 

49. INT. DRESSING ROOM. (RYABKOV) 

 



...”Carol of the Bells” is heard in the background. An 
unidentified person is seen entering the dressing room. He 

sneaks in and finds Leontovych’s backpack. He pulls out 
Mykola’s immigrational documents--two passports and two 

tickets. He looks them over, puts them back and leaves. 
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50.INT. POTOCKI PALACE IN TULCHYN. JANUARY, 1921. 
RYABKOV, RED ARMY COMMANDER 

 

The audience is listening to music in the hall. Leontovych is 
inspired by the choir . Ryabkov quietly approaches the Red 

commander, shows his ID, leans towards his ear, whispers 

something. The commander nods, leaves the hall, following 

Ryabkov. 
 
 
 

The Red Commander and Ryabkov go into a room equipped with 

a telephone and a cabinet. Kozirayat It turns out. The Red 

Commander is standing near the door, guarding the entrance. 

Ryabkov is dialing.  
 
 
 

After the last sounds of the song "Kozaks Carry", silence          

falls in the hall. The Red Army freezes, tears in their           

eyes, upon hearing the last notes of the song.  
 

53. INT. OFFICE IN THE POTOCKI PALACE. SAME TIME. 

RYABKOV, RED COMMANDER 

 
Ryabkov is quietly speaking into the phone’s handset. 

 
RYABKOB 

 
Obey! Tell my Moscow comrades: I will 
act according to plan "B". 

 
Ryabkov hears the last sounds of the song in the 

background. 
 
 

54. INT. POTOCKI PALACE IN TULCHYN. 

 

The Red Army commanders are applauding Leontovych for the 

concert. Stecenko applauds him and the choir, and the 

commanders come up behind him. Leontovych takes a bow. An 

unknown person stands in the dark corner of the palace and 

writes something down in a notebook. He quickly turns 

around and leaves. 
 
 



55. NAT. AN ARTISTIC STREET IN SNOWY TULCHYN. EVENING. 

(LEONTOVYCH, STECENKO, RYABKOV) 

 

Leontovych is walking down the street with his composer 

friend, Cyril Stecenko. We can see Ryabkov walking in 

the distance, following them. 
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STECENKO 
 

I’m speechless. Did you see how 

they were listening?! It’s 

possible that there’s hope. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

Thank you so much for coming. As 

far as hope, I don’t know. I’m not 

sure if you heard the news from 

the capital. Lenin signed a decree 

to the People’s Commissariat about 

the beginning of the Red Terror. 
 

This is the prevailing ideology 

now...they’re on their way from St. 

Petersburg and Moscow, the Iron 

infantry divisions, and they’ll 

destroy everything Ukrainian. 
(pause) 

 
The blood, the terror. There’s 

no room for music anymore. 
 

STECENKO 
 

I know. They’ll even shoot the 

students. They just arrested a 

few from that student theater for 

putting on Shevchenko’s “Nazar 

Stodolya”. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
And that’s-- 
That’s why...I’ve come to say 
goodbye. 

 
STECENKO 

No-- 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Yes, we’re going West, 
and-and...it’s not just me.... 

 



Do you remember that girl dressed 

in the angel costume back in 1916, 

when we were caroling? I fell in 

love with her. We’re going to 

leave together, and we’re going to 

get married. 
 

Claudia’s living her own life, 

but this doesn’t seem to be 

bothering her. I’m sorry... 
Luckily I’ll have the help of 
Koshyts. I think it’ll all work 
out. 
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STECENKO 
But-bu...but papers?! That’s 
dangerous, my friend, they won’t 
let you leave! 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

I have everything. Passports, 
tickets. 
I sold everything I had. 

(smiling) 
Soviet system or not, you know bribery always has 
a place here... 

 
She and I will meet at the train 

station in Kiev. I have a few days 

here, though, and I’d like to walk 

around these streets a bit more. 

See my father, see my children. 

And that’s that... 
 

They depart, both weary. After staring at one another for a 

few seconds, they hug and leave. One of them has a year to 

live, the other--two days. The shadow that is the unknown 

person continues to lurk behind them. 
 
 

56. INT. A BAR IN DETROIT. DAYLIGHT. (RYABKOV, 

VASYL, AHASFER, FACTORY WORKERS) 

 

Ryabkov walks into a bar dressed in fine clothes and a 

trendy hat. The bar is full of men who have just 

finished their shifts at the factory. He shakes hands 

with some of the workers. The female singer at the bar 

is throwing Ryabkov looks here and there, but he doesn’t 

pay her any attention. He walks up to the bartender. 
 

BARTENDER 
Good to see you, Nick! How’s 
things? 

 

Ryabkov slumps into his seat at the bartender pours him 

a pint of beer. The singer finishes her jazz program and 

struts over to him. 
 

SINGER 



(suggestively) 
I get off at 9. 

 
Ryabkov pauses, not looking at her. 

 
RYABOV 

(cringing) 
Betty, that was a mistake. Sorry. 
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SINGER 
 

You never know what you want, 

Nick. When you figure it out, you 

know where to find me. 
 

Ryabkov nods and turns away from her. A young man pulls 

his barstool next to Ryabkov’s. 
 

