“Flanders fields”

Original screenplay by BLEYAERT GUY

EUROPE 13 SEPTEMBER 2006. SUMMER DAY (Camera fade in)

“We see a Canadian cemetery in Flanders (Europe) packet with a few hundreds of people. Most off them are dressed in formal suits, Military, Police, Government people and Politicians. In the front of the crowd we see a row of old raw looking men in military dress-suit, decorated  with a load of medals, some wearing a pare of dark pilot sunglasses and are stand in front of a huge monument as they salute. The ceremony has ended and the crowd is leaving the cemetery. One old big man has left still standing in front of the monument in his left hand a stick to support him. The carves in his face shows the grieve of past life. On his other side we see a young man standing close”

Grandson

Grandpa! Are we leaving to?

Grandpa

Hold-on boy, can you help me over there for a second please
Grandson
Ok, grandpa, takes your time.

“The old and tired formal soldier is walking with his stick over to one of the graves in the yard, wile the young man supports him. .In his hand he holds a poppet flower. Suddenly he holds stop in front of a gravestone. He is steering at the cross reading the text written in the stone. “ Here lies Lieutenant Jake Wichetacker, from 1926 to 1944” 

After a few minutes the young men gets restless”

Grandson

Did you know him gran?
“Grandpa is consumed in his thoughts”

Grandpa

We were all like brother’s son,. . . fearless, young, and I were here for all the right reasons. But you know, once you’re in combat and rockets and bullets are flying, you can go in the blink of an eye. Every time I take a look at one of these graves it all comes back as vivid and lucid as everything ells.

(Beat)

And you know what son, I still feel guilty for some reason. Here I am, after more than half a century. Sometimes I think a had to stay here to be a witness of those horrible fights. Every cross on this cemetery tells a story about a young and short life.

Grandson

Were you afraid grandpa?

Grandpa

Of course we were afraid boy, we were only children who had to grow up fast, and the future of nations was in our hands. 
Grandpa

It all started in the morning of 10 September 1944. We just the liberated the small village town Moerkerke. At the other side of the canal to Holland the Germans had blower op all the bridges and dam’s to stop us from crossing the canal.

(Flashback) 


BATTLEFIELD. RAINY DAY  1944


We see people waving to the soldiers on tanks, jeeps and other vehicles who are rolling in. Soldiers looking tired but throw a cheeky smile towards village people.

On thirteen September the shootings started. Grenades were fired from both sides of the canal coming from heavy field artillery batteries.  Fields were floated under water. The engineers were building a bridge only a hundred yards away off the canal and our tanks where waiting outside the village to cross. 

Grandpa

(Flashback)

BATTLEFIELD. RAINY DAY  1944

We see soldiers around bunkers, hiding and shooting,   grenades fall down, body’s float in the canal, blood and screaming

Grandpa (continues)

At evening our assaultbotes started to cross the canal, a total of 440 of our infanteristen were set over, 360 of us had to clear the bridgehead. The middberm was quickly concerted. But once over the second canal it all went wrong. The German defence was to strong to resists. Orientation mistakes and the loss of radio contact give the enemy an opportunity to close us in. 

Water and soil make mud. Mud sticks to everything. Boots weight pounds more, rifles and brines operate sluggishly. Ammunition becomes wet. Slit trenches allow one to get below the ground, but also contain several inches of thick water. Matches and cigarettes are unusable. So almost everyone looks for a house. A good house is one which only has a few holes in the walls and not more than half the roof dismantled. These are hard to find after our arty (artillery) has lifted its range and after the enemy arty has found its range. So as soldier you shake your head, clean your rifle, swears a good deal to God and dream of what you will do when you gets leave...."

BATTLEFIELD. RAINY DAY  1944

We see a smashed house and little farther away soldiers

Hiding in a slit trenches stack middle of a battle. Bombs falling down and dirt is flying around.

Luitenant Jake (yelling loud)

Calling in, Reinforcements required! 

Were having casualties here!

I Repeat! Were suffering casualties here!
Sounds wise ling and noises comes out of the radio.

No respond is heard,  Lieutenant Jake looses it and starts to hit the field phone Hard in to muddy field.

Lieutenant Jake 

God dam! Don’t let us fucking die here assholes !

You here me! Don’t let us fucking die here!

Sergant Murphy (yelling)

Lieutenant! LUITENANT! Get a grip. We got to move for shelter sir.

Luitenant Jake 

WHAT? , where the hell you wane hide sergeant! There all over our fucking ass, you got mud in your eyes or what.

Sergeant Murphy

No Sir, but if we stay here we get fried, 

And were running out of ammo sir, if now what I mean.

The sergeant points his finger towards flamethrowers at a far distance coming in their direction.

Lieutenant Jake 

O, shit, calls the men together now!

Sergeant Murphy is screaming toward his men to regroup.

Grandpa (continues)

Heavy casualties were already suffered by both sides and the ground was littered with both German and Royal Winnipeg ... dead.... arms and legs ripped off. Prolonged exposure to wet and cold still had to be endured in flooded slit trenches or smashed buildings. Bold enemy snipers and machine-gunners ...succeeded in infiltrating between the companies.... We were running out of ammunition soon and our platoon was isolated from the rest. Suddenly out of no ware a bullet hits the Lieutenant in his chest, it was horrible, his blood was gushing out, I. . . I tried to stop it.... 

BATTLEFIELD. RAINY DAY  1944 (flashback)

BLAAAM.  (Bullet hit)

Sergeant turns his head and sees the heavy wounded Luitenant.


Sergeant Murphy

O God no! Lieutenant,  Fucking German scum.

MEDIC! MEDIC!  dam!
Sergeant Murphy

Hang in there lieutenant! Were getting you out of here.

Stay with us you hear me!

Lieutenant Jake 

(Whispering)

Get out of here!

Sergeant Murphy (loud)

What?

The Sergeant holds his ear close to the Lieutenants mouth

To hear the words.

Lieutenant Jake (whispering as loud as possible)

Get out of here, that’s an order, leave me! Save the men!

It’s an order!

The Sergeant and the lieutenant catch each others eyes

As they seem to understanding.

Sergeant Murphy (yelling)

Come-on men, move! Move! Move!

The Sergeant takes a last look to the Lieutenant as a goodbye.

Lieutenant Jake nods and Murphy leaves him behind.
Grandpa (continues)

That was the last I saw of the Lieutenant. It was hard, but I

new it was the wright thing to do. I was in charge now and I

had to secure the men.


(Beat)


But you know, the worst off all son, is to realize that the enemy wasn’t actually our enemy but just a common soldier like me who was dreaming of a happy life with wife and children. They were also growing up kids just like us on a mission of duty. We even could have been brothers in another life. (Beat) what a waist!

(Beat)
“May this never happen again”

Grandpa takes a last look at the grave of his friend and lays the poppet on the grave. Then he turns and walks away with his grand-son.

(Camera zooms out high in the sky so as we can see the hundreds of graves now)

END

--------------------------------------------------------------

Comment:

I wrote this script as a short version but from time to time I’ am modifying it for a long version
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