
WIPRoland screams out and Liddie rushes across the room. Still clawing at his wrists, he kicks the last of the sheets from his feet
and legs. Liddie tries to nudge him awake but Roland flails his arms, hitting her in the jaw and knocking her to the ground. As
she hits the floor, the pile of down feathers explodes under her, filling the room. She pulls herself up and kneels beside the bed,
wiping the blood from her mouth and again trying to calm Roland. She places her hands on his forehead and then (out of desperation)
over his mouth, to muffle his screams. As quickly as it started,
it stops. . . .
Roland slowly opens his eyes. Confused, the ash from his nightmare turns to down feathers and Liddie rests her head on his heartRoland slowly opens his eyes. Confused, the ash from his nightmare turns to down feathers and Liddie rests her head on his heart
as he settles. Her hands squeeze Roland’s fingers, still fidgeting and tearing at his arms. She reaches out to touch the scars
on his wrists but he quickly pulls away. 

 
Their pasts will help them push through to victory against the horrors of war, but their individual strengths will be what ultimately defines them.

10 eps.

“For most of history,
Anonymous was a woman.”
Virginia Woolf

rallyboard entertainment

Strong Women, Flying Saucers and Nazis.