VASYL 
Mr. Leontovych? 

 

Ryabkov doesn’t react at first; he takes his time to 

slowly turn around. 
 

VASYL 
 

I was told I would find you       

here... It’s my third day here,      

and if this isn’t luck, 
I don’t know what is! 

 
RYABKOV 

(mumbles) 
Yeah so, what do you want? 

 
VASYL 

 
Please allow me to introduce 

myself: Vasyl Ivanenko... I’m a 

music teacher at a Sunday 

Ukrainian school. I-I...I write a 

bit of music myself....it’s just 

an honor to meet you! 
 

RYABKOV 
What do you want? 

 
VASYL 

(excited) 
Mr. Leontovych, I-I....I was just a 

 
boy when I was singing “Carol of 

the Bells”...and now I’ve been 

investigating the composer’s life 

a little bit.. 
 



RYABKOV 
And? 

 
VASYL 

I’d like to invite you to our 
school to tell our pupils about 
your uncle. 
This is all very important! 

 
Very important - for the children and 

the teachers. We don’t have any 
 

(MORE) 
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VASYL (cont’d) 
contact with Ukraine. We can’t 
write letters to relatives, so as 
not to compromise them before the 
Soviet authorities. You know, this 
is the latest edition of the 
American-Ukrainian newspaper 
Liberty. If the Soviet authorities 
in Ukraine find out that you have a 
relative abroad, you and your 
family can be shot or, at best, 
sent to Siberia. Please, don’t 
refuse, for the sake of the 
children! 

 

Without saying a word, Ryabkov stares at Vasyl, throws 

some money on the table, puts on his hat, and walks out of 

the bar. A full, untouched glass of beer remains on the 

table. Ahasver is in the bar watching the scene. 
 
 

57. INT. HOUSE OF LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER. 

 
Christmas dinner is cooked in his father’s house. 
Leontovych walks into the house. His coat is snowy. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

Good evening to my father’s house. 
Christ is born! 

 
FATHER 

Glorify Him! 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S DAUGHTERS 
Dad, Dad came ... 

(hugging Leontovych) 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

Oh my beauties. You’ve become 

like real princesses. 
 

FATHER 
Come, sit down. 

 



On the table we see 12 meals and everyone dressed in their 

best clothes. Mykola comes to the table after cleaning 

himself up from the journey. His sister is fixing his 

embroidered shirt. Mykola crossed himself in front of a 

religious icon. Mykola is very happy to be home. Everyone 

holds each other’s hands to say prayer. 
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LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
Our Father... 

 

A knock on the door interrupts the prayer. Ryabkov walks 

in through the door, covered in snow and wearing a thick 

leather parka and a military hat. There’s a man behind 

him, whom we recognize as the person who was listening in 

on Ryabkov and Nadiya’s conversation in Kiev. A long pause 

follows. Mykola is in shock to see Ryabkov. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
Comrade Ryabkov, is everything 
alright? 

 
RYABKOV 

My dear friend, yes, of course. 
(he looks around) 

 
I was in the area to handle some 

business, and thought I’d stop by 

and warm up with you all, if 

that’s alright. 
(he stretches his arms) 

I hope you don’t mind...twenty 
miles of snow ahead of me.. 

 

Mykola stands up and helps the two guests get undressed. 

Mykola’s sister puts two extra plates and shot glasses 

out on the table. 
 

RYABKOV 
Ah, very well, thank you! 

 
LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 

Sit, please! You’re just in time. 
 

Everyone sits at the table and reaches out their hands          

to pray. Ryabkov has an arrogant smile on his face.          

Everyone whispers the prayer. 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
Amen. Christ is born! 

 
EVERYONE ELSE 

Glorify Him! 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 



(to Ryabkov) 
A little prayer never hurt anybody. 

 
RYABKOV 

(laughs while pouring everyone 
shots) 

Ah, I never was a believer. I’m 
loyal to the 
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RYABKOV (cont’d) 
Party and that’s where my faith 
lies. 

 
Everyone looks at Ryabkov. 

 
LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 

I suppose everyone has their own 
faith... 
Please, help yourself! Today is 
very special. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
I wouldn’t want to upset you. But I 

hope this celebration will finally 

bite the dust; new progress makes way 

for new celebrations, and-- 
 

GALYNA 
Christ is born! 

 

Leontovych wants to stop the conversation between his 

father and Ryabkov. He looks over at his neighbors. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 

I think we should toast to Maria and 

the little miracle she brought into 

this world. To baby Vasyl! 
 

Everyone relaxes and enjoys the toast. 
 
 

58. VISUAL ROW OF SCENES: 

 
The snowy village 

 
Carolers walking around the village singing 

traditional, well-known carols 
 
 

59. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER’S HOUSE 

 

Dinner is slowly coming to an end. Ryabkov is being 

very conversational with everyone, having been drinking 

all night. 
 



RYABKOV 
 

The Bolsheviks, they’re after 

one thing--righteousness. The 

poor break their backs to carry 

the weight of the rich. You, of 

all people, know what I’m 

talking about. 
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LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
(thinking hard) 

Righteousness? They’re leading you 
up the garden path, comrade. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
We know there’s...gray areas in 

the Party, but we’ll have this 

under control in due time. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(calm) 

 
I don’t know about gray areas..but I 

know the fruit of righteousness is 

sown in peace of those who make 
 

peace. That’s Jacob 3:18. 
 

RYABKOV 
I read the Bible once. Good 
things in there. Don’t kill, don’t 
steal... 

(looks at Mykola) 
Don’t covet your neighbor’s wife. 

 

Ryabkov pours himself and Mykola another drink. All 

the guests are slowly getting up from the table. 
 

NEIGHBOR 
It’s getting late. Thank you, 
Father, for having us! 

 

The two neighbors exit. Leontovych’s sister and 

Galyna escort them outside. 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
Getting late, indeed. 

(to the driver) 
 

You can stay here tonight, if 

you’d like. We have spare rooms. 
 



The driver (a Soviet Chekist) gets up, finishes his 

drink, and nods to Ryabkov. They both agree without 

saying anything. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(to his father) 

I’ll be heading to bed as well. 
(to Ryabkov) 

 
You’re welcome to stay in my 

room tonight. 
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LEONTOVYCH’S SISTER 

Galyna will be sleeping with me. 

Ivan, I can lay down some hay for 

you on the floor; we don’t have 

anywhere else to sleep, really... 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(kisses his sister on the 
cheek) 

 
Thank you, my dearest. But Ivan 

will be sleeping in my room. 

I’ll gladly take the hay! It’s 

been ages. 
 

RYABKOV 
Thank you. I’ve been dreaming of 
clean sheets.. 
I have a long road tomorrow. 

 

As everyone is dispersing to their individual rooms, 

Leontovych’s father takes a small chain with a cross off 

of an icon in the corridor. 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
Be wary. Unexpected things lie 
ahead for you. Take this. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
I-I... I really don’t want to      

take that. I-I..I’m an atheist… 

 

I know math.. 
 

LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 
(laughs) 

 
Math? You’re familiar with 

Blaise Pascal? 
 

RYABKOV 
Of course. One of the greatest 
mathematicians to live. 

 



LEONTOVYCH’S FATHER 

Pascal said: “If I believe in God 

after death and you do not, and if 

there is no God, we both lose when 

we die. However, if there is a 

God, you still lose and I gain 

everything.” 
 

Ryabkov laughs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  



 
67. 

 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Ah, and how could I not trust 

what he says.. 
 

Ryabkov lowers his head while Leontovych’s father puts the 

cross necklace around his neck. Mykola leads Ryabov into 

his bedroom. They’re both in content moods. 
 
 

60. EXT. U.S. PORT, 1944. 

 

Weapons and equipment are loaded onto a warship. Ryabkov, 

now 49, is assigned to accompany the shipment to the front 

lines in Normandy. He supervises the unloading. A soldier 

accompanied by a few nurses enters the ship. One of the 

young nurses catches Ryabkov’s eye. Mary, who is 30. He 

has long been single. He extends his hand to help her up 

the steps. 
 

MARY 
Thank you... 

 
Ryabkov takes a medical kit from her hand to help her out. 
She follows him. 

 
 

61. INT. SHIP HOLD. (RYABKOV, MARY, SOLDIERS) 

 

The ship rocks in a heavy storm. All are huddled in the 

hold. “Shift left!” -- there is a hole in the ship. Some 

are nauseous, others pray. Ryabkov holds on to his cross. 
 

The hammocks swing like pendulums. One of the hammocks is 

tied to an iron jug that keeps hitting an iron stand. The 

sound resembles the sound of church bells. A young soldier 

takes out a harmonica and begins to quietly play the “Carol 

of the Bells.” The other soldiers accompany the tune with 

iron jugs and other things. Mary moves closer to Ryabkov. 
 
 

MARY 
(whispering) 

Hark how the bells, sweet silver 
bells, all seem to say, 
throw cares away... 
Are we going to die? 



 
RYABKOV 

(to the soldiers) 
Shut up! 

(to Mary) 
I wouldn’t doubt it with this 
singing. 
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MARY 
Oh no... We will, won’t we? 

 
RYABKOV 

 
We won’t die, Ma’am. Trust me, 

I’m an engineer. 
 

MARY 
What’s your name? 

 
RYABKOV 

Nick. 
 

MARY 
I’m Mary... 

 
Mary slides closer to Ryabkov once again. 

 
MARY 

(whispering) 
 

We used to decorate our 

Christmas tree to this carol... 
 

Ryabkov holds Mary tight with every loud bang. 
 

RYABKOV 
Everything will be OK. 

 
 

62. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S BEDROOM. EARLY MORNING. (RYABKOV, 

LEONTOVYCH) 

 

Leontovych is sitting on the hay that’s laid out on the 

floor. A quarter of a bottle of vodka is on the rug, 

along with some shot glasses and a chunk of bread. 

Ryabkov’s ammunition hangs from the headboard of the bed. 
 

Ryabkov stands by the window. He sneakily takes out a 

pouch of cocaine and pours some into the palm of his hand. 

He turns to Mykola. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
 



I knew it. Back then--when you came 

to see me in Kiev the first time. Now 

you’re after something .. 
 

RYABKOV 
(with a sly smile) 

 
I’m not the devil, and you’re not the 

Messiah. Your soul’s not good for 

anything. The only thing I need is to 

turn you onto the right path. 
(fired up, the effects of the 
cocaine are showing) 

 
(MORE) 
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RYABKOV (cont’d) 
 

You’ll be worshipped. They’ll give 

you money, they’ll give you your 

choir.. a communist choir! I’ll be 

the first student--promise. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(laughing) 

Those aren’t the students that 
matter here.. 

(look up at an icon featuring 
the twelve apostles) 

They’ll ask about every drop of 
blood that’s been shed... 

 
RYABKOV 

(smiling) 
Yeah? 
Why didn’t they come and rescue 
your God? 
Were they too scared? 
Or maybe they didn’t have enough 
faith? 
We, on the other hand, are like 
this: 

(squeezes his fist) 
They say kill, we kill. 
They say die, we die. 
That’s the law: everyone acts as 
one. 

 
LEONTOVYCH 

 
Justice is more important than 

the law. And love is more 

important than justice. You’ll 

always struggle to understand 

that, and that’s why you lose. 
 

And music--my music--is not intended 

for those who can’t hear. 
 

RYABKOV 
 



It’s a load of intellectual 

babble, is what it is. Your 

music’s been dead for a long time, 

as with religion. We will destroy 

the churches, build factories and 

stadiums in their place. 
(hysterical) 

 
Leontovych, you need to tell me. Are 

you with me, or are you with them? 

There’s no room for sin here. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  



 
70. 

 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(calm) 

 
Do what you came here to do, my 

friend. But know this: sooner than 

later, the system will consume 

you. Tomorrow might be the day, 

and you know what... 
... your driver friend may very 
well be responsible for it. 

 
RYABKOV 

Shut up! You-you...you shut your mouth. 
 

LEONTOVYCH 
(continues calmly) 

There it is. 
 

Ryabkov jumps to grab his bullets, takes out his 

revolver and shoots Mykola Leontovych. 
 
 

63. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S BEDROOM. EARLY MORNING. (RYABKOV, 

LEONTOVYCH, THE DRIVER, LEONTOVYCH’S SISTER, GALYNA) 

 

Leontovych’s father, his sister and Galyna run into the 

room upon hearing the gunshot. 
 

Leontovych’s father runs to his son and places his head in           

his lap. One of Leontovych’s melodies is playing quietly         

in the background as he dies. 
 

The driver (a Chekist) comes in with a gun. He shoots at the             

ceiling to get the family into another room and struggles to           

lock the door. The melody is more clearly heard now. 
 

Ryabov is rummaging through Leontovych’s things and takes 

the train tickets as well as his immigrational documents. 

The Chekist runs in. Both of them flip all the furniture, 

empty the drawers, throw clothes everywhere, as to imitate 

a burglary. They run out of the house. 
 
 

64. NAT. IN FRONT OF THE HOUSE. EARLY MORNING. (RYABKOV, 

DRIVER) 

 
Ryabkov gets into the carriage and tells the driver to go. 



 
 

65. FOREST TRAIL. MORNING. (RYABKOV, DRIVER) 

 

The carriage-keeper quietly controls the horses and 

secretly gropes a revolver in the holster. 
 

RYABKOV 
Stop the carriage! Stop, I said! 
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The carriage stops. Ryabkov walks over to pee by the tree. The 

Chekist quietly pulls out his gun. Ryabkov grabs the cross 

given to him by Mykola’s father and leans over as if he were 

taking it off. The Chekist shoots, putting a bullet hole into 

the tree above Mykola’s head . In a swift, professional 

manner, Ryabkov pulls out his gun and fires repeatedly at the 

Chekist. Immediately dead, the Chekist tumbles onto the 

blood-stained snow. Ryabkov freezes, and very slowly raises 

his hand to his chest, gripping the cross. He puts the cross 

on and tucks it into his shirt. 
 
 

66. INT. FORGER’S OFFICE. EVENING. (RYABKOV,  FORGER) 

 

Ryabkov’s is in the office of an old man who forges 

documents and works for the NKVD. Ryabkov throws him 

Leontovych’s folder of documents and talks to him in 

an authoritative manner. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

This is where I need you to 

paste my photo. 
(hands him the small 
photograph) 

 
Make sure the new stamp fits 

over the old. 
 

The old man looks at Ryabkov carefully. 
 

FORGER 
 

I obviously won’t inquire as to 

why you’re doing this, but I 

should warn you that you look too 

young to be born in this year. 
(circles the date of birth and 
the photo) 

 
RYABKOV 

(frustrated) 
 

Am I supposed to tell you how to 

do your job?! Change the 7 to a 9, 

you idiot. This isn’t the first 

year you’re working for us! 



 
FORGER 

(snarky) 
Could be the last if I keep this 
up. 

 

Ryabkov digs in his pocket and throws him some money. 

He takes them and gets to work. 
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The old man is shown changing the 7 into a 9 in the year 

1897. Ryabkov, grinning, takes his new passport and 

proceeds to shoot the old man. His head hits the corner of 

the table; the blood spills over Leontovych’s photo that 

has now been taken off the documents. 
 

Ryabkov lights a cigarette, throws a lit match onto the 

table with all the documents are and everything burns. 
 
 

67. INT. RYABKOV’S HOME. DETROIT. 1954 (RYABKOV, MARY, 

THEIR TWO SONS - SAM, 9, AND STEVE, 8) 

 

Steve is playing the piano next to a Christmas tree. 

Mary, who is nicely dressed, is preparing breakfast 

before the boys leave for school. Sam places his violin 

back in its case. Ryabkov is reading a newspaper. 
 

MARY 
(to Ryabkov) 

You coming with us? 
 

RYABKOB 
Where? 

 
MARY 

What do you mean? It’s the boys’ 
Christmas show at school. 

 
STEVE 

It’s the jazz Christmas show! 
 

Ryabkov sighs. 
 

RYABKOB 
(to Mary) 

I have to go? 
 

MARY 
Nick, it’s their first performance. 

 
RYABKOB 

Honey, I have enough of their 
playing at home. 

 
SAM 



But all the parents will be there, 
Dad! 

 
Ryabkov sighs again and sets aside his newspaper. 

 
MARY 

 
Get dressed quick. We’re going 

to be late. 
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Ryabkov half-heartedly gets up after throwing his 

newspaper onto the table. 
 
 

68. INT. SCHOOL AUDITORIUM. (SAM, STEVE, MARY, RYABKOV, 

CHILDREN, PARENTS) 

 

Applauses are heard. The auditorium is full of happy 

parents. Simon and Steven are playing in the jazz ensemble. 

A female conductor is leading the ensemble. The first 

sounds are heard as Mary smiles and places her hand over 

Ryabkov’s. “Carol of the Bells” is being performed in a 

jazz rendition. Ryabkov feels himself getting nauseous. 
 

MARY 
Are you alright? 

 
 

69. NAT. OUTSIDE OF THE SCHOOL. EVENING. (RYABKOV) 

 

Ryabkov goes outside and tries to breathe deeply while 

holding his hand over his heart. He places his hands over 

his ears, but the sounds of the carol cannot be silenced. 
 
 

70. INT. LEONTOVYCH’S APARTMENT IN KIEV. JANUARY. 1921. 

 

The apartment is full of luggage as Nadiya is getting 

ready to leave the country, waiting for Mykola to come 

home. She keeps looking back and forth between the window 

and her watch. She hears the doorbell ring. 
 

NADIYA 
Who-who...is it?! 

 

Ryabkov barges through the door, makes his way to the 

table, and sits down without saying a word. 
 

NADIYA 
 

What are you doing here?! Did 

you arrest him? 
 

Where is he? Why aren’t you 

saying anything? 
 



Ryabkov’s voice breaks as he tries to make out some words. 
 

RYABKOB 
I-I... 
I couldn’t save him... 

 

Nadiya sits across from him and starts to shake her 

head hysterically. 
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RYABKOB 
(as if he were in a daze) 

I....I found out people were after 
 

him. I got to Tulchyn as soon as I 

could. I was at the concert. And 

then it all happened so quickly 

I--I...saw the killer, my eyes 

followed him the whole time but-- 
 

NADIYA 
YOU’RE LYING TO ME! 

 
RYABKOB 

 
They were going at each other 

and..and I got the shooter, but 

it was too late. 
(pause) 

Mykola’s dead. 
 

Nadiya is losing her mind as she sobs. Ryabkov throws 

himself at her and tries to calm her down. She slaps him 

and starts beating him on the chest . 
 

NADIYA 
 

I don’t believe you!! I never 

believed you for a second, about 

anything you said! You lie to 

me, and I know you killed him! 

It was you! 
 

RYABKOB 
(stubbornly) 

 
Nadiya, I wanted to save him so 

bad. I want to save you, from 

all of it. 
(he pauses) 

 
I managed to rescue your 

documents and..here they are.. 
 

Ryabkov places the folder on the table. She looks at him 

with distant, emotionless eyes. He thinks she’s calmed 

down, so he continues to speak in a more serious tone. 



 
RYABKOV 

Nadiya...you have-- 
 

We have one option now: to leave 

together, and as fast as 

possible. People are after both 

of us. We have time to leave 

before the funeral, before 

everyone is talking... 
 

Nadiya still has the same blank look in her eyes. 

Ryabkov comes up to her, hugs her and whispers: 
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RYABKOV 
 

Nadiya, Nadiya, look at me. We’ll 

get out of here. We’ll-we’ll 

forget it all...start a new life. 
 

Nadiya pushes Ryabkov off of her. She throws her scarf 

over her neck, grabs her luggage, and tries to leave. 
 

RYABKOB 
Where are you going?! 

 
NADIYA 

Tulchyn. I need to see him. 
 

She storms out of the apartment. He slumps into his seat. 
 
 

71. INT.RYABKOV’S HOME. DETROIT. 1974. (RYABKOV, MARY) 

 

Ryabkov is watching TV when Mary comes inside after 

planting some flowers. 
 

MARY 
 

I’m getting lunch ready soon. 

I’m so nervous for Sam. I hope 

he passed that last test. 
 

RYABKOB 
(muttering) 

 
And what, he’ll be a violinist?      

He needs a stable job. He should       

come work in the office with me. 
 

MARY 
Nick, you know music is always 
something that will run in their 
blood. The Leontovych name lives 
on. 

 
RYABKOB 

 
Ugh, just leave it. You 

romanticize all that so much.. 
 



Mary lowers her shoulders and heads over to the kitchen to 

prepare lunch. A car pulls up into the driveway outside. 
 

MARY 
It’s the boys an-and...someone 
else.. 

 
Sam and Steve come in with another man who looks much older. 
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72. INT. RYABKOV’S HOME. (RYABKOV, SAM, STEVE, MARY, 

JOURNALIST - LEO WHITE) 

 
The boys greet their parents. 

 
MARY 

Sam, how did it go? 
(to the guest) 

Please, come in. 
 

SAM 
(happy) 

 
I passed! Your son is officially 

a music graduate. Passing it onto 
Steve now... 

 
STEVE 

 
This is Leo White. He’s a music       

critic and journalist..he was on     

the official board for the exam.      

When he found out we were      

related to Leontovych... 
 

LEO 
I had to confirm this! 

(squeezes Ryabkov’s hand) 
 

I had to take the opportunity. It’s 

such a pleasure, Mr. Leontovych. 
 

Ryabkov is gawking at Leo. 
 

STEVE 
 

Dad, Mr. White knows so much 

about Leontovych’s life... 
 

Did you know he was killed?! Why       

haven’t you ever talked about it? 
 

Ryabkov is tense. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

Well, it’s a tragic story, and it       

happened such a long time ago.. 



 

 
SAM 

Yeah, but it’s about our family! 
 

LEO 
 

They have a point, you know. The       

world is still singing “Carol of      

the Bells”, and it’s been nearly      

forty years, not to mention sixty      

since it’s been written! Everyone     

knows Wilhousky as the one 
 

(MORE) 
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LEO (cont’d) 
 

responsible for the arrangement, but 

Leontovych deserves credit, too. He’s 

easily grouped with the greatest 

maestros to live...Mozart, Chopin, 

Rachmaninoff... 
 

Ryabkov’s entire body is tense. He squints his eyes. 
 

RYABKOV 
 

He arranged four notes in a      

simple, mathematical theorem.   

That’s all the man did. 
 

Mary butts in, trying to make up for Ryabkov’s 

displeasing tone of voice. 
 

MARY 
You’ll have to excuse my 
husband...he has the mind of an 
engineer.. 

 
LEO(cont’d) 

 
 

Nothing wrong with that! You must 

have a great sense of logic. 
 

Leo seems very hopeful. He walks over to the couch to sit. 
 



LEO(cont’d) 
 

Do you mind? 
 

He sits down and takes out some papers, photos and 

newspaper clippings from his backpack. 
 

LEO(cont’d) 
 

The thing is, there are so many 
empty holes in 
Leontovych’s biography. 

 

Ryabkov does not want to have this conversation. The 

boys and Mary walk over to the couch. Leo lays out a few 

newspaper clippings and photos on the table. 
 

LEO(cont’d) 
 

 
So, these are some old articles.. 

Here’s the funeral in 1921; a sea 
of people were at that funeral. 

 

Ryabkov looks at the washed out newspaper clipping and 

makes out Mary’s face in the crowd. 
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LEO 
 

Here’s his father’s 

house...here’s the obituary in 

the “Tulchynska” newspaper... 
 

I translated it: 

“World-famous composer dies at 

44”; here’s another: “Soviet 

composer’s death in the hands of 

Ukrainian nationalists”... 

 
RYABKOV 

(with a broken voice) 
And so, what is all this... 

 
LEO 

 
One second. Ah! There is is. It’s 

a diaspora newspaper that was 

coming out in the 30’s. This one 

claimed there was a political move 

behind the assassination. 

Leontovych was killed by a KGB 

agent named Ivan Ryabkov.. 
(reading) 

 
“23 of January, 1921. Mykola 

Leontovych was visiting his father, 

Demetri, a priest, in his family home 

in Tulchyn. That evening, two 

undercover men pulled up in the 

driveway--one in a leather jacket, 

the other in a parka. 
 

Ryabkov is begins to cough aggressively. Mary gets him 

some water. 
 

LEO 
I’m sorry..I know it’s tough to 
hear some of this. 

(continues) 
 

“According to witnesses, the owners 

took in the two strangers and invited 

them to stay for dinner.” 
 



Ryabkov begins to imagine Leontovych’s father’s snowy home. 
Leo continues translating the article. 

 
LEO 

 
“The two men asked if they could 

stay the night. One of them shared 

a room with Mykola. At dawn, he 

was shot, and died of blood loss 

in the arms of his father.” 
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SAM 
(excited) 

Did they find the murderer?! 
 

LEO 
(continues reading) 

 
“The undercover Chekist’s body 

was found in the nearby forest in 

the village.” 
(to everyone) 

 
That Chekist was assigned to get 

rid of the killer. We’ve seen 

this kind of thing before. But 

the killer was much more agile.. 
 

A pause ensues. Ryabkov is fidgeting with the cross 

around his neck. 
 

SAM 
 

So, there’s still a chance of 

finding him? And making him pay 

for what he did? 
 

LEO 
 

It appears so, and that’s why I’m 

here. Mr. Leontovych, maybe you 

can remember something from your 

exchanges with him. At that 

dinner, his younger daughter was 

there, his father, your cousins. 

Maybe they remember the face of 

that man who killed him? 
 

SAM 
Dad, he has a point. We should 
reach out to them. 

 
STEVE 

Maybe even pay them a visit and-- 
 

SAM 
That would be hard. You can only 



enter the USSR as a visiting 
tourist..but even then, the KGB 
oversees everything there. 

 

Leo is rummaging through his backpack while Ryabkov stares at 

him in disbelief. Leo gets out another photo to put on the 

table. An older woman is shown in the photo. Leo smiles as he 

looks at Ryabkov, but the killer does not react. 
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LEO 
Do you recognize her? 

 
RYABKOV 

Who? 
 

LEO 
I took this from Leontovych’s 
memorial museum in Tulchyn. 
It’s your cousin. 

 
Ryabkov is on the brink of coming clean. 

 
RYABKOV 

You saw her? 
 

LEO 
No, unfortunately she died last 
year. 

 
MARY 

(to Leo) 
 

It’s hard for my husband to 

process all of this..please.. 
 

LEO 
 

I’m sorry, I understand. Just 

one more thing.. 
 

SAM 
But the killer? If he served, 
surely there’s a picture of him 
somewhere and-- 

 
RYABKOV (angry) 

 
Are you all out of your minds? 

Who’s going to let you into 

those archives? 
 

LEO 
 

Yes, that’s true. The KGB do 

things their own way, and, well, 



the Iron Curtain is also a 

dividing factor... 
 

SAM 
There must be witnesses, though. 

 
RYABKOV 

 
What witnesses?! They’ve been 

dead for years! 
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SAM 
 

I just think it’s worth it to 

dig deeper into all of this. 
 

STEVE 
And...since you’re the heir..you 
should register the copyright. 

 
LEO 

You’ll be millionaires! Mr. 
Leontovych, I know a great lawyer.. 

 
MARY 

Mr. White, that would be 
unbelievable.. Nick, think about 
it! 

 
Ryabkov feels himself getting hysterical. 

 
RYABKOV 

(to his sons) 
 

Who is this, anyway? Why didn’t 

you warn me you were bringing a 

journalist into our home? You know 

how I feel about these things. 
 

STEVE 
 

Dad, Mr. White...he..he wants 

justice to be served. That would 

help so many people, and “Carol 

of the Bells’...well, the whole 

world knows it! 
 

SAM 
...We could also make some good 
money off of it.. 

 
RYABKOV 

No. The past is in the past, and 
that’s that. 

(turning to Leo) 
Please leave. 

 



Mary and her sons can’t believe Ryabkov, who has now 

lost all control over himself. 
 

RYABKOV 
Go! Get out of here! 

 

Leo gets off the couch and heads to the door. Mary 

rushes over to Ryabkov and tries to calm him down, but 

he is extremely agitated. 
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SAM 
Mr. White, I’m so sorry... 

 
LEO 

I don’t really know what to say. 
You know where to find me, if 
anything. 

 

Leo leaves. Mary hands Ryabkov a glass of water and he 

chugs it while pressing his teeth hard against the glass. 
 

SAM 
 

It’s a shame you acted that way. 

He has connections, you know. He 

could’ve really helped us. 
 

STEVE 
 

If you don’t want to get 

involved, I will. We need to have 

our share of his work. 
 

RYABKOV 
Both of you--get out of here! I 
don’t want to see you. 

 
Mary signals to the boys that they should leave. 

 
RYABKOV 

(to Mary) 
And you. Leave. 

(pauses) 
I don’t need anyone right now. 

 

Mary follows the boys. Ryabkov squeezes his head in 

between his hands and sits in the living room alone. 
 
 

73. RYABKOV’S GARAGE. (RYABKOV) 

 

Ryabkov walks into his garage where two cars are parked. 

He sits down in one of the cars and locks the door. He 

takes out a bottle of sleeping pills and swallows a large 

amount before reclining his seat back. 
 
 



74. INT. LIVING ROOM IN RYABKOV’S HOME. DAYLIGHT. (MARY) 

 

Mary walks into the living room and calls out for her 

husband. She finds broken pieces of glass on the floor and 

starts getting concerned. She sees his car keys aren’t 

hanging on the wall in the living room. She bolts out of 

the room. 
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75. INT. RYABKOV’S GARAGE. DAYLIGHT. (RYABKOV, MARY, 

AHASFER) 

 

Ryabkov is under the heavy influence of the pills. The Ahasver 

comes to him again and “sits” in the passenger seat. 
 

AHASVER 
No, my brother, that’s too easy. 
Death needs to be earned. 

 
RYABKOV 

I-I....I can’t do it..I can’t do it 
anymore. 

 

The Ahasver turns off the car and takes the key out of the 

ignition. Ryabkov tries to grab the key out of his hand. 
 

RYABKOV 
Give it to me. Sooner or later, 
I’ll do it anyway. 

 

The Ahasver takes Ryabkov by the collar and starts 

shaking him aggressively. Ryabkov slowly opens his eyes 

and sees Mary. Mary is slapping him across the face, 

trying to wake him up. Ryabkov is laying on the floor of 

the garage with the door open. 
 

RYABKOV 
(whispering) 

Why did you do that?! Why... 
I didn’t want that, Mary. I was 
ready.. 

 
MARY 

(whispering, hugging him) 
What did you do?! What did you do?! 

 
RYABKOV 

(weak) 
Please forgive me. Please... 
It’s-it’s......it’s me, I did it... 

 
Mary puts his hand over his mouth. 

 
MARY 

Be quiet... 



 

Mary helps him stand up. She looks up at the sky and sees 

a group of swallows flying above them. 
 
  



 
84. 

 
 

76. VISUAL ROW OF SCENES: 
 

Cemetary. Mary’s grave. Ryabkov stands next to the grave 

with his sons. They turn around and leave. Ryabkov remains 

by the grave, and eventually the Ahasver appears to him 

once again. 
 

Ryabkov (80) is wandering on his own through a blizzard. 

He slides down a building wall; an ambulance picks him up. 
 
 

77. INT.  U.S. CUSTOMS. 

 

Ryabkov is waiting nervously in the long Customs line. 

When he hears “Next!”, he walks up to the officer and 

pulls out his passport and documents. The officer 

carefully looks at his photograph; there is tension in the 

air. He carefully attempts to pronounce his name. 
 

AHASFER 
(in the Customs Officer 
uniform) 

My..ko..la... Leon..to..vych 
 

RYABKOV 
Yes, that’s me. Mykola Leontovych. 

 

The officer stamps his passport and exclaims, “Next!” 

Ryabkov walks out into the streets of New York. 
 
 

78. INT. NURSING HOME EMERGENCY DEPARTMENT. DAYTIME. 

(NURSE, DOCTOR, RYABKOV) 

 

Ryabkov is on a hospital bed, slowly regaining 

consciousness as he opens his eyes. The nurse has just 

given him a shot while the doctor checks his pulse. 
 

NURSE 
Welcome back, Nick. 
You scared us, but everything’s 
alright now. You came back from a clinical death. 

 
DOCTOR 

So, we’ll transfer you to a 



hospital, put you in the intensive care unit, 
and-- 

 
RYABKOV 

(unexpectedly animated) 
 

To hell with your intensive care-- 
I don’t need a doctor! 
A priest--call for a priest. 

(weak, whispering tone) 
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RYABKOV (cont’d) 
 

...from the Ukrainian church. I 
need to confess. 

 

The doctor and nurse look at one another, and finally 

the doctor nods to the nurse, implying they should do as 

he wishes. 
 
 

79. INT. NURSING HOME EMERGENCY DEPARTMENT. DAYTIME. 

(RYABKOV, PRIEST, AHASVER) 

 

Ahasver walks into the ward and disconnects Ryabkov from 

the pump oxygenator. 
 

AHASFER 
Put in a good word for me on 
Judgment Day. 

 
The priest comes and sees Ryabkov dead. 

 

Long close-up of the old man’s face. A wrinkled face, we see every 

crease on the forehead, dark eyes. He is silent, but his eyes seems 

to want to say something to us. 

 

Then the old man closes his eyes and we plunge into a dark tunnel at 

the end of which we see a bright light.  

This is the real death of Ryabkov. 

 In the end of tunnel we see a bright light which fades out. Dark. 

 

 

 

80.INT. KIEV UNIVERSITY’S CONCERT HALL. DAYTIME. BUSY 

SCENE. 

 

The concert hall is completely packed with people.On stage 

we see a beautifully dressed choir. Nick and Cyril Stecenko 

sit in the first row of the audience. Applauses are heard 

all around as Alexander Koshyts comes out on stage and 

bows. 
 

KOSHYTS 
Ladies and gentlemen, it is my 
honor to be able to debut a new 



piece, “Shchedryk”, by renowned 
composer and folklorist, Mr. 
Leontovych, who is here with us 
today. 
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Koshyts bows to Leontovech. Applause is heard through the 

concert hall as Nick stands up and bows. Ivan yawns. 
 

KOSHYTS 
(CONT’D) 

 
Please welcome our oldest 

students from the Mykola Lysenko 

Music & Drama Institute! 
 

More applause. The first row of young female 

choristers comes 
 

out, headed by Nadiya. Koshyts raises his arms, 

and “Shchedryk” begins. 
 

Shots of Koshyts, Nadiya, Nick and Ivan listening to 

the choir. 
 
 

81. TITLE CARD: 
 

TITLE CARD: The killer was never arrested for the 
murder of Mykola Leontovych. 

 
TITLE CARD: "Carol of the Bells" has been recorded into 

over 150 versions and re-arrangements for various vocal and 
instrumental compositions. It remains one of the most 

popular Christmas Carols of all time. 
 

FADE TO BLACK. 


